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For Juliette, the summer evening was not going well. 

The light bulb in the bathroom had gone ‘tink’ and died exactly as the first peal of thunder seemed to shake the whole street. And just as she was about to shower. Her evening after work always began with a hot, stinging clean under the powerful jets of water, and she greatly looked forward every day to sloughing off all the petty politics and tedious sameness of the accountancy office under a cleansing lather and refreshing rinse. This time, she was going to have to change the bulb, or do it all in the dark. What made it worse was that the bulb was protected by a waterproof cover that would have to be taken down before the bulb was even accessible. She gave out a whimpering sigh and wished that Louise was there. Louise would have changed it in five minutes. There was nothing for it but to try and change it herself. She knew where the spares were in the kitchen, and a screwdriver should be somewhere about. She would need a stool to stand on, too.

She headed back downstairs, looking like a pixie in a snowstorm in her white fluffy bathrobe and loose blonde curls. She saw to her dismay that a sudden wind outside had driven rain through the raised casement of the sitting room window and had begun to dampen the cream-coloured leather of the sofa.

By the time Juliette remembered that the window was open and went to close it, the whole end of the sofa nearest the raised pane was wet through and the woollen carpet was a creeping frontier of damp. She tried her best to push the window down, but she was only a slight thing, and couldn’t budge it an inch. She stamped her foot in frustration, her bare heel striking the damp pile of the carpet with a soggy thump, and found herself missing her girlfriend even more. Louise would have closed the window with one determined shove, she was sure. She would never have forgotten it was open in the first place. 

Juliette sighed, wondering whether she should call her, a frown creasing her pretty, elfin face. Louise was working a late shift at the hospital, but she usually didn’t mind being called if Juliette was in trouble. The hospital was more or less next door and she often nipped over for a cup of tea in a quiet moment, anyway. She got out her mobile phone, and had just pressed the call button, when another very unwelcome thing occurred. The front door bell rang.

Always in threes, she thought, remembering a favourite saying of her mother. She looked out through the curtain of the bay window and saw that it was someone of slight build hunched over in a long plastic mac with a peaked cap drawn down against the violence of the weather.

She hesitated for a moment, wondering what anyone could possibly want at ten o’clock in the evening. As the bell went again, she sighed with a hint of irritation and decided to put the chain on and see what on earth the man wanted. A gust of wind threw the door back as she turned the handle den

and she gasped slightly with the force of it. She screwed her eyes up into the driving rain, taking in a pinched, pale, hardly masculine face, the eyes nervous and afraid.

“Yes?” she asked, suspiciously.

“Er, sorry to bother you,” said the man, shyly, with a lopsided expression that might have been intended as a smile, “but there is a car in the street opposite with its headlights still on? A Fiesta?”

“Oh,” said Juliette, with a relieved smile, “that’s not mine. That’s Gina’s, next door, but I’ll let her know. Thank You.”

The man nodded, and turned away, but just before she had closed the door she saw him turn round again, obviously still with something on his mind. 

“And your window?” he said, in the same indistinct, weedy voice, “I think the rain might be blowing through?”

“Ah,” she said, with feeling, “yes; I can’t close it!!”

The man hesitated a moment, his glistening features rather unappealing under a soggy cap.

“W-would you like me to press down from the outside while you try again?”

Juliette thought for a moment. She had only opened the blessed thing because it was so hot and heavy, and it did need to be shut, and shut quickly if there wasn’t going to be a flood. Louise would be annoyed if the sitting room was wet through and the rain was still lashing down. They had recently spent a lot of money on refurnishing it exactly as they wanted it, cream leather and white pile.

“All right,” she agreed, “I’ll go round now.”

She shut the door and went back into the sitting room, then tried to close the window with the man pushing down from the outside.

“It’s no good,” said Juliette after half a dozen attempts, shaking her shoulder length blonde curls in frustration.

“Not much of a lip out here,” said the man, “not much purchase. Sorry.”

Juliette bit her lip in disappointment, and felt the tears press at the sides of her lovely brown eyes.

“Do you think you could get it down from this side?” she asked, impulsively, immediately half-regretting it.

“Well,” said the man, uncomfortably, “I could probably do it, b-but I’m soaking wet.”

“It’s soaking wet in here, too,” said Juliette, feelingly. The man stood outside the window, hesitating. More rain came through, even though he tried to open his coat to stem the flow.

“I might cover it up with something,” said the man, with a shrug. “With a board or something, a tray, maybe?”

“Oh,” said Juliette, “this is ridiculous. Just come in for a mo and shut it for me would you, please?”

“All right”, he said, uncomfortably.

I’m the one who should nervous, thought Juliette as she went to the front door to let him in. She felt very conscious of the fact that she was naked under the bathrobe, but there was something so pathetic about the man outside that she felt in no fear of him whatsoever.

It became obvious to her, when the man finally stepped in with many a remark about how he did not want to dirty or wet her hall carpet and insisted on taking off his shoes, that the man suffered from terminal shyness. It annoyed her, because she was feeling uncomfortable enough on her own without being uncomfortable on his behalf as well.

At least once he had gotten to the window; he managed to shut the thing with two or three pushes.

