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Chapter One: A Problem Boy

By half past nine on the morning before Karen and Richard Carter left for Australia, the house looked almost pristine. Karen was a homebody and she took great pride in the way it looked – everything in its place and a place for everything, she would say.

Now, two large suitcases stood open in the hall. A third had somehow migrated to the kitchen island, where Karen was trying to decide whether a pair of walking shoes really needed its own plastic bag. Travel documents covered one end of the table beneath a pair of reading glasses, two pens and a printed itinerary Richard had already checked so many times that Jill suspected he could probably recite it from memory. Chargers were gathered, medication in a line, toiletries packaged together and Karen’s makeup box balanced near the end.

Jill had been helping since eight.

Jamie was on the sofa, his own little island retreat, separate from the rest of the house’s ecosystem.

He had one ankle resting on the opposite knee, his phone held six inches from his face and a pair of headphones around his neck. An oversized grey hoodie swallowed most of his narrow frame, while the faded black jeans beneath it looked as though they had survived the apocalypse but just barely. His trainers lay where he had kicked them off the previous evening. A cereal bowl was on the floor beside the coffee table, a mug had been abandoned on the windowsill and an empty crisp packet had somehow worked its way halfway beneath the sofa cushion.

Karen came through carrying and two designer handbags and stopped when she saw the bowl. “Jamie, love, can you take that into the kitchen?”

He did not look up. Grunted. “In a minute.”

Jill, who had been standing in the doorway debating whether to throw something heavy and fatal and her erstwhile brother, said,  “Mum, he has been saying ‘in a minute’ since he was about twelve.”

Jamie finally glanced over. “Morning to you too.”

“Take the bowl to the bloody kitchen.”

“I said I would.”

“You also said you’d empty the dishwasher last night.”

“I forgot.”

Jill stared at him. Jamie gave her the faintly smug smile he had been using on her since childhood, the one that counted irritating his sister as a victory. Karen stepped between them before Jill could answer. “Can we not start today? I’ve got enough to think about.”

Jill looked at her mother, then at the untouched bowl, then at Jamie. “That,” she said, “is exactly why he gets away with everything.”

Karen put her bags down. “He doesn't get away with everything. Which of these should I take?”

Jamie looked at his sister for several seconds, sighed theatrically, picked up the bowl and mug and shuffled towards the kitchen. Jill watched him go.

Twenty-one years old, full-time job, contributing to the household, and still somehow it was not enough for her mother. Jamie was twenty and got away with murder.  That was old enough to vote, drink, work and apparently decide university was beneath him. He seemed to spend his life playing GTA and making a mess.

Jamie came back a minute later with neither bowl nor mug and dropped onto the sofa again.

Jill pushed away from the door. “You see what I’ll have to deal with?”

Jamie picked up his phone. “Have you applied for sainthood yet?”

“You should be in digs, finishing your bloody course.”

University had become the subject nobody could mention without changing the temperature in the room. Jamie had gone off the previous autumn to study media production in Leeds, full of vague enthusiasm about music videos, sound design and not having to live with his parents. By Christmas he was missing lectures. By February he was behind on assignments. By Easter, the official version was that the course was badly organised, the tutors didn't care, and half the modules were pointless.

The unofficial version, according to Jamie's increasingly exasperated flatmate, was that he stayed up until four playing games, slept through morning lectures and developed a passionate belief that deadlines were not that serious.

He had been home since April. His room looked exactly as it had when he was seventeen. His life had gained about the same forward momentum.

Richard came in through the front door carrying another suitcase from the garage and put it down beside the others. Even in his mid-fifties, he had the broad shoulders and heavy build of someone who had spent half a lifetime throwing himself about on a sports field. He had played rugby seriously when he was younger and still trained twice a week, coached when the club needed him and spoke about old matches with the kind of emotional expression most people reserved for family births and marriages.

Jamie had inherited none of it. Not the height. Not the build. Nor the drive. Richard looked towards the sofa. “You working today?”

“Later.”

“What time?”

“Three.”

“And tomorrow?”

Jamie shrugged. “Think I’m on twelve till five.”

“Think?” Richard's jaw tightened slightly. He took a breath before continuing. “Did you look at that trainee scheme Mark mentioned? The one at Harcourt. Warehouse planning, logistics, a bit of office work. He said they’re taking on younger people.”

“It’s not really my thing.”

“You don't appear to want to do much of anything.” The words were sharper than Richard intended. The room quietened.

“I’m working.”

“Three shifts a week in an electronics shop.”

“So?”

“So that's fine if you're studying. You're not.”

Karen stepped in gently. “Richard.”

But he had started, and Richard was not good at abandoning a point halfway through. “I'm not asking you to have your whole life sorted at twenty. I'm asking whether you've thought about what comes next.”

Jamie gave a short laugh, trying to concentrate on his game, which was annoying everyone except him. “You mean what comes next that you approve of.”

The electronics shop was temporary until something better appeared. The university withdrawal was temporary until Jamie found a course he liked. Living at home was temporary until he sorted himself out. Every part of his life existed in a waiting room, and Jamie seemed content as long as somebody else paid to keep the lights on.

Richard rubbed one hand across his face. “At your age I was working full-time, training three nights a week and playing semi-professional Saturday.”

Jamie leaned back. “Yes, Dad. And everything cost seventeen pence and milk was still delivered to the door.”

Richard pointed at him. “That's exactly what I mean. Everything becomes a joke. Maybe if you did something with your life instead of playing those stupid games, there'd be less to lecture you about.”

Karen looked between them and reached for the passport folder. “We are not spending the day before a thirty-day holiday arguing about this. I don’t want you brooding during the flight.” She headed for the stairs before tempers became frayed.

Richard exhaled and let it go.

Jill watched her brother stare at his phone as though the conversation had never happened.

She knew better.

He had always been smaller than Richard, less physical, less certain of himself in rooms full of loud men. As a child, Richard had tried everything. Mini rugby. Swimming. Football. Cricket one summer because Jamie liked the kit. Nothing stuck. Jamie preferred music, computers, films, and anything that let him stay comfortably indoors.

There was nothing wrong with that. The trouble was that Jamie had spent years treating not being like his father as though it excused him from becoming anything else.

Karen came downstairs again carrying a laundry basket. “Jamie, are these yours?”

He looked up. The basket was full of dark clothes. Karen started towards the utility room. Jill stepped in front of her.

“No, mum.”

Karen blinked. “What now?”

“Let him do it.”

Jamie pulled off one headphone. “What have I done now?”

“Your washing.”

“I didn't ask her to do it.”

Karen looked towards him. “You said yesterday you needed your black jeans for work.”

“Yeah, but I can do them later.”

Jill held out her hand to her mother.  Karen hesitated. Then surrendered the basket. Jill carried it straight across the room and dropped it beside Jamie's feet.

“Mum is packing for Australia.”

Karen sighed. “It would've taken two minutes.”

“You say you'll do things. Mum gets tired of waiting and does them.”

Richard, who had returned to checking documents, glanced up. “Callum manages to wash his own kit.”

Jamie visibly stiffened. Jill groaned. “Dad.”

“What?”

“Don't bring Callum into it.”

Richard shrugged. “I'm just saying.”

Jamie leaned back, expression cooling. “Why don't you adopt him?”

Jamie grabbed the laundry basket and headed upstairs. His bedroom door closed harder than necessary.

Jill looked at her father. “You didn't have to compare him to Callum.”

“I didn't mean anything by it.”

Karen sat down on an armchair. “Can we please get through today without everybody falling out?”

Upstairs, something thudded.

Callum arrived just before eleven. Jill heard his van before she saw him, then the front door opened and his voice carried through the hallway.

“Anyone order manual labour?” Callum Price was twenty-seven, six-foot-four and built with the solidity of someone who considered an evening in the gym a reasonable way to relax after rugby training. He worked as an electrician, played for Richard's old club and had the slightly infuriating confidence of a man who had embraced his alpha status.

He appeared in the kitchen doorway wearing navy work trousers and a fitted grey T-shirt, muscles bulging.

“Morning.” Jill kissed him. Karen thanked him for coming.

He and Richard started moving the cases, ready for departure. Jamie reappeared halfway through, now wearing another black shirt that smelled faintly of sweat.

Callum looked over.

“Morning, little man.” Jamie stopped. “You all right?”

“I was until you arrived.”

Jamie went to the fridge. Callum picked up the large suitcase Richard had been struggling to manoeuvre around the hallway corner and lifted it as though it contained pillows.

“See? Useful having some muscle in the family,” commented Richard.

“Can everybody stop treating him like he just won the Olympics for carrying luggage?” Said Jamie

Callum looked down at the case in his hands. “To be fair, I trained for years.”

Jill knew there was affection beneath the antagonism. Callum did not actually dislike Jamie. He simply found him incredibly easy to wind up, and Jamie had never learned the life-saving skill of refusing to react.

When Callum came back in, Jamie was filling a glass at the kitchen sink.

Karen came into the room carrying a folder. “Right. Before I forget, I need to show you both a few things.”

Jamie groaned. His mother liked lists. The more the better. Karen ignored him. She ran through bin day, the alarm code, the neighbour's number, watering the plants in the conservatory, and what to do if the boiler decided to behave strangely. Jill already knew most of it.

Jamie listened for perhaps thirty seconds.

Then checked his phone.

“Jamie.”

“I’m listening.”

“What did I just say?”

“Something about bins.”

Jill folded her arms. Karen looked tired.

“Your sister knows where everything is, but that doesn't mean you leave it all to her. You cook for yourself. You wash your own clothes. And don't expect Jill to clean up after you.”

Jamie looked offended. “I won't.” Jill laughed because that was exactly what Jamie planned to do.

Karen continued. “And help her. If something needs doing, do it.”

An hour before departure, Jill found Jamie outside near the drive. Richard was there too. For once, neither of them was arguing. Richard had one hand resting on the roof of the car.

Jamie was staring at the ground.Jill slowed before they noticed her.

“You're not stupid, son,” Richard was saying. “That's what makes it frustrating.”

Jamie's shoulders tightened.

“I know.”

“I don't expect you to become me.” Jamie gave him a sceptical look. “All right. Maybe I haven't always made that clear.” Richard continued, “I wanted you to enjoy some of the things I enjoyed. You didn't. Fine. I can live with that. What I can't watch is you drift because you're frightened of getting out there.” Then Richard clapped him on the shoulder. “Just don't make your sister's life difficult.”

“Everyone keeps saying that.”

“Because everyone knows you.”

Jamie smiled despite himself.

Jill moved away before either of them noticed she had heard. That moment complicated things. It was easier to be furious at Jamie when he was simply lazy. Harder when she remembered that he was also insecure, defensive and constantly aware that he had disappointed someone he desperately wanted not to disappoint.

Unfortunately, understanding Jamie did not make cleaning up after him any more appealing.

Their parents finally left just after two. Karen hugged Jill twice and told her to message when they got home from the airport, forgetting that Karen herself was the one travelling. Then she hugged Jamie and made him promise to eat properly.

Richard told them both not to burn the house down.

Callum drove them to the airport because his van had enough space for the luggage and because Richard didn’t want the expense and inconvenience of parking his gleaming new Range Rover at the airport for a month.

Before climbing in, Karen pointed at Jamie.

“Listen to your sister.”

A minute later, the van pulled away. Jill and Jamie stood side by side on the drive until it disappeared around the corner. The street was quiet.

For a few seconds, neither spoke. He laughed and walked inside. Jill followed. The house already felt different without their parents.

Jamie immediately headed towards the sofa. Jill stopped him. “No.”

He turned. “What now?”

“We're having rules.”

His face fell. “Jesus Christ, already?”

“I mean it.”

“Mum's been gone thirty seconds.”

Jill ignored him and counted the basics on her fingers. “You clean your own plates. You do your own washing. If you finish something, replace it. Don't leave wet towels on the bathroom floor. Don't leave rubbish in the sitting room. I am working. I am not coming home every evening to clean up after you.”

Jamie looked at her as though she had announced martial law.

“I don't ask you to.”

“Mum does it.”

He made a mock salute. “Yes, ma'am.” She scowled. “Relax, sis.”

Jill felt something tighten behind her eyes. She pointed towards him. “If you say relax to me one more time...” She shook her head and headed upstairs.

For the rest of the afternoon, things were peaceful.

Jamie went to work. Jill answered emails from her bedroom, did a load of her own washing and made herself a snack. Callum picked her up at seven. They went out for food, talked about the Australia trip and, because Jill was determined not to become one of those women who discussed nothing except family problems, she avoided mentioning Jamie for nearly forty minutes.

Then Callum said, “Your brother looked rough earlier.”

Jill sighed. “I know.” She stirred her drink. “I’m dreading the next month. He’s going to take the piss, I know he is.”

They got back just after ten. Jamie's bedroom light was on. The kitchen already looked a mess. A greasy baking tray had been left on the hob. A knife sat on the counter covered in tomato sauce. Two cupboard doors were open. An empty milk bottle stood beside the sink.

There was a plate on the coffee table.

Jill stopped in the doorway. This was only the first day. She looked up at the ceiling: “I’m going to kill him.”


Chapter Two: A Visit to Femme Transformations

Four days had passed since Jill’s parents had left for Australia. Four days since she had stood on the drive beside Jamie and watched Callum's van disappear around the corner. Four days since she had given her brother a handful of rules so basic that she had felt ridiculous saying them aloud to another adult.

“He's doing it deliberately,” Jill said, stirring the remains of her coffee. “I swear to God, he waits until I’ve cleaned something and then finds a way to mess it up. Yesterday morning I wiped the kitchen down before work. I got home, and there were noodles welded to a saucepan, three mugs in the sitting room and something…god knows what…on the fridge door.”

Across the table, Megan looked thoughtful. “I think men are just designed to piss us off.”

“It’s him.”

“I know. Can’t you isolate him to one part of the house?” Jill gave her a look. Megan grinned and lifted her cup. “Just a thought.”

The girls had taken the table furthest from the window in a small café just off the high street, because it was quieter.

Jill had known the three women for years, although not all from the same place. Megan had been at school with her. Allana had arrived later through work and somehow become permanent within about three weeks. Chloe had originally been Allana's friend, but seemed to gravitate towards Jill in a way that sometimes seemed intentional on her part.

Tall enough to attract attention even while sitting down, Chloe had long dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail and a striking face that made people turn twice to look, especially men. She wore a short black skirt, a tight, fitted blouse, and heeled ankle boots that Jill privately suspected cost more than she could make in a month. Everything about her looked deliberate and intimidating.

It wasn’t just the way she looked. There was an artistry to her that seemed natural but couldn’t possibly be. A raised eyebrow. A calm instruction. The expectation that whatever she'd asked for would simply happen. Only Jill and the others knew that beneath the immaculate clothes and composed manners was a private fascination Chloe rarely discussed outside their little group.

Control fascinated her. Rules. Obedience. The effect of telling someone what to do and discovering they liked being told. Chloe had no interest in shouting or cheap theatrics. That was exactly what made it more unsettling. She enjoyed authority most when she barely needed to raise her voice.

Jill had always treated it as one of Chloe's eccentricities. At least until Jamie became the subject. Allana tore a piece from the almond croissant on her plate. “What about the laundry?”

Jill laughed without humour. “He put a load on Monday.”

“Be thankful for small mercies.”

“He put everything in together. Black jeans, white work shirts, towels, one of Mum's cleaning cloths and a red hoodie.”

Megan winced. Chloe's mouth moved slightly. Jill pointed at her. “Don't smile.” She leaned back and rubbed her forehead. “Then he left it in the machine until Tuesday night. I only found it because I went to put my own washing in and nearly got hit by the smell.”

“What did he say?” Megan asked.

“He forgot.”

“Of course.”

“And then he asked me whether I could sort it because he was going out. Didn’t wait for a reply, just scooted out the door to see his mate Freaky Frank.”

Megan laughed. Jill didn't.

Allana, who possessed rather more sympathy than either Megan or Chloe when situations involved actual bodily injury, said, “Do you think Jamie and Frank will ever find girlfriends?”

“No. Unfortunately,” said Jill. “At least that might give him an idea of responsibility.”

Chloe had barely touched her coffee. She listened with the same concentrated expression she used when somebody explained a problem at work. Jill knew that look. It meant Chloe wasn't merely enjoying the story anymore.

“He's winding you up because you're reacting and it’s a win for him,” Chloe said eventually.

Jill turned towards her. “Thank you, Doctor Freud.”

“Jamie knows exactly which buttons to press. He always has. You tell him to put something away, he calls you Mum. You tell him to clean something, he asks whether you've considered getting a hobby. You get angry; he laughs. Childish, I know.”

Jill opened her mouth to disagree, then closed it. That was annoyingly close.

Jamie had discovered on the second evening that calling her Mum Junior could produce an almost instant reaction. By Wednesday he had progressed to asking whether she wanted to inspect his bedroom with a clipboard. The previous night, when Jill told him to take his dirty plate into the kitchen, he looked solemnly at her and asked whether he should curtsey first.

“You’re right, he's always been like that,” Jill said. “If he thinks you're annoyed, he keeps going. Dad used to make it worse because Jamie could get him shouting within about five minutes and then act like Dad was the unreasonable one.”

Allana nodded. “Everything’s a joke.”

“Exactly. And nothing lasts. University didn't last. Jobs don't last, at least not more than a few weeks at a time. Dad's lectures go over his head. Mum moans about him and then makes his dinner.” Megan looked at Chloe. Chloe looked back. Jill sighed theatrically. “What is it with you two? You just did a thing.”

“What thing?”

“That look.”

Allana began smiling. Jill turned towards her. “You're involved too.”

“I haven't said anything.”

Chloe finally lifted her coffee and took a slow sip. Jill stared at her. “Absolutely not.”

Chloe put the cup down. “I haven't proposed anything.”

“You're about to.” Jill groaned. “We discussed that when we were drunk.”

The conversation had taken place three weeks earlier at Allana's flat after two bottles of prosecco and a long rant from Jill about Jamie leaving wet towels on the bathroom floor. Chloe had remarked that Jamie needed training. Megan had said the word maid. Allana had found it far funnier than the joke deserved.By midnight they had somehow constructed an entire imaginary programme for Jill's brother. Apron. Chores. Rules.

A proper cleaning schedule. Then Chloe had asked, with suspicious seriousness, why they were stopping at the apron. Jill had assumed that was the drink talking. Apparently Chloe had not.

Now Chloe folded her perfectly manicured hands on the table. “You've spent four days complaining that he won't change and that he’s driving you mad. He thinks cleaning is beneath him. He thinks anything domestic is your problem. Because you’re a girl.”

Jill frowned. “Probably.”

Chloe's smile appeared slowly. “So use the plan.”

Jill looked around the café as if someone might overhear and report them to a responsible adult.

“There is no plan.”

“There is.”

“No. There was a stupid conversation after we’d drunk too much wine.”

Megan shook her head. “It became quite detailed as I remember.”

Allana smiled. “I made notes.”

Jill stared at her. “You what?”

Allana took out her phone. Her smile widened.

Jill sank further into the chair. “I need different friends.”

“You'd miss us,” Megan said with a pout.

Chloe leaned forward slightly. The movement was small, but the other women quietened almost immediately. Even Jill noticed that.

“Forget the joke for a minute,” Chloe said. “Your parents are gone for nearly a month. Jamie is treating the house like a hotel. He winds you up because he knows you can't really do anything to him. You can't ground him. You can't take his phone away. You aren't his mother.”

“Exactly.”

“But you can change the game.”

Jill looked at her. There was that word. Game.

“What exactly are you suggesting?”

Chloe's eyes brightened. Megan sat back, an expression suggesting she already knew the answer. Allana looked delighted. Jill suddenly felt like the only person at the table who had not signed up.

Chloe spoke calmly. “The same thing we talked about. You stop arguing with him. You stop cleaning up after him. You give him a proper role in the house.”

“As a maid.”

“As your maid.”

Jill laughed. Nobody else did. “You cannot be serious.”

“I am.”

“Jamie would rather set himself on fire.”

“Possibly at first.”

“At first?”

Megan smiled. “Not if the four of us pull together.” Jill glared at her. Chloe continued as though no interruption had occurred. “He is constantly telling you that none of this matters. Cleaning isn't difficult. Laundry isn't difficult. Looking after a house isn't difficult. Fine. Let him prove it.”

“In a dress.”

“A uniform.”

Jill rubbed both hands over her face. “This is insane.”

“Is it? You never know. He might actually like it. Would you like a little maid for the rest of the month?”

Chloe said it so casually that Allana nearly choked on her coffee. Megan laughed. Jill stared at Chloe across the table.

Jill had always known about Chloe's private taste for control. They had all heard enough stories over the years. The carefully negotiated weekends with former boyfriends. The rules. The rituals. The pleasure she took in watching somebody struggle against an instruction before finally obeying.

Jamie would drive her mad. Or delight her. Jill wasn’t sure which.

“You've thought about this too much,” Jill said.

Chloe smiled. “Yes.”

Allana put down her fork. “It could actually work. At least you’d have something to blackmail him with.”

Jill turned to her. “You're supposed to be the sensible one.”

“I am being sensible. Sort of.” Allana tucked a strand of dark hair behind one ear. “Think about it. Jamie's slight. His hair is reasonably long and isn't terrible once it's washed properly. He doesn't have a heavy beard. If you were going to transform someone quickly, he's actually got all the right assets.” Jill stared. Allana laughed. “I'm just saying clothes would be easy. He's narrow through the shoulders and waist. Give me measurements and I could make half the wardrobe work.”

Megan raised a hand. “And I can organise him.”

Jill looked over.

“Into what?”

“Everything. Cleaning rota, kitchen schedule, laundry, standards. You know I live for spreadsheets.”

“That may be the saddest thing you've ever admitted.”

“I love colour coding.”

“Stop.”

Megan grinned. Then Jill looked at Chloe. “And you?”

Chloe's expression barely changed. “I'll handle Jamie.”

That was precisely the answer Jill had expected. It was also the answer that made her nervous. “What does that mean?”

“It means you're too easy for him to wind up.”

“Thanks.”

“You are. He knows you. You start explaining. Then you argue. Then he makes you angry. Then whatever you originally asked him to do gets forgotten.”

Jill hated how accurate that was.

Allana smiled into her coffee.

“You're all enjoying this far too much.”

“Obviously,” Megan said.

Jill looked back at Chloe. “Jamie isn't one of your boyfriends.”

“I’m aware.”

“He's my brother. And if you think you're going to walk into my house wearing leather and carrying a whip or something, we're finished.”

Chloe actually laughed. “You’re such a spoilsport. Maybe I won’t be the only one wearing leather and carrying a whip.”

Jill leaned back. “And if he says no?”

That finally quietened the table.

Chloe's response came immediately. “We just make him an offer he can’t refuse.” Megan snorted.

Jill thought the entire concept belonged somewhere between ridiculous and deranged, but she would like to see Jamie’s face when she and her three friends turned up with a maid’s outfit and a set of demands.

Megan began smiling before Chloe even stood. Allana reached for her handbag.

Jill looked from one to the other.

“What is happening?”

Chloe pushed back her chair. “Come with me.”

“Where?”

“You'll see.” Megan was already putting on her coat. Allana slipped her phone into her handbag. Jill remained sitting.

“You're serious. All of you.”

Chloe looked down at her, statuesque and intimidating. “Very.”

Something in that gaze made Jill understand, briefly and uncomfortably, why Chloe enjoyed being obeyed.

Jill sighed. “I hate you.”

“No, you don't. Come on, it’s going to be a fun few weeks. I’ve even taken time off work.”

They left the café together.

