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Chapter One

In The Beginning
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Sunday, 28th April 2013, I glance at my watch, it is showing 2.20pm, and I have just finished a book, alone in the house. Slowly, I drift off into a light sleep and for some unknown reason my mind starts giving me flash backs and always Claire was ever present. Of course she is the reason I am where I am today, a successful and financially secure woman. As quickly as I dosed off I am suddenly awake, and glancing at my watch see it is 3.00pm a short Nanna nap indeed I thought. My mind still persists on thinking of the past. Just over 11 months ago my life changed completely. On reflection, it really began about 18 years ago, the day my sister and her girl friend suggested I join them in their girlish past time of playing dress ups. Three children around 7 and 8 years old just having fun. I still remember very vividly the pleasure that came over me when I took off all my boy’s clothes and donned my sister’s friend, Claire’s knickers, school blouse and gym slip. Her shoes didn’t fit me, but that didn’t matter as the strange pleasure that came over my whole body just wearing her clothes is engraved in my memory forever. We played this game several times a week after school for well over five months, until one day my Mother caught us playing and told me to stop wearing girl’s clothes.

The dressing up stopped shortly afterwards, primarily because my Mother had us play games where she could see us, but also we moved away from Surrey and went to live in Brighton, and I never saw Claire again after that. As I grew up through my teens until just before turning 25, my desire to wear female clothing never left me. In fact I continued to dress up, but secretly of course, the thought of being caught always terrified me. For my 25th birthday, 19th May 2012, my Sister, Doreen and my Mother took me out to dinner at a nice restaurant on the sea front, and part way through the meal the most amazing thing happened. Coming into the restaurant was a very attractive young woman and I stared at her for more than a moment and thought to myself “why do I feel as though I know her?” Before I could say anything the woman approached our table and said “Mrs Burlington? Peter and Doreen?” We all looked up and my sister, Doreen blurted out “Claire? Is that you Claire O’Hagan?” The attractive woman, with a look of surprise and delight on her face blurted out “Oh my God, I didn’t recognise you at first, Doreen, and Peter, you’re all grown up also, Oh my God!” “We are celebrating my 25th birthday Claire so please join us for dinner” I said. “I would like that very much” replied Claire. The evening went very quickly and eventually the owner came over and asked us to settle the bill as he wanted to close up. Claire gave me her phone number and asked that Doreen and I get together with her soon so that we could all catch up with each other over a drink.

It was Friday evening, almost a week has gone by since meeting Claire after all those years, so I decided to give her a call and after a couple of rings she answered the phone. We exchanged pleasantries and she suggested that Doreen and I come round to her place for drinks tomorrow. “I would love to” I told her “but Doreen is out of town for the weekend”. “Not a problem, you come anyway Peter, it will be great to catch up” said Claire “how about 7.00ish? See you then”.

Sharp at 7.00pm I rang her door bell and shortly heard the sound of her heels walking on floor and when she opened the door, she was a sight to behold. She was wearing a knee length black chiffon dress slightly flared, with matching stockings or pantyhose. “Lovely to see you Peter, do come in, through there to the lounge” After offering me a glass of Sauvignon Blanc we sat down on the sofa and chatted away bringing each other up to date with how are lives had developed over the years.

When she returned from refilling our glasses, completely out of the blue she asked “Do you still remember those days when Doreen and I used to dress you up in our clothes?” Another bombshell was dropped almost without pausing “I always thought you looked quite pretty dressed in my school uniform, you could almost have been taken for a girl, Peter”. I felt my face go red hot and I must have been blushing quite badly but before I could utter a word, Claire piped in with “have you ever thought about those days since then Peter, I always remember that you seemed quite happy wearing my school clothes?”

I continued to blush and sort of stammered “yes, well, um, I did quite like dressing up but once my Mum caught us I didn’t do it any more”. “Oh come on Peter”, she said teasingly, “don’t tell me you haven’t worn any female clothing for the past 20 years?” I didn’t know what to say, I just fidgeted around on the sofa and without even thinking “I dress up in women’s clothes whenever I can” I just blurted out. ”I have to wait until Mum and Doreen are out of the house though”. “Don’t worry Peter, your secret is safe with me, and it is nothing to feel ashamed of. Let’s face it isn’t the feel of satiny panties far better than those male cotton jockeys? Be honest, they feel great don’t they?” I sort of stammered out “yes they are very nice”, and with that Claire got up and refilled our glasses and no more was said on the subject. “My goodness, I exclaimed, is that the time? I must be off as I have to travel to London first thing, to prepare for a very important meeting on Monday. Thank you for a very pleasant evening Claire, we must do it again sometime”. “How about next Saturday” asked Claire “You could come for dinner, say 5.30pm for pre-dinner drinks?” “I don’t know” I said, “Oh come on Peter, I won’t eat you and it could be fun”. “Alright then, but I insist on bringing the wine”. Claire gave me a sweet peck on my cheek as she showed me out.