“Right,” he said, straightening up, “that should do it.” He nodded miserably and headed for the exit, as if the house was about to fall in around him.

“Look,” said Juliette, moving to open the door for him, “there is one other small little favour that I would really appreciate?”

He looked at her fearfully.

“It’s just the light bulb. In the bathroom upstairs? It’s blown.”

“Ah,” he said, mournfully, looking at her as if she were cat about to spring.

“To be honest, I don’t really know how to do it. There is a cover over it, you see...”

“R-right,” he said, nodding, “I’ll have a look, if you like.”

“Thank you,” said Juliette, trying to reassure him with a warm smile. “Won’t take a moment.”

“OK,” he said, with another unappealing, insincere smile of his own.

As they went upstairs Juliette wondered what on earth he thought he was getting into. He probably thought that it was some sort of come on. She wondered for an instant if she should tell him that she preferred girls, but decided against it. What business was it of his?

“I hope you haven’t too much further to walk to get home?” she asked, as they came to the upstairs landing.

“N-no,” he said, gratefully, “just down the avenue. Buckingham Terrace.”

“Oh,” she replied, “that’s a long road, though.”

“I’m right at this end of it,” said the man, with a slightly less forced grin, 

“The first house.”

“That’s handy, then,” she replied, sweetly.

They came to the bathroom and she rather unnecessarily pointed out the blown bulb under the glass cover.

The man looked round the bathroom and he stepped back as if he had been stung at the garments hung above the bath to drip dry. Louise had put both their knickers and bras there on a length of string. Juliette shook her head and couldn’t resist a sly smile. What on earth is the matter with him, she thought, they won’t bite him!

“Er, I’ll need a screwdriver,” he said, screwing up his eyes as he looked to the fitting on the ceiling, “and a stool, I think.”

“Fine,” she said, giving him another reassuring smile, “there’s a stool in the kitchen, and I’m sure that there’s a screwdriver around somewhere. Won’t be a moment.”

She went downstairs and then down the hall towards the kitchen at the back. She picked up the small stool that she used to get to the back of the top cupboards. That’ll do, she thought. She rummaged around in the cupboard at the end of the kitchen by the back door, and eventually found a plastic carton that had various tools stored inside, including the one she was looking for. She rarely used such implements, leaving that entire sort of thing to Louise.

Before she went up, she remembered the car outside and called her next door neighbour quickly, just to warn her that her car still had its headlights on. Gina insisted on making a conversation out of it, as usual, and Juliette took a minute or two to break things off. 

When she had finished the call she went back upstairs with the stool and screwdriver. Her movements were delicate and neat, and her bare feet hardly made a sound on the stair carpet. When the bathroom came into view however, she stopped altogether in shock. 

The man had taken one of her delicate lacy pairs of panties left drying over the bath, and had stretched it round his waist, with every indication of being lost in some sort of pervy rapture. Evidently he had not heard her coming back up.

As the young girl stood on the stairs below watching him, he was suddenly aware of her and threw the panties towards the line with a guilty start. They missed and slipped down into the bath.

They looked at each other, speechless.

“I-I think you had better go,” said Juliette, eventually, in a shaking voice.

The man swallowed and nodded, and if the young girl had considered his earlier attempt at a smile a bit lopsided and insincere before, it was nothing compared to the horribly false expression he now produced. 

She wanted nothing more than to get him out of the house, and he seemed to have exactly the same notion, hurrying past her and down towards the door.

But just as he stepped into his sodden shoes, forcing them in without worrying about the laces, the key turned in the lock and the door swung back.

The man flinched at the sight of another girl in a blue nurse’s uniform standing in the doorway, taller than Juliette, also blonde, but with a narrower, angular face and straight, no-nonsense hair. Her eyes were slanted like a cat’s and they blazed with green fire as she saw the man standing nearby.

“Juliette??” she hissed, at last. “What on earth...”

“Louise,” said the young girl, clasping her hands together, “it’s not what you think!

“What is it, then?”

“This man came in to fix the window and the light in the bathroom.”

“Oh, yes? So why did you try to call me?

“Call you? Oh!” Juliette remembered that she had dialled Louise’s number earlier, without going through with the call. It must have showed up on her phone. “No, I was going to call you about the window, but then the doorbell went about the car with its lights on, Gina’s car...”

“Hmm,” said Louise, still wrathful, “you can explain it all later, hon. I believe this man was just leaving?” She opened the door wide to the rainy night and the man fairly scampered awkwardly through it, his feet not fully into his shoes, shooting Juliette another ghastly expression that might be been intended as some sort of apology.

After he had gone, and the two girls had calmed down somewhat, Louise managed to piece together the turn of events, starting with the bathroom light going out. When Juliette got to the point where she went up the stairs with the stool, she felt tears burn at her eyes and couldn’t speak for a moment. Louise took her in her arms on the sofa, and little by little coaxed the whole sordid story from her, stroking her head and murmuring encouragement.

When Louise learned of what the man had done however, she let out a slow, angry hiss.

“It was nothing, really,” said Juliette, stroking Louise’s arm, trying to soothe her lover in turn. “He was only trying to do me a favour, after all.”