Outside, Chloe raised one hand and flagged down a taxi. Within three minutes they were squeezed into the back, Megan and Allana on one side, Jill and Chloe on the other.

Chloe gave the driver an address. Jill didn't recognise it. Megan apparently did. “Really?”

Chloe nodded.

Allana leaned forward. “You've actually booked it?”

“Booked what?” Nobody answered Jill. She looked at each of them. “This is getting sinister.”

Megan smiled. “You’ll like it.”

The taxi moved away from the high street and through a part of town Jill rarely visited. Offices gave way to older terraces, small workshops and rows of businesses squeezed into converted Victorian buildings. They turned down a narrow street behind a row of cafés, then again into an even narrower road Jill had probably driven past fifty times without noticing.

The taxi stopped outside a dark green frontage with frosted windows. There was no large sign. Only discreet gold lettering beside the door.

FEMME TRANSFORMATIONS

Jill stared at it. Then at Chloe. “You’ve got to be kidding me?”

Chloe paid the driver and they climbed out.

The street was quiet enough that Jill immediately became conscious that she was about to enter a world that was totally alien. Chloe pressed the buzzer. The door opened almost immediately.

Two women were waiting inside. Twins. Same height, same pale blonde hair cut into glossy shoulder-length styles, same blue eyes and almost identical smiles. They looked somewhere in their early thirties and wore matching black dresses, although one had a silver brooch at the collar and the other gold.

Their similarity was unnerving.

The girls spoke in unison: “Right on time. Come in.”

Jill did not move immediately. Megan brushed past her and Allana quickly followed.

Chloe waited. Jill looked at the gold lettering on the door one more time. Then went inside.

The reception area was elegant. Cream walls, soft lighting, a pale upholstered sofa and framed fashion photographs arranged neatly along one side. A vase of white lilies stood on the desk. The room smelled faintly of perfume and was distinctly feminine.

One of the twins locked the door behind them. She smiled when Jill frowned: “Privacy.”

Chloe introduced them at last. “This is Jill. Megan. Allana. Jill, this is Lorna and Lucy. You may be surprised that they were once naughty young lads before the Femdom Collective worked their magic.”

Megan looked impressed. Allana looked delighted. “They’re so pretty.”

Jill could barely speak. The twins led them through another door. Then down a corridor. There were more rooms than Jill expected. It seemed a bit like the TARDIS, smaller on the outside and bigger inside.

One room looked like a beauty salon, complete with large mirrors, styling chairs and shelves filled with hair products. Another contained clothing racks. Through a partly open door she saw what looked like a photography area with soft lights and a white backdrop.

Jill slowed. “This is an actual business.”

Chloe looked amused. “Well, that depends on your definition of a business.”

She had imagined something halfway between a costume shop and Chloe's imagination. Instead, Femme Transformations seemed professionally organised.

Lorna opened a final door. “Here.”

The room beyond was enormous. Jill stopped. Allana made a small noise of delight.

Clothing racks ran along two walls. Dresses. Hundreds of them. Summer dresses, evening dresses, skirts, blouses and formal outfits arranged by size and colour. One section was almost entirely pink. Another contained black and white uniforms.

Maid uniforms.

There were traditional black dresses with white aprons, pastel versions, satin versions, elaborate versions with bows and lace, severe hotel-style uniforms and absurdly pretty dresses with skirts held wide by layers of petticoats.

A long shelf displayed shoes. Court shoes. Mary Janes. Boots. All with high heels.  Along another wall stood mannequin heads wearing wigs in every imaginable colour and length. Dark bobs. Blonde curls. Long brunette waves. Red hair. Pixie cuts.Ponytails.

There were drawers of cosmetics, boxes labelled by size, packages of stockings and tights, padded bras, shapewear, jewellery, hair accessories, gloves and handbags.

At the far end stood a large leather sofa in front of an enormous illuminated mirror.

Megan walked towards the maid uniforms.

“Oh, this is brilliant.”

Allana had already reached the dresses. “Look at the quality.”

Jill remained near the doorway. Everything had suddenly become far more real. A joke in Allana's flat was one thing. A conversation in a café another.

A room designed specifically to take one person in and send someone very different back out was entirely different. Megan and Allana were now examining shoes and arguing over whether Jamie could walk in anything higher than two inches.

Jill looked around again.

Her anxiety had not disappeared. Neither had the knowledge that Jamie would fight them every step of the way.

But underneath both was another feeling now. Temptation. Four days of unwashed cups and plates. Wet towels and wrappers strewn across the living room. Jamie sitting on the sofa playing his stupid bloody game.

Relax, sis.

Jill looked towards the pink maid uniform again.

Chloe followed her gaze.

Then she spread one hand towards the room, taking in the dresses, wigs, heels, makeup and rows of transformation equipment as though presenting the answer to a problem Jill had spent twenty years complaining about.

“We've got everything we need here.”


Chapter Three: Jill’s Lingerie

When the girls began to put their plan into action they moved with ruthless efficiency under the orders of Chloe.

There was something almost absurdly formal about the four of them as they crossed the Carter hallway that morning. Chloe had insisted on the clothes: black trouser suits, plain black shoes, white shirts buttoned properly at the collar, hair tied tightly back, no jewellery beyond watches and no makeup.

Even Allana, who was normally phobic about leaving the house without her ‘face on’ had embraced the plan.

Chloe had been quite specific about the reason. “I don't want us looking pretty,” she'd said when Jill questioned the uniformity of it all. “I want us looking serious.”

Masculine had been the word she'd used after that. Severe. Efficient. Intimidating. Jill wasn't entirely convinced that four attractive women in matching black suits were going to look masculine so much as alarmingly organised, but she had stopped arguing once Chloe started issuing instructions.

Megan seemed to be enjoying the whole thing immensely, while Allana kept catching sight of herself in reflective surfaces, looking mildly bereaved by the absence of mascara.

They reached the landing outside Jamie's room and Jill hesitated. Chloe didn't. She opened the door and the smell hit them first. Whisky. Not the faint trace left in a glass after somebody had been drinking sensibly, but the thick, stale fug of someone who had spent the night making very poor decisions.

The room was warm and very untidy, curtains still closed despite the late morning, discarded clothes scattered across the floor and a takeaway carton balanced dangerously on the bedside cabinet.

Jamie was sprawled naked on top of the duvet, one arm flung above his head and the other hanging loosely over the edge of the mattress. His hair was a dark mess across the pillow and his face had the slack, completely defenceless expression of somebody whose hangover had not yet arrived because unconsciousness was still protecting him from it.

Jill stopped dead and whispered, “Oh, for God's sake,” while Megan glanced at him and then quickly away. Allana stared at the floor. Chloe barely reacted. Her attention went instead to the carpet beside the bed, where an empty bottle lay on its side.

Jill followed her gaze and her expression changed immediately. “No.” She stepped forward and picked it up, the label confirming what she'd already suspected. “That's Dad's.” Megan winced. Jill stared at the bottle as though Jamie had personally desecrated a family heirloom. “That's his best Scotch. He keeps that for Christmas.” Chloe looked towards the sleeping figure on the bed and asked whether Jamie knew that. Jill gave her a look. “He bloody well does.”

The room smelled of it now that they were standing inside properly: whisky, stale sweat, dirty clothes and the lingering remains of whatever Jamie had eaten the night before. Jill could almost imagine her mother's face if she walked in and saw the place. That thought removed a good deal of her remaining sympathy.

Chloe had brought a roll of heavy-duty black bin bags tucked beneath one arm. She tore four from the roll with quick, economical movements and handed one to each woman. “Right. Empty every drawer and the wardrobe. Anything male goes in the bags.”

There was no argument.

Megan moved first, opening the wardrobe and removing shirts, hoodies and jeans by the armful, dropping them into the bag with very little ceremony. Allana took the chest of drawers nearest the window, while Jill stood for another few seconds with the empty bag hanging from one hand before finally giving in and crossing towards the second wardrobe.

Jamie's clothes were worse than she remembered. Black T-shirts with cracked band logos, hoodies that had clearly gone too long between washes, jeans with frayed knees, work shirts screwed into balls. One jumper Jill was almost certain had belonged to Callum several years earlier. She held it up and frowned. “When did he nick this?”

Megan glanced over. “Maybe Callum gave it to him.”

“Callum doesn't give anybody anything voluntarily.”

Chloe, meanwhile, had opened the cupboard beneath the desk and was systematically clearing shoes and trainers into another bag. Jamie shifted on the bed and all four women froze. His face tightened briefly, then he rolled onto his side, dragging part of the duvet beneath him without waking.

Jill stared at him. “He could wake up.”

“He’s out for the count,” whispered Chloe.

Allana had reached the lowest drawer of the chest and opened it, only to screw up her nose immediately. “Oh, God.”

Jill looked over. “What?”

“Underwear.”

Allana held one pair of boxer shorts delicately between two fingers as though they required specialist disposal. “These look older than he is.”

“Bag,” Chloe hissed softly.

Allana dropped them in and continued. Another pair. Socks. More boxer shorts. A vest. Something that may once have been white. Her expression became increasingly judgemental.

Jill smiled despite herself. Then Allana stopped completely, her hand still inside the drawer.

Megan noticed first. “What?”

Allana didn't answer. She slowly withdrew her hand and something pale and delicate came with it. Lace. Pink lace. She looked down, then up, and a grin spread across her face. “Hey,” she whispered, “maybe he'll be more into this than we thought.”

Jill frowned. “What are you talking about?”

Allana held up a lacy bra, while a matching thong dangled from two fingers of her other hand. For several seconds Jill simply stared before recognition arrived and her mouth dropped open. “The little bastard.”

Megan looked between her and the lingerie. Allana's grin widened.

Jill stepped closer and snatched at the bra, stopping herself just short of taking it. “Those are mine. I wondered where they went.” She turned towards Jamie, still unconscious on the bed. “You absolute little creep.”

Megan bit the inside of her cheek. Chloe took the discovery far more calmly than any of them, her gaze moving from the lingerie to Jamie and then back again.

“Put them on the bed.” Chloe nodded towards the bed. “Put them on the bed.”

Allana laid the bra and thong beside Jamie, and the four women went back to work. Whatever hesitation Jill had felt on entering the room disappeared surprisingly quickly once she started finding more evidence of the way her brother lived. The wardrobe emptied first, followed by the drawers, the cupboard beneath the desk and the collection of shoes kicked into various corners of the room. Hoodies, jeans, battered trainers, work shirts and ancient T-shirts disappeared into the heavy black bags until the bedroom began to look strangely bare.

Megan tied off the final bag and looked around. “That's everything.”

“Check again,” Chloe said.

They did. Chloe was not interested in nearly everything. She wanted the room stripped of every obvious route back to Jamie's usual appearance. Allana found another pair of jeans behind the laundry basket, Jill discovered two T-shirts wedged between the bed and wall, and Megan dragged a pair of trainers from beneath the desk.

Only when Chloe was satisfied did she turn her attention to Jamie's phone on the bedside table. She picked it up and pressed the screen awake.

“Do you know the code?”

Jill shook her head. “No idea. He doesn't tell me anything.”

Chloe considered the keypad for a second and entered 1234.

The phone opened.

Allana stared at her. “Seriously?”

Chloe smiled. “Jamie doesn't strike me as a man who enjoys unnecessary effort.”

Chloe glanced briefly through the home screen, then locked the phone again rather than investigating any further. “Good. Now we have collateral.”

Jill frowned. “What exactly does that mean?”

“You'll see.”

Chloe left the bedroom and returned from the hall carrying two large wheeled cases. Megan helped lift them onto the carpet, and Chloe opened the first with the neat theatricality of somebody unveiling something she had been looking forward to for far too long.

The contents were unmistakable. Pink. Lace. Satin.

Several maid uniforms had been packed carefully inside, each protected in clear garment bags. There was a traditional black-and-white one, a pale blue version covered in white frills and, underneath both, the shocking pink satin uniform Jill remembered from Femme Transformations. Its skirt was thick with petticoats and white lace, the apron folded separately beside it.

The second case contained everything else.

Boxes of shoes. Lingerie in neatly labelled packets. Stockings and tights. Makeup bags. Brushes. Hair accessories. Jewellery. Several carefully wrapped items Jill couldn't identify and a handful of plain white boxes that Chloe removed before Jill could get a proper look at the labels.

Jill pointed. “What are those?”

“Later.”

Chloe began directing them again. “Everything out. I want him to wake up knowing immediately that something has changed.”

They worked quickly. Megan cleared the top of the chest of drawers and arranged cosmetics, brushes and bottles in precise rows. Allana hung the maid uniforms inside the now-empty wardrobe, placing the shocking pink one in the centre where it was impossible to miss. Shoes were lined beneath them, all with heels that made Jill wince on Jamie's behalf. Stockings, bras, briefs and shapewear filled the drawers where his boxers and socks had been only minutes earlier.

The transformation of the room was almost more unnerving than the clothes themselves.

Jamie's bedroom had always looked like a catastrophe. Now the masculine clutter had gone. In its place were satin, lace, polished shoes, cosmetics and the unmistakable suggestion that somebody else had taken control.

By the time they finished, the first weak light of morning was beginning to show around the edges of the curtains. Allana stood back and admired the wardrobe. “That is quite something.”

Megan looked towards Jamie. “He's going to lose his mind.”

Jill should have felt sorry for him. A small part of her still did. Then she looked at the empty Scotch bottle. After that, her eyes moved to the pink lace bra and thong lying on the bed.

Her bra. Her thong.

The sympathy weakened considerably.

Chloe picked up the underwear and, without explaining anything, began to dress Jamie. She moved him gently, careful not to wake up. Pulling the thong up over his legs and settling it over his little weenie. Then she placed the bra straps over his arms, lifted him deftly and fastened it around his back. She lay him back gently. Then she went to the dresser and picked up a lipstick. She came back to the bed and quickly applied a coating to his lips, smearing it slightly.

At that moment, Jamie stirred. His mouth opened and his head lolled to one side. He let go a whiskey laden belch while the four girls held their collective breaths. Seconds past and then Jamie began to snore gently.

Chloe picked up his phone and opened it, taking a step to the bottom of the bed.

Jill watched her. “What are you doing?”

“I told you, collateral.”

She took several photos of the prone Jamie in Jill’s bra and thong from different angles. Allana giggled and then pressed a hand to her mouth to stifle it. Megan said: “He’s going to be so angry.”

Chloe checked the images and gave a small satisfied nod. “Perfect.”

Jill folded her arms and looked towards her sleeping brother. Earlier she had wondered whether they were going too far. Finding her missing underwear hidden in his drawer had changed the calculation rather dramatically.

“He actually stole them.”

Allana glanced towards the bra. “Looks like it.”

“I spent weeks wondering where that set went.”

Megan smiled faintly. “Well, mystery solved.”

Jill looked at Jamie again. His face remained completely slack, protected for a little longer from the consequences waiting for him when he woke.

She no longer felt quite so guilty about those consequences.

Chloe slipped the phone into her pocket.

“Now,” she said quietly, looking around the transformed room, “we wait for Sleeping Beauty to wake up.”


Chapter Four: Trapped and Transformed

Jamie’s last clear memory of the night before was Frank leaning across a sticky pub table and insisting, with the absolute certainty of a man who had drunk six pints of cider, that the developers had ruined the latest update on the game he had been playing religiously for the last two months.

They had spent most of the evening in the local, the same place they usually ended up because it was cheap, nobody cared what they wore, and the corner table near the fruit machine was almost always free because it was next to the toilets.

Frank was Jamie’s only proper friend, although neither of them would ever have described the relationship that way. They had known each other since school, bonded initially through gaming and a shared inability to take sport seriously, and had gradually settled into the sort of friendship built around insults, online sessions and conversations that made very little sense to anyone else.

Frank was every bit as socially unsuccessful as Jamie, something that probably helped. He worked irregular hours repairing phones and computers, lived with his mother and possessed a wardrobe consisting largely of hoodies with obscure gaming logos across the front. Jill called him Freaky Frank, which Jamie thought was unfair, although he had never actually asked her to stop because Frank appeared to regard the nickname as a compliment.

They had started sensibly enough with cider. Then another. Then another. Somewhere around the fourth pint, Frank had launched into a lengthy theory about why modern games were being designed by committees rather than people who actually played them. Jamie had agreed enthusiastically despite barely understanding the point by then, and the discussion had somehow expanded into graphics cards, downloadable content, the collapse of civilisation and whether either of them could survive a zombie apocalypse.

Frank thought he could.

Jamie had pointed out that Frank couldn’t even run for a bus without having a coronary.

By closing time, both of them were thoroughly drunk. Frank staggered off towards home after announcing that he could definitely walk in a straight line if he concentrated, leaving Jamie to collect a takeaway and make his own way back home.

Jamie remembered fumbling with the front-door key.

He remembered the smell of chips and curry sauce.

He remembered dropping one chip onto the hallway carpet, looking at it for several seconds and deciding it could collected in the morning.

Then, rather than going to bed like any sensible person, he developed a second wind. The house had been silent. Jill was asleep or out, he couldn't remember which, and the sudden privacy made Jamie feel strangely triumphant. For once nobody was telling him to clean something, switch something off or think about what he intended to do with his life.

He had eaten most of the takeaway in the kitchen, left the remains in the carton and opened one of the cupboards above the dining-room cabinet.

That was where his dad kept the good Scotch. It had been a present from someone at work, expensive enough that dad rationed it carefully and usually brought it out at Christmas or when one of his old rugby friends visited.

Jamie had looked at it. Considered leaving it alone. Then poured himself a glass. The first one tasted awful. The second tasted better. By the third, taste had stopped being particularly important.

He had told himself he would replace the bottle before his parents returned. There were nearly four weeks left. Plenty of time. He knew the brand, knew roughly where you could buy it.

Some quieter, more realistic part of Jamie had already known he probably wouldn't. That was tomorrow’s problem too.

At some point he had taken the bottle upstairs with him. After that, the night dissolved.

His return to consciousness was slow and deeply unpleasant.

The first sensation was pain, a thick, pounding ache behind his eyes that seemed to pulse in time with his heartbeat. His mouth felt dry enough to feel like sandpaper. Something unpleasant was happening in his stomach as well, although his brain decided that could wait until it had dealt with the headache.

Jamie kept his eyes closed.

He shifted slightly on the mattress and instantly regretted it. The movement sent a new throb across his forehead. He made a low sound and tried to sink further into the bed, hoping unconsciousness might take pity on him.

It didn't. Eventually he opened one eye. Light exploded into it. Jamie flinched and shut it again. “Jesus.”

He lay still for another few seconds, breathing through his mouth and attempting to gather enough energy to get up. The air smelled faintly wrong. Not just stale whisky, which he expected, but something else beneath it. Perfume, perhaps. Something feminine that normally belonged in his bedroom.

Then he heard movement. A shoe shifting against carpet. He opened his eyes again, this time more carefully. The daylight pouring through the window was still brutal, reducing the room to pale brightness and dark shapes. Jamie blinked several times, trying to force his eyes into focus.

There were people standing around the bed. Four figures. Tall shadows against the light. His vision sharpened slowly. Black trousers. White shirts. Hair pulled severely back.

Women. He blinked again.

Jill. Megan. Allana. And Chloe.

All four of them stood around his bed in matching black trouser suits, looking down at him with expressions so stern that Jamie’s still-drunken brain struggled to understand what he was seeing.

No one smiled. No one spoke. Chloe stood nearest the foot of the bed with her arms folded. Megan and Allana were on one side, Jill on the other. They looked less like Jill's friends than an extremely well-dressed group of assassins.

Then the fact that he was naked arrived in his brain several seconds later than it should have. His eyes widened.

“What the fuck?”

He grabbed at the duvet, discovered most of it was beneath him and finally managed to drag part of it across his lap.

Jamie looked from one woman to the next and tried to understand why all four of them were standing in his bedroom. Jill's expression was unlike anything he had seen before.

Jamie pushed himself upright, clutching the duvet to his waist as the room swayed slightly. Then he looked down. He was wearing Jill’s bra and, if he wasn’t mistaken, her thong too. His face blushed with embarrassment. Suddenly, the hangover was the least of his worries.

“Oh, look who’s woken, you little creep,” Jill scowled.

“It’s not what you think,” Jamie started to say before realising it was exactly what they thought.

Chloe then took charge. She lifted up his phone, and he reached out to snatch it before she pulled away. “We’ve been taking photos of you for the last half hour, sissy. Hey, girls, why don’t we send these sissy pics to all his contacts? How many are there? Forty, fifty? Oh look, daddy’s on there too. And mommy. And a few of your old bosses. Oh, there’s Freaky Franky.”

“Yeah, let’s send them all,” laughed Allana.

“What other clothes of mine have you put on?” Insisted Jill. She didn’t look in any mood for flippant answers.

All Jamie could manage was “Jesus.”

“We’ve had just about as much as we can take of you,” said Chloe. She put the phone in her pocket. “If you don’t want this to get out, you’re going to be a good boy. Aren’t you?”

Jamie looked around for somewhere to hide and that’s when he saw the pink maid’s dress hanging from the wardrobe door. There were other strange items inside that he didn’t recognise. To his right, on the vanity table, were boxes and bunches of other stuff he didn’t recognise either.

“What’s going on?”

Near the bottom of the bed was a table he didn’t recognise but thought was from Jill's room. On it sat a ceramic bowl with a little steam rising from it, a few bottles, and a pair of blue latex gloves.

“Well, you’ve put Jill through hell for the last couple of days, and you are going to change your ways. If you do it to our satisfaction, then you can have your phone back along with the photos of you in her bra and panties. If you don’t, the whole town is going to know who you really are, even your friend Franky. All four of us are staying at the house now. You are going to be our personal maid for the next few weeks until your parents return.” He opened his mouth to object. “Stay quiet!” He closed his mouth. “You will do exactly what we say, without question. There will be no moaning, no sulking, you will just obey.” She glared at him with such power that Jamie almost shrank back into the mattress. “Jill, have you got something to say?”

“Yes,” said Jill. “You’ve taken the piss for far too long, Jamie. I’m so sick of it. You’ve had this coming. If you don’t comply, I’ll tell Callum you’ve been dressing up as me when I’m not there. What do you think he’ll say to that? I bet the boys at the rugby club would all have a good laugh to know that you’re a bit of a girly girl.”

Chloe looked at him, a sure expression on her face. “I think we have an understanding. Now,” she threw a white towel at him. “Go and shower, clean everywhere properly.”

Jill sneered. “I want you to use my shampoo and conditioner. And take off my bra and panties, for god’s sake.”

Blushing like a traffic stoplight, Jamie scurried to the shower room, his heart beating fiercely. He didn’t know what to do. He climbed into the shower and began cleaning himself, sobbing slightly. If those photos got out, he’d be the laughing stock of the world. What if they posted them on YouTube or TikTok or something? He might even go viral. He picked up Jill’s shampoo and rubbed it into his hair, then rinsed it off. He then checked the instructions on the conditioner bottle and applied that too. By the time he got out of the shower and dried himself, he still hadn’t figured out how he was going to get out of this with his dignity intact.

Maybe the only choice was to go along with things and hope the girls got bored at some point and left him alone. He wrapped the towel around his waist and went sheepishly back to the bedroom. The girls were waiting.

“Sit down,” said Chloe.

“What’s that?” He said pointing at the bowl on the table.

“I didn’t say you could talk. Sit down.” He did, blushing again like he was a girl. She stood over him, hands on hips. “That is a sugaring bowl. We’re going to first remove your hair.” She held up a finger as he opened his mouth. “I told you, you are to follow our instructions and do as we say. Do not speak from now on unless we tell you to. Is that understood? Nod, if you agree.” She looked at his face and chest and then down at his legs. “There’s not much hair at all, really.” She grinned. “Not very manly, hey. We’ll start with the face. Megan this is your department.”