Saturday came round very quickly and with a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc, I headed off to Claire’s, ringing her door bell precisely at 5.28pm. She answered the door wearing a pair of tailored slacks and a mohair jumper and ushered, or should I say, ‘Gushered’ me into the lounge. She immediately poured us a drink and sat down opposite me in a leather lazy boy, and just came out with it. “I’ve been thinking about our little chat last week Peter, and how awkward it must be for you to secretly have to dress up in female clothing, always running the risk of your Mum or Doreen returning unexpectedly. How would you like dress up here in my flat? It would be so much more pleasurable for you now Peter, because as you know women’s clothing is much more sexy than school uniforms, and no fear of being caught unexpectedly?” I just froze to the spot, almost dropping my wine glass. “Cat got your tongue Peter?” “No, er, no it’s just that, just that you took me quite by surprise” I stammered “But, yes, I still do enjoy dressing up”. Damn, I thought, am I going to regret my confession?

“I had a feeling you would say something like that Peter, and I have a wee surprise for you. Pop your glass down and follow me, and off she went heading to what I assumed was her bedroom”. I sat there for a few moments trying to guess what her surprise might be, and a feeling of excitement was welling up inside me. “Come on Peter we haven’t all night, I need to finish preparing dinner” she said, popping her head round the bedroom door. 

So up I got and followed her into the bedroom, and boy, what a surprise! Laid out neatly on the bed was a pair of pink lacy panties, matching camisole, bra, and suspender belt. A sheer white blouse, black pencil skirt, and a pair of white shoes, with at least 4 inch heels, not to forget black stockings. “Surprise!” exclaimed Claire, “slip out of those male clothes and pop those on for me. It will be just like old times” If there is anything there that you need a hand with Peter, just call out to the kitchen, I’ll be getting dinner ready” And with that she left the room, closing the door behind her.

I stood there for a few moments surveying the feminine clothes. I did not anticipate having any problems as I had worn all the laid out garments quite frequently. “What the hell” I said out loud, “off with my male gear, and let the dressing up commence”. First I put on the suspender belt and being very careful not to snag the sheer stockings, I gently slid them over my legs and attached them to the suspenders. I struggled to put on the bra, as usual, but that too was a good fit, and then came the slip, blouse and skirt. After tucking the blouse into the skirt, I slipped into the high heel shoes, and took a wobbly step towards the mirror. I gazed at myself in the mirror and not only was I very pleased with what I saw, but the feelings that I had at that moment were absolutely wonderful.

With a bit of trepidation I opened the door and headed to the lounge, “Wow, you look stunning Peter, no that won’t do, you look stunning Madeleine, said Claire all in the one breath. ”I think I will call you Madeleine, or do you have another name you might prefer?” I thought about it for a moment and said “No, Madeleine is just fine, thank you Claire”. “Well Madeleine, dinner is cooking and it will be ready in about 20 minutes, so while it is cooking” said Claire. “Let’s go back to the bedroom, I have one more surprise for you” and off she trotted with me following behind. “Sit on the stool in front of the mirror, Madeleine, we need to put some makeup on you”. “Well that is something new” I blurted out, “you certainly have surprised me tonight, Claire, and thank you”. Very professionally Claire applied foundation, eye shadow and eye liner, put mascara on my lashes, which tended to make them longer, and chose a pale pink lip gloss to compliment my lingerie that was showing through my blouse. “Finally” she said “Now for the finishing touch”, and reaching into a draw she produced an auburn, shoulder length wig and expertly adjusted it on my head. “What do you think, Madeleine? Don’t you think you look like a very pretty girl?” I looked in the mirror and couldn’t believe what I saw. Staring back at me was indeed a very pretty young woman, I just couldn’t believe it was me. “Thank you so much Claire, never in my entire life did I ever imagine me looking so pretty. I even feel as though it is quite natural for me”. “I am so pleased you are happy Madeleine, let’s take a selfie, two girls enjoying a night together” she said, and with that Claire got out her phone and we posed together, with Claire taking several selfies of us and a couple of photos with me posing in several positions.