“By sniffing your panties?”

“He didn’t sniff them,” said Juliette, with a chuckle at the ridiculousness of it, “he was trying to see what they would look like on him, I think.”

“Huh!” said Louise.

The older girl held her lovely young lover to her chest, enjoying the closeness of her, but while Juliette closed her eyes in contentment, Louise was staring through narrowed, faraway eyes, her expression unkind and calculating.

The next evening, when Louise had got back from her shift at the hospital and they had eaten a meal together, Juliette was startled by another very late ringing of the doorbell. Forestalling any comment about it, her partner got up at once and went into the hall, her long legs moving gracefully inside the black and red kimono that she habitually wore in the evenings. It was a genuine, Japanese-made garment from their time touring Japan the year before, with a magnificent dragon pattern on the back. Juliette’s was a pale blue, with flowers beautifully entwined all down the back, arms and chest.

Juliette heard the door going back, and then the sound of someone coming in, but there was no greeting or acknowledgement from Louise. Juliette got up, mystified and a little afraid. She fairly froze in shock to see her girlfriend leading a strange man into the sitting room, still in absolute silence. It was all so odd. Her brain eventually recognised the shaking, hunched male figure as the man from the previous evening, but this still made no sense.

“Lou?” queried the young girl, backing away slightly.

“Nothing to worry about, hon,” said Louise, with a curl of her lip. “I just thought this prat should be made to apologise to you properly. I sent him a little invitation, seeing as he was so good as to tell you where he lived.”

The man tried another of his pathetic attempts at a smile.

“Oh, that isn’t really necessary,” said Juliette, confused.

“Oh, but it is,” said her partner, with a thin smile. “And on his knees, I think.”

“W-well,” said the man, backing away slightly with another horrible grin, “I don’t really think...”

“Unless of course he wants his picture all over the neighbourhood with ‘Pantie-thief’ under it.”

He looked at the tall girl, horrorstruck, but there was no pity in Louise’s hard, angular face.

“Your choice, wanker,” she said, menacingly.

“W-well,” he said, cringing away from her, “all right.”

He got to one knee and shrugged.

“I’m really...”

“BOTH knees!!”

Again, the man hesitated and then with a shake of his head, went down on both knees.

“Hands together,” said Louise, “and beg for forgiveness. Beg nicely, idiot.”

Juliette was very uncomfortable to see the man humiliated in front of her, but she played along with it because she knew better than to try and interfere with one of Louise’s schemes. 

The man held his hands together in supplication, obviously feeling extremely uncomfortable.

“I-I’m sorry,” said the man, “and I beg for your forgiveness.”

“All right,” said Juliette, trying to reassure him, “I do forgive you.”

“STAY WHERE YOU ARE!” snapped Louise, as the man started to rise to his feet. He knelt back down, and turned to face her, surprised.

“What I want to know is why you interfered with Juliette’s panties in the first place.”

The mention of the feminine article made the man wince. He struggled for words.

“Because I think you’re a fucking sissy boy, who wants to be a little girl!” continued Louise, in a harsh, mocking voice.

“No!” he said.

“I think you want to take it up the ass and suck cock like a little slut!”

“NO!”

Louise smiled thinly and put her hands on her hips.

“All right, prove it, then.”

The man looked up at her, uncomprehending. Juliette looked from one to the other, wondering where her girlfriend was going with this. 

“P-prove it?” asked the man, frowning.

Louise went to the bag she had brought back from the hospital and took something out of them. Something pink. Something shiny and pink, and elasticated. She held them up and stretched them out slightly. Waist high, shiny and sheer.

The man looked at them as if she held a cobra in her hands. 

“Incontinence panties,” said Louise, enjoying the man’s distress, “feminine and clingy and see through in all the right places. Do you like them, sissy?”

The man shook his head, and licked his lips, like a trapped animal desperately looking for a way out. Louise laughed, and threw them on the floor beside him.

“Put these on, lover, without getting hard, and you can walk out,” she said.

The man looked down at the shiny, crinkled incontinence panties and then looked back up at her. He winced at her expression, and the protests died in his throat. 

“Now?” he asked, querulously.

“No, next fucking week!!”

“Louise,” said Juliette, gently.

“Don’t worry, Julie,” said Louise, with a warm smile.

“OK.”

As Juliette bit off any further doubts she had regarding her girlfriend’s strange behaviour, hope seemed to spark in the man’s eyes, and his weak jaw set with a little resolution.

“All right,” he said, with a touch of defiance. “I’ll show you.”

“Good,” said Louise, folding her arms and waiting. 

“And then I can go?”

“Yes. Get on with it. I want you naked.”

The man winced, but there was not the slightest trace of pity in the tall girl’s angular face. Indeed, she seemed to be positively enjoying his discomfort.

He looked away and fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Juliette went across to her girlfriend and Louise took her hand with a warm smile. The man got himself naked in double quick time, and what a pathetic-looking sight it was. His body was weedy and sickly-white, and he was trembling all over. 

“Get them on, then, lover,” said Louise, with a smirk.