Megan brightened up and then frowned. “Are we doing everywhere?”

“Yes.”

“Yuck.” She picked up the latex gloves and snapped them on with far too much theatricality.

An hour later, Jamie sat disconsolate, feeling like a plucked chicken. He was wearing a white satin robe and sitting at the vanity table. While Jill and Chloe were sorting through the clothes to decide what he would wear, Megan and Allana stood in front of him, arms folded.

“We need to start the hair first, at least it’s long enough to style,” said Allana. She reached for a box full of old-fashioned curlers and picked one out along with a hair grip.

“Can’t we colour it too?” said Megan with a hint of mischief.

“I didn’t bring any.”

That was probably the first encouraging thing Jamie had heard in the last hour, although he kept his face carefully blank. He had already been warned not to speak unless spoken to, and after the initial chaos of waking up to find himself surrounded, handled, ordered about and stripped of any illusion that he was still in control, he had come to what he considered a sensible decision. The girls had plainly got some ridiculous plan into their heads. They were enjoying themselves enormously. The quickest way through it, he had decided, was to stop fighting every tiny step and let them tire themselves out.

It was, he told himself, a game.

A very strange, humiliating, deeply irritating game, but still a game. If he sat there and tolerated enough of their nonsense, eventually even Chloe would run out of enthusiasm. Jill would get distracted by something else, she might not ever forgive him for stealing her underwear but she would move on. The other two girls would follow. They seemed that type.

That theory became harder to sustain once Allana started on his hair.

She had already brushed it until it began to shine. Now she stood behind him with a concentration that frightened him, separating the dark strands with the tail end of a comb, winding sections around the old-fashioned curlers and pinning each one into place with neat, merciless efficiency.

Jamie could see himself only in fragments as she worked. An eye. A cheekbone. The top of the white robe. Then another curler appeared above his forehead, then one at the side of his head, and another, and another, until his reflection was gradually replaced by something that looked alarmingly like a girl in a salon.

“Hold still,” Allana murmured when he flinched as she tugged a little too sharply near his temple. “If you wriggle, it makes it worse.”

Jamie stared at himself and did not move. Her fingers were quick and practised, and although he wanted badly to believe she was making this up as she went along, there was too much confidence in the way she handled the process. Every section of hair went exactly where she wanted it. Every pin was placed with purpose. By the time she had finished one side and moved to the other, the vanity table was scattered with clips and combs, while Jamie sat in gathering silence, watching himself change.

“Actually,” Megan said from somewhere near his knee, “he’s got quite nice hair for this.”

Jamie looked down.

She was kneeling on the floor in front of him, one of his hands captured in hers. While Allana worked above, Megan had set about his nails. She had already finished his toes and now she filed the nails on his hands into neat rounded shapes, blowing away the fine pale dust. A row of false nails waited beside her.

Without the scruffy edges and bitten-down carelessness they normally possessed, his hands seemed softer, especially against the white satin pooled around his lap. Megan selected one of the false nails and held it up against his finger with professional consideration.

“This pink’s good,” she said. “Cute, but not too babyish.”

It was nearly the same pink as the maid’s dress hanging from the wardrobe door.

He had been trying not to look at it and failing almost continuously. From where he sat, he could see the thing in the mirror over his shoulder whenever he forgot to avoid his own reflection. Shocking satin pink, glossy and outrageously feminine, with a white frilled apron laid across the bodice and full underskirts that would puff the skirt into a shape. It hung from the wardrobe, flanked by the rest of the things Chloe and Jill had selected: satin panties and a matching bra, a garter belt, lace-top stockings and a pair of pink high heels that Jamie had tried very hard not to think about.

“Stop curling your fingers,” Megan said, tapping the back of his hand. “Good boy,” she  added lightly, and although the phrase was clearly chosen to annoy him, he made himself give no visible reaction. If he objected, she would only smile. If he rolled his eyes, Chloe would notice. If he lost his temper, they would all enjoy it far too much. So he sat still while Megan glued, pressed and adjusted, building each glossy pink nail with maddening patience until his hands no longer looked like his hands at all.

Behind him, Jill was not helping the sense that he had fallen into another dimension.

At first she had assisted Chloe, fetching garments, holding things up and making occasional comments, but the more she looked at the arrangement forming on the bed, the more engaged she became. Jamie could hear it in her voice.

“What about the fuller underskirt as well?” she asked, standing back to assess the growing collection. “If he’s going in that dress properly, it needs the shape. As much as possible.”

Chloe considered the pile. “Definitely. Not just one. Give him the lot.”

What he had first dismissed as one petticoat had turned out to be a small mountain of white ruffles and stiff netting. Jill had shaken them out one by one, and each fresh layer appeared to increase the dress’s volume and his own sense of doom. Beside them lay the satin underwear, neat and dainty and perfectly coordinated.

Chloe picked up the bra by one strap and inspected it critically. “This is better than the other one.”

“The cups are prettier,” Jill agreed. “And if he’s going to be trussed up, he may as well look right.”

Jamie swallowed. Trussed up?

The fact that they were discussing him as though he were a display item in a shop window should have made the whole thing easier to dismiss. Instead it had the opposite effect. There was too much certainty in their voices. Too much practical decision-making. They were not talking like girls playing dress-up for a laugh. They were talking like a team that had planned carefully.

Allana stepped back at last, one hand on her hip, her head tilted as she examined her work. “There. That’s the curlers in. He can sit with those for a while.”

Jamie looked up, and immediately regretted it when she reached for the hairspray.

“No talking,” Chloe said from across the room, not even turning round.

He shut his mouth again. Allana smiled sweetly and sprayed.

A cool mist settled over his hair, followed by the chemical sweetness of the lacquer as she went methodically around his head, fixing every curler into place. The smell mingled with the powder and perfume already filling the room, leaving almost no trace of the whisky fug that had greeted them earlier. Jamie found that detail particularly unsettling. Even his room no longer smelled like his room.

“There,” Allana said. “That should hold.”

Megan was still working on his nails. She pressed the final pink one into place, held it, then released his hand and sat back on her heels with visible satisfaction. “Those are adorable.”

Jamie looked down.

Adorable was not the word he would have chosen. Fragile, perhaps. Ridiculous. Disturbingly neat. He lifted one hand cautiously and turned it under the light. The nails caught it with a sugary shine that matched the dress almost perfectly.

Jill noticed and laughed under her breath. “Look at him.”

Jamie stared at the mirror trying very hard to deny reality. Curlers. Hairspray. Pink nails. White satin robe. The transformation had ceased to be theoretical some time ago.

Chloe had laid everything out with exacting care, grouping pieces together so that the progression from one item to the next became horribly clear. The dress itself dominated the wardrobe door, but the apron had been spread neatly nearby, the wide ties ready to wrap. Beneath it, the layers of white underskirt looked extravagant enough for a fancy-dress production. The satin bra and panties had been placed together. The garter belt rested beside the stockings with the deliberate tidiness of a shop display. Even the heels had been angled outwards as though inviting him to step into them.

Then Jill frowned suddenly.

“We forgot jewellery.” Jamie’s stomach gave a small, unpleasant drop. Jill’s gaze shifted to his ears. “He’s still got the piercings.”

Megan glanced over and laughed. “Of course he does.”

Jamie resisted the urge to reach up defensively. Years earlier, during a phase in which he had decided he was going to look like a rock star, he had got both ears pierced. The fantasy had not survived contact with reality as he gave up learning the guitar after  two weeks, but the piercings remained.

Jill disappeared from the room. Jamie looked at Chloe, then at Megan, then at Allana, and wondered if he could reason with them. The stern look in Chloe’s eyes seemed to settle that. He had the impression she was deciding something.

When Jill came back she was smiling in a way Jamie did not like at all. In her hand was a small velvet box. She opened it. Nestled inside, catching the light with quiet elegance, was a pair of pearl drop earrings.

“Mum’s,” Jill said, satisfaction warming her voice. “She only wears them when she wants to look smart.”

Chloe stepped closer and looked into the box. For the first time in several minutes something like approval deepened her expression. “That,” she said, “is a very nice touch.”

Jill lifted the earrings carefully by their hooks, and Jamie felt his pulse shift in a way that had nothing to do with drink, hangover or the indignity of pink nails. The whole thing, which he had been stubbornly telling himself was a temporary performance for their amusement, suddenly seemed more real.

His mother’s. Laid beside the pink satin dress. Waiting for him.

Allanah opened her makeup boxes and began work on his face. She started with a light foundation and a little contouring, then moved to the eyes, creating a delicate shadow and slightly smoky look before adding mascara and commenting on how he had nice long lashes. Next came a hint of blush before she outlined his lips then filled it in with a bright pink, the sort Barbie might wear.

She stepped back: “Enough?” She said to the other girls.

Jill put her hands on her hips. “Damn, he looks quite pretty.”

“He looks a bit like you,” said Megan.

Chloe came over to him and picked something up off the vanity table, a square box which rattled dully as she shook it. “You look so pretty, doesn’t he, girls. Now follow me.” She passed the bed and snatched up the pair of satin panties he was meant to wear.

She led him from the bedroom back to the bathroom and closed the door behind her. She opened the box and took out a plastic contraption. Jamie had seen this sort of thing before. Somewhere, he could not remember where. “This is a cock cage, to stop you playing with yourself.” She explained calmly. “Put it on.”

He stared at her with what he thought was real venom but it did nothing to deter her. She held it out. “If you don’t, I’ll take you back to the room and you will put it in front of the other girls, including your sister. This way it stays our ‘little’ secret.”

He snatched it from her, turned and opened the gown, fitting the cage over his manhood. He turned back with a gasp of displeasure. Chloe was holding a key. “Now, lock it.”

He took the key less certainly, placed it in the lock and turned it. “Give me the key.” He handed it back and she put down the front of her blouse into her bra with a smile. “Now,” she stepped forward and quickly reached out and gave the cage a tug, making Jamie grunt. “Perfect.” She handed him the panties. “Tuck yourself away so the other girls don’t see.”

The dressing began.

By then Jamie had surrendered himself to the process with numb resignation. Beneath the white satin robe he wore the pink panties Chloe had selected along with the private indignity concealed beneath them. Megan, Allana and Jill knew nothing about it, and Jamie intended to keep it that way. There were already quite enough people involved in his humiliation without expanding the audience.

Megan took charge first. “Robe off.”

Jamie looked towards Chloe instinctively, but she had moved to the window and was leaning against the sill with her arms folded, apparently content to supervise rather than direct every movement. She gave him nothing beyond a raised eyebrow. Jamie untied the belt and shrugged the robe from his shoulders, placing it over the back of the chair with more care than he would normally.

The bra was satin to match the panties, shocking pink around the cups with tiny white lace edging and a small bow between them. Megan guided the straps over his shoulders while Allana reached behind and fastened it. The cups were padded enough to give shape beneath clothing, and once Allana adjusted them and tightened the straps, Jamie looked down with a sinking feeling at the unmistakable feminine curve now projecting from his chest.

“That’s better,” Allana said, stepping back.

Jamie pressed his lips together.

Next came the garter belt. Megan held it up with a smile as if she was looking at a cute kitten. Jamie stared at the scrap of satin and lace and wondered, not for the first time that morning, how his life had reached a point where these women were debating the proper position of suspender clips while his sister trying to stifle a giggle.

The belt settled around his waist, snug but light, its straps hanging against his thighs. Jamie could feel every new fabric because his skin was so unnaturally smooth. The sugaring had left him acutely conscious of things he would normally have ignored: the satin of the panties, the tug of the elastic, the cool brush of the suspender straps, even the movement of air against his bare legs. Without body hair to soften any of it, everything seemed hyper-sensitive.

Allana opened a packet of stockings. Jamie closed his eyes.

“Those are lovely,” Jill said.

“Look at those lace tops,” Megan replied approvingly. “They'll look perfect with the dress.”

Allana gathered the first stocking carefully between her hands and crouched in front of him. “Foot.”

He lifted it.

She eased the sheer material over his toes and heel and then gradually up his calf. Jamie watched the stocking travel over his skin, changing its appearance subtly but immediately. The second followed, then Allana stood and drew both stockings carefully into place before Megan attached the suspender clips.

The underskirts came next. There were four.

The first was soft and slippery, a white satin underskirt with a narrow lace hem that fell lightly around his legs. Over that came a much fuller petticoat, then another with stiffer layers that immediately began pushing outward, and finally a frothy lace-edged underskirt whose purpose seemed to be ensuring that no reasonable doorway would ever again be approached without calculation.

By the time Jill lowered the last layer over his hips, Jamie's lower half had become a cloud of white fabric.

Megan laughed. “You'll have to learn to allow for the width.”

Jamie looked at Chloe.

She smiled faintly. “She will, I’m sure.”

Jill had become increasingly involved as the layers accumulated. Earlier she had stood back and watched Megan and Allana work, but the sight of her brother taking shape beneath all the satin and lace had apparently broken whatever remaining distance she had intended to maintain.

She lifted the pink maid dress from the wardrobe door. It was even worse close up.

The satin was almost luminous, a shocking, unapologetic pink that caught every scrap of light in the room. Short puffed sleeves were edged with white lace. More lace framed the rounded neckline, and the skirt was wide enough to accommodate the ridiculous collection of petticoats already surrounding him.

Jill smiled. Jamie knew that smile. Seeing it while she held a pink satin maid dress was a new and deeply unsettling experience.

“Arms up.”

Jamie stared at her.

Jill raised her eyebrows. It was obvious she was beginning to pick up tips from Chloe. He lifted his arms.

Allana and Megan helped guide the dress carefully over the curlers without disturbing them and the makeup, lowering the satin over his head and shoulders before Jill pulled the bodice into place. There was a brief struggle with the underskirts as they settled beneath the outer layer, but once everything had been tugged, smoothed and arranged, Jill fastened the dress at the back.

The fitted bodice hugged him far more closely than any of his normal clothes. The padding in the bra filled the front naturally enough that the dress no longer looked empty across the chest. Below, the skirt sprang outward from his waist in an extravagant circle, held aloft by all those layers of white beneath it. Every small movement produced a whisper of satin and the faint rustle of petticoats.

Sheer stockings disappearing beneath it. Pink nails rested uncertainly against the fabric.

Allana appeared behind him and began straightening the puffed sleeves. “The fit is actually excellent.”

Jill came around the other side and pulled gently at the waist. “It’s perfect.”

Jamie looked towards his sister.  He couldn’t hold her gaze. She was enjoying herself now. There was no point denying it.

Megan picked up the apron.

The white satin was almost as glossy as the dress, edged with layers of lace and cut with a broad bib that covered much of the front of the skirt. Megan wrapped the long ties around his waist and pulled them firmly into place.

“Not too tight,” Allana said.

“He'll survive.”

Jill tied the bow at the back, then spent several moments spreading the loops until they sat perfectly over the huge skirt.

Jamie was no longer certain this rabbit hole he had fallen into had a bottom.

“Shoes,” Chloe said from the window. It was the first instruction she had given for several minutes. Megan immediately picked up the pink heels. Glossy pink courts with slender heels far higher than anything he had seen most girls walking in. Megan put them on the carpet in front of him with almost ceremonial care.

Allana smiled. “You'll get used to them.”

That seemed unlikely. He sat while she guided the first shoe onto his foot. Then the second. Megan adjusted the straps and told him to stand.

Jamie did. Instantly, everything changed again. His balance shifted forward. He reached out instinctively and caught his sisters shoulders. Her blue eyes stared back at him with something close to pity.

“Careful,” Jill said, laughing.

Jamie steadied himself and let go. The shoes made his feet seem smaller. They also altered the line of his legs beneath the stockings and forced him into a posture that felt completely unnatural. Standing normally was suddenly impossible. Knees, ankles, back, hips: everything seemed to require negotiation.

Megan caught his arm before he could wobble sideways.

“Tiny steps at first.”

Jamie glared at her.

She smiled brightly as he stepped forward. “That's better.”

Allana returned to his hair.

The hairspray had done its job. He sat down and began removing the curlers one by one, releasing tight dark curls that sprang against his head before she gently separated them with her fingers.

His hair was long enough that the curls fell around his face and neck in glossy waves even with the curls. Allana worked patiently, loosening some, pinning others and arranging the front so that soft strands framed his cheeks rather than hanging untidily across them.

When she finally stepped away, Jill went quiet. Megan did too. Even Jamie felt the difference.

“All right,” Allana said quietly. “Now the headdress.”

The little white lace maid's cap was fastened carefully into the curls. It was absurdly pretty, decorated with a small pink satin bow that matched the dress.

Megan adjusted it.

Then Jill remembered the earrings.

She opened the velvet box and took out their mother's pearl drops. Jamie's old piercings had remained open despite years of neglect, and the earrings slipped into place with irritating ease. The pearls hung delicately below his ears, moving against his neck when he turned his head.

Jill looked at the result. Her expression shifted. For a moment, even she seemed surprised by what they had created.

Megan stood beside her. “Bloody hell.”

Allana smiled with open satisfaction. The girls got him to the feet and he tottered over the fully length mirror.

The pink dress was absurdly feminine, but it fitted perfectly. The full white underskirts gave the skirt a deliberate shape rather than simply making it bulky. The stockings smoothed his legs. The heels changed his posture. The padded bra gave the bodice a convincing line. His curled hair, softened face, pink nails and pearl earrings all seemed to belong to the same person.

He could still see Jamie. But he had to look for him.

Jill slowly walked around him. “She actually looks quite pretty.”

Allana's smile broadened. “Well, look at her.”

Megan looked Jamie over critically. “She'll need a name.”

Jill folded her arms and considered him. “Something pretty.”

“Jamie could become Jamie-Lee,” Megan suggested.

Allana pulled a face. “Absolutely not.”

“Jemma?”

“No.”

“Jacqueline?”

Jill shook her head. “Too old.”

“Jasmine?” Megan tried.

Allana looked interested for a moment, then glanced at the dress. “Too obvious.”

Jamie stood silently in the centre of the room while four women discussed what he ought to be called now that they had apparently decided he no longer qualified for his own name. He stared at his image in the mirror and tried not to start crying.

“Bella?” Jill said.

Allana tilted her head. “Close.”

Chloe finally pushed herself away from the window.

“Isabella.”

The room quietened. Jill looked at Jamie. Then at Chloe. “Isabella.”

Allana repeated it softly, testing the sound.

“Definitely Isabella.”

Megan smiled. “Maid Isabella.”

The name was absurd.

It belonged to someone delicate and pretty, someone who certainly did not spend Friday nights drinking cider with Freaky Frank and arguing about graphics cards. And yet, looking at the person in the mirror, Jamie understood why the girls had chosen it.

Chloe came to stand behind him, meeting his eyes in the reflection. Until now she had allowed Megan, Allana and Jill to enjoy the transformation, stepping back while they fussed and argued over details. But the expression she wore now made it clear that the dressing had only ever been preparation. Even wearing the heels, she was slightly taller than him.

A little triumphantly, she smiled.

“It's time to put Maid Isabella to work.”


Chapter Five: Maid Duties

“Stand straight,” said Chloe. “Place your hands together in front of the skirt. Knees together. Stare at the camera.” She used Isabella’s phone to take several pictures while the other girls giggled.

“Oh, please send them to me,” said Allana.

“Me too,” Meg chimed in.

Isabella blushed with embarrassment.

“Now,” said Chloe threateningly. “So that you understand your place in the household, I will show you what will happen if you disobey, sulk or display what we consider bad, unfeminine behaviour. First of all, you will address each of us as Mistress, followed by our Christian names. So, I am Mistress Chloe, your sister is Mistress Jill, that is Mistress Allana and she is Mistress Megan.” Megan giggled effusively. “Do you understand?”

Isabella swallowed hard, blushed even more and said quietly: “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“I didn’t hear you.” She said it louder. “Grab the end of the bed and bend over, please.” Isabella hesitated for a second or two but, to her shame, complied.

“Punishment,” continued Chloe, “will be swift. You have already caused misery in the four days your parents have been away, so we need to account for that.” To Isabella’s horror, she lifted her skirt. Isabella closed her eyes. Chloe stepped over to the vanity table and picked up what looked like a tennis ball bat. She came back. “You will receive strikes from each of us. After each strike, you will say Thank you, mistress.” Chloe looked at the other girls and smiled.

Isabella could feel her legs trembling as she waited. The first spank landed with a heavy slap that seemed to fill the room. She yelped. “Thank you, Mistress Chloe.” Her face burned, and the pain, though not unbearable, was deeply humiliating. Four more spankings landed in rhythmic succession. Then it was Megan’s turn. Slap. “Thank you, Mistress Megan.” Then Allana. Slap! “Thank you, Mistress Allana.”

Chloe turned to Jill, who was standing there with her mouth open in shock. Chloe raised an eyebrow and handed over the paddle. There was a pause and then Jill took it and approached Isabella. The pretty maid waited, her pantied behind bared for all to see. Then there was a swoosh of air and a loud thwack. Jill hit Isabella firmly on the buttocks and the maid cried out. “Thank you, Mistress Jill!”

Four more shots followed and by the end Isabella was close to tears.

“Now, stand up and straighten your skirts,” said Chloe. Isabella did so, feeling the underskirts fall and tickle the top of her stockinged thighs. The three other girls, including Jill, were staring at her as if she was a creature from another world. “Stand properly, hands in front of you, eyes lowered.

“You will not speak unless spoken to. You will keep your replies to Yes, Mistress Chloe or No, Mistress Jill. Your first job is going to be to clean the house from top to bottom, starting with the kitchen. You will be given instructions on deportment, how to speak and mannerisms as we proceed. You will follow all instructions without question. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“Allana, Megan, take Maid Isabella down to the kitchen and supervise her work. Instruct her in feminine deportment as we discussed.”

Megan’s face immediately brightened. Allana looked every bit as pleased, although her attention went first to Isabella’s posture. She stepped beside her and lightly touched one shoulder. “Straighten up. You’ve spent all that time being made pretty, so you’re not going to stomp around the house like a boy in a dress.”

Megan moved to Isabella’s other side. “And smaller steps in those heels. You’ve got about three layers more skirt and you need to take that into account.”

Isabella looked between them but wisely kept her mouth closed.

“Come along, Isabella,” Allana said.

The name still produced a little internal jolt every time somebody used it. Isabella turned towards the door and discovered that turning in a full maid’s skirt required more planning than normal. The petticoats swept around a fraction behind her, the broad white bow at her back shifted and the heels forced her into several short, cautious steps before she found her balance.

Megan laughed softly. “We’ll have to work on that, young lady.”

Allana caught Isabella’s arm before she could reach instinctively for the wall. “No grabbing the furniture. Shoulders back, chin up. Look where you’re going.”

Isabella concentrated on the doorway. Getting through it without either falling over or catching the skirt seemed achievement enough for the moment.

She disappeared onto the landing just ahead of the two women, their instructions continuing as they moved towards the stairs. Jill listened to Allana telling Isabella not to stare at her feet and Megan reminding her that skirts needed to be held gently when you were walking down stairs. Then came the careful tap of heels against wood, the occasional rustle of petticoats and finally their voices fading towards the ground floor.

The bedroom fell suddenly quiet.

Jill remained standing in the middle of it. For several seconds she stared at the open doorway before turning towards Chloe.

“Oh, my God.”

Chloe’s expression remained composed. “What?”

“That was amazing.”

The words came out with far more enthusiasm than Jill had intended. She laughed, almost embarrassed by herself, then looked towards the door again as though Isabella might suddenly reappear and prove she had imagined the whole thing.

