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Chapter One: A Tart Called Sasha

“Aggie, is this really necessary?”

Tommy stood in the middle of the bathroom with his arms held awkwardly away from his sides, his legs apart, and a slightly bemused expression on his face.

From the neck down, a thick layer of white epilation cream coated much of him. It covered his chest, arms and legs in broad streaks, and the chemical smell had already overwhelmed the lavender air freshener hanging near the window.

From somewhere beyond the bathroom door came the sound of a drawer being opened, followed by Aggie’s entirely unsympathetic reply. “If a job’s worth doing, it’s worth doing well.”

Tommy stared at the ceiling. “I’m going to a fancy-dress party. I’m not having a sex change.”

“You’re going as a tart,” Aggie called back. “Hairy knees will ruin the illusion.”

“Everyone knows it’s me.”

“That’s not the point.”

Tommy had learned that asking Aggie what the point was only made things worse. His older sister had been treating the whole evening with enthusiasm ever since Tommy reluctantly agreed to her fancy dress idea. Vicars and Tarts, at George and Beth’s place, followed by whatever inevitably happened when a bunch of people were given alcohol and access to a large modern house whose parents were away for the week.

Aggie immediately claimed the vicar. Of course, she did.

Tommy had objected, largely because a black shirt, dog collar and cheap plastic cross sounded like an easy win. There was certainly no faffing about with epilating cream and makeup.

“Five more minutes,” she shouted.

Tommy looked down at himself again. “If my skin comes off, I’m suing you.”

“Don’t be a baby.”

The five minutes crawled by. When Aggie finally permitted him to rinse everything away, Tommy stepped into the shower and emerged ten minutes later feeling unnervingly smooth. His arms looked different. His legs looked even stranger. Without their usual covering of dark hair, they seemed slimmer and somehow more exposed, as though somebody had quietly changed an important part of him and it was irreversible.

He wrapped a towel around his waist and opened the bathroom door.

Aggie waited in black trousers, a black shirt, and a white clerical collar she’d made herself. Her dark hair had been brushed back neatly, and she had even found a pair of wire-framed glasses which made her look sincere enough to deliver a sermon on her own moral decline.

She looked Tommy up and down. “Much better.”

Their flat had become a preparation zone. Makeup covered the dining table. A bright blonde wig sat on a polystyrene head beside the mirror, its curls glossy and garish. A pair of black high heels waited on the floor. Beside them lay a short black Lycra dress which seemed to be the standard uniform for a local trollop and looked way too small for him.

“That’s it?”

Aggie followed his gaze. “That’s the dress. It stretches, don’t worry.”

“Down to my ankles?”

Tommy picked it up and held it up to the light. Even without wearing it, he could see the hem would land somewhere alarmingly high on his thighs. “If my winky drops out in full sight of everyone, you’re to blame.”

Before Tommy could object, she handed him a black bra, a pair of matching briefs, and what looked like a narrow shaping garment.

“Christ.”

“You need the right underwear.”

Tommy looked at her over the top of the bra. “Do you hear yourself?”

There was no point fighting. Tommy had known this from childhood, but kept trying out of habit. He disappeared into the bathroom again and emerged several minutes later considerably quieter than before, because the unfamiliar lingerie had made the situation feel unexpectedly real.

Aggie sighed. “Tuck your winky away.”

“I thought I could be a sexy tranny whore.” She stared at him. “This is deeply humiliating,” he muttered, reaching down the front of the panties and pushing his ‘winky’ down between his legs.

“You look cute.”

The shaping garment came next, smoothing his waist to give his figure some kind of form. Aggie produced the stockings, sheer black with a narrow lace band at the top. Tommy sat on the edge of the sofa while she showed him how not to ladder them, then carefully rolled each one over his newly smooth legs.

When he stood, he looked down and frowned.

“The tops are going to show.”

Aggie glanced at the dress and nodded. “They’re supposed to. You’re a tart.”

“That’s your answer to everything.”

The dress itself was even more unforgiving than Tommy had expected. It clung from chest to thigh, black Lycra stretching tightly over the shaping beneath it. Aggie adjusted the bra, added padding and then pulled the neckline into place with the cool efficiency of somebody dressing a shop mannequin.

Tommy stood rigidly in front of the mirror but avoided looking properly. He could feel the stockings just beneath the hem. “This is too much.”

Aggie stepped back and assessed him. “I think it needs jewellery.” She ignored his protests and added a pair of large silver hoops and a cheap sparkling bracelet. “Better.”

The heels were next. Tommy looked at them with suspicion. “How high are those things?”

“Four inches.”

“So, now I’m going to break my ankles.”

Aggie laughed and pushed them across the carpet with her foot. “Put them on.”

He expected immediate disaster. Aggie evidently did too, because she moved closer as Tommy slipped his feet into the black pumps and carefully straightened. His ankles wobbled once, then settled. He took a tentative step, adjusted his balance and tried another.

Aggie’s eyebrows rose.

“That’s annoying.”

“What?”

“You’re not terrible. I was hoping you’d look terrible.”

Tommy looked down at his feet, surprised to discover that standing was considerably easier than he had imagined. Walking required concentration, but after a few circuits between the sofa and the kitchen doorway he began to understand where his weight needed to go. Smaller steps helped. So did keeping his back straight instead of leaning forward defensively.

Aggie watched him cross the room again and gave a low whistle. “Where have you been practising?”

“I have a natural gift.”

“That is suspiciously good.” She raised an eyebrow.

Aggie sat him at the dining table and turned the mirror away before beginning. Tommy had assumed makeup would amount to lipstick, perhaps some deliberately ridiculous blue eyeshadow and enough blusher to make him look like a pantomime dame.

Aggie had other ideas.

She applied foundation carefully, evening out his skin before adding concealer and powder. She darkened and shaped his brows, blended smoky shadow around his eyes and lined them heavily enough to make them appear larger. Mascara followed, then false lashes, which Tommy objected to until Aggie told him to stop complaining; she was making him pretty.

“You’re so enjoying this.”

Aggie smiled as she selected a lipstick. “I like a little dress up.”

The lipstick was a rich glossy red, bold enough that Tommy immediately felt it even before seeing the effect. Aggie carefully sharpened the outline with liner, added a little more colour and then tilted his chin from side to side.

“Not bad.”

“That sounds ominous.”

“I’m better at this than I thought.”

The wig finished everything.

Aggie pinned Tommy’s own hair flat, fitted the wig cap and then lowered the mass of blonde curls onto his head. The colour was almost aggressively bright, but once she began teasing and arranging it, the result changed quickly. Loose curls fell past Tommy’s shoulders and framed his face, softening his jaw and drawing attention towards the heavy eye makeup. It looked trashy but not bad.

Aggie added a little perfume to his wrists and neck. Tommy coughed. “Jesus, enough already.”

“People will smell me before they see me.”

Aggie finally turned the mirror around. Tommy looked. For several seconds, neither of them said anything. He expected to see himself in a dress.

That was not what he saw.

The face in the mirror was recognisably his if he concentrated, but the recognition arrived slowly. The blonde curls changed the shape of his head. Heavy liner and lashes drew his eyes out dramatically, while the lipstick made his mouth seem fuller than he remembered. The dress was certainly tight and undeniably short, but with the smooth legs, stockings and heels beneath it, the whole thing looked deliberate rather than ridiculous.

He leaned slightly closer. Aggie stood behind him, watching his reaction in the mirror.

“If any blokes try it on with me, I’ll sue you.”

Aggie grinned. “You look gorgeous.”

“Don’t be stupid.”

Tommy straightened and finally looked at the entire reflection. The black Lycra dress narrowed his shape, the stockings darkened his legs and the heels altered his posture just enough to make the proportions work. He still knew exactly what was underneath all of it, but the overall effect was disturbingly convincing.

“Stick your hip out a little. That’s better.”

Tommy looked at himself again. The person in the mirror appeared much more confident than he felt. She sat him down again and attached long red nails one by one telling him not to reach up to his face too quickly or he might poke an eye out.

Aggie clapped her hands once. “Right. Walking.”

“I already walked.”

“Practice makes perfect. I want to see the whole effect.”