The man picked them up, sorted the sheer pink garment them out with shaking hands, and then stepped into them. He almost overbalanced with one leg in and one out, but just caught himself in time. He drew them up over his waist with one sharp movement. He stood there for an instant, showing Louise his front, and then drew them back down again. 

“See?” he said, with a hint of triumph.

But Louise walked over to him and grabbed the knickers before he had got them below his knees.

“That’s not how you put panties on when you’re alone, is it sissy?” she said, softly, standing behind him.

“B-but I don’t....”

“Oh, yes, you do. Now, let’s do it properly, shall we?”

“No..”

“Oh, yes,” she whispered, “that lovely pink material sliding up your sissy thighs.”

“Please...” he begged.

“Mmmm, and you know where it’s going, don’t you?”

“No,” he said desperately. His hands were still on the knickers, but he didn’t seem able to stop Louise pulling them slowly up towards his waist.

“Yes, oh, yes...all the way up...”

She held them tightly round his middle, so that the fabric was held smoothly against his skin, a yielding, sheer, feminine second skin that adhered itself against the curve of his buttocks and weedy thighs.

“No,” he whimpered.

“Yes,” said Louise, emphatically, “right the way up, ooh, how does that feel, hmm? Beautiful pink knickers so tight and smooth....don’t they feel nice, sissy?”

“No...” he sobbed.

Louise laughed.

“Oh, I think they do. And so firm at the waist, trapping you, transforming you...

“Noooo!!”

She laughed again and reached round and felt the shape of his cock head, pulsing hot against the sheer material, jutting out hard and fully erect.

“Oh,” said Louise, feigning surprise, tracing the line of him under the sheer fabric. “What’s this then?”

“No,” he groaned, despairingly, almost sobbing. Louise laughed again, an evil, gloating chuckle that seemed to come from deep inside her. Juliette looked at her with wide eyes.

As Louise stepped away, the man sank to his knees and put his hands over his face. She stepped across to her handbag and took out her mobile phone.

“Sissy,” she said. He looked up and winced as the camera clicked. “Now open those legs,” she said, “spread them for me!”

To Juliette’s surprise the man did so, exposing his erect prick inside the pink knickers, clearly visible through the opaque material. 

‘Click’ went the camera on Louise’s phone again, and she laughed when she looked at the still on the screen. “Face, panties and hard cock,” she said, “all perfectly visible. No arguing with that, is there, sissy boy?”

“Please,” he said, with tears beginning to spring from his eyes, holding his hands as if in prayer, “I’m really sorry...please let me go!”

Louise stepped languidly over towards him and stood with her hands on her hips.

“Beg me, then,” she said, quietly, staring down at him with hard, glittering eyes.

Juliette put a hand to her mouth as the man really began to grovel and beg her girlfriend for mercy, losing all his dignity in the process, becoming a mewling, pathetic thing at her feet, still wearing nothing but those ridiculous knickers. And Louise did not seem to be sympathetically touched by this abject display at all; instead she seemed to be drinking it in, feeding from it, enjoying it, telling him to lick the toes of one foot and then the other, making him carry on, extending it for what seemed like an age until finally, with a brutal flick, she sent him sprawling away.

“All right,” she said, as if losing interest. “Now you can go, cretin.”

The man gaped at her.

“G-go?”

“Yes, that’s what I said. And are you going to thank me?”

For Juliette, the pathetic way in which he clung to Louise’s feet and sobbed his thanks was even worse than the way he begged for mercy before. This time Louise’s expression was total disgust and contempt.

“Just go,” she said finally, kicking him away again.

“Y-yes,” he said, gratefully, “thank you.”

He went across to pick up his trousers, but as he did so, Louise strode across and planted a foot on the material, preventing him from lifting them off the floor. He looked at her uncomprehendingly.

“What are you?” she asked, disdainfully.

He just looked at her, his mouth hanging slack.

“I said, what are you?”

He closed his eyes and swallowed twice, a sick expression on his face. He looked up at Louise, trying to find the slightest trace of mercy there, but there was none.

“A sissy,” he whispered, with a groan.

“A sissy, yes,” said Louise, her lip curling, “precisely. And what business does a sissy have wearing trousers, pray?”

Again, the man frowned, trying to comprehend, fear written all over his face.

“I n-need to w-ear trousers...”

“In order to pretend to decent people that you are a man, I suppose?”

“Y-yes,” stammered the man, pleadingly, “I need them to go to work. To go home.”

“To try and be something you are not.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

“I’m s-sorry?” asked the man, now really confused and afraid.

“I said ‘no’, cretin, and I mean ‘no’. No more pretence.”

“B-but...”

“If you leave this house, it will be as you really are, sissy,” said Louise, with sadistic firmness, “if you can’t handle that, you will have to stay here.”

“S-stay...”

Louise gathered up all his male clothes and handed them to Juliette in a pile.

“Put these in the incinerator in the garden, Julie, please.”

“M-my clothes...”

“They were never your clothes,” snapped Louise, slapping him hard, “they belonged to a fraud, you nerd, and you will never wear anything like it again. Do you understand?”

“No!” said the man, holding his reddening cheek in shock. “Pleeease!!”