“I mean, seriously, Chloe. Did you see her? She actually said it. Yes, Mistress Chloe. Isabella. The same person who normally can’t be asked to put a mug in the dishwasher without making a speech about oppression.”

Chloe smiled and crossed to the bed, beginning to gather the few remaining things that had been left behind during the transformation. “We’ve only just begun.”

There was something in the calmness of the answer that made Jill look at her again. “You really have thought all this through, haven’t you? That’s slightly terrifying.”

Jill surveyed the room. It had changed since the four of them had first entered it, although it was not finished. The grungy male clothes were gone, bundled into black bags. Feminine clothes had replaced them in the wardrobe and drawers, makeup now occupied the vanity, and the room carried the lingering scents of hairspray, cosmetics and perfume instead of whisky. Yet the bed remained disordered, the empty takeaway packaging still needed removing and traces of Isabella’s old habits survived around the edges.

Jill frowned. “I thought you’d start with her cleaning her own room.”

Chloe glanced towards her. “We’ll be doing that.”

“Oh.”

Chloe’s smile changed. It was the smile Jill was beginning to recognise as meaning there was another layer to the plan.

“I want it just right when she finally returns.”

Jill looked around again. “What does that mean?”

Chloe ignored the question and lifted an abandoned gaming controller from beneath the edge of the bed. She studied it briefly before placing it on the desk. “This room has always been her little fortress. It’s where she shuts the door, ignores everyone and leaves the rest of the household to deal with her when she feels like emerging. I don’t want Isabella coming back to Jamie’s room.”

Jill turned slowly towards her. “Okay.”

Chloe began straightening the bedding. “I want her coming back to Isabella’s.”

The idea settled. Jill looked towards the wardrobe, where satin, dresses and lingerie had replaced hoodies and black jeans. Then at the vanity, now covered with makeup brushes, bottles and beauty products. The transformation of her sibling had been dramatic enough. The thought of transforming the one private space Isabella still thought entirely belonged to her carried a different sort of impact.

“You really are evil.”

“Efficient.”

“I’m beginning to think there’s not much difference.”

Chloe laughed. Jill moved to the window and looked down towards the garden. Somewhere beneath them, faintly, she could hear Megan’s voice. She couldn’t make out the words, but the tone had the slightly exaggerated patience of somebody correcting a rather stupid student.

A burst of laughter followed. Jill smiled before she could stop herself. Four days earlier, she would have sworn blind that she wanted nothing more than her parents to come home and rescue her from a month of sharing the house with her impossible younger sibling.

Yesterday morning, even the idea of this had still seemed ludicrous. Yet watching Chloe take command had changed something. Not simply because Isabella was finally doing what she was told. There had been a peculiar satisfaction in seeing the usual sarcasm fail to derail everything. Chloe hadn’t argued with her. She hadn’t pleaded. She hadn’t risen to the bait.

She had simply expected obedience. And somehow, astonishingly, she had got it.

Jill looked back towards her. “How do you do it?” Chloe was folding the white satin robe Isabella had discarded earlier. “Make people listen to you.”

Chloe smiled faintly. “You mean Isabella?”

“Her especially. If I’d tried that speech, she’d have laughed halfway through it, called me Mum Junior and asked whether I’d bought a clipboard.”

Chloe crossed the room and stood in front of Jill. She was taller by several inches even without the intimidating boots she normally favoured, and despite the deliberately severe trouser suit there was still something unmistakably feminine about her.

“When you tell Isabella to do something,” she said, “don’t explain it six times. Don’t apologise for asking. Don’t turn it into a debate. Give the instruction and expect it to be followed.”

Jill laughed uneasily. “You make it sound very simple.”

“It is. Especially with Isabella. She’s spent years learning how to make everyone else negotiate with her. Your mother gives in because it’s easier. Your father loses his temper. You get annoyed. She knows all three patterns.”

Jill folded her arms. “And your pattern?”

“I don’t negotiate when there isn’t anything to negotiate.”

Jill considered that. She could still picture the scene from only minutes earlier: Chloe standing in front of Isabella in the pink dress, laying out rules in a voice barely louder than ordinary conversation. Isabella had looked as if she wanted to argue. Then she had answered exactly as Chloe required.

The memory sent an unexpected little thrill through her.

Chloe’s smile widened. “You enjoyed it.”

Jill opened her mouth to object, then realised denial would be pointless. “Maybe a little.”

“More than a little.”

“All right. Fine. It was satisfying. She’s been winding me up for twenty-one years. Seeing somebody finally wipe that bloody smirk off her face was satisfying.”

Chloe stepped closer to the vanity and picked up a discarded hair grip, placing it neatly beside the others. “You liked seeing her obey.”

Jill felt unexpectedly exposed. “That’s different. I don’t know. You’re the one who spends weekends making men ask permission to sit down.”

Chloe laughed. “Occasionally.”

“I’m not like that.”

“I didn’t say you were like me.”

Jill narrowed her eyes. “What are you saying?”

Chloe turned towards her. “I think you’ve got a natural dominant streak that’s being sadly stifled.”

Jill laughed immediately. Chloe didn’t.

“You’re serious.”

“Completely.”

Jill shook her head and sat on the edge of the bed. “I’ve never thought about it.”

Jill smiled despite herself. She thought again of Isabella standing there in the pink dress, refusing to meet her eyes. More specifically, she remembered the strange little surge of satisfaction when Chloe had referred to her as Mistress Jill and Isabella hadn’t objected.

Perhaps Chloe was right.

Or perhaps Jill had simply spent four days wanting to throttle her sibling and was enjoying the novelty of finally having the upper hand. She looked towards Chloe. “I wouldn’t even know where to start.”

Chloe studied her for a moment, then sat beside her on the bed.

“Have you ever heard of the Femdom Collective?”

Downstairs, the kitchen was a mess, and unfortunately most of it was Isabella’s.

There were traces of the takeaway from the previous evening, mugs abandoned on different surfaces, crumbs across the worktop and the greasy remnants of food around the cooker. The bin was full enough that somebody (guess who?) had balanced an empty packet on top rather than taking it outside.

In the cold light of morning, stripped of the prospect that Jill or their mother would eventually clean, the kitchen looked considerably worse than it had when she had staggered through it with the takeaway last night.

Megan stopped in the doorway and surveyed the room with exaggerated disbelief. “You really are a dirty little girl, aren’t you, Isabella?”

Isabella felt herself preparing one of the sarcastic replies that would normally have come without effort, but she swallowed it. Playing along remained the quickest route through this ridiculous exercise. At least that was what she continued telling herself.

Megan waited. Isabella finally lowered her eyes. “Yes, Mistress Megan.”

Megan beamed. “Much better.”

Allana was already assessing the kitchen in more practical terms. “We’ll start with the surfaces. Everything that’s rubbish goes in the bin. Plates and mugs beside the sink. Food back in the fridge if its not spoiled. And remember what Chloe said about how you move. You’re a girl now, move like one.”

Isabella glanced down at herself. The enormous skirt seemed to occupy half the kitchen already. She was painfully aware of the heels, the stockings and the layers of lace brushing her legs with every tiny movement. Even standing still required more attention than usual, because if she let herself relax completely she tended to slump forward in the familiar way that immediately made Allana tap two fingers against her shoulder blades.

“Straighten up.”

Isabella corrected herself. “Yes, Mistress Allana.”

That earned a pleased little nod.

At first Isabella moved awkwardly from one disaster to the next, gathering wrappers and empty containers while trying not to brush the maid’s skirt against cupboard handles. The petticoats seemed to have their own ideas about where they wanted to go, bouncing lightly each time she turned and occasionally brushing against the lower cupboards. Whenever she instinctively took a long stride, the heels reminded her that her old way of moving no longer fitted what she was wearing.

“Smaller steps,” Allana reminded her. “Heel down gently, then forward.” Isabella shortened her stride. “Good.”

The whole thing felt absurd. She was cleaning a kitchen she had helped make filthy while dressed like a pink satin confection under the supervision of two women who were apparently determined to make her life as miserable as possible. Yet after several minutes she found that obeying the instructions did make things easier. Smaller steps stopped the skirt swinging wildly. Keeping her back straighter helped with the heels. Moving deliberately meant fewer stumbles.

Megan, meanwhile, was enjoying the supervisory role far too much. She leaned against the island while Isabella gathered the last of the rubbish. “Bin’s full.”

Isabella looked towards it.

“So take it out,” said Allana

The main rubbish bin was outside. Megan's expression immediately brightened. “Oh.” Allana looked from Isabella to the back door and understood at once.

Megan practically glowed. “Yes, I think Maid Isabella should empty the bin. She needs a little fresh air!”

Megan waited for the correct response.

The thought of stepping outside in the maid uniform made Isabella’s stomach tighten. The back garden was enclosed, but not completely private. There were neighbouring houses beyond the fence, upstairs windows overlooking parts of the lawn and, somewhere beyond the side gate, a perfectly ordinary suburban street.

Allana smiled, not entirely sympathetically, and opened the back door. Cool morning air entered the kitchen. Isabella felt it immediately against her stockings and the exposed skin above them.

Megan pointed towards the overfilled kitchen bin as if she was losing patience. “Well?”

Isabella swallowed. “Yes, Mistress Megan.”

“Good girl.”

The phrase sent another irritating little jolt through her. She tied the bin bag carefully, lifted it and approached the open door. Allana corrected her posture before she crossed the threshold, one hand briefly touching her shoulder.

“No hunching. If you’re going outside, you should look the part.”

Isabella didn’t know what that meant. Swanted to ask whether there was an improper method of carrying rubbish fifteen yards across a garden. She wisely kept the question to herself. The first step onto the patio felt enormous.

Isabella took another step, then another, the bag held in both hands while the pink skirt swayed around her knees. The morning was cool and slightly damp, and the garden seemed unnaturally bright after the bedroom and kitchen. She could hear birds, distant traffic and somebody's radio faintly through an open window several houses away.

She hurried.

“Slow down,” Allana giggled from the doorway.

Isabella adjusted her pace and continued towards the large black rubbish bin near the side fence, trying to move with something approaching feminine control. The lid seemed absurdly loud when she lifted it. She dropped the bag inside, closed it quickly and turned back towards the house. It was then she caught sight of the upstairs window to the right of the house. A figure stood looking down with faint bemusement, a pipe in his mouth. It was old Mr Coltham, their neighbour for the last 10 years or so. He showed no expression, just watched this pink thing totter across the path back to the house.

Megan was standing beside Allana with her arms folded, visibly delighted. By the time she stepped back into the kitchen, she was breathing slightly faster than the journey warranted.

Megan smiled. “There. That wasn’t so terrible, was it?”

Isabella understood that a reply was required. “No, Mistress Megan.”

Allana closed the door. “Right. Dishes.”

Isabella filled it with hot water while Allana showed her how to keep the skirt away from the edge by standing slightly farther back and bending carefully rather than leaning her whole body against the counter. It did mean her panties and stocking tops were on full view though, something which the girls were quick to mention. Megan collected the scattered plates and mugs and deposited them beside Isabella with obvious satisfaction.

“Your mess,” she said. “Your problem.”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

She washed and then dried and then put away. Allana showed her how to bend at the knees when reaching lower cupboards, keeping her back straight and gathering the skirt slightly with one hand so the petticoats did not collapse around her or scrape the floor.

“No bending from the waist like that,” Allana said after Isabella automatically reached towards a dropped spoon. “Knees together, bend down smoothly. You’ve got a very full skirt and you need to learn how to manage it.”

Isabella tried again. The movement felt theatrical at first, but the second attempt was easier.

Allana nodded. “Better.”

Counters were cleared and scrubbed. The cooker was wiped properly instead of receiving the half-hearted swipe Isabella would normally have considered sufficient. Cupboard handles were cleaned. The table was cleared and polished. Megan discovered a sticky patch beneath the toaster and made such a production of it that Isabella nearly came out with one of her sarcastic comments again.

Once the surfaces were done, Megan produced the vacuum cleaner while Allana filled a bucket for the floor.

Megan smiled. “You know what that is, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

The floor required another lesson in movement. Long, heavy motions sent the skirt swaying too widely in the opposite direction, so Allana had her work in smaller sections, turning carefully and learning to reposition her feet without crossing them awkwardly in the heels. She was told not to lean on the mop, not to round her shoulders and not to drag her feet when moving backwards.

By the time the tiles gleamed and the kitchen smelled of cleaner rather than last night's takeaway, Isabella could move from one end of the room to the other without consciously thinking about every step. Megan stood in the doorway and inspected the result.

“Not bad. You’re improving.”

Isabella glanced at her. Megan raised an eyebrow. “Thank you, Mistress Megan.”

“That’s better.”

Allana smiled. “Living room next.”

The sitting room illustrated another catalogue of Isabella’s habits. Two mugs. A plate. A hoodie she had left over the arm of the sofa several days earlier. Gaming magazines scattered near the coffee table. A controller abandoned between the cushions along with some crumbs. An empty cider can behind the side table that Isabella genuinely did not remember leaving there.

Megan picked it up and held it between two fingers. “Honestly.”

Allana handed Isabella a cloth and pointed towards the shelving. “Dust first. Then surfaces. Cushions after that. Vacuum last.”

The room was easier than the kitchen. There was less grime and more simple tidying, which meant she could concentrate on the strange choreography the girls were building into everything she did. Small steps. Straight back. Chin level. Knees together when lowering herself. One hand controlling the skirt if she needed to crouch. No sprawling movements, no reaching carelessly across furniture.

She dusted the shelves. Straightened the magazines. Collected the mugs. Arranged the cushions under Megan's increasingly exacting supervision.

Something peculiar had begun happening.

The heels no longer felt quite as impossible.

The skirt was still a constant reminder of her predicament through the whisper of satin and lace, but she had stopped fighting it. Instead of barging around it, she was beginning to move with it. When she crossed the room she shortened her steps automatically. When she bent to pick something up, her knees came together and the skirt settled around her instead of collapsing forward. When she turned, she gave the petticoats a fraction more space without consciously calculating it.

Isabella turned back to the coffee table, cloth in hand, and caught a faint reflection of herself in the dark television screen. Pink dress. White apron. Full skirt. Dark curls. Pearl earrings.

She looked away quickly and carried on dusting.

Jill came downstairs just as Isabella was finishing the living-room carpet.

The vacuum cleaner hummed steadily beneath the music playing quietly from somebody’s phone. Push, pull, turn, gather the skirt slightly before changing direction, straighten again. The movements were becoming almost automatic, which made it all the more irritating when she caught sight of herself reflected faintly in the dark television screen and realised that she no longer looked as though she was putting up a fight.

Jill stopped in the doorway and looked around approvingly. “Well, this is already better.”

Isabella kept vacuuming. Jill smiled at Megan and Allana. “I’m going to order lunch. What does everyone want?”

Megan asked for a chicken wrap. Allana wanted something involving halloumi and roasted vegetables.

No one asked Isabella.

She told herself that was fine. She was busy. Then Megan’s expression changed. “Don’t you think the maid should answer the door?”

The vacuum cleaner stopped moving. Isabella looked up.

Jill turned slowly towards Megan. Megan smiled. Allana immediately understood where this was going and went, “Oh!”

Jill considered it for perhaps three seconds. Then a slow smile appeared. “Yes. I think Isabella should answer the door.”

Isabella’s stomach dropped. She stood very still, both hands around the vacuum handle, the noise filling the room.

The back garden had been bad enough. The old man probably couldn’t see that well. The front door was different. The front door opened onto the street. Delivery drivers had eyes. There was absolutely no reasonable universe in which she should be expected to stand there dressed in pink satin and lace while accepting somebody’s lunch.

Jill watched the horror spread across her face and seemed to enjoy it enormously. Allana, meanwhile, looked thoughtful. “If she’s answering the door, she should curtsey.”

Megan clapped once. “Yes.”

Isabella looked from one to the other.

Jill’s eyebrows lifted in delight. “Oh, definitely.”

Isabella almost forgot the rule and opened her mouth.

The next half hour was devoted to curtseying. Isabella had expected the instruction to be simple. Bend knees. Dip. Stand up. Unfortunately, Allana treated the matter with considerably more seriousness.

“No, no. You’re dropping straight down. It looks like your knees have buckled. It should be elegant.”

Isabella returned upright.

“Yes, Mistress Allana.”

Allana stood in front of her and demonstrated. One foot moved slightly behind the other, the knees bent together, the upper body remained poised and the head inclined just enough to suggest deference without turning the whole thing into a bow.

“Smoothly,” she said. “You’re not falling. You’re lowering.”

Megan moved to Isabella’s side. “And hold the skirt a little. Not too much. Just enough.”

Isabella tried again.

The heels made it awkward. The first attempt wobbled. The second was too deep. The third made Megan laugh because Isabella somehow turned the movement into something resembling a squat.

“Again.”

By the fifth attempt, she was beginning to understand the mechanics. One foot back. Knees together. Small dip. Keep the back straight. Chin slightly lowered. Rise smoothly.

The dress changed the movement too. The petticoats compressed and then sprang softly outward again as she rose, while the apron shifted over the pink satin. Isabella could feel the stockings pull lightly against her thighs with each bend and the little heels force her to keep her weight controlled.

Allana smiled. “Better.”

Megan tilted her head. “Do it again.”

Isabella obeyed. This time she moved more fluidly. The skirt settled neatly. Jill looked impressed. “That actually looks good.”

Isabella came upright again.

“Thank you, Mistress Jill.”

The words had become disturbingly easy.

“Again.”

Chloe appeared in the doorway halfway through the next attempt. She said nothing at first. Isabella completed the curtsey and rose.

Chloe folded her arms.

“Again.” Isabella obeyed. Chloe watched her feet first, then the line of her back, then the position of her hands. “Too fast on the way up.” Isabella tried again. “Better. Less movement in the shoulders.” Another attempt. “Good. Now look at the person you’re curtseying to before you lower your eyes.” Chloe’s expression softened with approval. “That’s the one.”

Megan grinned. “She’s learning very quickly.”

Chloe looked at Isabella. “Do it once more.”

Isabella gathered the skirt lightly, placed one foot behind the other and lowered herself with as much grace as she could manage. Her knees bent together, the satin whispered around her, her head inclined and she rose without wobbling.

Chloe nodded. “Very good.”

Then the doorbell rang. Every scrap of confidence vanished. Isabella’s eyes widened. Megan laughed immediately. “Answer the door please, Isabella.”

The doorbell rang again.

Jill folded her arms. “Off you go, girl.”

Isabella moved towards the hall. Each step seemed louder than the last. The heels tapped against the floor. The skirt swayed around her knees. The pearl earrings brushed faintly against her neck. Behind her, the girls followed just far enough to watch without being immediately visible from the doorway.

Isabella stopped in front of the door. Her hand hovered over the handle. Her breath caught in her chest as she opened it.

A young delivery driver stood outside holding two large paper bags. He looked at Isabella. Then looked again. Isabella felt heat rush into her face. Isabella gathered the side of her skirt carefully and sank into the practiced movement.

The delivery driver’s eyebrows rose.

“The code’s seven-nine,” shouted Jill from the background

The man checked his phone. “Yeah. That’s it.” He handed over the bags and walked away. He looked back and then shook his head as he jumped into his car.

Isabella closed the door. The latch clicked. Megan burst into laughter. Jill covered her mouth. Allana said: “Oh…my…God!” Even Chloe was smiling.

Isabella stood in the hallway holding the bags, face burning. Chloe stepped closer. “I liked the curtsey.” Isabella looked at her.

“You should do that every time you’re given an instruction.”

Isabella lowered herself again. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Chloe’s smile deepened. “Excellent.”

Lunch became Isabella’s next duty.

She carried the bags into the kitchen, where Jill told her to plate everything properly rather than simply dumping containers onto the table. Megan insisted that napkins be folded. Allana corrected the way Isabella carried two plates at once, showing her how to keep her elbows closer and move without letting the skirt swing into the furniture.

By the time the food was ready, the four women had settled into the living room.

Once everyone had been served, Chloe looked towards her. “You may eat your lunch in the kitchen, young lady.”

Isabella dipped automatically. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Her own meal was waiting on a plate beside the sink.

Cold salmon. Salad. Nothing fried, nothing wrapped in bread, nothing resembling the sort of food she and Frank would normally demolish after a night at the pub. She sat carefully at the small kitchen table, remembered to smooth the skirt beneath her and ate in silence while the girls talked and laughed in the next room.

Every so often she heard her name. Isabella.

Then laughter. She couldn’t always make out the rest.

The salmon was cold but properly seasoned, the salad crisp and fresh. Isabella ate more slowly than usual because she didn’t want to get anything on the dress. Eventually the voices from the living room quietened. Then Chloe called.

“Isabella.”

She stood immediately. “Yes, Mistress Chloe?”

“Clear the plates.” Isabella walked into the living room. Plates, glasses and napkins were scattered across the coffee table. Isabella gathered the skirt lightly and sank into another neat curtsey.

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Then she began clearing the plates.


Chapter Six: An Evening with Miss Chloe

By early evening, Isabella stood in the middle of the living room with the faint, aching awareness that she had been on her feet for what felt like an entire lifetime.

The house had been cleaned from top to bottom. The kitchen shone, the living room was immaculate, the hall had been tidied, the surfaces dusted, the rugs straightened, the bins emptied and the cushions arranged, not once but twice, to Megan’s satisfaction.

Every room now carried that curious polished stillness which made it seem less like the Carter family home and more like a house in a magazine. Unfortunately, Isabella herself no longer matched it.

Her pink maid’s dress, which had looked so alarmingly perfect when the girls first finished with her, had lost some of its crispness. The apron was creased and spotted with dirt, the skirt no longer fell in quite such an immaculate bell and, although the makeup was still intact, the long afternoon of cleaning had dulled the whole effect just enough for Chloe to notice when she came down the stairs.

She sat in an armchair, one leg crossed over the other, watching Isabella with cool appraisal while Jill sat on the sofa nearby and Megan and Allana had lodged themselves in the remaining armchair as if they were joined at the hip. It might almost have looked like an ordinary gathering of friends, except that Isabella remained standing in the centre of the room, hands neatly together, waiting to be addressed.

Chloe’s eyes travelled over the maid’s uniform and then she said, “Your dress is a mess.”

Isabella looked down. After hours of bending, dusting, carrying plates, vacuuming and curtseying, it could hardly have remained perfect.

Jill glanced up from her phone. “I’m going out in about an hour. Callum’s taking me for dinner.”

Megan stretched her legs out and smiled. “And Allana and I are going round to Sophie’s.”

Chloe looked at her watch before returning her attention to Isabella again. The gesture was enough to make Isabella straighten instinctively, heels together beneath the spread of the skirt.

“You will go up to your room and change into the robe,” Chloe said. “You will then take your maid’s uniform and underwear and put them in the wash. You will use the cold wash that is already set. It takes thirty minutes. You will remove your makeup and shower, and then change into the outfit that has been laid out for you. You will come to the living room at exactly seven o’clock. You will stand where you are now and await my presence. Is that understood?”

The instructions arrived with the same calm precision Chloe brought to everything else, each stage laid out so neatly that Isabella had no room to object. She was tired enough now that the prospect of removing the dress and getting out of the heels held a grim kind of appeal, but the reference to another outfit waiting upstairs brought a fresh thread of anxiety with it.

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“Good.”

Isabella gathered the skirt lightly and gave a small curtsey before turning towards the door. She was too tired to put any spirit into it. The triumphal absurdity of the day had long since given way to a flatter sort of defeat. By now even the soft rustle of satin and petticoats seemed to mock her with every step. She crossed the hall, mounted the stairs with careful, practised little movements and made her way along the landing, conscious of the ache in her calves.

She pushed the door open. Then stopped.