The distinction became clear immediately. The Lycra restricted his stride, forcing him to take naturally shorter steps. Aggie made him cross the room several times, correcting his shoulders, stopping him from sticking his hands awkwardly into imaginary pockets and reminding him that the dress would ride up if he kept tugging at it.

Eventually his movements became easier.

“Pretend you’re walking up to a car asking if a john wants some business,” Aggie said. “Sway those hips more. Smile.”

Tommy made another pass across the room, turned and came back. This time he let the heels dictate the rhythm rather than fighting them.

“Look at you,” said Aggie, giggling.

“I’m going to need a few drinks before I go out in this getup.” He poured himself a large scotch and knocked it back.

“Not too much. You don’t want to lose your inhibitions and actually end up on the street touting for business.”

Tommy faced the mirror again. The scotch burned his throat.  Aggie came to stand beside him, dressed in severe black clerical clothes, while Tommy stood next to her in blonde curls, red lipstick, a tiny black dress, stockings and high heels.

The contrast was ridiculous.

It was also, he had to admit, rather effective. Aggie smiled at his reflection.

“Tonight, you’re Sasha.”

Tommy gave her a sideways look. “Sasha?”

“It suits you.”

He poured a second drink and knocked it back quickly. Aggie picked up her handbag and headed for the door. “Are you ready, Sasha darling?”

They left the flat a few minutes later. Aggie locked the door while Tommy stood in the corridor clutching a small black handbag she had insisted completed the outfit. He caught his reflection one last time in the narrow mirror by the entrance.

Sasha. The name sounded absurd. Then Aggie called it again as she started down the stairs, and Tommy turned without thinking.

That bothered him considerably more than the heels.


Chapter Two: The Russian Woman

The pub was only ten minutes from the flat, but by the time Tommy and Aggie reached it he had already discovered that walking along a pavement in four-inch heels was very different from crossing a laminate.

The heels caught in every crack. The hem of the dress seemed to creep higher whenever he took too long a stride, and he had developed an unfortunate awareness of the cold air against the narrow strip of bare skin between the tops of his stockings and the dress. Aggie, meanwhile, strode beside him in her vicar outfit with all the comfort of someone wearing sensible shoes and trousers, offering occasional advice in a tone of irritating serenity.

“Shorter steps,” she said as Tommy negotiated the kerb outside the pub and nearly tripped over something. “You were doing it properly at home.”

“At home there weren’t bumps in the ground.”

“You look fine.”

“Hello darlin’! You fancy coming with us?” The shout came from over the road and Tommy turned to see three men in work clothes laughing. He couldn’t help but blush and pulled his skirt down with an almost feminine wiggle.

“Oooh, la-la,” giggled Aggie. “You’re a hit already. You tart.”

The pub was already busy when they went in. Friday-night regulars occupied the tables nearest the bar, while a cluster of their friends had gathered toward the back beneath an enormous television showing football with the sound turned down. Tommy spotted a few dog collars immediately, along with one nun whose costume technically violated the theme but had apparently been allowed on theological grounds.

The women who had chosen the other half of Vicars and Tarts had approached it with varying levels of enthusiasm. Samantha wore a short red dress and fishnets. Beth had added a feather boa to something that looked suspiciously like a normal Saturday-night outfit. George, who had loudly insisted all week that no man could possibly do “tart” convincingly, had compromised with a blonde wig over jeans and a football shirt.

Tommy felt instantly overdressed.

Aggie pushed through the crowd towards them. Conversation stopped in the group.

George was the first to react. He stared for several seconds, looked at Aggie, then back at Tommy, as though trying to solve a problem with his eyesight.

“Bloody hell.”

Tommy folded his arms, immediately regretted it when the movement pushed the neckline of the dress into a more dramatic position and showed his stocking tops and dropped them again. “It was her idea. I was a helpless pawn.”

George approached more closely. “Pawnette, don’t you mean? I better not get too drunk tonight, I might take a fancy to you, darling. I hope you’re wearing boxers under that…whatever that is.”

Tommy blushed again.  Samantha joined them and inspected Tommy with far less subtlety. “Did you actually do his makeup?”

Aggie smiled with open satisfaction. “Every bit.”

“You’re joking.”

“No.”

Samantha gently turned Tommy by one shoulder toward the better light. “That is annoyingly good. You look quite pretty. Worth the money I bet too. How much do you charge, love?”

Tommy felt his face warm beneath the foundation. “Can you not say that.”

“Why?” Beth asked, appearing beside Samantha. “You look better than half the women in here.”

“That is not helping.”

“Careful, you’re being ogled.” She gestured to his right, where a few men in suits grinned and looked Tommy up and down.

The teasing came, inevitably. They joked about his legs, made several comments about the dress, and debated whether the blonde curls suited him better than his own hair. George asked him to turn around, which Tommy refused on principle until Aggie made him do it anyway. Samantha wanted to know what brand of stockings Aggie had found. Someone else asked how he had learned to stand in heels without looking terrified. Had he done this before?

After ten minutes, the transformation stopped being the only subject of conversation. Drinks appeared. George started talking football to anyone who’d listen, and Tommy found himself standing between Samantha and Beth, sipping gin and tonic through a straw because Aggie said that was what girls did.

At first everyone called him Tommy.

Then George shouted, “Sasha, you want another one?” purely to annoy him, and Aggie immediately reinforced it.

“She does.”

Tommy looked at her. “I can speak for myself.”

“Then answer him.”

“Yes, fine.”

Samantha grinned. “See? Sasha wants one.”

From there it spread.

There was nothing official about it. Nobody announced that Tommy had ceased to exist. It was simply funnier to use the feminine name, and because the person standing among them in the black Lycra dress looked so little like the Tommy they knew, the joke gained an uncomfortable logic.

“Sasha, move your handbag.”

“Sasha, are you coming outside?”

“Sasha, give us a photo.”

By the time the fourth drink arrived, he stopped bothering.

He was standing near one of the high tables when Samantha looked him over again and said, almost thoughtfully, “You know what the problem is?”

Tommy sighed. “I’m sure you’re going to tell me.”

“You look almost too good.”

If she had laughed at the wig or told him the dress was ridiculous, Tommy could have laughed with her. Instead, Samantha sounded sincere. Her eyes moved briefly from the blonde curls to the stockings and heels.

Tommy gave a weak shrug. “Aggie got carried away.”

“Clearly.”

Aggie appeared at his side and narrowed her eyes at his face.

“What?”

“Lipstick.”

Tommy touched his mouth carefully. “What about it?”

“It needs doing.”

“Then do it.”

Aggie smiled.

Tommy recognised danger immediately.

“Oh, no.”

“The ladies is through there.”

He stared at her. “Absolutely not.”

“You need a mirror.”

“There’s one in the gents.”

“And you’re dressed like that.”

“So?”

Aggie leaned towards him and lowered her voice. “If you walk into the gents looking like Sasha, you’re going to create far more interest than you will in the ladies.”

Tommy glanced towards the corridor.

“I hate you.”

“I know. Take your lipstick.”

The ladies’ room was much brighter than he expected. Tommy entered cautiously, handbag held in front of him, every muscle tight with anticipation. Two women were standing at the mirrors. One was touching up mascara while the other pinned her hair back from her face.

Both glanced at him. Tommy’s stomach dropped. Neither said anything. He moved to the furthest sink, opened the handbag and found the lipstick Aggie had packed. His hands suddenly seemed enormous. He twisted the colour up and leaned towards the mirror, trying to remember what his sister had done.

The woman beside him shifted slightly. For one terrible second, Tommy thought she was about to challenge him. Instead, she moved her makeup bag out of the way.

“Sorry, love. I’m taking up the whole counter.”

Tommy blinked.

“It’s fine.”

His voice sounded lower than he wanted, but she had already returned to her mascara. He concentrated on the lipstick. The shape was already there, so he only had to refresh the colour. He worked carefully around the edges, pressed his lips together and immediately understood why Aggie had told him not to do that.

The woman with the hairpin glanced across.

“Nice shade.”

Tommy looked at her reflection.

“Thanks.”

Then, with nothing else to do, he smiled. She smiled back.

Tommy stood there a few seconds longer than necessary, studying his reflection beneath the unforgiving lights. Blonde curls, dark eyes, glossy red mouth. He looked exactly as he had at home, except no Aggie stood behind him to make the illusion feel controlled.