Louise smiled thinly, and grasped his chin in her long, tapering fingers. She pulled his face to within inches of her own. He cringed in her grip, as if impaled by her beautiful, merciless eyes.

“Sissy,” she hissed, “I’m offering you a chance to live as you really are. To be what you are. Do you understand?”

He stared at her, his eyes like a rabbit’s. She smiled thinly.

“Actually, it doesn’t matter what you think, cretin, it’s what I think that counts! And I think it’s about time that you got dressed properly!”

She chuckled at his pathetically vulnerable expression. “We are going to take you in hand; sissy,” she said, “and you are going to be so grateful, aren’t you? All those lovely clothes and a nice collar so everyone knows that you belong to us! Yes! And not another single day pretending to be something else! Doesn’t that sound wonderful?”

The man whimpered a little in her iron grip, and she chuckled again. “Poor sissy,” she said.

“P-please,” said the man, in a shaking voice, “the t-toilet...?”

“Ah,” said Louise, letting go of his face, “sissy needs to tinkle, does it? All right, Julie will take you up there.”

Juliette helped the man up the stairs, still pathetic in his incontinence knickers, and Louise laughed again at the sight of it.

“And make sure you sit down like a good girl!”

Juliette wanted to say something reassuring to the poor man, but she couldn’t think of anything, and she was afraid of falling foul of her girlfriend, so she just contented herself with giving him a warm smile and leaving him the bathroom to himself.

“What are you going to do with him?” asked Juliette, when she had gone down.

“We, love,” said Louise, with a thin smile, “are going to take this cretin in hand.” She seemed more animated than Juliette had ever seen her. There was a glow and resonance to her whole bearing and a glittering intensity to her eyes that took the younger girl’s breath away.

“Y-you looked so natural with him,” said Juliette, frowning. “Making him do things...”

“Oh, yes, Julie,” replied Louise, nodding for emphasis, “natural is the word. Power is what nature gave us, and I am going to use it to the full. Use it as I was meant to.”

“But, Lou,” said Juliette, biting her lip, “what does that mean? What are we going to do?”

“This drivelling excuse for a human being is going to be our slave,” she said, “it is what he was meant for, and we are going to make it happen. He is ours to use as we wish.”

“You can’t own another human being,” said Juliette.

“Oh, Julie,” said Louise, giving her girlfriend a hug, “you are so innocent, aren’t you?”

“But slavery is against the law, isn’t it?” she murmured, enjoying the embrace.

“This isn’t slavery like that,” said Louise, with a snort, “that was the male idea of enslaving someone. Crude, shallow, and unnatural. No wonder they were always trying to get free.” Louise smiled wickedly and hugged Juliette even closer. “But a woman’s way of enslaving a man....that’s an entirely different thing...”

“You mean make him fall for you?” murmured Juliette, content in her lover’s arms.

“Fall for me,” said Louise, saying it’s slowly to herself, smiling a thin curling smile, “yes, I like that. He is going to fall all right. All the way down.” She laughed with delight at the thought of it.

“But what if he says ‘no’?” asked Juliette, with a frown on her pixie face.

“They can’t say no, Julie,” said Louise, laughing again, “It is the way they are made. Poor things. It’s the easiest thing in the world.”

“That’s true, I suppose,” agreed Juliette, “but they don’t stay long afterwards.”

“Though they cannot get free, either,” said Louise, her face hardening, “and with this one there is not going to be any afterwards. He’s going to give everything up to me; permanently.”

“B-but you are not going to use force, Lou?” asked the younger girl, a little afraid.

“Look, Julie,” said Louise, letting out a sigh, “there are all sorts of rubbish in their minds. Social conditioning, egotistical claptrap, religious mumbo-jumbo. It all has to be peeled away, do you see? Stripped down to what is really there, what they don’t even know exists in them until we reveal it. Something that rightfully belongs to us, something ready to worship and obey us, something that needs to worship and obey us. It may take a little force to get through to the truth, but the truth is worth the struggle, believe me.”

“You sound as if you have experience of this stuff, Lou.” 

“Its knowledge that is coming back to us,” said the older girl, in a sepulchral tone, “knowledge that we once knew. Knowledge that was suppressed, but not destroyed; how can the truth ever be destroyed? We are rediscovering it, and let men in their egotistical shells tremble!”

Juliette was silent, a little taken aback by the intensity of her girlfriend’s language. She liked her partner to be dominant in their relationship, but she did not realise how deep her feelings ran.

“Including this one,” said Juliette, stroking her lovers arm.

“Oh, yes, definitely including this one,” said Louise, with a throaty chuckle. She suddenly stopped abruptly in mid-laugh. “Incidentally, where has the fool got to?”

“He has been a time,” agreed Juliette.

There came a slithering crash at that moment from somewhere at the back of the house, and with it an anguished cry.

They both got up quickly and rushed around to the kitchen window, just in time to see the man they had been discussing disappear over the hedge at the back, with only a towel around his waist.

“Aaaargh!” said Louise, and tensed for a moment as if she was going to give chase, but she did not, letting out her breath in a furious hiss. There was nothing to be done. She looked at Juliette, who cringed at the fury in her girlfriend’s expression. There was indeed nothing to be done. The man had made good his escape.