She stood on the threshold, hand still on the handle, unable to process what she was seeing. The room she had left earlier had already been shifting away from Jamie’s old territory and into something more feminine, but this was something else again.

Jill and Chloe had transformed it.

The bed was the first shock. The old bedding had gone, replaced by a pink satin duvet that caught what remained of the evening light with a soft sheen. Frilled pillows were arranged against the headboard in careful layers, some edged in lace, others trimmed with ribbons so decorative that Isabella almost laughed at the sheer offensiveness of them. The effect was far more feminine than anything she had ever imagined inside this room, and yet it had all been done so quickly.

Her gaze moved slowly across the rest of the room. Small flowers had appeared on surfaces where there had once been clutter. Feminine decorations, placed with clear thought, softened the edges of the space until very little remained of the room she knew. The air itself had changed. Gone was the stale trace of whisky and teenage untidiness. In its place lingered perfume, light but unmistakable, turning the whole room into something gentler, prettier and infinitely less hers than it had been that morning.

Even the walls had new pictures. Gone were the rock and film posters. In their place were glamour models and serene scenes of women in fields. Above his bed was a picture of a maid curtseying to her Mistress.

Then she saw the bed properly.

Laid out neatly across the satin coverlet was the outfit Chloe had mentioned.

A black lycra dress had been spread so that she could see its shape at once, sleek and unmistakably adult, with off-the-shoulder straps that looked both elegant and intimidating. Beside it rested black lace underwear and hold-up stockings, all waiting for her as if it was the most natural thing in the world. At the foot of the bed stood a pair of black stilettos with viciously high five-inch heels, their narrow lines making the pink shoes from earlier seem almost playful by comparison.

Isabella stood for another moment staring at the outfit, then forced herself to move. Chloe had been very specific about the order of things, and by now the easiest route through the day seemed to be doing exactly as instructed before somebody found a reason to add another lesson.

She began with the maid’s uniform, removing the white apron first and then the shocking-pink satin dress, which seemed much heavier once it was no longer supported by the ridiculous cloud of underskirts beneath it.

One by one she stripped away the layers until the bed was covered with pink satin, white lace and petticoats, then removed the stockings, bra and the rest of the underwear she had been made to wear with it. By the time she pulled the white silk robe around herself and tied the belt firmly at the waist, she felt strangely exposed.

Isabella gathered everything into her arms, trying not to let the satin trail across the floor, and left the bedroom. Laughter drifted up from the living room as she reached the landing, followed by Megan’s voice and then Jill’s, though Isabella could not make out the words.

She paused briefly at the top of the stairs, listening. The idea of walking through the room carrying the maid uniform while the four of them sat there discussing her was unbearable, so she slipped down the other way towards the laundry room.

She loaded the satin dress, apron, underskirts and underwear carefully into the washing machine, checked the control and started the cold cycle. Thirty minutes appeared on the display. As she straightened, another burst of laughter reached her from the front of the house. They were definitely talking about her. A moment later she heard the front door open, voices in the hallway and then the heavy click as it closed again. Someone had left. Perhaps Jill for her date, perhaps Megan and Allana.

Back upstairs, the bedroom seemed even more intimidating when Isabella entered. She deliberately avoided looking at the black dress on the bed and went to the vanity instead.

Removing the makeup took longer than she expected. Mascara clung stubbornly around the lashes, foundation left pale traces on the cotton pads and the lipstick seemed to be glued to her. As the familiar face gradually returned, Isabella found herself studying it more carefully than she ever had before. The shaped brows remained. So did the smooth skin, the softened appearance around the eyes and the long hair falling around her cheeks. Even without makeup, the face looking back at her no longer seemed quite as plainly masculine as it had that morning.

She looked away and went to shower. The hot water loosened the stiffness in her shoulders and washed away the lingering traces of hairspray, perfume and cleaning products. Isabella let the water run through her hair while she tried to work out what Chloe intended to do with the rest of the evening.

Being alone with Chloe worried her more than being surrounded by all four women. Megan and Allana had been mischievous. Jill had enjoyed seeing her sibling finally put in place. Chloe was different. Chloe rarely did anything because it amused, and now she had apparently arranged an evening for just the two of them.

When Isabella returned to the bedroom, she dried herself and found her attention caught by a bottle of moisturiser on the vanity. Without thinking, she picked it up, squeezed a little into her palm and began smoothing it over one leg. Then the other. Her arms followed, then her shoulders, and finally she found herself standing in front of the mirror applying a small amount to her face with the careful upward movements she had seen Megan and Allana use earlier.

The thought arrived unexpectedly. A girl must look after her skin.

Isabella shook her head, put the moisturiser down.

The black outfit still waited on the bed. Isabella approached it slowly. The underwear came first, black lace this time, far less girlish than the satin pink set she had worn beneath the maid’s uniform but somehow more serious because of it. The fabric felt light against her freshly moisturised skin, and the hold-up stockings followed, sheer black rising carefully along her legs until the lace tops settled high on her thighs.

She paused in front of the mirror. The effect was immediately different. The maid’s uniform had been almost theatrical. This was darker, sleeker, more adult. Like a woman preparing for a hot date. Isabella swallowed heavily.

She lifted the black lycra dress. It stretched easily as she stepped into it and drew it up over her body, the fabric hugging far more closely than anything she had worn that day. It smoothed itself over her waist and hips before settling around her thighs, while the neckline sat wide across her shoulders, held by the off-the-shoulder straps and leaving more skin and bra straps exposed than seemed decent. She adjusted it carefully, then looked again.

The dress changed her silhouette in a completely different way. There were no petticoats, no apron and no layers to hide behind. Every line was cleaner, closer and more deliberate. The black stockings lengthened the look of her legs.

The five-inch heels were another thing. Isabella caught the edge of the vanity with one hand and steadied herself, breathing out slowly while she waited for the room to stop tilting. After the maid shoes, she had assumed she understood heels.

She did not.

These required much more concentration. She straightened carefully, shifted her weight and took one tentative step, then another. The lycra dress moved almost silently against her body, constraining in lots of little different ways.

Her hair was still damp from the shower and the tight curls had relaxed substantially, leaving long dark waves rather than ringlets. It framed her face loosely and fell across the bare line of her shoulders. Without makeup she should have looked more like Jamie again, yet the combination of long hair, smooth skin, shaped brows, black dress, stockings and heels created something strangely feminine even without cosmetics.

The bedside clock read 6:55.

Her stomach tightened. Five minutes. Isabella checked the dress one last time, smoothed both hands over the fabric and made sure the stockings were sitting evenly. She did not know whether Chloe expected makeup again, but the instructions had said remove it, shower and change into the outfit. Nothing else.

She opened the bedroom door and stepped onto the landing. The house was much quieter now. There was only the faint sound of something moving downstairs and the steady click of Isabella’s heels as she descended carefully. By the time she reached the living room, the clock was almost exactly on the hour. Isabella crossed to the centre of the room, stood where Chloe had told her to stand and waited.

Isabella had been waiting for perhaps two minutes when she heard the measured click of heels approaching across the hall. Her stomach tightened before Chloe even appeared in the doorway.

For most of the day Chloe had dressed like the others, severe and businesslike in the black trouser suit she had chosen for their assault on Isabella’s old life. Now she looked completely different. Her dark hair was pulled tightly back from her face, exposing the clean lines of her cheekbones and making her expression seem even more formidable.

She wore a short black leather dress under a tightly fitted corset top that drew her waist in sharply, sheer black stockings and thigh-length leather boots with high heels that added several inches to her already considerable height. The effect was imposing and extraordinary at the same time.

A faint smile touched her lips as she crossed the room and stopped in front of Isabella, taking in the black dress, stockings and stilettos with the same appraising attention she had given the maid’s uniform earlier.

“Aren’t you a pretty little thing.”

Isabella lowered her eyes slightly. “Thank you, Mistress Chloe.”

“That dress suits you rather better than I expected.”

The compliment produced an uncomfortable flicker of pleasure which Isabella immediately tried to crush. It was only a dress, and Chloe’s approval should not have mattered. Unfortunately, after an entire day of being corrected, inspected and occasionally praised, her brain appeared to have been rewired.

Chloe held out two items. Mascara and lipstick. “Your face looks unfinished. Take these and use the mirror over the fireplace. Nothing elaborate. Mascara and lips only.”

Isabella accepted them carefully. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

She moved towards the fireplace, conscious of Chloe remaining behind her. The large mirror above the mantel reflected almost the whole room. The contrast between them was striking. Chloe was all black leather, rigid posture and controlled authority. Isabella, though also dressed in black now, looked softer and far less certain. The tight dress exposed her smooth shoulders, the stockings made her legs look unnervingly sleek and her damp dark hair fell in loose waves around her face.

She unscrewed the mascara. Her hand trembled.

She leaned closer to the mirror and carefully drew the brush through her lashes. Her first attempt left a tiny mark near the corner of one eye, which she wiped away with a fingertip before trying again. The second eye went more smoothly. By the time she finished, her lashes were noticeably darker and longer, making her eyes seem larger than they had only moments earlier.

The lipstick was a deep pink. Isabella hesitated before touching it to her mouth.

“Follow the natural line,” Chloe instructed. “Don’t rush.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

She applied it slowly, watching her own mouth change beneath the colour. The first side was slightly uneven, so she corrected it, pressed her lips together and looked at herself again.

Behind her, Chloe nodded.

“Better. Back to the centre of the room, young lady.”

Isabella placed the makeup on the mantel and carefully crossed the carpet. The five-inch heels remained treacherous, but the day’s lessons had taught her enough about balance that she no longer looked entirely terrified with every step. She reached the centre of the room, turned carefully and waited.

Chloe approached carrying a small white card.

“We shall start with your voice.”

Isabella looked at the card, then at Chloe.

“You already have a relatively light voice, so we aren’t going to make you squeak. That would sound ridiculous.” Chloe handed her the card. “Try to remain in a softer tone. It’s about cadence and rhythm more than pitch. Let the words flow rather than punching them out. Listen to the ends of your sentences and don’t drop everything into that flat little grumble you use when you’re annoyed.”

Isabella looked down at the writing. The first line made her eyes widen. Chloe folded her arms. “Begin.”

Isabella read.

“I am a girl. I have always been a girl.”

The words sounded absurd in her ordinary voice, and Isabella almost smiled despite herself.

Chloe did not.

“Again. Softer. You attacked the first word as though you were arguing with it.”

Isabella drew a breath.

“I am a girl. I have always been a girl.”

“Better. Slightly lighter, but don’t force it. And take some of the weight out of the consonants.” Isabella tried once more. This time she allowed the sentence to run together more naturally, lifting the rhythm slightly in the middle rather than letting every word fall heavily.

Chloe nodded.

“Next.”

Isabella looked at the second line.

“I will obey my Mistresses at all times.”

“Too flat at the end. Again.”

She repeated it. Chloe stepped closer. “You’re still speaking from too low in your chest. Relax your throat. Imagine the voice sitting a little farther forward.”

Isabella had no idea what that meant until Chloe demonstrated the phrase herself, not in an exaggerated high pitch but with a lighter, smoother rhythm.

Isabella copied her. “I will obey my Mistresses at all times.”

“Much better.”

The praise made Isabella concentrate harder.

She looked down at the card.

“I will wear only female clothes from now on.”

This time Chloe corrected only one word, asking her to soften the transition between female and clothes rather than chopping the sentence into separate parts. Isabella repeated it. The rhythm was beginning to change.

The next line waited. “I like being a girl. I want to be as feminine as possible.”

Her voice faltered slightly on like.

“Don’t hesitate. The hesitation pulls you straight back into your old voice. Say the sentence as though you mean it.”

“I like being a girl. I want to be as feminine as possible.”

“Softer.”

She repeated it.

“Again.”

By the third attempt, the sentence came with a gentler rhythm and a slightly breathier ending. Isabella heard it herself and immediately felt ridiculous.

Chloe smiled.

They moved to the next line. “I love being told what to do by my Mistresses.”

The repeated phrases were beginning to sound less like individual statements and more like oath. Chloe began correcting smaller details now. The shape of certain vowels. The way Isabella let her voice drop when she was uncomfortable. How she clipped the ends from words. She encouraged a softer articulation and a slightly more delicate rhythm.

Then Isabella reached the final line. She stared at it. Chloe waited.

“I am a submissive sissy girl who likes to please.”

The first attempt was almost inaudible.

“Again.”

Isabella repeated it.

“Louder. You can speak softly without mumbling.”

Isabella took a breath. “I am a submissive sissy girl who likes to please.”

“Better. Again, and pay attention to your S sounds.”

Chloe demonstrated, letting the consonants linger more delicately without turning the result into a cartoon. Isabella copied her. Chloe corrected her again. She tried again.

The effect gradually became noticeable. There was now a light lisp woven into Isabella’s speech, subtle enough that it did not sound forced but distinct enough to feminise the overall impression. Chloe had her return to the beginning and read through the whole card again.

“I am a girl. I have always been a girl. I will obey my Mistresses at all times. I will wear only female clothes from now on. I like being a girl. I want to be as feminine as possible. I love being told what to do by my Mistresses. I am a submissive sissy girl who likes to please.”

The room fell quiet when she finished.

Chloe walked slowly around her, studying her as though the voice were simply another part of the transformation to be inspected alongside the dress and makeup.

“Say, ‘Yes, Mistress Chloe.’”

Isabella looked towards her.

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

It was still her voice.

But not quite. Softer, lighter, with the faintest natural lisp touching the words and a rhythm that matched the feminine figure reflected in the dark window behind Chloe.

“That’s better. Maintain that from now on.”

The voice lesson gave way almost immediately to deportment.

For the next hour Chloe seemed determined to correct every movement Isabella had accumulated over twenty years. Walking came first. Isabella was made to cross the living room again and again in the five-inch stilettos, initially with the stiff concentration of somebody navigating an icy pavement. Chloe watched from different angles, correcting the length of her stride, the position of her shoulders and the tendency to lead with her upper body whenever she became nervous.

“Smaller steps. Let the movement come naturally from your hips rather than forcing it. Shoulders relaxed, chin up. You’re not marching anywhere.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

The softened voice still sounded strange in Isabella’s own ears. Each time she crossed the room she became slightly less conscious of the shoes and slightly more aware of the rest of herself. The fitted black dress moved closely with her rather than billowing around her like the maid’s uniform, and the stockings gave each step a smoothness she was beginning to notice.

Sitting was treated with equal seriousness. Chloe positioned Isabella in one of the armchairs and had her repeat the movement until she stopped simply dropping into it. The dress had to be smoothed first, knees kept neatly together, legs angled rather than spread and hands placed naturally rather than clenched in her lap. Getting up required the same controlled movement in reverse.

“Again.” Isabella rose, stepped forward and sat once more. “Better. You’re still thinking too much about it. Eventually I want you doing all this without noticing.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

From sitting they moved into smaller habits. Chloe wanted Isabella to smile more when spoken to, but not constantly. She taught her to make eye contact briefly before looking away rather than staring challengingly, and to soften some of the defensive expressions that were still a natural part of her.

“Hands are expressive,” Chloe explained. “You’ve spent years using yours to make yourself masculine. Let them move when you speak.”

Isabella tried. It felt artificial.

Chloe also encouraged small gestures. Touching a loose strand of hair while speaking. Brushing it away from her cheek. Tilting her head slightly while listening. Smiling before answering instead of immediately looking as though the entire conversation was about her.

At one point Chloe stood several feet away and said, “Introduce yourself.”

“Hi. I’m Isabella.”

“Too abrupt. Again. Smile first.”

Isabella tried to smile without feeling idiotic.

“Hi, I’m Isabella.”

Again

“Hi, I’m Isabella.”

Again.

By the twentieth repetition, Isabella had stopped stumbling over the name. By the tenth, it emerged with the same light cadence Chloe had been drilling into her voice all evening. The faint lisp softened the S in Isabella, and Chloe seemed particularly pleased with that.

“Good. Keep that.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Chloe glanced towards the speaker on the side table. “Put some music on.”

Isabella crossed the room carefully and looked through the available tracks. Chloe directed her towards something slow, low and rhythmic rather than anything Isabella would normally have chosen. A sensual beat filled the room, quiet at first, and Isabella turned uncertainly. He suddenly realised it was one of Jill’s favourites.

Chloe stood in front of her.

“Now dance.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

She began moving. Badly. Her first instinct was to sway from side to side with all the subtlety of a virgin at the school disco. Chloe watched for perhaps five seconds before lifting one hand, laughing.

“Stop.” Chloe came closer. “The rhythm is slower. Listen to it. Don’t just put your feet in front of each other and wave your hips.”

She demonstrated with a few small movements. Her hips followed the beat naturally, shoulders loose, one arm relaxed while the other lifted briefly before falling again.

“See? Nothing exaggerated.

Isabella tried again. This time she moved more slowly.

“Better. Let your hips follow the change in weight. Don’t force them.”

The stilettos made every movement more deliberate. Isabella shifted onto one leg, then the other, gradually allowing the rhythm to travel upwards rather than fighting it. The black dress accentuated movement she would never normally have noticed. A subtle change of hip looked larger in the mirror than it felt from inside her own body.

Chloe circled her slowly, correcting where necessary.

“Hands.” She loosened her fingers. “Let one hand move with you. Hair, shoulder, hip, wherever feels natural.” Isabella lifted one hand uncertainly and touched her hair. “That’s better. Keep going.”

The movement became gradually less awkward. One hand brushed through the loose damp waves near her shoulder, the other settling briefly at her waist before falling away again. Chloe corrected an elbow here, a stiff wrist there, reminding her to smile whenever concentration hardened her face too much.

Then Chloe added another layer.

“Introduce yourself.” Isabella nearly stopped dancing. Chloe shook her head. “Keep moving.”

Isabella tried to hold the rhythm. “Hi, I’m Isabella.”

“Again.”

She moved her hips with the slow beat, lifted one hand to her hair and smiled.

“Hi, I’m Isabella.”

“Again.”

“Hi, I’m Isabella.”

The repetition began merging with the music. Chloe adjusted her cadence once or twice, telling her not to rush the first word and to let the name land naturally at the end. Isabella repeated the sentence while turning slowly, while touching her hair, while looking at herself in the mirror and then away again.

“Hi, I’m Isabella.”

This time Chloe smiled.

“Smile. Show you’re interested.”

She was still thinking about almost everything Chloe had taught her, but the separate lessons had begun to connect. The walk informed the dancing. The softer voice matched the smile. The hands that had seemed uncertain half an hour earlier were beginning to move with the rest of her rather than hanging uselessly at her sides.

Chloe let the music continue for another minute before switching it off. The sudden quiet seemed almost startling.

“Mirror.”

Isabella obeyed.

She crossed to the large mirror and stood in front of it, breathing slightly harder from the dancing. Her cheeks were faintly flushed. The mascara darkened her eyes and the lipstick gave her mouth a soft colour that stood out against her smooth face. Her hair, still loose from the shower, had dried further during the lesson and fallen into soft waves around her shoulders.

Chloe came up behind her.

Their reflections were striking together.

Chloe looked severe and commanding in black leather, tall boots and tight corsetry. Isabella looked softer beside her, slim in the fitted black dress and stockings, her long hair falling around her face. Chloe studied the reflection for several seconds. Then her expression changed.

“You’re such a pretty girl, really.”

Isabella’s eyes flickered towards hers in the mirror. Chloe reached forward and slowly smoothed one hand through Isabella’s hair, gathering a few strands and letting them fall back over her shoulder. The gesture was gentle compared with the corrections that had filled the previous hour.

Isabella remained still.

Chloe stepped a little closer behind her, close enough that Isabella could feel her presence at her back, and lightly adjusted the fall of the dress at one shoulder before letting her hand return to Isabella’s hair.

“There,” Chloe said quietly. “Look at yourself.” Isabella did. Chloe’s hands went to Isabella’s waist. The touch was soft. “What would you do if a man wanted you, pretty girl?” She pressed herself against Isabella and then kissed her neck. The hot press of her lips made something stir in the chastity cage. Isabella could feel it pressing against the plastic. “If you dress like a girl, you should be treated as a girl. Don’t you think?”

Isabella shuddered. “Imagine him behind you. Wanting you.” Isabella closed her eyes. Chloe’s right hand trailed down towards her stocking top, stroking gently up under the Lycra dress to rest warmly on her panties. “Part your legs for me, pretty girl.”

Her cheeks turning hot, Isabella gently parted her legs. “See, you want him to touch your pussy. Say it. Say it for me.” Chloe bit her neck softly.

“I want you…to…touch my pussy,” gasped Isabella.

The pain in the chastity cage was now unbearable. Chloe stepped back and patted Isabella on the behind. She put the music back on and sat on the sofa.

“Now, dance for me again.”

And Isabella began to dance.


Chapter Seven: Jill Discovers Her True Nature

Isabella slept deeply and the words followed her into sleep.

They seemed to come from somewhere just beyond the edge of every dream, Chloe’s calm voice repeating the same phrases over and over until they became woven into everything Isabella felt.

In one dream she was walking through a crowded shopping centre in a summer dress, carrying a handbag and smiling when people looked at her. In another she was sitting with Jill, Megan and Allana at a café, legs crossed neatly beneath the table while they chatted as though there had never been anything unusual about her being there with them. Sometimes she wore the pink maid’s uniform, sometimes jeans and a pretty blouse, sometimes a dress she did not recognise, but she was always Isabella and, in the peculiar logic of dreams, that seemed completely natural.

I am a girl. I have always been a girl.

I will obey my Mistresses at all times.

I like being a girl. I want to be as feminine as possible.

The alarm went off at seven.

Isabella opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling without understanding where she was. For a few seconds the room seemed unfamiliar, all pink satin and soft morning light, and she had the absurd sensation that she had woken in somebody else’s bedroom. Something cool and silky lay against her skin. Her chest tingled strangely, not painfully but enough to draw her attention, and Chloe’s voice was still whispering directly into her ears.

She blinked and reached up. Earbuds. Isabella pulled them out one at a time. Silence filled the room apart from the alarm on the bedside table. She switched it off and sat up slowly.

The white silk nightdress she put on before bed slid against her body as she moved. She swung her legs out of bed and sat there for a moment while her head cleared.

It had been four days since Jamie had effectively disappeared and Isabella had taken over. That thought no longer produced quite the same internal protest.

The routine had become normal frighteningly quickly. Seven o’clock meant get up. Shower. Skin care. Makeup. Hair. Uniform. Downstairs by eight. Breakfast for the girls. The days themselves varied, but the mornings had already acquired a structure that Isabella could follow without being told.

She stood and crossed towards the bathroom, still feeling the faint tingling around her chest. It became more noticeable when she pulled the nightdress over her head. Isabella glanced down and stopped. On either side of her breasts were faint star-shaped impressions.

She leaned closer to the mirror. Each star seemed to be formed from tiny raised dots pressed into the skin, as though something textured had rested against her during the night. They were symmetrical, one on either side, and pink enough to be clearly visible against her smooth skin.

Isabella touched one cautiously.

The tingling intensified.

She stared at the marks for another moment, trying to remember anything from the night that might explain them, but nothing came. Eventually she shook her head. There was no time to stand there examining herself if she intended to be downstairs by eight.

The shower came first. Warm water washed away the last traces of sleep, and Isabella worked shampoo through her hair before conditioning it as Allana had taught her. Even that had become routine. Four days earlier she would have used whatever bottle was nearest and considered the job done. Now she knew which product went where, how long to leave the conditioner in and how to pat her hair dry rather than attacking it with the towel.

Back in the bedroom, she reached automatically for the moisturiser.

A girl must look after her skin.