They left for the party shortly afterwards.

George and Beth lived in a recently built house on the edge of town, all glass doors, open-plan spaces and expensive lighting. Somebody had threaded pink LEDs around the staircase, while the kitchen island had been converted into an improvised bar. Music filled the ground floor, and the Vicars and Tarts theme had been embraced with even less restraint than at the pub. Clerical collars moved between women in sequinned dresses. A man in a cassock danced with someone wearing thigh-high boots and a halo that appeared to have come from an entirely different fancy-dress concept.

Tommy relaxed more now that he was in a safe environment. He wished he had bought some of his male clothes so he could change back once the evening had got started and everyone else was too drunk to care.

He had just accepted a glass of something pink from Aggie when he noticed the woman near the far end of the kitchen.

She did not look like anyone else there.

Tall was the first thing Tommy registered. She must have been close to six feet even before the heels. She wore a long black dress, sleek and sharply cut, with strong shoulders and a narrow waist. Her hair was cropped short, pale blonde and beautifully styled, exposing a long neck and striking face. While most of the room seemed slightly more raucous by then, she looked completely composed.

She also appeared to have ignored the theme.

Or perhaps Tommy thought, looking at the severity of the dress, she had interpreted “tart” differently from everyone else.

Her eyes met his.

She continued looking. Tommy turned away first. “Who’s that?”

Aggie followed his gaze. “Oh, Svetlana.”

“You know her?”

“Not really. Beth does. Her father is some terrifyingly rich Russian businessman. Oil, property, shipping, something like that.”

Tommy glanced back. Svetlana was still watching. “A Russian oligarch? Really?”

Aggie shrugged. “She doesn’t work, apparently. Just swans around on daddy’s money doing whatever rich people do.”

Before Tommy could respond, Svetlana began walking towards them. She seemed to glide through the space, and the crowd opened almost instinctively before her. Up close, she seemed even taller, the black dress and heels giving her a statuesque presence that made Tommy suddenly aware of his own slight build. Her perfume was faint but carried the promise of expensive bottles that few could afford.

Her accent was unmistakable when she spoke, but soft rather than exaggerated. “Your friend?”

Aggie smiled. “My brother.”

Tommy shot her a look. Svetlana’s eyes moved slowly over him.

“Brother?”

“Yes.”

There was a pause. Then Svetlana smiled. Not mockingly. Interested.

“Very pretty.”

Tommy gave a nervous laugh. “That’s apparently tonight’s joke.”

“I am not joking. From a distance you could certainly be taken for a real girl.”

The answer caught him off guard. Svetlana stepped closer and studied his face with an intensity that made him want to move backwards. He didn't. Something about her suggested that retreat would be a mistake.

“You did this?” she asked Aggie.

“The makeup, yes.”

“Good work.”

Aggie looked delighted by the praise.

Svetlana turned back to Tommy. “And your name?”

Aggie immediately interrupted. “Sasha.”

Svetlana repeated the name quietly. “Sasha.”

Somehow it sounded completely different coming from her mouth. She reached out and lifted Tommy’s chin lightly between thumb and forefinger.

He froze. Svetlana turned his face towards the light, examining the makeup without embarrassment or apology. Her fingers were cool against his skin.

“Eyes are very good,” she said. “Lip colour suits you.”

Aggie laughed. “I’m beginning to think I’ve created a monster.”

Svetlana ignored the joke. Her attention remained on Sasha.

“Stand straight.”

Tommy blinked. “What?”

“You are trying to make yourself small. You should be proud of your femininity, not trying to diminish it.”

Before he could answer, Svetlana placed two fingers lightly between his shoulder blades. “Shoulders back.” Tommy obeyed almost automatically. “That is better.”

Aggie covered a smile with her glass. Tommy glared at her. Svetlana noticed that too.

“You do what your sister tells you? And me? Would you do what I tell you?”

Tommy looked up at her. A challenge lingered in the question, though Svetlana’s expression stayed perfectly calm.

Tommy cleared his throat. “I don’t know you.”

“No.” Her smile returned. “Not yet.”

Aggie muttered, “Oh my god, I’ll leave you two together,” giggled and went off to talk to Beth and Samantha.

Svetlana asked where Tommy worked, how old he was, and whether he had dressed like this before. The questions were direct enough that he found himself answering before deciding whether he wanted to. She seemed uninterested in small talk and equally uninterested in pretending the situation was merely funny.

When Tommy insisted the costume was a one-off, she looked at him as if he had said something particularly naive.

“You walk well in heels.”

“So everyone keeps telling me.”

“You enjoy them?”

“No.”

Svetlana raised one eyebrow. Tommy laughed awkwardly. “Maybe a little.”

“Better.”

The evening had already started to blur slightly. There had been drinks at the pub and at least two more since arriving. The music seemed louder, the lights softer. Tommy felt pleasantly detached from the effort of worrying about every movement.

Svetlana kept him talking. Or perhaps she simply kept talking to him and expected answers. At one point she took his empty glass from his hand and replaced it with water.

“You have had enough for now.”

Tommy looked at the glass. “Do you always order people about?”

“Yes.” The simplicity of the answer made him laugh. Svetlana did not. “You find that funny?”

“A bit.”

“You will get used to me.” There it was again, that odd assumption that there would be something to get used to. Tommy should have questioned it. Instead, he drank the water.

Later, they stood near the glass doors looking out into the dark garden. The party continued behind them, voices and music becoming strangely distant. Tommy had lost track of Aggie entirely, though he knew she was somewhere in the house. Svetlana stood beside him, one hand resting around the stem of her glass.

“You keep looking at yourself,” she said.

Tommy glanced towards her. “What?”

“Windows. Mirrors. Every reflective surface.”

“I’m wearing a blonde wig and half a makeup counter on my face.”

“You like what you see, I think.”

He started to deny it, then stopped. The truth seemed harder to avoid around her.

Svetlana turned towards him fully. “You are pretty, Sasha.” Tommy felt the old instinct to laugh it away. This time he didn’t. Svetlana raised one hand and adjusted a blonde curl that had fallen forward across his cheek. “You should not waste a face like this on one silly party.”

Tommy looked up at her.

The words hung between them. Somewhere behind him, somebody laughed loudly. Music changed. A door opened and closed. Svetlana’s fingers remained briefly against his hair.

After that, Tommy remembered the evening only in fragments.


Chapter Three: The Pink Satin Uniform

Tommy woke slowly, with the uncomfortable certainty that something was wrong before he knew what it was.

The first thing he noticed was the light. It came through heavy curtains in thin, pale bands, falling across a ceiling far higher than the one in his flat. The second was the bed beneath him. It was enormous, softer than anything he owned and covered in pale pink linen that smelled faintly of lavender. Somewhere nearby, a clock ticked with irritating precision.

He closed his eyes for another few seconds, trying to reconstruct the previous night. The pub. Aggie laughing. George calling him Sasha. The party. Svetlana.

After that, everything became patchy. Music, somebody handing him water, Svetlana’s short blonde hair catching the light whenever she turned her head. A car had been there at some point. A black, sleek limousine. He vaguely remembered sitting in the passenger seat while darkness moved beyond the windows, but even that felt like part of a dream.

Tommy opened his eyes properly.

The room around him was enormous and almost aggressively feminine. Pale cream walls were softened with pink furnishings, silk curtains, and carefully placed flowers. A white dressing table stood opposite the bed beneath a large oval mirror, its surface crowded with perfume bottles and silver-backed brushes. A chaise longue upholstered in dusty rose sat beneath one window. Even the lampshades were trimmed with fine pleating and tiny crystal drops.

Someone had designed the room to make femininity feel unavoidable.

Tommy pushed himself upright. Silk slid across his skin. He stopped. His hands moved automatically towards his chest. He was wearing a white negligee. Not simply a nightshirt or oversized robe, but something unmistakably feminine: soft silk, narrow straps, lace around the neckline and a hem that barely reached his knees. The fabric clung lightly to his body before falling away in smooth folds.

For several seconds Tommy merely stared down at himself. His legs were still smooth from Aggie’s epilation cream. His toenails had been painted pale pink.

“What the hell?”

The words sounded unnaturally loud in the elegant room. He looked around frantically for his clothes.