Juliette felt very much at fault, having left him to his own devices in the toilet, but by degrees the two of them calmed down, and even began to find the whole thing amusing, for there was something ludicrous about a man jumping a hedge after their deep and meaningful conversation. 

“Y-you’re not really going to tell everyone about him, are you, Louise?” asked the younger girl, lying against the other later in bed.

“Oh no, I think not,” said Louise, with a dismissive snort, “Though I won’t be letting him know that.”

Juliette giggled.

“You are so cruel, Louise.”

The next morning the two girls got up and followed their usual morning routine. Juliette was little nervous of how Louise would be after the events of the previous evening, but if she was at all put out, she gave no sign. The only thing she did with reference to the intruder was to ask Juliette to post the man’s keys and wallet through the letter box of his house, and dump his clothes in a black bin liner outside on her way to the office. Juliette started work at nine, and Louise’s shift at the hospital didn’t start till a while later, so she left her girlfriend to herself after a quick breakfast.

The man’s house turned out to be a single room in a dingy, converted house. Juliette did not linger. She put the keys and wallet in the mailbox, and just left the clothes as Louise had requested she would, in a black bin liner. She saw no one, and did not press any doorbells.

Through her working day, Juliette couldn’t help thinking about what Louise had said, and found herself looking at her male boss and his preening colleagues in a different light, wondering it if was true that under all the bluster and bravado and swagger there was a little slave trying to get out. Could it really be that their self-confidence and social awareness, the markers of their class and rank that they maintained so carefully, could be just a shell so thin that a single stamp of a stiletto heel could smash it into a thousand pieces? 

It was an incredible thought, but the more she watched them posture and display and try to outdo each other all the time, the more she began to believe that it could indeed be nothing more than a sort of act, a facade of strength and confidence that in reality, was nothing of the sort. 

She allowed herself to imagine what it would be like for one of these superior males, who usually treated her like a servant, to kneel at her feet and beg for her attention, to obey her and worship her, to acknowledge their deepest need and abase themselves before her? She giggled at the thought, and smiled at how sweet it was.

She was still thinking along these pleasant lines when she met Louise as usual for coffee in the afternoon. Everything seemed as normal between them again. The only strange thing was the bag Louise laid by the table in the coffee shop. She had obviously just come from the country store, which was very puzzling. Louise said nothing about it, and Juliette did not press the matter. If Louise had wanted to mention it, then she would have done so. They merely embraced warmly, kissed, and went their separate ways, Juliette back to the office, her girlfriend on to the hospital.

Juliette went to the supermarket after work, tidied the house, and put the dinner on, ready for her girlfriend’s return. She had enjoyed her shower in the light of a bright new bulb that Louise had installed in no time at all. She still worried a little about what Louise really thought about the man getting away the previous night, and it concerned her that they had not spoken about it, but it was plain to her that it was best not mentioned just at the moment. Juliette made a spaghetti Bolognese, a favourite dish of theirs, and hoped for the best.

When Louise finally got home at around eight, she seemed pensive and tense, and Juliette wisely just served her the Bolognese without trying to pry. Louise plainly had no issue with her, she hugged her close when dinner was over and smiled and stroked her hair, but Juliette could feel the tension in her. She had not changed into the lovely kimono that was her usual evening attire, either; nor had she taken off the minimal make up that she wore at the hospital. She looked elegant and neat in a white blouse and knee-length black skirt, with heeled court shoes and stockings. Her hair was brushed so that the straight honey blonde lines shone in the light of the lamp on the table. 

“Are you OK, Lou?” asked Juliette, gently.

“I just need a while, hun,” she said, smiling. “Let’s watch something.”

Juliette smiled and nodded. She loved movies, especially when she could cuddle up to Louise and watch them with her.

The film was till only half done however, when the doorbell rudely intruded on their enjoyment. Juliette sat up and looked at Louise in surprise, but her girlfriend’s face wore a completely different expression. Her eyes had narrowed into slits, and her body was taut as she got up and slowly walked into the hall. She moved so slowly that the bell had gone again before she reached the front door.

By craning her neck, Juliette could just see her lips press together when she opened it. Wordlessly, she stood back and someone came in. Juliette gasped. It was the man from the night before, dressed in the same soiled mackintosh, even though it wasn’t raining, and hadn’t looked like rain all day.

He stood there, uncertainly, waiting.

“Can I take your coat?” asked Louise, with dangerous sweetness.

The man hesitated a moment, and then opened the mac, letting it fall down his arms. Juliette gasped again. Underneath he was totally naked but for the incontinence panties. More than that, he was totally hairless, shaven, clean.

He stood there a moment, trembling slightly, and Louise let it drag on, seeming to enjoy his discomfiture.

The man sank to his knees before her, and raised his hands as if in prayer.

“I’m s-sorry,” he said, pathetically.

Louise put her hands on her hips and stared down at him, all the tension gone from her, flushed and full of confidence again, her eyes glittering with pleasure and malice.

“Well,” said Louise, at last, “you know how to beg for forgiveness by now, don’t you, cretin?”