She worked the moisturiser into her legs, arms and face, careful around the faint star-shaped marks. Her skin had remained incredibly smooth since the sugaring, and she had reluctantly begun to understand why Megan and Allana had insisted she moisturise every morning and evening. The ritual was oddly calming. By the time she finished, the tingling had faded enough to ignore.

Makeup took longer.

Allana had spent most of the previous afternoon teaching her how to do it herself, refusing to step in whenever Isabella became frustrated. Foundation first, lightly applied rather than plastered on. A little concealer where necessary. Blusher placed high enough to soften her face. Mascara without stabbing herself in the eye. Brows brushed and defined. Lip colour applied carefully rather than dragged around in a hurry.

Isabella still needed concentration, but she was improving. She sat at the vanity with the collection of brushes and bottles spread neatly before her, occasionally leaning closer to the mirror to check her work. Yesterday, Allana had corrected practically every stage. This morning nobody was there.

When she finished, Isabella sat back and studied herself.

The effect was not as polished as Allana could produce, but it was close enough. Dark lashes emphasised her eyes, the blusher softened her cheeks and the lipstick gave her face the final touch that now made the unpainted version seem almost unfinished.

Her hair had dried into loose waves. Isabella brushed it carefully, worked through a few tangles and arranged it around her shoulders before fastening back two sections so that it stayed away from her face.

Then came the uniform.

The pink satin maid’s dress had been washed, dried and returned to her room the previous evening as was now normal. It hung from the wardrobe door with the apron beside it, restored to its ridiculous pristine brightness. Isabella dressed without the awkwardness of the first morning. Lingerie, stockings, petticoats, dress, apron. Each layer went on in an order she now understood, and she no longer had to fight the petticoats into place. She fastened the apron herself, adjusted the bow as best she could by feel and finally added the little lace headdress.

The pink heels waited beneath the wardrobe. Isabella slipped her feet into them and stood.

She stopped in front of her reflection. The maid staring back at her looked composed.

Pink satin gleamed beneath the morning light. The white apron sat neatly over the full skirt, lace petticoats showing in precise layers below the hem. Her stockings were straight. Makeup tidy. Hair soft and feminine around her face. Even her posture had changed. Shoulders relaxed, back straight, knees naturally closer together.

Isabella left the bedroom, closed the door behind her and headed downstairs. The heels clicked neatly against the steps as she descended, one hand brushing the banister while the other controlled the skirt exactly as she had been taught.

Isabella smoothed her apron, checked the clock and began preparing breakfast for the girls.

Megan and Allana were first.

They had been given the spare room together, although by the amount of clothing already hanging from the wardrobe door and spilling from an open suitcase, Isabella suspected neither of them had made much effort to keep their belongings separate.

She prepared their breakfast on a tray exactly as instructed: warm croissants on two small plates, herbal tea in a china pot with cups and saucers beside it, napkins folded neatly. Carrying the tray upstairs required enough concentration that she barely noticed the heels anymore. Four days of practice had taught her how to balance the weight against her palms while keeping her elbows tucked in and her steps measured.

She stopped outside the spare-room door and knocked.

“Come in,” Megan called.

Isabella opened the door carefully and entered with the tray held level. Both women were still in dressing gowns, Megan sitting cross-legged against the headboard while Allana stood beside the window brushing her hair. They looked irritatingly comfortable.

“Your breakfast, Mistresses.”

Megan glanced towards the tray. “Lovely. Put it on the table.”

“Yes, Mistress Megan.”

Isabella crossed the room, set everything down and gave the small curtsey that had long since become automatic whenever she received an instruction. Allana smiled at the movement, evidently pleased that her lessons had stuck.

“Very graceful this morning.”

“Thank you, Mistress Allana.”

Megan was already reaching for a croissant. “And the voice better. Chloe will be pleased.”

Isabella gave another little curtsey before leaving. She could hear the two of them talking as she closed the door behind her, but she resisted the temptation to linger.

Chloe was next.

Her breakfast was simpler: black coffee in a large cup, nothing else. Isabella carried it along the landing to the guest bedroom, knocked and waited until Chloe’s calm voice told her to enter.

Chloe was already dressed, although not in anything as dramatic as the black leather from two nights earlier. She sat at the dressing table fastening an earring, her dark hair pulled back neatly, and glanced at Isabella through the mirror as she entered.

“Coffee, Mistress Chloe.”

“On the bedside table.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Isabella placed the cup carefully where instructed and curtseyed.

Chloe turned then, giving her a brief appraisal that travelled from the lace headdress to the pink heels. Isabella found herself straightening slightly under the attention before Chloe gave a small nod.

“Presentable.”

The single word produced that same absurd little pulse of satisfaction.

“Thank you, Mistress Chloe.”

“Go on. Jill will be waiting.”

Jill’s breakfast was last: cereal, milk and coffee, arranged on a tray with a spoon, napkin and a small glass of orange juice Isabella added on impulse because Jill usually drank one in the morning. She carried it upstairs and stopped outside Jill’s bedroom and knocked.

“Come in.”

Isabella entered.

Jill was sitting up in bed with her phone in one hand. She looked up as Isabella approached, and for a second the whole situation seemed almost comically domestic.

“Your breakfast, Mistress Jill.”

Jill put the phone aside.

“Thank you. Put it here.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella stepped forward and lowered the tray carefully onto the bedside table. She curtseyed was turning to leave when Jill frowned.

“Wait.” Isabella stopped. Jill reached for her hand. At first Isabella thought something was wrong with the way she was holding herself, but Jill was staring at her fingers. “One of your nails is missing.”

Isabella looked down. Her left index finger was bare. The pink false nail that should have been there had vanished completely, leaving one ordinary nail amongst the glossy matching set.

Jill’s expression hardened in a way Isabella had not expected. “You really need to pay attention to your appearance.”

The sternness caught her completely off guard. Until now, Jill had often seemed amused by the transformation, occasionally bossy because Chloe encouraged it, but still recognisably Jill underneath. This was different. There was genuine disapproval in her voice, as though Isabella had failed some standard she was now expected to maintain.

“You’re supposed to be properly presented when you serve breakfast. That means checking your hair, your makeup, your uniform and your nails before you come downstairs.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

“Go to your room and repair it. There are spare nails on the vanity. Then come back and show me.”

She gathered her skirt and curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress Jill.”

As she left the room, she found herself more unsettled by Jill’s tone than by the instruction itself. Chloe being strict was expected. Chloe seemed to breathe authority. Megan could turn almost anything into a game, and Allana’s corrections usually carried a hint of encouragement.

There had been nothing playful or faintly humorous in the sudden reprimand.

Back in her bedroom, Isabella sat at the vanity and found the box of spare pink nails exactly where Jill had said it would be. She selected one that matched, cleaned the bare nail and carefully glued the replacement into place.

Isabella held her hand out in front of her.

She returned to Jill’s room and knocked again.

“Come in.”

She entered and stopped beside the bed. Jill held out her hand. “Show me.”

Isabella extended her fingers.

Jill inspected the replacement nail with surprising seriousness, turning Isabella’s hand slightly before letting it go.

“Very good.”

The approval immediately took some of the sting out of the earlier rebuke.

“Thank you, Mistress Jill.”

Jill picked up her coffee. “You can go about your chores now. I’ll call if I need you.”

Isabella curtseyed neatly.

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

She left the room and closed the door quietly behind her. Halfway down the landing, she caught herself checking the repaired nail once more. It was still perfectly in place.

Megan and Allana left shortly after breakfast, disappearing upstairs to finish getting ready before coming back down in a whirl of perfume, handbags and goodbyes. Isabella was in the hallway polishing a table when they passed her, Megan pausing long enough to inspect the shine with exaggerated seriousness before declaring it acceptable. Allana, more kindly, adjusted the lace headdress that had slipped slightly to one side and told her to keep an eye on it. Isabella gave each of them a neat curtsey and wished them a good day, the words emerging automatically in the soft, careful voice Chloe had trained into her. Ten minutes later the front door closed behind them and the house seemed suddenly much quieter.

Chloe came downstairs while Isabella was vacuuming the living room. She was dressed for the day in fitted black trousers, a dark blouse and heeled boots, far less theatrical than the leather outfit from the previous evening but still carrying herself with the same effortless authority. Isabella switched off the vacuum the moment she noticed her and straightened, hands falling neatly in front of her apron.

“I’ll be out for most of the day,” Chloe said. “Mistress Jill will be in charge while I’m gone. You will follow her instructions exactly as you would mine. If she asks you to do something, you do it immediately and you answer her properly. Understood?”

Isabella curtseyed. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

With that Chloe collected her handbag from the hall table and left, and Isabella returned to the vacuum cleaner feeling an odd shift in the atmosphere. Chloe’s absence should have made the house feel less controlled, but knowing Jill had formally been placed in charge somehow did the opposite. The reprimand over the missing nail still lingered in Isabella’s mind, and she found herself wondering whether Jill would behave differently now that Chloe had left for the day.

She found out less than half an hour later. Isabella was wiping down the kitchen counters when Jill called from upstairs.

She put the cloth down immediately and headed towards the stairs, smoothing her apron as she went. By the time she reached the bedroom,  Jill was sitting at the dressing table, scrolling through something on her phone.

At the foot of the bed stood a large wicker laundry basket filled to the top with clothes. Some were obviously everyday items, jeans and tops, but Isabella could also see bras, underwear, a delicate blouse and several things she suspected would require rather more thought than simply throwing everything into one machine.

Jill pointed towards the basket. “You’re going to do my laundry.”

Isabella looked at it, then back to her sister.

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Jill seemed pleased by the lack of hesitation. “Before you start, there are instructions because I don’t want you ruining anything.”

She picked up a folded sheet of paper from the bed and handed it over. Isabella opened it and discovered a surprisingly detailed list, written in Jill’s neat handwriting. Colours were to be separated from whites. Dark clothes needed their own load. Delicates were not to be mixed with ordinary cottons, and anything with lace was to go into a mesh laundry bag before washing. Jill had even written down the appropriate cycles and temperatures, along with notes about what could be tumble-dried and what needed to be hung carefully.

“You’ll check the labels if you’re unsure,” Jill continued. “Bras and anything delicate go on the gentle wash. No fabric softener on the sportswear. The white blouse hangs to dry because the dryer creases it. Jeans can go on a normal cycle, but turn them inside out first. Anything that needs ironing goes in a separate pile afterwards, and don’t iron anything stretchy or lace-trimmed unless I’ve specifically marked it.”

Isabella scanned the sheet again. “Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Jill laughed. “Go on, then.”

Isabella curtseyed, lifted the basket with both hands and carried it downstairs. The task took longer than she expected because Jill’s instructions left no room for lazy shortcuts. She spread everything across the utility room floor, separating whites, colours and darks before making a smaller pile of delicate items. Several labels had to be checked. The bras went into a mesh bag, the blouse was set aside for a cooler wash and one pale jumper turned out to require hand washing, something Isabella suspected Jill had included deliberately to see whether she would bother reading the label.

By the time the first load was running, Isabella had developed a strange respect for how much attention laundry actually required when the goal was not simply to make clothes smell vaguely cleaner.

At midday, Jill called again, this time from the living room. Isabella found her stretched comfortably across the sofa with a magazine open across her knees.

“I’m hungry.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill. What would you like?”

“Something light. Surprise me.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

She went to the kitchen and put together a warm chicken and avocado salad with toasted seeds, cherry tomatoes and a simple lemon dressing, along with a glass of sparkling water. It was not complicated, but she paid more attention to the presentation than she ever would have done for herself, arranging the salad neatly rather than dropping it into a bowl and carrying it through on a tray with a folded napkin beside the plate.

Jill glanced up when Isabella entered.

“Your lunch, Mistress Jill.”

She set the tray down and curtseyed.

Jill inspected the plate. “That actually looks really good.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella had turned to leave when Jill picked up her fork and said casually, “Oh, by the way, I’ve got a guest coming for dinner tonight.”

Isabella stopped. There was something far too idle about the way Jill had said it.

She turned back. “Yes, Mistress Jill?”

“I thought you could cook.”

The words hung there. Isabella waited. Jill took a bite of the salad, chewed thoughtfully and nodded as though confirming something to herself. “Yes. You can definitely cook.”

Isabella was beginning to dislike where this was going.

Jill put down the fork. “There are recipe books in the kitchen. I want you to go through them and choose a proper dinner for two.. Nothing ridiculous, nothing that takes six hours, and nothing you’ve never even heard of.”

Isabella’s stomach tightened. Jill continued before she could react. “You’ll present your suggestion to me in thirty minutes. I want a written list of ingredients as well.”

Isabella dipped into a curtsey.

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

“Good. And make it something presentable. I don’t want frozen pizza because you panicked. I want a starter, main course and desert.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Jill smiled and returned to her lunch. “Off you go.”

Isabella headed back towards the kitchen with the maid’s skirt swishing around her legs. On the kitchen shelf, the row of recipe books suddenly looked more intimidating than they should.

Isabella spread three recipe books across the kitchen table and began flicking through them. She had no intention of attempting anything too ambitious, particularly with Jill apparently expecting the result to look as though it had been cooked by a Michelin chef. Eventually she settled on a seafood cocktail starter, steak and fries with a simple dressed salad for the main course, and apple pie with custard to finish. None of it seemed beyond her if she worked methodically, and the combination at least resembled a proper three-course meal.

She wrote out the menu neatly, then made a separate list of ingredients, checking the cupboards and refrigerator so she did not ask Jill to buy things they already had. Prawns, lettuce, lemon and sauce ingredients for the starter; two good steaks, potatoes and salad leaves for the main course; apples, pastry, sugar, cinnamon and custard for dessert. By the time she returned to the living room, Jill had finished lunch and was drinking the last of her coffee while watching the news.

Isabella stopped in front of her, handed over the sheet and waited while Jill read it. “Seafood cocktail, steak and fries with salad, apple pie and custard,” she said, glancing up. “Very traditional.”

“I thought I could manage those, Mistress Jill.”

“That’s probably sensible.” Jill checked the ingredients list, then folded the paper once and put it beside her. “I’ll go and buy everything.”

“Thank you, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella was about to turn away when Jill’s expression changed. There was a little smile there now, one Isabella was learning to distrust.

“Tomorrow,” Jill said, “Mistress Chloe is going to take you out shopping.”

Isabella froze. Jill watched the reaction with obvious interest.

“Shopping?” The word came out before Isabella remembered that she had not been invited to ask questions. Jill’s smile widened anyway.

“We think it’s time you experienced the real world.”

Isabella felt the bottom drop out of her stomach.

So far, the transformation had been contained inside the house. Going shopping with Chloe was something else entirely. Shops meant people. Changing rooms. Assistants. Queues. Mirrors. Being seen properly. Jill seemed to enjoy every second of Isabella’s expression.

“How do you feel about that?”

Isabella swallowed, trying to recover the softer voice Chloe had insisted upon. “Nervous, Mistress Jill.”

Jill’s smile became almost cruel again. “Good.”

Isabella curtseyed and returned to the kitchen, where the recipe books suddenly seemed much less intimidating than the thought of tomorrow.

Jill left shortly afterwards and returned with several shopping bags, which Isabella carried through to the kitchen before unpacking them. She checked everything against the list, then began working through the meal in stages. The apple pie came first because it could be prepared ahead of time and reheated later. She peeled and sliced the apples, mixed them with sugar and cinnamon, lined the dish with pastry and sealed the top as carefully as she could. The result was not perfect, but it looked convincingly homemade rather than disastrous.

Next, she prepared the seafood cocktail ingredients, washed the salad leaves and made sure the prawns were ready to assemble later. Potatoes were peeled and cut into fries, then left soaking while she dealt with everything else. The kitchen gradually filled with bowls, chopping boards and ingredients, but Isabella kept the mess controlled rather than allowing it to spread the way it once would have. Every time she finished with something she cleaned it or put it away.

As the afternoon moved towards evening, the meal began to come together. The pie was cooling, the seafood cocktail mixture was ready to be plated, the salad had been prepared and the steaks were resting at room temperature. Isabella checked the time repeatedly, working backwards from when Jill had said her guest would arrive. She had become so focused on timing everything correctly that she barely noticed Jill come into the kitchen doorway.

“I’m going upstairs to shower and change,” Jill said. “Everything under control?”

Isabella glanced around the kitchen. “Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella curtseyed and went back to the potatoes, already calculating when they needed to go into the oven and when she should start heating the pan for the steaks.

The doorbell rang just as Isabella was checking the fries and reaching for the pan she intended to use for the steaks. She glanced towards the hallway but kept working, assuming Jill would answer it when she came downstairs. A moment later, however, Jill’s voice floated from upstairs.

“Isabella! Answer the door and offer a drink. I’ll be down in a moment.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill!”

The reply came automatically. Isabella turned off the heat beneath the pan, wiped her hands quickly on a tea towel and hurried into the hallway, still mentally calculating timings. The seafood cocktail was ready, the fries needed another few minutes and the steaks could not be left too long before cooking. She was so absorbed in dinner that she did not stop to think about the maid’s uniform, the curled hair, the makeup or the fact that whoever stood outside was about to see all of it.

She smoothed her apron by habit, opened the front door and froze.

Callum stood on the step.

For one terrible second Isabella could only stare at him. He looked much as he always did when he came to see Jill, tall enough to fill the doorway, broad-shouldered and casually confident, although there was something harder in his expression tonight. His eyes travelled over Isabella slowly, from the lace headdress and curled dark hair to the glossy pink dress, the white apron and the full skirt beneath it. There was no surprise in his face. No confusion. No awkward second glance as he tried to understand what he was seeing.

Instead, his expression settled into something stern and assessing. Isabella’s stomach tightened. Callum already knew. He had not turned up expecting Jamie to answer the door. He had turned up knowing that Isabella well.

“Well,” he said at last, his voice calm and firm. “So this is Isabella.”

The name sounded different coming from him. Heavier somehow. Isabella had become used to hearing it from Chloe, Jill, Megan and Allana, but hearing Callum say it made the transformation feel suddenly exposed to another part of her old life.

She remembered herself just in time and lowered into the curtsey Chloe had drilled into her, gathering the side of the skirt lightly and keeping her back straight.

“Good evening, Sir.”

Callum’s eyebrows lifted slightly at that, although the approval in his expression was unmistakable.

“That’s better.”

Isabella rose carefully, face burning. Callum stepped forward just enough to make her retreat from the doorway and give him room to enter. The simple movement felt instinctively dominant, and Isabella found herself moving aside without being told.

“Jill said you’d been put through your paces,” he said. “Looks like she wasn’t exaggerating.”

Isabella kept her eyes lowered.

“No, Sir.”

He closed the door behind him and gave her another long inspection, not mocking and not amused in the way Megan often was. If anything, the seriousness of it unsettled her more.

“Stand properly.”

Isabella straightened at once.

Callum nodded. “Shoulders back.”

She corrected them.

“Better.”

The word carried the same kind of approval Chloe used, and Isabella hated how quickly she responded to it.

Callum looked towards the kitchen. “You cooking?”

“Yes, Sir. Mistress Jill asked me to prepare dinner.”

“What are we having?”

“Seafood cocktail to start, Sir. Steak and fries with salad, followed by apple pie and custard.”

Callum gave a small approving nod. “Not bad.”

Then he looked back at her, and there was something almost challenging in his expression now, as though he wanted to see whether she would keep behaving properly with him standing there.

“Your mistress told you to offer me a drink.”

Isabella felt a fresh rush of embarrassment. She had forgotten completely.

“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry. What would you like to drink?”

Callum’s mouth twitched faintly, not quite a smile. “Beer.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She turned towards the kitchen, moving carefully in the heels, and could feel his eyes following her. The awareness made her posture straighten even more, and by the time she reached the doorway she had become acutely conscious of every detail of herself: the sway of the skirt, the neat steps, the earrings brushing her neck and the ridiculous pink nails she had been reprimanded for earlier.

Behind her, Callum spoke again.

“Isabella.”

She stopped and turned.

“Yes, Sir?”

This time he did smile, but there was nothing teasing about it.

“I think this arrangement is going to suit you.”

Isabella stared at him, unable to think of anything to say that would not break every rule she had been given. So she did the only thing she could. She curtseyed.

“Yes, Sir.”


Chapter Eight: Salon and Shopping

The dream was more vivid than any so far. She was sprawled across Callum’s knees, still in her pretty maid’s uniform, and he was spanking her panty-clad behind while Jill looked on, laughing. It wasn’t the image that frightened her; it was the way it made her feel. She sensed herself hardening against the cage between her legs, and that telltale squirm of delight in her stomach was undeniable.

Isabella woke, her eyes widening. Her whole body seemed to be tingling and when she reached up to touch the lace cups of the sheer babydoll, her nipples were erect. She gasped, the pressure in the cage increasing to the point of pain before slowly beginning to subside.

The rest of the evening came back to her. The humiliation of serving Jill and Callum. The comments that were made. Jill seemed to take particular pleasure in everything that happened, pushing Isabella deeper down the rabbit hole. It culminated in Jill telling Isabella to go up and put on the nightwear that was on the bed and then to come back down. The cute red babydoll was the most revealing thing she had worn so far.

But she obeyed. It seemed she couldn’t help herself.

She was instructed to stand in the middle of the living room. And dance. Not for Jill, but for Callum. “I know Chloe has been teaching you,” Jill had said.

Now, lying on her bed, Isabella closed her eyes and fought back the humiliation. The alarm went off and broke into her thoughts.

Isabella woke, aware first of the familiar softness of the bed and then of something less familiar: a heaviness across her chest. She lay still for a moment beneath the pink satin duvet, trying to work out whether it was simply the way she had slept, but when she shifted onto her back the sensation remained. The sheer red babydoll she was wearing whispered against her skin as she sat up, and the movement brought with it a faint tenderness that made her frown.

She pushed the duvet aside and crossed to the bathroom, still half asleep. Only when she slipped the babydoll from her shoulders and looked at herself did she pause. Her chest seemed different. The change was not dramatic enough to make her doubt what she was seeing, but there was more definition than there had been only a few days earlier, a slight fullness that caught the light differently and made the shape of her breasts more obvious.

Isabella lifted one hand cautiously and touched the skin. The sensitivity surprised her enough that she drew her fingers away almost at once.

The strange dotted impressions she had noticed before were gone now, but the underlying tenderness remained, accompanied by that feeling of swelling. She could not decide whether she was imagining part of it because Chloe and the others had made her so conscious of every detail of her appearance, yet when she turned slightly sideways the change seemed even clearer.

A quiet unease settled in her stomach. There had been enough unexplained things happening over the past few days without adding this to the list.

The shower helped clear her head. By now the sequence required almost no thought: shampoo, conditioner, careful drying, moisturiser worked over her smooth skin and then the increasingly familiar collection of cosmetics arranged across the vanity.

Allana’s lesson had made a difference. Isabella no longer stared helplessly at brushes and bottles wondering which came first. Foundation went on lightly, followed by a little colour across her cheeks, brows tidied and defined, mascara applied with enough confidence to look pretty, then lipstick to finish.

Dressing was equally automatic. Lingerie, stockings, layers of petticoat, the glossy pink maid’s dress and finally the white apron, its bow tied behind her as neatly as she could manage without help.

When Isabella stepped into the heels and checked herself in the mirror, she found herself making small adjustments without even thinking about them, straightening the apron, checking the fall of the skirt and turning one hand to make sure every pink nail was intact.

Breakfast preparation gave her something practical to concentrate on. Megan and Allana were easy enough to deal with, and Chloe took her usual black coffee, but Jill’s tray was different that morning. Isabella had been told to prepare coffee, toast and marmalade for two, and she knew perfectly well what that meant.

She stopped outside Jill’s bedroom, balanced the tray carefully on one hand and knocked.