There was no black Lycra dress. No stockings. No heels. More importantly, there was no sign of jeans, shirt, trainers or anything else belonging to Tommy rather than Sasha.

The bedroom door opened. Svetlana entered carrying a cup of coffee.

She looked completely awake, immaculate and entirely unsurprised to find him sitting bolt upright in bed. She wore tailored black trousers, a cream silk blouse and low black heels. Her short hair was perfectly arranged, her makeup subtle, and there was something almost offensive about how composed she looked compared with Tommy’s growing panic.

A faint smile appeared as she took in his expression.

“Good morning.”

Tommy stared at her. “Where am I?”

Svetlana crossed the room and set the coffee on the bedside table.

“My home.”

“Your home where?”

“In the country.” She smiled more openly. “You are several miles outside a village whose name will mean nothing to you, on an estate belonging to my family.”

Tommy looked towards the windows. Beyond the curtains he could see trees, a stretch of lawn and, farther away, fields fading into mist. No neighbouring houses, no road, nothing remotely familiar.

“How did I get here?”

“With me.”

“I gathered that.”

“You agreed to come.”

Tommy rubbed both hands over his face, then immediately became aware that something felt different there too. His skin was clean, smooth and faintly scented.

“Did I?”

“Yes. Don’t worry, you were not unconscious, Sasha.”

The name made his eyes widen. “Don’t call me that.”

Svetlana’s smile changed slightly. “No?”

“No. It was a joke. For the party.”

She considered him for a moment. “I prefer Sasha. You look like a Sasha to me.”

“Well, I don’t particularly care what you prefer. Where are my clothes?”

Svetlana glanced towards the wardrobe. Tommy followed her gaze. One door stood partly open. There were clothes inside, but not his. Rows of dresses hung from padded hangers. Blouses. Skirts. A pale robe. Several pairs of shoes had been arranged neatly along the bottom.

Tommy swung his legs out of bed, instantly aware that the negligee rode higher as he moved. “Where are my actual clothes?”

“Somewhere you do not need them, I suspect.”

He stared at her. For the first time, the whole situation stopped feeling merely strange and began to feel genuinely alarming.

“Svetlana, give me some proper clothes.”

She leaned lightly against the dressing table. “You are very demanding this morning.”

“I’ve woken up in a house in the middle of nowhere wearing this.” He caught the silk between finger and thumb and pulled it away from himself. “And you seem slightly mad.” She simply stared at him.  “This isn’t normal.”

“Normal is overrated.”

Tommy stood. Barefoot, wearing the white negligee, he felt ridiculous trying to sound authoritative in front of a woman who appeared entirely in control of both the room and him.

“I’m going home.”

“Eventually.”

“No. Now.”

Svetlana regarded him for several seconds.

“You have no clothes. You do not know where you are.”

“My phone’s in that stupid handbag. Where is it?”

“Put away.” Tommy exhaled slowly. Svetlana watched him without any sign that his irritation concerned her. “Relax,” she said. “You are not a prisoner.”

“Then what am I?”

“If you genuinely wish to walk several miles through the countryside in a white silk negligee, I will not stop you, Sasha.”

She moved towards the wardrobe. Only then did Tommy notice the garment hanging on the far side panel. Pink satin. A great deal of pink satin.

He stared.

The dress was unmistakably a maid uniform, although no maid in any ordinary household could possibly have worn something so elaborate and humiliating. The bodice was glossy pale pink, trimmed with white lace and small satin bows. Short puffed sleeves were gathered tightly around the upper arms. The skirt flared dramatically from the waist, supported by layers of petticoat, with more lace around the hem. A white apron hung over the front, edged with ruffles and finished with a large bow at the back.

Beside it on a chair were draped white stockings. On the floor beneath waited pink high heels. Tommy looked from the uniform to Svetlana.

She touched the skirt of the uniform lightly.

“You must try it. It will fit, I assure you.” He stood there, open-mouthed. Svetlana turned back to him. “You were very attractive last night.”

Tommy folded his arms, then realised the gesture pushed the negligee against his chest and dropped them again.

“Whatever weird idea you have, forget it.”

Svetlana’s expression remained calm. Understanding began to arrive. Slowly. Unpleasantly. Svetlana walked back towards him and stopped close enough that Tommy had to tilt his head slightly to meet her eyes.

“You are staying for the weekend.”

“I am not.”

“You are.”

“No, I’m really not.”

She smiled.

The smile was not warm.

“Sasha is going to be useful.”

Tommy laughed, mostly because the alternative was admitting that she sounded completely serious. “You think I’m going to wear that?”

“Yes.”

“You are insane.”

“Possibly. But I am also extremely rich.” Svetlana simply crossed to the dressing table and began arranging cosmetics.

Tommy remained by the bed. “This is ridiculous.”

“Then you may treat it as ridiculous while you cooperate.”

“Why would I cooperate?”

“Because your other option is to spend the morning arguing in a negligee until you eventually become hungry. You are clever enough to understand practical situations, aren’t you? You have no transport, no clothes and no idea where you are. I am offering you breakfast, comfort and a perfectly pleasant weekend. All I ask is that Sasha serves me.”

Tommy looked towards the pink uniform again. “You planned this. When?”

Svetlana’s eyes met his in the mirror. “I hoped for it. Always be prepared. That’s an English motto, no?”

“How could you possibly know I’d come home with you?”

“I did not.” She selected a foundation bottle. “But I suspected you might.”

Tommy remembered the party in fragments. Svetlana correcting his posture. Calling him pretty. Replacing his drink with water. That final remark near the windows. You should not waste a face like this on one silly party.

He should have paid more attention. Svetlana tapped the dressing-table stool.

“Sit.”

Tommy didn’t move. She waited. That was all. No raised voice. No physical pressure. Simply expectation. Eventually, because standing in a negligee arguing with her was achieving nothing, Tommy sat. Svetlana stepped behind him. “Good.”

The makeup she used was nothing like Aggie’s deliberately heavy party look. Svetlana worked slowly and with practised care. The foundation was light. Concealer softened the remaining shadows beneath Tommy’s eyes. She shaped his brows more carefully, added muted rose shadow and a fine line of dark eyeliner, then worked mascara through his lashes.

Tommy watched the changes develop in the mirror.

“You’ve done this before.”

“Yes.” Svetlana added blush high on his cheeks, softening his face. The lipstick was pink rather than red, glossy but controlled. The result was less theatrical than Sasha had looked the previous evening.

And much more convincing.

With the bright blonde party wig gone, he had expected the whole illusion to collapse. Instead, Svetlana produced another wig from a stand beside the wardrobe. This one was softer, a honey blonde rather than platinum, falling below the shoulders in controlled curls. It was expensive.

She fitted it carefully.

When she finished arranging the hair, Tommy looked at the mirror and felt the familiar disconnection return. Sasha was there again. But different. The party version had been exaggerated and obviously dressed for attention. This Sasha looked polished. Pretty. Deliberate.

Svetlana rested her hands briefly on his shoulders. “Better.”

Tommy looked at her reflection and felt a lump in his throat. She really was quite stunning.

Next came the lingerie.

Svetlana laid out a soft pink bra, matching briefs and a garter belt with the practical detachment of someone preparing a uniform. Tommy stared at them.

She let him to change behind a folding screen near the wardrobe, though the entire experience still felt humiliatingly supervised. The lingerie fitted suspiciously well, as did the garter. When he stepped back out, Svetlana was waiting with the stockings.

Tommy took them reluctantly. He sat on the bed. As Aggie had shown him the night before, he rolled them gently up his legs and then attached the garter straps. Svetlana watched with a knowing smile and said something about Sasha being a ‘natural’.

The petticoats went on before the dress.

Tommy had never worn anything like them. Layers settled around his hips, creating a wide feminine shape that seemed absurd until Svetlana lifted the satin uniform over his head and pulled it into position.

Then everything made sense.

The pink bodice fitted closely through the waist. The padded bra created a modest but definite feminine shape above it, while the skirt exploded outward from his hips in soft satin folds. White lace framed the sleeves and neckline. Tiny bows decorated the bodice. When Svetlana adjusted the apron around his waist, the whole outfit became unmistakable.

A maid.