The man bent down to lick and kiss her patent court shoes, begging and pleading, and Louise curled her lip into a sadistic smile, enjoying his prostration at her feet. She glanced at Juliette and smiled.

“What do you think, Julie?” she asked. “Shall we forgive him?”

“I don’t understand..” said the younger girl, “w-why did he come back? We weren’t even going to do anything about it, were we?”

“Oh, let me enlighten you, love,” said Louise, “What do you think happened after this cretin had gotten home last night?” She looked at the creature grovelling at her feet, pushing the toe of her shoe into his mouth till he gagged on it. “I’ll tell you, if you don’t know. I know, don’t I, sissy?”

The man moaned his mouth full of her shoe. She chuckled disdainfully. 

“It doesn’t take much figuring out. He got home to his empty, pathetic little house, to his empty and pathetic little life. At first he thought he had escaped us, but it’s not us you were really running from, was it, sissy??” The man moaned an acknowledgment. “I wonder how long it took him to realise that. Probably with this cretin it took all night! But eventually, when the morning came in his pathetic little bedsit, and the prospect of his pathetic little job in the kitchens of an insurance office or whatever made him want to puke, he found that he couldn’t get us out his head, couldn’t get what he wanted out of his head, couldn’t get who he is out of his head.” She laughed a full-throated, chilling sound. “And so he had to come back, to beg us to let him be what he really is.”

“Oh,” said Juliette, thinking. “I see.” She had to admit that Louise did seem immeasurably superior to the creature grovelling at Her feet. She was beautifully poised, with elegant, willowy curves; from the slender, tapering fingers to the smooth lines of her limbs, the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips and the smooth and lovely symmetry of her legs from the hints of thigh behind the fabric of her skirt, to the exquisite lines of her calves and delicate ankles. The man was just a flabby mess by comparison. It suddenly seemed so natural that one should dominate the other.

“What I am asking you, honey, is: do we want him?”

Juliette hesitated.

“Well...”

“P-please,” begged the man, looking at her imploringly from his place on the carpet.

“We could train him as our maid, or little sissy maid,” said Louise, “and all those jobs we don’t like doing, we can make him do. He is going to be our little pet forever, aren’t you, sissy?”

“P-please,” he begged, looking at Juliette.

She shrugged. 

“All right,” she said, with a smile. “We could try it anyway, couldn’t we?”

The man smiled at her. Not the lopsided travesty of a grin that had been all he could manage before; this was shy and natural, and transformed his face into a sweet and touching picture of awakening joy.

His smile faded however as Louise left the sitting room and came back with the plastic bag from the country store. The man’s eyeballs fairly popped out as she removed a studded black dog collar.

“Oh,” said Juliette, remembering the bag she had seen her girlfriend carrying earlier that day. 

“This,” said Louise, holding up the collar, “is for our slave to wear. Whoever wears this becomes ours, do you understand?”

The man nodded, half miserably, half eagerly.

Louise leaned down close and fixed him with her steely blue eyes.

“Say ‘yes’ now, and that is the last decision you will ever make. Once the collar is in place, there will only ever be obedience and worship. Do you understand that?”

“Yes,” said the man, in a strangulated whisper.

Louise smiled and stroked his cheek. The man shuddered at the touch.

“Do you want to wear our collar?”

The man seemed to struggle within himself, as if contending forces worked suddenly at this point of balance, but his eyes were locked on the beautiful face of the girl above him holding the collar, and the resistance seemed to weaken by degrees, till eventually he managed to articulate a desperate, whispered ‘yes.’

Louise smiled thinly again.

“So be it, then,” she said, and reached down secure the collar around his trembling neck, fastening the buckle with her clever, neat fingers. As she stood back, the man reached up to touch the leather and steel studs with his fingers, whimpering at the cold, tough material.

Louise reached into the country bag again and removed a chain lead.

“Here, cretin,” she snapped, pointing at her feet.

The man crawled quickly across to her on his hands and knees. She reached down and snapped the lead onto his collar.

“There,” she said, “how does that feel, slave?”

The man looked up at her with such adoration and sweetness that she had to laugh and shake her head. He tried to articulate something but really there was no need. The tears of gratitude welling up in his eyes said it all.

“Pathetic,” said Louise, with a curl of her lip. “Now worship my feet.”

Her disdainful sneer remained on her face as she watched the mewling, grovelling creature kiss and lick her shoes, giving every indication of a sincere and profound worship. 

“Now,” she said, suddenly more business-like, “there is the matter of the disobedience yesterday, isn’t there?”

She reached down into the country bag again, and this time took out a riding crop. 

The slave looked at it fearfully and seemed to be trying to speak again, but something in Louise’s expression stopped him. He cringed beneath her as she tried out one or two practice swishes, and slapped the end of it against her palm.

“Slave crimes can never go unpunished, can they?” she asked, without requiring an answer. “Now bend over.”

“P-please,” begged the slave, eyes wide, “I am s-so s-sorry, Mistress...”

“WHAT DID I SAY?” hissed Louise?

The slave whimpered as if he had already been struck and presented his behind, still in the incontinence panties.