“Come in.”

Isabella opened the door. Callum was in bed beside Jill. Heat rushed instantly into her face. The memories of the previous evening returned with humiliating clarity, not as one single event but in flashes that made it difficult to look directly at him. The moment at the front door. His complete lack of surprise. The stern way he had spoken to her, as though her new role had been explained to him in advance and accepted without question. Everything that had followed had only reinforced the fact that somebody Isabella had known entirely as Jill’s confident, teasing boyfriend now saw her as Isabella too.

Callum was propped against the headboard, looking relaxed. Jill lay beside him, equally comfortable, and the expression that passed between them when Isabella entered made it obvious that her embarrassment had not gone unnoticed.

“Good morning, Mistress Jill. Sir.” Her voice remained soft despite the heat in her cheeks.

Jill’s eyes flickered with amusement, but she did not mock her. “Morning, Isabella. Put it on the table.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella crossed the room carefully and lowered the tray onto the bedside table. Coffee, toast, marmalade, butter, two cups. Nothing rattled, which felt like an achievement in itself.

Jill glanced at Callum and smiled. Isabella had the uncomfortable impression of being discussed without either of them needing to say very much.

“Curtsey,” Jill reminded her.

Isabella had not forgotten. She had merely hoped Jill might. She gathered the skirt lightly, lowered herself in the neat movement that had become increasingly natural and rose again without wobbling.

Callum nodded. “Very good.”

The approval did something annoyingly complicated to Isabella’s stomach.

“Thank you, Sir.”

Jill reached for her coffee. “That’ll do. You can carry on with your chores.”

“Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Isabella escaped with as much dignity as her uniform permitted, closing the door softly behind her before allowing herself to breathe properly. She stood on the landing for only a moment, cheeks still hot, then forced herself back into the routine of the morning. Beds needed making, bathrooms checking, surfaces wiping, laundry sorting and the kitchen restoring after breakfast.

The work was familiar now, and familiarity helped.

Callum came downstairs not long afterwards. Isabella was dusting the hallway when he appeared, freshly showered and dressed, and she felt herself tense despite trying not to. He paused beside her long enough to give the uniform another approving glance.

“Keep up the good work, Isabella.”

She lowered into a small curtsey. “Yes, Sir.”

He smiled faintly and left.

The rest of the morning settled into an ordinary domestic rhythm. Breakfast dishes were cleared and washed, bedrooms tidied once their occupants were out of them, the kitchen floor swept and surfaces polished. Isabella found a load of washing to put on without being told and checked the labels before separating the delicates.

By half past ten she was vacuuming upstairs, moving easily in the heels and guiding the full skirt out of the way with one hand whenever she needed to manoeuvre around furniture.

It was close to eleven when Chloe called her name from upstairs.

“Isabella.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe?”

“Come up here, please.”

Isabella straightened her apron, checked her headdress automatically in a mirror and headed towards the stairs.

Chloe was waiting in Isabella’s bedroom. She had changed into a smart black trouser suit, her hair neatly tied back, looking more like a polished businesswoman. On the bed, arranged with the same deliberate care Chloe seemed to bring to everything, was a long floral summer dress in soft pinks and creams, a white petticoat, matching white panties and bra, and a pair of high heels placed neatly on the carpet below. Beside the clothes sat a small pale-pink clutch bag.

Chloe glanced towards the outfit and then back at her. “You are to change into these and come downstairs. We are going out.”

The words were enough that Isabella’s eyes widened before she could control herself. Chloe noticed the reaction at once, her expression softening only slightly.

“You will be perfectly fine, young lady.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

There was no point asking where they were going. Chloe would tell her when Chloe wanted her to know, and Isabella had learned that attempting to drag information out of her generally resulted in nothing except another reminder about patience and obedience. She waited until Chloe had left the room, then began changing, removing the maid’s uniform and carefully laying it across the chair rather than dropping it anywhere. The white underwear was simple but pretty, much less theatrical than the pink satin sets she had been wearing, and the summer dress felt completely different again when she stepped into it and drew it up over her body.

The fabric was light and cool, falling smoothly from her waist instead of being held out by stiff layers of petticoats. The single white underskirt gave it just enough fullness to move gracefully without turning it into another costume, and when Isabella looked at herself in the mirror she experienced a reaction she had not expected.

She liked it.

Not simply because it fitted or because Chloe had chosen it, but because of the way it felt when she moved. The skirt flowed around her legs rather than bouncing. The floral pattern softened her appearance without seeming childish, and the heels, although high, were considerably easier to walk in than some of the shoes she had endured during the previous few days. Isabella turned slightly in front of the mirror and watched the dress follow the movement before settling back into place.

She picked up the pale-pink clutch, checked herself one final time and went downstairs. Chloe was waiting beside the front door.

Her gaze travelled over Isabella, taking in the dress, shoes and bag before she gave a small approving nod. “Much better.”

“Thank you, Mistress Chloe.”

“Ready?”

Chloe opened the door. The outside world seemed suddenly enormous.

Until now Isabella’s encounters with it had been brief and contained: the rubbish bin in the garden, the delivery driver, Callum at the door. This was different. There was no quick retreat back into the safety of the house. She stepped over the threshold knowing she was about to walk down the path, get into a car and go somewhere public while dressed completely as a woman.

The first few steps were the worst.

She was acutely aware of everything: the floral skirt brushing her legs, the heels clicking against the path, the small clutch in her hand and the possibility that somebody might look through a window or walk past at exactly the wrong moment. Chloe, by contrast, behaved as though there was nothing remotely unusual about the situation. She locked the door, walked towards the car and glanced back only once.

“Come along.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Isabella followed. A car passed at the end of the road without slowing. Somewhere nearby a lawnmower started. The ordinary world simply continued around her, indifferent to the fact that she was wearing a pretty floral summer dress.

Chloe drove them across town, making casual conversation about nothing in particular while Isabella watched pedestrians and shopfronts passing beyond the window. Every time the car stopped at traffic lights, she became conscious of people nearby, yet Chloe never allowed her nerves to build into anything dramatic. She spoke to Isabella as though this were simply another morning out together, and eventually that normality began to work on her.

The salon occupied a smart corner unit along a quieter shopping street. Its windows were frosted across the lower half, with elegant lettering above the door and neat displays of hair and beauty products visible inside. Chloe parked nearby and got out immediately.

Isabella climbed out.

Walking from the car to the salon was perhaps twenty seconds. It felt like twenty minutes. Once inside, however, Isabella discovered that they were expected.

A receptionist greeted Chloe by name and smiled warmly at Isabella without the slightest hint of surprise. Within minutes, she was guided towards a styling chair while Chloe settled nearby with a coffee, apparently content to let the professionals take over.

The first major change was her hair.

The stylist examined its length and condition, talked briefly with Chloe and then began working through it in sections. Isabella watched in the mirror as the dark colour she had known all her life gradually disappeared beneath treatment and careful colouring. Hours earlier she had been a brunette maid preparing breakfast; now, strand by strand, her hair was transformed into a warm blonde that seemed to brighten her entire face.

Once the colour was finished, the hair was cut only slightly, enough to tidy the ends and introduce softer shaping around her cheeks, then dried and styled into smooth, feminine waves. Isabella stared at the result for a long moment once the stylist stepped away.

The blonde changed everything.

It made the makeup look different, softened her features and created an almost complete break from the face she still associated with Jamie. The resemblance was there if she searched for it, but increasingly hard to find.

The beauty treatments continued. A clinician made subtle adjustments with filler to add a little more shape through Isabella’s cheeks and a small amount of extra fullness to her lips, nothing exaggerated but enough to refine the feminine effect Chloe was apparently aiming for. Isabella watched the gradual changes with a mixture of fascination and unease, aware that every change seemed to move her another step farther from who she once was.

Her hands were saved until last.

The false pink nails Megan had originally applied were carefully removed, and a technician reshaped Isabella’s natural nails before fitting a more professional set. They were elegant rather than overly long, practical enough for her chores but unmistakably feminine. After several colour samples were considered, Chloe selected a pale pink that matched the clutch bag almost perfectly.

Isabella sat with her hands resting beneath the drying lamp and looked at the reflection facing her, the floral dress flowing over her knees.

For the first time since leaving the house, the nervousness briefly gave way to something else. She lifted one hand once the polish was dry and turned it slowly in front of her, watching the light catch the glossy nails.

Chloe said very little when they left the salon. She simply drove them across town until the car turned into the busy car park of a large supermarket, found a space several rows back from the entrance and switched off the engine. I

sabella had been admiring the way her new blonde hair caught the light in the passenger-side mirror, pretending she was only checking the traffic behind, when Chloe reached into her handbag and handed her a folded piece of paper along with several notes.

“Shopping list,” she said. “And money.”

Isabella looked from the list to the supermarket entrance, then back at Chloe. There were people everywhere: couples pushing trolleys, mothers with children, pensioners carrying reusable bags, men loading shopping into cars.

Chloe sighed. “You’re going in on your own.”

Isabella’s fingers tightened around the list.

“I’ll follow at a discreet distance and observe, but you won’t come to me unless there’s a genuine problem. As well as your maid duties, you’ll be doing the household shopping from now on, so you need to learn that you can manage perfectly well without one of us holding your hand.”

Isabella stared through the windscreen again. The floral dress suddenly seemed more conspicuous than it had ten seconds earlier, and the pale-pink clutch in her lap felt almost absurdly feminine now that she was expected to carry it through a crowded supermarket.

Chloe waited.

Isabella drew a breath. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“Good girl. Take a trolley.”

That was apparently the end of the discussion.

Isabella climbed out and closed the car door behind her, smoothing the dress automatically before she started across the car park. Her heels clicked against the tarmac, not especially loudly, but she seemed to hear every step.

She kept expecting someone to stare openly or laugh, although the first dozen people she passed barely noticed her. One man pushing a trolley glanced over as she approached, looked away, then looked back again. His eyes lingered for a moment before continuing on.

Isabella felt the strange heat of being noticed.

It was completely different from the delivery driver’s surprise or Callum’s knowing scrutiny. As far as he knew, a blonde woman in a floral summer dress had simply walked past him in the supermarket car park.

The thought followed her through the sliding doors.

She collected a trolley and unfolded the list: milk, bread, eggs, vegetables, chicken breasts, washing powder, coffee, toilet rolls, several cleaning products and half a dozen other things that would require Isabella to visit most of the store. There would be no quick dash through two aisles and back to the safety of the car.

She started with fruit and vegetables.

At first she concentrated entirely on the list, checking items off one by one and keeping her attention firmly on the trolley. Gradually, however, the tension began to loosen. People moved around her exactly as they moved around everybody else, reaching past for tomatoes or apologising when trolleys blocked one another. A middle-aged man stepped aside to let her through a narrow gap and smiled.

“After you.”

“Thank you.” Her new voice came naturally, soft and light, the faint lisp Chloe had insisted upon barely noticeable beneath the general noise of the store. The man smiled again before walking away.

Isabella became increasingly aware that men looked at her. Not all of them, and rarely for long, but enough that she could no longer dismiss it as imagination. A younger man near the chilled section glanced at her twice while pretending to study yoghurts. Another gave her a small smile as they passed in opposite directions. None of the attention was threatening. If anything, its ordinariness was what unsettled her most. They were simply looking at an attractive blonde woman.

Her. The realisation produced an unfamiliar flutter that she refused to examine too closely.

She found Chloe only once, or rather caught sight of her reflection in the glass doors of the refrigerated section. Chloe was two aisles back, apparently examining something on a shelf and paying no attention whatsoever to Isabella. The performance might have been convincing if Isabella did not know her better. She was being watched.

By the time Isabella reached the household aisle, she had stopped gripping the trolley like a life raft. She checked the list, located the washing powder and reached for a bottle of fabric conditioner when a voice beside her said, “Excuse me, love.”

Isabella turned. An elderly woman stood nearby with a small basket over one arm. She was looking upwards at a box on the highest shelf.

“Would you mind getting that down for me? I can’t reach the blasted thing.”

“Of course.”

She stepped closer, reached up and took down the box.

“This one?”

“That’s it, thank you, sweetheart.”

The woman accepted it with a grateful smile and placed it in her basket.

“Lovely dress, by the way. Very summery.”

“Thank you.”

The woman moved away without another thought. Isabella remained beside the shelf for several seconds, staring after her. She glanced down at the floral fabric around her legs and smoothed it lightly with one hand before catching herself.

By the time she reached the final aisles, she found herself looking around instead of hiding behind the trolley. Her movements felt increasingly natural too. The dress flowed around her rather than seeming like something she had been forced into, and the pale-pink nails curling around the trolley handle suddenly looked perfectly at home there.

There was nowhere to hide once she joined the queue for checkout. Isabella unloaded the groceries carefully onto the belt, acutely conscious of the young woman seated behind the till. She looked around Isabella’s age, perhaps slightly younger, with dark hair tied into a ponytail and a name badge that read Lauren.

“Hiya,” Lauren said cheerfully when Isabella reached the front. “You all right?”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Find everything?”

“I think so.”

Lauren began scanning the shopping, chatting casually about how busy the store had been all morning. Isabella answered where appropriate, gradually realising that the girl was not scrutinising her at all. When a bottle of shampoo went through, Lauren held it up briefly.

“I love this one. Smells amazing.”

Isabella smiled. “I’ve never tried it.”

“Oh, it’s really nice. Makes your hair feel dead soft.”

“Good. I’ll look forward to it.”

The exchange was so utterly mundane that Isabella almost laughed. Lauren finished scanning and gave her the total. Isabella counted out Chloe’s money, accepted the change and pushed the trolley with her bags towards the door.

“Have a lovely day,” Lauren said.

“You too.”

The automatic doors opened. Fresh air touched her face. And suddenly she felt wonderful.

The reaction caught her completely by surprise. She had expected relief, perhaps, or satisfaction at having survived without disaster. Instead, there was a rush of something far brighter. She had walked into a crowded supermarket dressed completely as Isabella, spoken to strangers, been complimented by an elderly woman, smiled at by men and chatted to a girl at the checkout without anyone treating her as strange.

She stepped into the sunlight with her blonde hair moving lightly around her shoulders and the floral dress stirring against her legs, and she did not hurry towards the car.

She smiled.

Not because someone had told her to.

Because she wanted to.


Chapter Nine: A Night Out with the Girls

“You have no choice in the matter, you are coming.”

Chloe delivered the sentence with such finality that Isabella knew there was no point arguing. More than two weeks had passed since the morning she had first been transformed, and by now resistance had become something she mostly remembered rather than practised.

The routines of the house had settled around her until they felt simply natural. She rose when expected, dressed as required, prepared breakfast, cleaned, did the laundry, shopped, cooked and served.

Her body had changed too. The fullness in her chest had continued to develop gradually, enough that she could feel the weight of her breasts when she moved and the soft pull of them whenever she bent or turned too quickly. At first she had checked them constantly, half fascinated and half alarmed, but even that had become part of the strange new normal. Bras were no longer there just to create shape beneath clothes. She needed them. The sensation of her body responding differently to movement was something she had become aware of almost all the time, whether she wanted to or not. And it was not entirely unpleasant.

“It’ll be fun,” Allana said from the bed, already smiling as though that settled everything.

Isabella looked towards her. “For who?”

The answer earned a few amused glances, although Chloe’s expression did not change. “You’re coming with us to the party,” she said. “As Isabella. Not as the maid. Not as some little slave kept inside the house. Just as one of the girls.”

The idea made Isabella’s stomach twist.

Like most things in the past fortnight, though, Isabella had no real choice.

She gave a small sigh and lifted her wine glass. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“That’s the spirit,” Megan said.

The four women had taken over Jill’s bedroom to get ready. Dressing gowns, makeup bags, hairbrushes and bottles of perfume had spread across every available surface, while an open bottle of white wine sat in an ice bucket near the window.

Jill was cross-legged on the carpet in a pale satin robe, Megan had claimed the dressing-table stool and Allana lounged across the end of the bed, occasionally lifting herself just enough to refill somebody’s glass. Chloe, already half dressed beneath a black robe, seemed content to supervise the chaos.

Isabella sat at the side of the bed in a cream dressing gown, watching them debate her outfit with increasing seriousness.

“She needs something simple,” Megan said. “Not too much.”

“Simple is boring,” Allana replied. “This is her first proper party.”

“Exactly. We don’t want her looking available, if you know what I mean.”

Isabella frowned. “I’m sitting right here.”

Jill disappeared into the wardrobe for the third time. Over the previous half hour they had rejected a black cocktail dress as too severe, a floral wrap dress as too daytime, and a pale blue one that Megan decided made Isabella look like someone going to a wedding.

Jill emerged again carrying something red.

The room went quieter.

The dress was close-fitting, sleek and undeniably bold, with a Bardot-style neckline designed to sit low across the shoulders. The colour was a deep, confident red, and the fabric had enough stretch to follow Isabella’s figure closely. Jill held it against her for a moment, then looked towards the others.

“This.”

Allana sat up immediately. “Yes.”

Megan nodded. “Definitely.”

Jill placed it on the bed and rummaged in her top drawer, returning with a matching set of red lace lingerie. A pair of red high heels followed, set neatly on the carpet beneath the dress.

The overall effect was impossible to misunderstand. Isabella looked from one item to the next. “You lot have lost your minds.”

Chloe took a sip of wine. “No. They’re right.”

Allana picked up one of the heels and inspected it. “These are perfect.”

Megan was already imagining the finished look. “Blonde hair, red dress, pale makeup, red lips. It’ll work.”

Isabella looked towards Jill, hoping for at least a little sympathy. Instead, Jill was smiling in a way Isabella did not trust.

“What?”

Jill lifted the dress again, smoothing one hand over the fabric with obvious nostalgia. “This was what I wore on my first date with Callum.” The other women burst into laughter. Jill looked far too pleased with herself. “And the underwear.”

Isabella stared at the red lace set on the bed. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not.”

Allana nearly spilled her wine she was laughing so much.

Megan covered her mouth but managed to say, “Perfect!”

Allana took charge of Isabella’s makeup. She sat her at Jill’s dressing table beneath the bright mirror lights and began assembling brushes, palettes and pencils while the others drank wine and commented from various corners of the room.

This time the look was very different from the softer daytime version Isabella had learned to do herself. Allana darkened her eyes, building a more exotic night-time look with shaded lids, careful liner and lashes that made her glance seem heavier and more dramatic. Her skin was smoothed and warmed, her cheekbones given a little more emphasis and her lips painted in a glossy red that matched the dress waiting on the bed.

Every now and then Allana tipped Isabella’s chin slightly one way or the other, narrowing her eyes in concentration before adding some new adjustment. Jill watched from the bed, while Megan offered the occasional opinion that Allana mostly ignored. Chloe said almost nothing, but Isabella could feel her attention moving between the makeup and the dress.

When Allana finally stepped back, she looked satisfied. “Now go and put the outfit on.”

The red lace underwear felt different from the softer, more practical sets Isabella had grown used to. It was delicate and overtly feminine in a way that made her newly sensitive body feel even more conspicuous. By the time she drew the red dress up over her hips and settled it into place, she was almost afraid to look in the mirror.

The Bardot neckline sat low across her shoulders exactly as Jill had said it would, the fitted shape skimming her body closely enough to make the changes of the past two weeks impossible to ignore. Her breasts were no longer something implied by padding and clever construction. The dress showed them off with a delicate but definite cleavage. The red heels lifted her posture even more, and when she turned towards the mirror at last, she stopped short.

She looked stunning.

The thought arrived before she could deflect it. Blonde hair fell in soft waves around her bare shoulders, the red dress seemed to bring a new warmth into her skin, and the makeup gave her an altogether more glamorous air. There was still a flicker of disbelief somewhere under the surface, but it was fainter now. More often than not, the woman in the mirror looked like Isabella before she looked like anyone else.

Jill came to stand behind her, smiling at their reflections. “I knew it.”

Allana leaned one shoulder against the doorframe. “She’s going to get looked at all night.”

Megan laughed. “That’s half the point.”

Even Chloe, when she finally crossed the room to inspect the result at closer range, allowed herself a small smile. “Yes,” she said quietly. “That will do very nicely.”

They took a cab into town just after dark. Isabella sat between Jill and Allana in the back while Chloe and Megan took the folding seats, and the journey passed in a fizz of perfume, laughter and final reminders not to hunch, fidget or let nerves spoil the evening.

Isabella tried to listen, but once the cab pulled up outside the pub and she saw the clusters of people spilling across the pavement with drinks in their hands, her stomach tightened sharply.

The pub was busy without being chaotic, and the noise inside hit her first: voices, music, glasses, laughter. Chloe stayed close enough to guide without appearing to do so, Jill claimed a corner table already partly occupied by friends and, within minutes, Isabella found herself being introduced or, more unsettlingly, greeted by people who clearly needed no introduction at all.

Everybody seemed to know about her.

A dark-haired girl from one of Jill’s university circles squeezed her hand and told her she looked gorgeous. One of Megan’s friends complimented her dress. Another woman, already on her second gin and tonic by the sound of it, said the blonde hair suited her far better than she would have imagined and then immediately apologised for implying she had imagined it at all.

Even some of the men seemed unfazed. A couple of them looked a little too interested, but the attention was not openly hostile. If anything, it made Isabella more self-conscious because it felt normal.

Jill accompanied her to the ladies after the second drink, and that experience unsettled Isabella in a completely different way. She had crossed so many thresholds in the previous fortnight that she ought to have been prepared, yet following Jill through that particular door still felt momentous.

Inside, the room was bright and crowded, with women reapplying lipstick in the mirror, fixing their hair, laughing in little clusters and barely giving Isabella more than a passing glance. One woman squeezed past with an apology, another borrowed the hand dryer space beside her, and Jill stood at the sink touching up her own gloss as though there were nothing remotely remarkable about her transformed younger sibling standing beside her in a red dress.

From the pub they moved on to the party. The house was already full when they arrived, music spilling out into the hallway and bodies moving through every room. Isabella recognised more faces than she wanted to. Some were old school acquaintances, some friends of Jill and Callum. A few were already noticeably drunk. One couple were laughing too loudly in the kitchen over something neither of them would remember in the morning, while on the stairs two people were pressed a little too close together for conversation to be their main focus. In the sitting room, someone had pushed the furniture back to create more space for dancing, and a haze of heat, perfume and alcohol seemed to sit over everything.

At first Isabella stayed close to the girls, drink in hand, smiling when introduced and trying not to think too far ahead. But the evening had its own momentum. Familiar songs came on, people drifted in and out of conversations, and more than once somebody she knew from the old version of her life simply accepted the new one and carried on. That was the strangest feeling of all.

As the night wore on, she relaxed. She danced a little with Megan and Allana, stood in the kitchen laughing at something Jill said, accepted another compliment from a girl she vaguely remembered from sixth form and even forgot herself long enough to enjoy the music without measuring every movement. When she caught sight of herself in a darkened window at one point, flushed and smiling, she felt a brief rush of startled pleasure.

That was when she wandered a little too far from the others.

She had gone into the hallway to get some air and perhaps another minute to steady herself when one of the rugby lads blocked her path. Isabella knew the type immediately and recognised him a second later as one of Callum’s broader, louder friends, the sort of man who always seemed to occupy slightly more space than anyone else in the room. He was tall, solidly built and more than a little drunk.

“Well,” he said, looking her over with blunt appreciation. “You’re a sight.”

Isabella gave a nervous little smile and tried to move past him. “Excuse me.”

Instead he stepped closer, one arm bracing lightly against the wall behind her as if the gesture were casual. It wasn’t. The space around her seemed to shrink all at once. She could smell beer on him beneath aftershave, and although his expression was not overtly cruel, there was something in it that made her pulse jump.