Svetlana placed the pink heels in front of him. He stepped into them.

The previous evening’s practice helped. He stood carefully, settled his weight and discovered that his balance returned almost immediately. The petticoats changed the way he moved more than the heels did, brushing around his thighs and making him conscious of every step. Svetlana walked around him slowly.

She adjusted one sleeve. Smoothed the apron again. Then she stepped back.

“Mirror.”

Tommy turned. The reaction hit him harder than the first transformation. At Aggie’s flat, he had still seen the joke. The tight black dress and heavy makeup had belonged to a party, something temporary and deliberately outrageous.

There was no joke in the reflection now.

The maid staring back at him looked almost absurdly feminine. Honey-blonde curls framed the softened face. Pink lipstick matched the satin dress. The fitted bodice narrowed his waist before the petticoats created a full skirt, while white stockings and pink heels completed the effect. Even the elaborate apron somehow looked natural because everything around it had been chosen to support the same illusion.

Tommy swallowed. Svetlana watched his face rather than the reflection. “Well?”

He took longer than he wanted to answer. “I look ridiculous.”

“No.”

She stepped closer. “You look pretty.”

He realised he was trembling a little. “That’s worse.”

“Only because you still think it should be.”

Tommy turned slightly, watching the satin skirt move with him. It shimmered and he immediately stopped.

Svetlana noticed. “You like the dress.”

“I absolutely do not.”

“Liar. You turned to see the skirt.” Tommy stared at her. She smiled. “I watch people carefully, Sasha.”

There was that name again. And once again, dressed like this, it fit far too easily. Svetlana moved behind him and placed her hands lightly on his shoulders. She straightened them, then nudged one foot slightly backwards with the toe of her shoe.

“Now.” Tommy met her eyes in the mirror. “Your first lesson.”

Svetlana moved one hand to the satin skirt and lifted the edge delicately between two fingers.

Tommy understood. Immediately. “No,” he whispered

Her expression became quietly amused. “You knew what I wanted before I said it.”

Svetlana released the skirt and stepped back, leaving him standing alone in front of the mirror.

The silence stretched. Eventually he muttered something under his breath and reached for the skirt. The pink satin felt cool between his fingers.

Svetlana’s smile widened. “Good.”

Tommy lifted the sides slightly. Then Svetlana gave her first proper order.

“Curtsey.”


Chapter Four: Maid Training

Sasha discovered very quickly that Svetlana’s idea of a curtsey was not simply bending the knees and hoping for the best.

Her first attempt earned nothing more than a long look. She had gathered the sides of the pink satin skirt as instructed, dipped awkwardly and straightened again with what she considered reasonable speed, only to find Svetlana still standing in front of her with her arms loosely folded.

“That was not a curtsey,” she said. “That was somebody dropping something and changing her mind about picking it up.”

Sasha let the skirt fall around her legs. “You told me to bend my knees.”

“I told you to curtsey. There is a difference, and before this weekend is finished you will understand it.”

The threat, if that was what it was, came in such a calm voice that Sasha could only stare at her. Half an hour earlier she had been searching for a way out. Now she was standing in a bedroom in a pink satin maid’s uniform, white stockings and heels while a Russian heiress criticised the quality of her curtsey.

“Wonderful. I can put it on my CV.”

Svetlana smiled. “Perhaps. First, however, you must learn to walk.”

“I can walk.”

“You can move from one side of a room to another without falling. It is not the same thing. You are to be ultra-feminine, not some fool in a dress.”

She led her from the bedroom into the corridor, and for the first time Sasha saw the house properly in daylight. Calling it a house seemed inadequate. The corridor alone was wider than the sitting room in his flat, with polished wooden floors, tall windows and paintings that looked old enough to require security of their own. A staircase swept down towards a vast entrance hall where morning light spilt across pale stone, and a chandelier hung two storeys above the floor.

No one else was in sight. That made the place feel even larger.

Svetlana stopped at the top of the stairs and turned. “Shorter steps, shoulders back, and stop staring at the floor. You learned some of this last night. I watched you.”

Sasha remembered rather too well the way she had studied him at the party. “Last night I was wearing a Lycra dress and drunk enough not to care.”

“You were also graceful when you stopped thinking about it.”

That comment caught her off guard. Svetlana stepped behind her, placed one hand lightly between his shoulder blades and drew her upright. With the other, she adjusted the position of her elbow until her arm hung naturally rather than stiffly against the satin skirt.

“Your problem is that you still think you are a man. You make yourself smaller because you are afraid of what you can be. You fold your shoulders and look down as if you expect somebody to object to your existence. Sasha does not do that.”

Sasha looked back at her. Svetlana’s expression was perfectly serious, which somehow made the comment more frightening.

They spent the next twenty minutes crossing the landing.

Svetlana made her slow down, then slow down even. The petticoats complicated everything. If Sasha walked too quickly, the layers beneath the satin bounced around her thighs and made the skirt look ridiculous. If she took longer strides, the heels became less stable. Gradually she found the rhythm Svetlana wanted: shorter steps, controlled turns, weight balanced properly rather than thrown onto the front of the shoes.

By the time she reached the far end of the corridor for perhaps the fiftieth time, she no longer needed to watch her feet.

“That is better,” Svetlana said. “Now come back and do not swing your arms like a schoolboy.” Sasha returned with her hands held more quietly at his sides. “Good. When you are waiting, hands together in front of the apron. Not clasped tightly. Relaxed.”

She copied her demonstration. “Like this?”

“Exactly. You learn quickly when you stop complaining.”

Posture came next. Svetlana showed Sasha how she expected her to stand beside a doorway when waiting for instructions and how to move aside without turning her back unnecessarily on whoever she was serving. Some of it was so absurdly formal that Sasha assumed she was inventing rules for her own amusement. The problem was that Svetlana delivered every instruction with such certainty that she could never quite tell.

Whenever Sasha slouched, she corrected her. Whenever she folded her arms, she unfolded them. Twice she stopped Sasha in the middle of the hall merely to straighten the apron or rearrange a curl that had fallen untidily against her cheeks.

“Does that matter?” Sasha asked.

“In this house it does.”

There was no point arguing with that logic because it contained, unfortunately, a practical truth. This was Svetlana’s house, Svetlana’s clothing and, for the moment at least, Svetlana’s weekend.

The curtsey lesson resumed in the drawing room.

It was an enormous space overlooking the lawns, furnished with pale sofas, antique tables and enough polished wood to keep an army of cleaners occupied. Svetlana stood in the centre of the carpet and demonstrated first. Even in trousers she made the movement look effortless, one foot sliding behind the other, knees bending smoothly while she kept her back straight.

“You hold the edges of the skirt lightly,” she explained. “Only enough to lift it. You do not gather half the dress into your fists. Keep your head up until the last moment and make the movement controlled.”

Sasha tried again. This time she went too low and nearly lost her balance.

Svetlana caught her arm before she toppled sideways into an expensive-looking table. “You see why we practise.”

“I thought the entire purpose was to make me look ridiculous.”

“If I wanted you to look ridiculous, I would have left you exactly as you were.”

By the sixth attempt, the movement had stopped feeling entirely unnatural. By the tenth, Sasha could dip without wobbling. Svetlana then made her practise while holding a small tray, which produced another series of failures until she learned to keep her upper body steadier.

The whole process was humiliating.

When Svetlana finally said, “Good, Sasha,” she felt an absurd spark of satisfaction before catching herself. Svetlana noticed immediately.

“You enjoy praise.”

Breakfast arrived late, although not in the way Sasha expected. Svetlana led her into a smaller dining room where coffee, fruit, toast and eggs had already been laid out. Someone else clearly worked on the estate, though whoever it was remained invisible. Sasha briefly considered asking whether there were staff she could appeal to for help, but the thought became less useful when Svetlana told her to sit and eat.

Afterwards, she put Sasha to work.

The first task was dusting the drawing room. Sasha looked around at the tables, shelves, ornaments and picture frames. “You cannot seriously expect me to clean this entire room.”

“I expect you to dust it.”