We went back into the lounge and had a pleasant meal and chatting in general, and the night just slipped away. At no stage during the evening did I feel conscious of the clothes I was wearing or how I looked, I was in seventh heaven and enjoying every minute. However, at around midnight I said to Claire “ I want to thank you for a very special evening, and all the clothes you bought me, but it is time for me to get changed and head off home, but I would love to do this again another time”. “Don’t worry Madeleine, you will indeed do it again sometime, in fact very soon” said Claire, “I have also bought you a baby doll nighty and you should stay the night”. “Don’t let’s spoil a lovely night” I replied “I will go and change into my normal clothes and be off”. “I’m afraid not” said Claire “I have hidden your male clothes in my lock up garage down the road. Here’s the key but you’ll have go down there dressed as you are, and fetch them. Your choice, off down the road, lots of people about on a Saturday, or sleep over. A real Hobson’s choice so I turned to Claire, “I guess I’m sleeping over tonight, Claire”. “Great” Claire said excitedly. ”Then be a good girl Madeleine, take those clothes off, clean the makeup off your face and slip into your nighty, I’ve made up the bed in the spare room.” I just stood there, dumbfounded, a mild panic coming over me. “Ok, a jokes a joke, Claire, so please let me have my clothes back and I will be on my way” I said in a trembling voice. “I’m off to bed now Madeleine, you’ve got the garage key and can leave any time, or you can change into your nighty, your choice. Close the door behind you if you decide to leave, or I’ll see you in the morning”, and with that Claire turned and went to her bedroom leaving me to decide on what I wanted to do.
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Chapter Two

The Plot Thickens.
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I was woken out of a deep sleep to the cheerful sound of Claire. “Good morning Madeleine, and how did my new girlfriend sleep? I trust that the nighty fitted you just fine?”. “There’s a dressing gown on the end of the bed, just pop it on and come out for breakfast. Don’t be too long or it will get cold” And with that she turned on her heals and headed to the Kitchen. I lay there for a moment recounting the events of the previous night. The pleasure of being transformed into a pretty girl, wearing all those lovely feminine clothes and spending an evening chatting just like two girlfriends do. Obviously I decided not to walk the streets in women’s clothing, and reluctantly took off the makeup, my feminine attire and slipped into the cute pink satin baby doll nighty that barely covered my backside. My God, I thought I DO enjoy dressing as a woman. I slipped the silky dressing gown over my nighty, popped my feet into fluffy pink slippers and strolled out to confront Claire. As much as I enjoyed last night’s experience, it had to stop there, so once breakfast was over I would put on my male clothes and head off home. With those thoughts, I headed off to the kitchen from where the smell of freshly brewed coffee was wafting down the hall.

“Good morning Madeleine did you sleep well? Let’s eat our breakfast as we have a busy day ahead of us” greeted Claire. “We need to talk about that Claire” I said “Although I enjoyed dressing up last night, I must insist on you giving me back my clothes and I will be on my way after breakfast”. “What’s the rush Madeleine? It’s Sunday and I thought we could spend the day together, getting to know each other better. In fact since you can easily pass off as a girl, we could go out later and have a coffee somewhere” responded Claire. “OK that’s enough Claire, I’m starting to get angry; give me my damn clothes and I’m out of here” I said quite angrily. “So do you intend walking out of my flat in your nightwear Madeleine? Because they’re the only clothes you will be wearing until we get ready to go out in public as a girl” Claire retorted with an air of authority. “Do you remember all those photos we took last night Madeleine? Well I have uploaded them onto my Cloud files, and if you don’t start behaving like a good girl and doing as you are told, I will publish them for the world to see. DO I make myself clear Madeleine?” Claire sounded quite stern and very serious.

I was utterly dumbfounded and totally helpless, I knew where my male clothing was, but Claire had reclaimed her garage key and I wasn’t sure if she would carry through with her threats of exposure. So, I decided to play along and see where it led. “Have it your way Claire” I said in a somewhat resigned tone, and sitting down at the table I asked “Would you please pass me the marmalade Claire, I’m feeling a bit peckish”. “Certainly Madeleine” replied Claire with a smug smile on her face. “After breakfast” she continued “we will have a shower, separately of course, and then I will show you how to apply your own makeup, and you can dress in your new clothes again, Madeleine. Around 12.00ish I thought we could then go for a drive into Worthing, I know a nice coffee shop there run by a good friend of mine”. ”What dressed as a woman I stammered?” “Of course” snapped Claire, “You haven’t anything else to wear, have you?” She enquired. “Now where was I? Oh yes, after coffee we go for a walk along the promenade, how does that sound, Madeleine? It will be fun won’t it?” I was terrified, and it took all my will power to stop peeing myself. I didn’t know if I was trembling with excitement or the fear of being exposed, but one thing was for sure, Claire was determined to do this and I had no alternative but to be a “good girl” and go along with her wishes.

I didn’t make too bad a job at applying my makeup and here I was, once more, dressed in my lingerie, blouse and skirt, looking the part of a pretty young woman. “Here, take this cardigan Madeleine” Claire spoke, interrupting my thoughts “it may be a bit chilly outside. Right, off we go then, let’s get in the car and head off to Worthing for a pleasant Sunday afternoon together”.