“Don’t rush off,” he said. “I’ve been wanting a proper word all night.”

Isabella’s back met the wall. “I should go and find the others.”

“You’re here now.”

He leaned in with enough certainty that her breath caught. One large hand landed near her waist, not gripping hard, just claiming too much proximity far too easily, and when his face dipped towards hers Isabella felt herself go cold. She was trembling before she even realised it. His lips pressed hard against her and his free hand came up to her breast, pushing her back.

Then Chloe’s voice cut through the moment with surgical precision.

“That’s enough.”

The man straightened at once.

Chloe was standing only a few feet away, one hand still holding her drink, her expression hard enough to make the command sharper. Jill and the others were not with her, which somehow made it feel even more direct.

He licked at Isabella’s face, but she twisted away. Chloe caught him just below the ankles and his huge bulk immediately dropped to the floor. He lay there for a moment as if he was going to pass out.

Then he staggered to his feet. He stepped back, muttered something that might have been an apology and disappeared into the kitchen with a shrug that suggested he would prefer the incident never be mentioned again.

Chloe turned to Isabella. The party noise was still going on all around them, but it suddenly felt much farther away.

“It’s time to go home,” Chloe said.

Isabella nodded.

Chloe took her by the hand and led her through the house, collected her coat, murmured something brief to Jill that Isabella did not catch and steered her outside into the cold night air. She hailed a cab once they were at the end of the road and only when they were inside with the door shut did Isabella realise how hard her hands were shaking.

Neither of them said much during the journey. Chloe gave the driver an address Isabella did not recognise, then sat beside her in silence while the city lights moved across the windows. Gradually Isabella’s breathing steadied. She became aware of the cool glass against her shoulder, the scent of Chloe’s perfume, the ache in her feet and the emotional whiplash of having moved from bright, giddy confidence to something far more vulnerable in the space of a few minutes.

When the cab finally stopped, they were in a quieter, smarter part of town. The buildings looked expensive in the discreet way that never needed to advertise itself, and the entrance Chloe led her towards belonged to one of those apartment blocks that seemed designed for people who had more money than sense. Inside, the lobby was all polished stone and soft lighting.

“It’s all right,” Chloe said at last, once the doors had closed and they were alone. “You’re safe.”

Isabella looked up, intending perhaps to answer, but the words never came. Chloe stepped closer in the confined space, one hand rising lightly to Isabella’s hair, and then she leaned forward and kissed her on the lips.

It was a moment that seemed to last forever. Then, as the lift doors opened, Chloe pulled away and took Isabella’s hand.

Chloe’s flat was nothing like Isabella had expected. Somehow she had imagined something darker and more theatrical, a private extension of the woman who could walk into a room in leather and make everyone else instinctively straighten their backs. Instead, the apartment was large, elegant and understated, with pale walls, polished wooden floors and carefully chosen furniture that looked expensive without being showy. The real centrepiece was the enormous window stretching across one side of the living room, beyond which the city spread in a glittering patchwork of streets, towers and distant lights.

Chloe closed the door behind them and dropped her keys into a small dish on the console. “Would you like a drink?”

Isabella nodded, still feeling slightly dazed from everything that had happened at the party and from the kiss in the lift. “Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

Chloe glanced back at her with the faintest smile. “Whisky?”

That made Isabella almost laugh.

“Yes, please.”

Chloe poured two generous measures and handed one over before walking towards the window. Isabella joined her, and for a while neither of them spoke. The whisky warmed her throat as she sipped it, while the city below continued obliviously around them. From this height everything looked smaller and calmer, traffic reduced to streams of light and people to figures too distant to distinguish.

Eventually Chloe said, “Your parents will be home soon.” Isabella stared out of the window. She had known the date was approaching, of course, but had avoided thinking about what it meant. “They’re going to expect to find their son.”

Isabella’s fingers tightened slightly around the glass.

Chloe turned towards her. “And that means you have a decision to make. You can go back to who you were.”

The simplicity of the sentence made it sound easy.

Chloe continued before Isabella could answer. “The hair can be changed. Clothes can be packed away. You could stop using the name, stop the routines and go back to being Jamie.”

Isabella glanced at her reflection in the window. Blonde hair. Red dress. Makeup. A shape beneath the fabric that no longer looked anything like the body she had begun with.

Chloe’s voice remained calm. “You could stay here for a while. Get a job. Build a life as Isabella instead of treating her as something temporary.”

Isabella stared at her. “As a girl?”

Chloe smiled, took the glass from her hand and placed both drinks on the nearby table. Then she took Isabella’s hand. “As you.” Chloe led her towards the sofa. Her demeanour brightened. “Actually, I have an idea.”

That expression immediately made Isabella suspicious. Chloe reached for a laptop on the coffee table, opened it and brought up a webpage. Isabella leaned forward. Across the top, in elegant pink lettering, were the words:

Chloe’s Sissy Maid Service

Isabella blinked.

Beneath the title were photographs.

Her photographs.

Not anything indecent, but enough to send a wave of embarrassment through her. Isabella in the pink maid uniform. Isabella carrying a breakfast tray. Isabella standing beside the kitchen counter with her hands folded neatly over her apron. Another showed her in profile, curtseying. One of the more recent pictures showed the blonde hair and floral dress from the shopping trip.

She looked at Chloe in disbelief.

“You made a website? For me?”

“For us, potentially.”

Isabella looked back at the screen. Chloe scrolled slowly through the page. “We’d get these photographs done professionally. These are just placeholders to give you an idea of what it could look like.”

Isabella read some of the headings. Domestic cleaning. Laundry. Light meal preparation. Household organisation. Discreet maid service.

“Who’s going to hire me?”

Chloe laughed softly. “You’d be surprised.” She settled back against the sofa. “I’ve been doing some research. There is a market for this sort of service, particularly if it’s presented properly. Some clients want domestic help with a difference. Some are interested in the feminisation side of it. Some simply like the novelty. And customers willing to pay for something unusual tend to pay a premium.”

Isabella stared at the photograph of herself in the maid uniform. Two weeks earlier, the idea that somebody might actually employ her dressed that way would have seemed impossible.

Then another item in the website menu caught her eye.

Sissy Maid Training

She pointed at it. “What’s that?”

Chloe’s smile returned.

“That’s the longer-term idea.” Chloe clicked the heading. The page beneath it was only partly developed, but there were already sections for deportment, maid duties, grooming, presentation, voice, domestic skills and etiquette.

“You’re planning to do this to other people?”

“Train them,” Chloe corrected. “If the service grew, we might eventually need more than one maid. And there are probably people who would want the training because…well, that’s what they’re into.”

Isabella read the headings again. “And who exactly would be doing the training?”

“I would handle the main programme.”

“Of course you would.”

Chloe ignored the little edge in her voice. “You would support me.”

Isabella turned sharply. “Me?”

“Who better?”

Isabella tried to picture herself standing beside Chloe while somebody else struggled in heels or practised a curtsey in front of a mirror. The image was so absurd that she almost laughed, but somewhere beneath the absurdity was a flicker of curiosity.

Chloe closed the laptop. “You don’t have to decide tonight.”

“What happens if I say no?”

“Then you say no.”

Isabella searched her face, looking for the trick.

There did not appear to be one. Chloe stood and collected their glasses. She poured two more whiskies, added a little ice this time and returned with them. Isabella accepted hers and took a longer sip than before. The warmth helped loosen the knot that had been sitting in her chest ever since the party.

Chloe crossed to the music system.

“What are you doing?”

“Changing the subject.”

Soft music began to fill the room, something slow and smooth with a steady beat underneath it. Chloe turned towards her.

“Dance for me.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

She stepped into the open space before the window and began to move. The lessons came back naturally: let the rhythm guide the hips, keep the shoulders loose, allow the hands to move rather than holding them stiffly at her sides. The red dress followed her body closely, and the heels forced every shift of weight into something more deliberate.

Chloe watched from beside the sofa.

Isabella touched her hair, smiled and turned slowly, remembering the exercises from that first evening when every gesture had felt like an imitation of somebody else.

It did not feel that way now.

The music continued, Isabella moving more freely as the whisky softened her nerves and the city glittered beyond the glass. Chloe said nothing for a while, simply watching her with an expression Isabella could not quite read.

Then she asked, “Are you my girl?”

Isabella turned towards her. She moved closer, still dancing. This time there was no hesitation at all.

“Yes,” Isabella said softly. “I am your girl.”


Chapter Ten: Isabella’s First Appointment

By the time Chloe turned off the engine, Isabella’s hands were clasped so tightly in her lap that the pale polish on her nails looked almost white at the tips. She forced herself to relax and looked out through the windscreen instead.

The house stood back from the road behind a neat front garden and a smooth, curving driveway, the sort of large suburban property that suggested old money. Its brickwork was immaculate, the windows spotless, and there was something about the perfectly clipped hedges that made Isabella immediately aware of every rustle of satin against her skin.

She swallowed and glanced down at herself for what must have been the fifth time since they left Chloe’s flat.

The uniform was not the pink one she wore for household duties. This was more formal, more elegant and somehow more serious because of it.

Black satin, cut to fit her properly, with a crisp white apron, a smooth white bib and enough petticoat beneath the skirt to give it a graceful shape. Her stockings were straight, her heels polished, and the little maid’s headband sat carefully in place above her blonde hair, which Allana had insisted on styling into soft, controlled waves that morning.

When Chloe set her mind to something, she moved fast. Once the website had gone live, complete with professionally staged photographs of Isabella in various uniforms and domestic settings, it had taken surprisingly little time for the first enquiry to arrive.

Chloe had shown her the message the evening before with a sort of quiet satisfaction that made it clear she had expected this all along. A gentleman requiring domestic assistance for the day. Suburban address. Serious enquiry, not time-wasting fantasy. By breakfast the booking had been confirmed, and by lunchtime Chloe was talking Isabella through service expectations, conduct, presentation and the importance of remaining poised no matter what happened.

Now it was real.

Their little experiment, which had begun with bin bags, stolen lingerie and an unconscious boy sprawled across a bed, had somehow become a business. Not a joke, not a temporary bit of fun, but something with a name, a website, paying clients and a first appointment waiting behind the front door of the house in front of them.

“Don’t panic,” Chloe said quietly. “He’s perfectly harmless.”

That didn’t seem to work.

Chloe leaned across the space between them and adjusted Isabella’s headband by a fraction, her fingers precise and cool against her hair. Then she smoothed one fingertip lightly along the edge of the white apron where it lay over the black satin bodice, checking for a crease that did not seem to exist.

“You look lovely,” she said.

The words settled Isabella. She looked back towards the house. “What if he can tell I’m nervous?”

“He probably will. First appointments are allowed nerves.” Chloe sat back in her seat, still watching her. “What matters is that you carry on anyway. You know how to greet him. You know how to stand. You know how to speak. You know why you’re here.”

Isabella nodded, though her stomach still felt as if somebody had replaced it with a knot pulled tight.

A great many things had become easier over the past few weeks. Wearing feminine clothes no longer felt strange. Her body had changed enough now that bras and dresses sat on her with an increasingly natural grace. Her voice, too, had settled. Unless she was badly flustered, the softer cadence Chloe had trained into her came naturally, as did the little touches of posture and mannerism that had once felt so artificial.

Chloe opened her handbag and took out a slim envelope. “Your information sheet is in here if you need to check anything once you’re inside, but I don’t think you will. The client is Mr Tench. Widower. Sixty-three. He asked for a maid for the day to assist with domestic tasks before he hosts guests in the afternoon. Nothing unusual. You’ll conduct yourself as we discussed.”

“Yes, Mistress Chloe.”

“Good. And remember, if anything feels wrong, you ring me immediately.”

She took the envelope, slid it into the little compartment of the bag she had been given for work papers and straightened her shoulders. The movement made her aware of her breasts beneath the fitted satin bodice, of the smooth cling of stockings against her legs, of the faint sway of petticoats waiting to move when she stood. All the details of Isabella were with her now, familiar enough to be felt almost all at once.

Isabella drew a deeper breath, opened the car door and stepped out onto the driveway. The morning air was cool. She closed the door behind her and stood for a moment with one hand lightly on the side of her skirt, feeling the heels settle properly beneath her and listening to the small quiet sounds of the suburban street around her. A lawn sprinkler hissed somewhere nearby. A dog barked in the distance. Across the road, a curtain moved and then stilled.

She walked up the driveway at a measured pace, her heels clicking softly against the paving stones, the black satin skirt moving neatly around her knees. By the time she reached the front door, some part of the panic had begun to transform itself into something else. Not calm exactly, but focus. She had been taught what to do. She had practised it often enough for her body to know the sequence before her thoughts could interfere.

She raised her hand and rang the bell.

For a moment there was only the distant sound of movement somewhere deeper in the house. Then footsteps approached, unhurried and firm, and the door opened.

The man standing there was in his sixties, tall and silver-haired, dressed in a well-cut suit that looked as though it had been made for him rather than bought off a rail. He carried himself with easy elegance, and although his expression was reserved, his eyes were alert and intelligent. They travelled over Isabella in one swift, assessing glance that took in the uniform, the posture, the hair, the heels and the overall presentation.

She gathered the sides of her skirt lightly, lowered herself into a neat curtsey and said, in her soft, careful voice, “Good morning, Sir. I’m your maid for the day.”

Mr Tench turned out to be considerably less intimidating than the house suggested.

Chloe had described him as “something important in finance”, which could have meant almost anything, but the property made it clear that he had done very well for himself.

The house was large without being ostentatious. Dark polished wood, framed paintings, heavy curtains, brass lamps and deep upholstered chairs filled the rooms, while tall bookcases and old clocks gave the place the atmosphere of a private club.

Mr Tench himself was courteous from the moment she arrived. He explained what he wanted done in a calm, precise way, even though she already had the list, showing her the downstairs rooms first and then the bedrooms, study and landing. Dusting, polishing, and vacuuming throughout, with particular care around the antiques and the collection of framed photographs on the side tables. He was not overbearing about it, simply clear about what mattered, and once Isabella had repeated the main instructions back to him, he seemed satisfied to let her get on with the work.

The first half hour remained nerve-racking. Isabella was conscious of being in somebody else’s home, of the unfamiliar creak of floorboards beneath her heels and of every little sound the vacuum cleaner made against furniture that probably cost more than anything in her parents’ house.

Gradually, however, routine took over. She dusted the surfaces carefully, polished the wood until it regained its lustre, straightened cushions and worked methodically from room to room. Whenever Mr Tench passed through, he simply nodded or asked whether she needed anything. Once, when she was moving a small side table to vacuum behind it, he quietly told her to leave the heavier furniture alone and let him move it later rather than risk damaging herself or the table.

By midday, Isabella’s nerves had largely gone. She began to understand what Chloe had meant about the work itself being no different simply because the house belonged to somebody else. The same principles applied: order, attention to detail, presentation. She was not pretending to be a maid anymore. She was doing a job.

When she finally finished, Mr Tench walked through several rooms with her, not inspecting in a suspicious way but looking over the results with an expression that became increasingly satisfied. The drawing room in particular seemed to please him. Isabella had polished the dark wooden furniture until it reflected the light from the windows, vacuumed the patterned rug carefully and rearranged the cushions and throws without making the room look as though it had been staged.

“You’ve done very well,” he said.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He reached into his wallet and handed her several folded notes. Isabella stared at them for a second before realising what they were.

“That’s for you.”

“You’ve already paid through the service, Sir.”

“I know. It’s a tip.”

Isabella hesitated, then accepted it carefully. “Thank you very much, Sir.”

Mr Tench smiled. “I hope I’ll see you again.”

That surprised her almost as much as the money. “I’d be very happy to return, Sir.”

She gave him a neat curtsey at the door, the movement smooth enough now that she no longer had to think about foot position or balance.

“Have a good afternoon, Isabella.”

“You too, Sir.”

Outside, the daylight felt unusually bright after the dim elegance of the house. Isabella walked down the driveway with a strange sense of achievement building inside her. She had been treated with courtesy, done the work properly and been paid for it. The entire appointment had been astonishingly ordinary.

Chloe’s car was waiting at the kerb. The passenger door unlocked as Isabella approached.

“Well?” Chloe asked as soon as she sat down.

Isabella fastened the seat belt and looked at the notes still folded in her hand. “He tipped me.”

Chloe smiled. “Of course he did.”

“And he wants me back.”

“That doesn’t surprise me either.”

Isabella turned towards her. “You knew this would work, didn’t you?”

Isabella laughed and slipped the tip into her bag. The laugh came more easily these days, particularly around Chloe, and she realised she was genuinely pleased with herself. Chloe started the car. “We’ve had ten more enquiries about maid training already this morning.”

Isabella’s head snapped around. “Ten?”

“Ten.”

Chloe pulled away from the kerb, looking far too satisfied. “And we have another domestic appointment on Monday. A woman on the other side of town. Large house, two children at university, husband travels constantly. She wants regular help twice a week.”

Isabella stared out of the window for a moment, trying to absorb how quickly the idea had turned into something real. “So this is actually happening.”

“It appears so.”

“And the training?”

“I’ll think about that.”

Isabella looked back at her. “You really want to train other people?”

Chloe’s smile said she considered the question ridiculous. “Very much.”

A small part of Isabella could already imagine it: Chloe standing in a training room with the same calm authority she had used on her, correcting posture, voice and presentation while somebody else struggled not to wobble in heels. Stranger still, she could imagine herself standing nearby, demonstrating the curtsey or showing someone how to carry a tray.

Chloe turned towards a more familiar part of town, and Isabella realised after several minutes that they were heading back towards her parents’ house.

“Where are we going?”

“Home.”

Isabella frowned. “Why?”

“Mistress Jill needs help.”

That immediately sounded ominous. Chloe glanced over. “Your parents are due back later today.”

Isabella’s stomach tightened.

The date had been approaching in the back of her mind for days, but somehow the reality of it had never quite arrived. She had been working, training, building routines and increasingly spending time at Chloe’s flat, while the return of her parents existed as a distant deadline she preferred not to examine.

Now it was here. “Jill wants a quick clean before they arrive,” Chloe continued. “She’s apparently convinced your mother will notice dust even from a hundred yards.”

By the time they reached the house, Isabella was tense again. Chloe pulled up outside and leaned across to straighten the edge of Isabella’s white headband.

“I’ll come back for you later.”

“You’re leaving me?”

Chloe smiled. “You survived Mr Tench.”

Isabella got out, adjusted the uniform and headed inside.

Jill was immediately obvious as the source of the panic. She was moving between rooms with a cloth in one hand and her phone in the other, muttering about suitcases, clean towels and whether their mother would somehow know that Megan had slept in the spare room.

“You’re here. Thank God.”

Isabella closed the door behind her. “Yes, Mistress Jill.”

Jill stopped and looked at her. “I’m stressed. Kitchen first. Then living room. Vacuum upstairs if there’s time. Mum said they’d probably be back around five, but Dad’s messages are useless and Callum has gone to collect them.”

Isabella glanced at the clock. There was plenty of time to get away, and more importantly she knew exactly what to do. She tied the apron strings more securely and got to work.

The house did not really need much cleaning, but Jill wanted everything perfect. Isabella wiped kitchen surfaces, swept the floor, polished the living-room furniture and vacuumed the hallway before moving upstairs. Jill gradually calmed as the familiar rhythm took hold, and for a while it almost felt like any other afternoon.

That was why neither of them heard a car outside. Isabella had just finished the upstairs landing and was carrying the vacuum cleaner towards the cupboard beneath the stairs when the front door opened.

She froze.

Callum came in first carrying two large suitcases, stepping sideways to get them through the doorway. Behind him appeared her mother, tired from travelling but instantly alert as she surveyed the hallway. Her father followed with another case in one hand, still complaining about the traffic.

Then all three of them saw Isabella.

Silence fell.

Isabella stood beside the vacuum cleaner in a black and white satin maid’s uniform, stockings and heels, blonde hair styled neatly beneath the headband. Her mother’s eyes widened. Her father stopped mid-step. Even Callum, who knew exactly what had been happening, seemed to enjoy the moment enough to keep quiet.

Isabella’s mind emptied.

There had been conversations in her imagination about this exact moment. Explanations. Carefully rehearsed introductions. Chloe had suggested keeping things calm, Jill had proposed telling them gradually, and Isabella herself had spent nights wondering whether she would even be able to say anything once her parents actually found out.

Isabella did the only thing that came naturally. She curtseyed. The movement was perfect.

“Welcome home.”

Her mother’s mouth remained open.

His father cleared his throat. Then Jill appeared at the top of the stairs. “I told you Jamie had a new job.”

He looked up at her, then back at Isabella. His gaze travelled over the uniform once more before settling on her face.

“Well,” he said eventually, his voice oddly formal. “It’s about time.” Nobody seemed sure what that meant.

His father cleared his throat again, shifted his suitcase and muttered something about needing to make a few calls before disappearing towards his study with astonishing speed.

Callum stared after him, fighting a smile. Jill covered her mouth. Isabella remained rooted to the spot.

Her mother, however, had begun moving towards her. There were tears in her eyes. That frightened Isabella more than anger would have.

She stopped directly in front of her, taking in the blonde hair, makeup and uniform at close range. Isabella braced herself for the inevitable questions. Instead, her mother’s expression crumpled into a smile.

“Oh, sweetheart.”

Before Isabella could react, her mother pulled her into a hug. Isabella stood stiffly for half a second before slowly returning it.

“You look so pretty,” she said, drawing back just enough to inspect her again. “Doesn’t she look pretty?”

The question seemed aimed at everybody and nobody. Callum answered first. “I suppose.”

Jill descended the final few stairs. “Told you.”

Her mother touched her hair carefully, her eyes still suspiciously bright. “It suits you.”

“Thank you.”

Isabella was blushing so fiercely by now that even the makeup could not disguise it. A voice came from the open doorway behind them.

“I seem to be a bit late.” Chloe stood there with one hand resting against the doorframe, immaculate as always and wearing an expression of quiet amusement.

Isabella stared at her. Chloe’s eyes flicked briefly towards Karen, then Richard’s abandoned suitcase, Jill on the stairs and finally Isabella standing in the middle of the hall with her mother still holding one of her hands.

“Well,” Chloe said. “I see introductions have been made.”

Isabella wished the floor would open beneath her. Chloe looked at her and tilted her head towards the door.

“Ready?”

Isabella glanced at Jill, then at her mother.

Her mother squeezed her hand. “Go on. We’ll talk later.”

Isabella nodded and followed Chloe outside, aware of Callum grinning behind them and Jill looking far too pleased with everything. She did not trust herself to look back.

Once inside, Isabella covered her face with both hands.

“Oh my God.” Chloe laughed.

Isabella dropped her hands and stared at her. “How are you finding this funny?”

Isabella looked back towards the house, where her mother was still visible through the hallway window, talking animatedly to Jill.

Chloe started the engine.

Then she looked across at Isabella and smiled.

“Now there really is no going back.”


More Feminine Transformations from Emma LaVerne

If you enjoyed My Sister’s Sissy Maid, there are plenty more transformations waiting for you.

The Feminine Transformations stories explore men discovering, resisting and sometimes wholeheartedly embracing a very different version of themselves. Expect makeovers, new names, feminine clothes, strict women, embarrassing first steps, public challenges and those delicious moments when pretending to be her starts to feel rather more natural than expected.

If Isabella’s journey was your kind of story, look out for more Emma LaVerne titles on Amazon, including tales of sissy maids, reluctant crossdressers, feminine makeovers and transformations that have a habit of going much further than originally planned.
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Search Emma LaVerne or Feminine Transformations on Amazon to discover the growing collection of stories.
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