At that moment, Sasha did something very stupid. She stood there with her hands on her hips and tried to dig her heels in. Svetlana moved quickly. She grabbed Sasha’s wrist in a vice-like grip and pulled her to a nearby couch. Sasha skidded across the floor with a yelp of surprise as, in one fluid motion, Svetlana sat and pulled her over her knee. The back of the skirt came up and five resounding and sharp slaps struck her pantied behind. Apart from the pain across her buttocks, Sasha could feel her face flush with embarrassment, to the point she nearly began crying. Svetlana pushed her off and told her to straighten herself out. There were no words. There didn’t need to be.

Maintaining a grand country house, Sasha soon discovered, required considerably more effort than looking elegant while standing beside a doorway. The heels became uncomfortable within half an hour. The petticoats brushed against furniture whenever she forgot how wide the skirt was, and the white apron attracted dust as if it were designed to betray her. Her behind still stung from the punishment and that was the most embarrassing thing of all. How she had accepted it as if it was quite natural.

Svetlana did not hover constantly. She disappeared for periods, leaving Sasha alone with instructions, then returned without warning to inspect the results. The first time, she ran one finger along the top of a picture frame. Dust.

Sasha stared at the tiny grey line on her fingertip. She cleaned it again.

From the drawing room she moved upstairs to a guest bedroom, where Svetlana taught her how she wanted the bed made. The sheets had to be pulled tight, pillows arranged in a particular order and the coverlet folded evenly across the foot. Sasha had made beds all her life, but apparently not according to the standards of mysterious Russian women with country estates.

By midday the work had expanded into polishing a side table, tidying the entrance hall and carrying a tray of coffee from the kitchen to Svetlana’s study. The tray exercise revealed that all the earlier walking practice had a purpose. With china rattling every time she took an uncertain step, Sasha quickly learned why Svetlana insisted on controlled movement.

She reached the study without spilling anything and placed the tray on the desk.

Svetlana looked up from her laptop. “Very good.”

Sasha automatically folded her hands against his apron.

One eyebrow rose. She knew what she wanted before she said anything.

“Thank you, Svetlana.”

She continued looking at her.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Better.” She sipped her coffee. “You will address me as Mistress at all times, is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Soften your voice. You are a girl, no?”

Sasha softened her voice, feeling that familiar blush of embarrassment. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, say it.”

She paused, her throat tightening and something squirming in her stomach. The hem of the uniform seemed to shift delicately across her stockinged thighs. “Yes, Mistress, I am a girl.”

By early afternoon, her body seemed to remember the rules before her mind did. When she entered a room and found Svetlana there, her steps became smaller and more exact. When Svetlana spoke, her hands settled naturally in front of the apron. If she caught sight of herself in one of the estate’s countless mirrors, she automatically checked her hair and made sure the bow sat properly at her waist.

At times, she could feel every millimetre of the uniform, the panties, the bra, the garter strap and the way the skirt swished across her thighs. It was infuriatingly delicious in a way Sasha could not describe. It made it more difficult to ignore. As if the outfit itself were feminising her more completely that she could ever imagine.

The entrance hall became the final major job of the afternoon. Sasha polished the long console table, straightened flowers and wiped fingerprints from the glass panels beside the front doors. Sunlight poured across the stone floor, catching the pink satin whenever she moved. At one point she stopped near the huge mirror opposite the staircase and hardly recognised the maid reflected there.

The dress no longer seemed quite as outrageous as it had that morning. That thought unsettled her enough that he returned to polishing with unnecessary enthusiasm.

Svetlana appeared at the top of the staircase sometime after four.

“Sasha.”

She turned immediately. “Yes, Mistress?”

Svetlana descended slowly, watching her all the way. When she reached the bottom, she stopped in front of her. Sasha waited with her hands folded, only realising the position when Svetlana glanced down at them.

Her smile appeared. “You have improved.” Svetlana inspected her as though considering the truth of Sasha’s transformation. She retied one loose ribbon at her sleeve and smoothed the apron with both hands. “You will have time to rest shortly. After you prepare for this evening.”

Sasha felt that something monumental was about to happen but her voice still came out softly. “What’s happening this evening?”

“I am having guests.”

He looked towards the immaculate hall. “How many?”

“Ten.”

Sasha stared at her. “Ten?”

“A small gathering.”

“That is not small.”

“For this house it is.”

She looked down at the uniform. “Not…you don’t mean?”

Svetlana gave her the look. It was becoming familiar. Calm, mildly amused and carrying the unpleasant suggestion that Sasha had failed to understand something obvious. There was nothing that she could do except do what she was told.

Svetlana led Sasha back up the stairs to the bedroom, where a new outfit had been laid out on the bedsheets.

Sasha had thought the one she wore was elaborate.

The evening version was something else altogether. The satin was a richer pink, almost pearl-like beneath the light, with crisp white lace around the sleeves and hem. The apron was brighter and more formal, its ruffles perfectly pressed. Fresh white stockings hung beside it, along with another pair of pink heels and a narrow satin ribbon for her hair.

Sasha stared. Svetlana lifted the fresh uniform and held it against her, assessing the colour. “You will look so pretty in this. My guests will be delighted.”

“Please…” Sasha started to say.

“Have you forgotten to address me properly?”

“Sorry…Mistress…But…”

“You will bathe, your makeup will be refreshed, and you will change before the guests arrive. This afternoon was practice for what is to come.”

Sasha looked from the dress to her.

“Practice for what, Mistress?”

Svetlana smiled.

“Tonight, Sasha, you will serve properly.”


Chapter Five: The Femdom Collective

By half past five, the estate no longer felt like the same house Sasha had spent the afternoon cleaning.

Lights had been switched on in rooms she had barely noticed earlier, the dining room had been opened up, and somewhere downstairs soft music had begun playing through hidden speakers. Even the entrance hall seemed more formal, the vast chandelier glowing above polished stone that Sasha had spent far too long wiping clean.

The first outsiders arrived through the kitchen entrance.

The chef was a broad, cheerful woman in her fifties called Marianne, dressed in immaculate whites and carrying herself with the authority of someone who considered every kitchen automatically hers once she entered it. Her assistant, Ellie, was perhaps twenty-five, ponytailed and quick-moving, following with boxes of ingredients and several insulated containers.

Sasha happened to be crossing the rear hall when they arrived, carrying folded napkins against the front of her freshly pressed apron. Marianne looked at her, smiled and said,

“You must be Sasha. Svetlana said there’d be a maid helping tonight. Lovely. Put those in the dining room for me, sweetheart, then come back and I’ll show you where I want the coffee things.”

There had been no hesitation. No double take, no visible attempt to work out what she was looking at. Marianne had simply seen a blonde maid in pink satin and accepted the situation.

Sasha glanced towards Ellie, expecting at least curiosity from someone closer to her own age, but the assistant was already unpacking vegetables onto the worktop. When Sasha continued standing there, Ellie looked up and smiled. “You all right?”

“Yes. Fine.”

“Good. Marianne gets terrifying when prep starts.”

“I heard that,” Marianne called from inside the kitchen.

Sasha carried the napkins away feeling more unsettled than if both women had laughed. That feeling remained throughout the preparations. The evening uniform Svetlana had chosen was indeed even more elaborate than the one Sasha had worn during the day. Fresh pink satin gleamed beneath the lights, the white apron was crisp and perfectly tied, and the new stockings felt almost impossibly smooth against legs that were beginning to ache from the heels. Her makeup had been redone more softly, but with enough definition around the eyes them pop in the most feminine manner.

She looked, Sasha had reluctantly admitted to herself, less like somebody wearing fancy dress than she had at any point since Aggie began this whole ridiculous business.

Svetlana apparently agreed. She entered the dining room while Sasha was arranging cutlery and stopped beside the table. “The knife is too close to the plate.”

Sasha stared at it. Not wanting another spanking, especially in front of people, she replied: “Yes, Mistress?”

Sasha moved the knife.

The table could have seated fourteen comfortably, although only eleven places had been prepared: ten guests and Svetlana at the head. Everything was formal without being ostentatious. White linen covered the table, silver cutlery arranged in precise order. Tall candelabras stood among low arrangements of white roses. The glassware seemed expensive, of course. Sasha had already learned there were separate glasses for water, white wine and red wine, and Svetlana had made her polish every one until she could hold it against the light without seeing the slightest mark.

“You missed one.”

Sasha slowly turned. “Where, Mistress?”