Louise curled her lip again at the sight of the pink knickers, and jerked them down to his thighs, exposing his bare bottom.

“How many do you think, Julie?” she asked, sweetly.

Juliette put her hand to her mouth.

“Well,” she said, “I don’t know, Lou, they used to give you six of the best at school.”

“Six,” agreed Louise, “that will do to begin with.”

“P-please,” said the man, pathetically, trying to turn round to look at Louise, but he didn’t have time to say anything else; the crop came down with a whistling crack right across his bare buttocks and he let out a shriek of pain as it stung him like a red hot bar.

The man collapsed against the floor trying to rub the tender part, sobbing with the pain as Louise looked down at him disdainfully, a slight smile playing about her lips.

“At school, we despised those who blubbed, didn’t we, Julie?” she asked harshly.

“Well, yes,” said Juliette, biting her lip.

Louise bent down and jerked on the slave’s chain, bringing his head up to hers so that she could speak directly into his ear.

“That one doesn’t count, cretin,” she hissed, “because you didn’t take it like a good sissy who knows it has done wrong. Do you understand?”

The man nodded in his collar and chain, stifling a sob.

“Good,” snapped Louise, and she straightened up to bring the crop down smartly again. The man bucked with the impact and gave out a strangled cry, but managed not to scream like the first time.

“One,” said Louise, with relish, keeping his chain lead taut with her left hand, and striking him again with her right.

“Two.”

The slave began to sob and perhaps it was going to beg for mercy again, but the words were ripped to rasping agonised shreds by another merciless blow of the crop.

“Three.”

By the time Louise had brutally administered the sixth blow, the slave was sobbing uncontrollably at her feet, a shaking, untidy heap on the floor, his buttocks crisscrossed with ugly weals, and the muscles cramping and trembling with the burning aftermath of his punishment.

Louise stood over him, totally the opposite, beautifully poised with his chain lead in one hand and the wicked crop in the other, looking down at her work with satisfaction and pleasure.

“That’s what bad sissies get,” she said, pitilessly digging into his side with the pointed toe of her shoe. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he sobbed, licking and kissing the gleaming material of her toe, desperate to please.

“That’s a good sissy,” said Louise, approvingly. She smiled at Juliette, an expression full of energy and pleasure. Juliette couldn’t help smiling back. It was all a little new and strange, but it was exciting and sweet as well. And, besides, she reflected, she wouldn’t have to worry about changing a light bulb ever again.

Years later, the girls would come to see that day as the start of a glorious adventure. The young man, a hitherto useless and pathetic affront to both himself and humanity in general, was transformed overnight into something that gave them endless and profound pleasure. They became fascinated with every aspect of his development into a useful and pleasing sissy slave, both in terms of his changing appearance and competence in the kitchen and about the house. He proved an eager and quick student, and so even the most mundane task, which had been a chore for the girls, rapidly became something magical and fulfilling for everyone.

From the start, the girls were amazed at how easily they could make him appear female just with a wig, make up and appropriate clothes, and this progressed quickly to more permanent treatment, with eyebrows plucked, ears pierced, and laser hair removal.

When ‘he’ was to all appearances a ‘she’, the girls decided that it was time to take him out and introduce him to his former workmates, friends and family. These were few in number, and only his mother coped with the change, after a brief adjustment. Louise was firm in her resolution to insist upon sissy being properly attired at all times. His mother had obviously had her doubts about her son’s sexuality anyway, and the fact that he was so happy soon convinced her that it was for the best, especially when he was able to cook her a Sunday roast every other week with the minimum of fuss! 

Finding a broadminded doctor was initially considered a potential problem, but in the event, it presented no difficulty at all. The sissy was quite respectable in her appearance by then, and the only thing the doctor asked was how far sissy wanted to go in terms of gender re-assignment.

The girls therefore had the support of the medical fraternity in their quest to sissify their slave, and over time they decided on permanent make up, a fraenum chastity tube with locking Prince Albert piercing, (not on the NHS!) and breast implants.

The girls took as much care and pleasure over their sissy’s sexual development, too, and enjoyed breaking him in with their strapons before providing real cocks for their sissy to suck and take in his stretched and shaven ass. After an initial breaking in period, he proved an eager and shameless little slut, and regularly made them laugh with the depth of his degraded hunger for cocks of any number or description.

There were tears and tantrums along the way, of course, and the harsh punishment of that first night was repeated and extended on many occasions, for Louise was determined to make him exactly as she wanted him, and brooked no compromises, nor showed any mercy.

Louise would remember all this, with warmth and pleasure, just as she still derived the greatest satisfaction from watching her sissy maid at work, now perfectly presentable, pleasing, efficient and obedient, but most of all she would remember how it felt that evening when her feminine power awoke fully for the first time, how it felt to stand over a grovelling, dominated male and control him so utterly and profoundly with nothing more than expressing the natural power of her sex, how right and natural it felt, like a half-forgotten memory awakened in her soul, the knowledge and command of an ancient, irresistible force that was hers to wield, inseparable from her essential being, suppressed and denied for so long, but now once more alive, and having been awoken, nevermore to sleep.

The End
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