Svetlana pointed towards a wine glass halfway down the table.

Sasha picked it up and held it towards the window. There was, annoyingly, a fingerprint near the base.

She reached for the polishing cloth while Svetlana moved around the table examining the rest. “Tonight is about detail,” she said. “People remember whether a room felt right even when they do not consciously notice why. Straight cutlery. Clean glassware. Candles at the correct height. A maid who looks composed rather than frightened.” She looked at Sasha inquiringly.

“I’m not frightened, Mistress.”

“No, you’re terrified.”

That was true. The idea of being in the presence of guests dressed as Sasha the pretty maid was beyond anything she could ever have imagined. She hoped by the end, Svetlana would have had her fun and would let her go.

Then she caught sight of the girl in the pretty pink maid’s dress and her stomach tightened again.

By six thirty, the dining room had passed inspection. Sasha had folded napkins, carried bottles through from the pantry, checked the entrance hall and learned where coats were to be placed. Svetlana also made her practise opening the front door with a smile, curtsey and a welcome.

Marianne emerged from the kitchen shortly before seven and looked Sasha over while drying her hands. “Very smart. You’ll be carrying the first course from the kitchen, but don’t rush. Better to arrive thirty seconds later than put soup in someone’s lap or down that pretty apron, my girl.”

Sasha smiled despite herself.

Marianne pointed towards the heels. “You seem comfortable in those.”

“Apparently.”

“Then you’re already doing better than the others.”

The remark sent a little shock of realisation through Sasha. She opened her mouth but it was already too late.

Svetlana appeared behind Marianne. “Is everything ready?”

The chef grunted. “Everything is perfect. As usual.” Marianne laughed and disappeared back into the kitchen.

Sasha gave Svetlana an offended look. “Will you let me go after this?”

“I told you yesterday that you were pretty. Today I find you are useful as well.” That wasn’t the answer Sasha was waiting for. Svetlana stepped closer and examined her face. She took a lipstick from her pocket and lifted Sasha’s chin. “You have been biting your lip.”

“I’m nervous, Mistress.”

“Hold still.”

Svetlana refreshed the pink lipstick with the same calm concentration she seemed to apply to everything else. Sasha tried to keep her face neutral, acutely aware of Svetlana standing inches away. When she finished, Svetlana used one fingertip to remove a tiny excess of colour from the corner of Sasha’s mouth, then stepped back. That small, intimate moment sent another squirm through her stomach and made her blush as if some wonderful compliment had been made.

The doorbell rang.

Sasha’s nerves immediately resurfaced and she felt her heartbeat rise. Svetlana looked towards the entrance hall, then back at her.

“You know what to do.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sasha took a shaky breath, adjusted her posture without consciously deciding to and walked towards the front door. Her high heels clicked rhythmically across the hard floor and the skirt swayed against her thighs. She reached the large door, closed her eyes, smoothed her apron and then opened it with what she hoped wasn’t too horrific a smile.

The first guest was perhaps sixty, silver-haired and elegantly dressed in navy silk. She handed over her coat without hesitation and smiled at Sasha in a way that suggested she had been expecting her.

“Good evening.”

“Good evening, ma’am.”

Sasha remembered the curtsey a little late, but at least she remembered it.  The movement came more easily than it had that morning. She lifted the sides of the satin skirt just enough, dipped smoothly and straightened.

The woman’s smile widened.

“Oh, Svetlana has been busy.”

Sasha did not know what that meant and decided it was safer not to ask. But it seemed that the guests all knew who Sasha was and didn’t seem too fussed about it either. In fact, they appeared to be expecting it. That led Sasha to the sneaking suspicion that this evening wasn’t just about the guests – it was about her too.

The second guest arrived less than a minute later, then two more together. The women varied enormously. One was in her early thirties and wore a sharply tailored red trouser suit. Another had long grey hair and the kind of understated jewellery that looked extremely expensive. There was a petite dark-haired woman who spoke with a French accent, a tall Black woman in a dark green evening dress, and a blonde perhaps only a few years older than Sasha who arrived in a chauffeur-driven car and greeted Svetlana like an old friend.

What united them was confidence and the fact that they were not with partners. They seemed accustomed to good houses, expensive clothes and being listened to. And none displayed the slightest surprise at being greeted by Sasha.

That became increasingly unnerving. Several looked at her for longer than necessary. One complimented the dress. Another told Svetlana, within Sasha’s hearing, “You have made excellent progress in such a short time my darling. You really are becoming one of my favourites.”

By the time all ten guests had arrived, she had taken coats, directed women towards the drawing room and carried the first tray of drinks without spilling anything. Svetlana stood near the fireplace entertaining the group, but her eyes found Sasha regularly. A slight nod meant continue. A raised eyebrow meant slow down. Once, when Sasha forgot herself and shifted impatiently from one foot to the other, Svetlana gave her a look so stern that Sasha immediately settled her hands against the apron and stood properly.

Dinner began at eight.

Marianne ran the kitchen with military efficiency. Sasha carried plates while Ellie followed when two people were needed, and between courses she collected empty dishes and refreshed wine. All the lessons Svetlana had imposed during the day began making sense. Smaller steps kept the tray steady. Good posture stopped the uniform looking cumbersome. Waiting quietly beside the wall made it possible to see when somebody needed something without hovering over the table.

Sasha found herself concentrating. She wanted to get it right.

“Careful,” Svetlana said quietly from the head of the table when she threatened to overfill someone’s glass with wine.

Sasha corrected the bottle immediately. “Sorry, Mistress.”

One of the guests clapped once and laughed, her eyes gleaming: “Oh, I do love it when…”

Svetlana cleared her throat. The woman stopped mid-sentence leaving Sasha wondering what she was going to say. Instead, she closed her mouth, rolled her eyes and then said: “More wine when you have some time, young lady.”

For a while the conversation at the table revolved about property markets and equity, something you might expect if a bunch of high-powered men were sitting around a table. Later, the talk had shifted into something Sasha initially assumed was business. Then a woman halfway down the table said, “Mine lasted three weeks before she stopped asking for trousers,” and several others laughed.

Sasha slowed. Svetlana noticed.

“Perhaps you can clear the plates, Sasha.”

Without thinking, she curtsied and said: “Yes, Mistress.”

Another woman said: “Personally, I like a little resistance. A fight can be too easy, don’t you think.”

Later, while serving dessert, Sasha heard the silver-haired woman talking about someone named Michael who had apparently become Michelle for six months. “The problem was that he resisted the name longer than the clothes,” she said. “Once the name settled, everything else followed rather quickly.”

The woman beside her nodded. “Names are important. Clothing changes how somebody looks. A name changes how they think about themselves.”

Sasha nearly dropped the dessert spoon. It was beginning to dawn on her that this was no mere frivolous weekend with a wealthy woman who like to be in control.  One of the other women looked directly at her. “And yours is Sasha?”

She swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.”

“A very good choice.”

Svetlana was smiling.

Throughout the meal there were other fragments. References to training, presentation, wardrobe discipline and someone’s “new little secretary”. None was explained. The women spoke as though they shared a private vocabulary, and Sasha gradually became certain that the evening was not simply a dinner between wealthy acquaintances either.

More disturbing was the way they talked about her.

One complimented her walking. Another asked Svetlana whether Sasha had learned to curtsey that day. Svetlana answered yes, and Sasha found herself demonstrating when requested. The women applauded lightly.

Sasha stood upright with her face burning.

“Very good,” said the woman in green.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Again, the answer came automatically, as if she had no control. Another woman who seemed to be getting increasingly drunk said: “Have you caged her yet?”

Svetlana gave the woman another stern look but then smiled. “All in good time,” she purred. Some of the other women laughed.

The drunk woman scowled a little: “You’ve got to cage them. Sooner the better I think.”

By the end of dinner, Sasha’s feet hurt, her shoulders ached, and her understanding of the evening had deteriorated completely. Yet there was also a small, shameful satisfaction in having survived it. The table looked elegant, the guests were happy and not once had she dropped a glass, tripped over the carpet or made an obvious fool of herself.

When Marianne emerged after dessert and whispered, “Nice work,” Sasha actually smiled.

Coffee and brandy was served in the drawing room.

This was less formal, though no less strange. Some of the women lit up cigars and sat smoking or leaning against the mantlepiece. Sasha carried cups and collected glasses while the other women relaxed in sofas and armchairs. Without the dining table between them, their conversations became more open.

“They all insist they hate the heels at first,” one woman said. “Then you let them back in trainers for an afternoon and suddenly they complain they feel short.”

Another laughed. “Mine became impossible after she discovered silk blouses. Everything had to be silk after that.”

Sasha pretended not to listen. Then somebody mentioned “the Collective”. Only once.

But she heard it.

The final guest left shortly after one thirty.

Sasha stood at the front door, smiled politely and curtseyed for the hundredth and final time. The silver-haired woman paused before stepping outside and looked her over with unmistakable approval.

“I expect we’ll see you again.”

Sasha managed a smile. “Yes, Ma’am.”

The woman glanced past her towards Svetlana.

“Oh, I think so.”

Then she walked down the steps towards the waiting car.

Sasha closed the door. Silence settled over the entrance hall. For the first time all evening, nobody was watching except Svetlana. Sasha sagged against the door.

“My feet are dead.”

Svetlana laughed softly. “Stand straight, remember your training.”

Sasha looked at her.

Something in Svetlana’s voice prevented her from objecting. Okay, the joke is over. Please let me change back now.

Marianne and Ellie had already cleared the kitchen and left by the rear entrance. The dining room would wait until morning. Svetlana led Sasha into the drawing room, where the remains of the evening had been reduced to a few glasses and the fading scent of candles.

“Sit.”

Sasha dropped into one of the armchairs without argument and immediately lifted one foot slightly out of the heel. Svetlana sat opposite. For a while, neither spoke.

Then Sasha asked, “Who were they?”

Svetlana crossed one leg over the other and folded her arms. “Friends.”

“I heard enough to know they weren’t talking about normal hobbies.”

The satin skirt rustled. Svetlana’s gaze followed the movement.

“They are members of a group.”

Sasha waited. “We call it the Femdom Collective.”

She laughed before she could stop herself. “The what?”

“The Femdom Collective. Before you ask, the organisation itself is quite real and it is not a joke.” Sasha studied her. Svetlana continued in the same matter-of-fact tone. “It is an international circle. Women from different countries, different professions and very different backgrounds. What they share is an interest in control, transformation and the possibilities of femininity.”

Sasha felt the room becoming colder despite the fire.

“The possibilities of femininity?”

“Particularly when applied to young men who have never properly considered them.” Sasha remembered the dinner conversations. The comments about names. The half sentences about some form of training.

“Oh, God.”

Svetlana seemed amused. “Tonight was not simply dinner, Sasha. It was a test and an introduction.”

“To what?” Sasha stood. The movement made the petticoats spread around her before settling again. Her legs were trembling. “This has been funny, in a completely insane way, but I’m done now. I want my clothes, my phone and a lift home.”

Svetlana remained seated.

“That will not happen.”

For several seconds, Sasha thought she had misunderstood. “What?”

“I said you will not be going home tonight, tomorrow or any time soon.”

Sasha laughed nervously. “Right. Very funny.”

“I am not joking.”

“You cannot just keep me here.”

Svetlana’s expression barely changed. “You still imagine this weekend was about putting poor little Tommy into a dress for a few hours.”

“That is exactly what it was supposed to be.”

“For you, perhaps.”

“Aggie. She’ll be wondering where I am. She’ll call the police.”

“Tomorrow, you will call her and tell her that you are leaving the country with me.”

“I won’t.”

Sasha stared at Svetlana, waiting for some sign that the performance would end. It did not. Instead, Svetlana stood and for a moment she seemed to tower over Sasha. It was then that he noticed she was holding a riding crop. Her eyes were wide and fierce.

“I am saying that Tommy will not be returning home. Sasha, however, has had an excellent first day. She has learned to walk properly, curtsey, serve, clean and present herself. Ten women have met her and approved of her. It would be a terrible waste to stop now. And we will not be stopping. Your training has only just begun. By the time we have finished, you will accept your new role willingly. You will be Sasha. My pretty little maid.”

Sasha shook her head.

“This is ridiculous.”

“Perhaps.”

“I have a life.”

“Do you,” she slapped the crop against her thigh and Sasha winced. “Bend over the arm of the couch for me.”

The certainty in Svetlana’s voice frightened her. Sasha looked towards the windows. Outside, beyond her own faint reflection, there was nothing but darkness. No streetlights. No neighbouring houses. Only the estate stretching away into the countryside.

She looked back at Svetlana. Then, with a slight sob of defeat, she leaned over the arm of the couch.

“Now, lift your skirt and say ‘yes, Mistress’.”

With shaking hands Sasha slowly reached down and pulled up the back of her skirt, feeling the warm air against her exposed behind. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Now, Sasha, pull down your panties for me.”

Sasha delicately pulled down the satin panties, her chest heaving with another sob. Svetlana stood beside her, the crop resting at her side. “Repeat after me, I am a pretty sissy maid, I will obey my Mistress.”

There was a swish of air and suddenly the crop hit across her buttocks bringing a short, sharp pain. Sasha yelped. “I am a pretty sissy maid…I will obey my Mistress.”

“Again.”

Five more times Svetlana made Sasha repeat the mantra and five more times she brought the crop down, each time a little harder.

“Now, get up and pull up your panties.”

Sasha stood and pulled them up, rearranging her skirts as tears stung her eyes. “You are now property of the Femdom Collective. Your only reason for existence is to serve me as my personal sissy maid. You will be trained to be the most ultra-feminine girl and learn to love your new identity. You will forget who you were before, and you will remain as Sasha from now on.”

Sasha looked down at herself. The pink satin dress that had seemed absurd that morning now fitted with uncomfortable familiarity. The apron lay neatly over the full skirt. Her stockings were still smooth despite the long evening, and even after hours in heels she stood more naturally in them than she had at the party.

Svetlana stepped closer and straightened the white apron where it had twisted slightly during Sasha’s punishment. She smoothed it once, then adjusted the bow at her waist with the same careful precision she had used all day.

Sasha looked up at her.

“You wanted to be Sasha for one night,” Svetlana said. “I simply decided one night was not enough.”

The words settled into the quiet room.

Sasha looked again at the pink satin gathered around her. Somewhere between Aggie laughing in the bathroom, the pub, the party and this enormous isolated house, the joke had changed.

Tommy had dressed as Sasha for one night.

Sasha, it seemed, was going to be staying much longer.


More Feminine Transformations from Emma LaVerne

If you enjoyed watching Tommy’s innocent fancy-dress joke turn into Sasha’s rather more permanent future, there are plenty more transformations waiting for you in Emma LaVerne’s books.

The Feminine Transformation Short Reads series is packed with complete stories you can enjoy in one sitting, each built around a different route into femininity. Weddings, lingerie, maid uniforms, office makeovers, secret dressing, public outings and women who have very definite ideas about what their reluctant projects should be wearing next.

Look out for The Bridesmaid Problem, where an absent bridesmaid leaves one young man with an unexpected vacancy to fill; Saturday Maid, in which a careless boyfriend discovers exactly what his girlfriend means by proper housework; Her Lingerie Drawer, a story of secret dressing that takes an unexpected turn after one very awkward discovery; The Team’s New Girl, where a women’s hockey team decides a peeping young man needs a much closer look at life on their side of the changing-room door; Night Shift Girl, following a shy security guard whose fascination with the women’s department awakens Sarah; and Jennifer’s New Uniform, where a temp job at a prestigious office comes with a rather unexpected dress code.

And if you prefer longer, more detailed transformations, explore Emma LaVerne’s Feminine Transformations series. These full-length stories give the makeovers, training, changing relationships and new identities more room to develop, with transformations that move step by step from the first reluctant change of clothes to something far more complete.

Expect confident women, reluctant men, satin, lace, stockings, heels, makeup, maid uniforms and those dangerous little moments when a character looks in the mirror and realises the joke may have gone much further than expected.

Search Emma LaVerne on Amazon to discover the complete collection.

One Outfit Can Change Everything

Sometimes it begins with a dress.

Sometimes with a dare.

Sometimes with a woman who has already decided what happens next.

But once the transformation starts, going back is rarely as simple as it seems.
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