It was a pleasant 30 minute drive along the Sussex coast to Worthing and Claire parked the car outside a quaint Coffee Shop, “Sea View” it was called. I was trembling when I got out of the car as I could see through the window of the shop that it was fairly busy. “Come along Madeleine, my friend has reserved us table at the back of the café, seeing as how frightened you are” Claire said, and taking me gently by the arm we went into the Café. “Hi Claire”, called out a rather petite smiling woman, “I’ve saved you a table over here”. “Rosie”, said Claire “Let me introduce you to my dear friend Madeleine”. “Madeleine, say hello to Rosie” she politely demanded. In a squeaky kind of voice I said “Hello Rosie, pleased to meet you”. “The pleasure is all mine, a friend of Claire’s is a friend of mine she whispered in my ear”. Leaning over to Claire, Rosie said “She is such a pretty woman, I quite like her”. “As a matter of fact” whispered Claire, “she is actually a he and I am introducing him to the joys of femininity”.

Oh my God, I didn’t know where to look and I felt as though I was about to collapse at the knees, as I staggered over to our table and sat down. I could feel myself blushing, even with makeup on. “Well” said Rosie, “you certainly had me fooled” and bending forward over my trembling body she whispered “Don’t worry, Madeleine, Claire will take very good care of you and I am sure that by the time she has finished with you, you will indeed want to continue to behave and act as a woman, and thoroughly enjoy the experience”. And with that she was off to get us our scones and coffee,

“Why did you embarrass me like that Claire?” I retorted, “it’s hard enough trying to play my part in this charade, without telling your friend that I am a male. What if other patrons had overheard you”, I stammered, “Oh stop being a silly girl, Madeleine, nobody overheard me telling Rosie, so just let’s get on and enjoy our day together”.  Over coffee we didn’t say too much, I was still very nervous about what to expect for the rest of the day, but here I was out on a sunny afternoon dressed as a woman and facing the prospect of going for a walk in public dressed in female clothing.

We finished our coffees, thanked Rosie for her hospitality and headed for the door. “Enjoy your afternoon you two, and I hope to see you again Madeleine, it was nice meeting you”. Ten minutes later Claire parks the car on the Promenade and we start walking along the sea front. We stop to buy an ice cream then back towards the car. “Before we head hone Madeleine I need to have a pee so we can pop into M & S, and no doubt you will want one also” and with that she took me into the store  and then to the ladies toilets. For the first time that afternoon I felt safe and secure in my own cubicle, away from the gaze of Claire’s controlling looks.

Barely a word was spoken on the way home and once inside Claire’s flat I felt safe and relieved. “How about a nice relaxing glass of wine Madeleine? Claire said fondly. “After that we can have a fashion parade and then we can get take-away for dinner”. “That sounds fine, Claire, Let me pour the wine please, you have been very good to me today”. “That would be nice, and you’ve poured the wine I would like to have a serious chat with you” responded Claire.

I returned with the wine and sat opposite Claire, on the sofa. “Well Madeleine, today seemed to enjoy wearing female clothes and going out in public wasn’t too bad, and quite honestly I enjoyed watching you get pleasure from wearing them. When my Step Father died a couple of years ago he left me a tidy fortune, and I no longer have to work, nor will I ever have any financial concerns for the rest of my life. The truth is, I am bored and lonely, and all my previous, so called friends, apart from a few, only wanted my company for the money. I feel it is different with you, you have not asked me for anything and willingly went along with the little game we have played. I have a proposition for you and you don’t have to make a decision straight away”. “What I am proposing, Madeleine”, she continued, “is for you to move in with me and be my confidante and female companion. I will open a bank account in your name and only you will have access to the money, but I will deposit a regular weekly payment into the account, the equivalent of twice your current weekly wage. There will only be two conditions. Firstly, you will be my FEMALE companion at all times, and secondly you will commit to me for a minimum of 6 months. After that time, if either of us decides to end the arrangement we would mutually and amicably go our separate ways.” She paused for a moment, looking for any sign of approval from me, and then continued. “Obviously you would have to resign from you job and move into my flat with me, and no male clothes would be allowed on the premises. Once you walk through my front door you will become Madeleine for 6 months, but I will promise you an enjoyable and satisfying experience. If, on the other hand” she continued “you decide that the female life is not for you then I will hand over all the photos I took of us, I will pack away all your feminine attire and we will each go our separate ways”.

I just sat there, unable to say a word. Did I just imagine all that, a life of luxury, living life as a woman, no need to work, and a healthy bank balance at the end of it all?. “No need to make a decision right now” interrupted Claire. “What I suggest is that we spend the remainder of the day as planned, and tomorrow morning I will give you back your male clothing and you can head off to work and live your life as normal. Should you decide to take up my offer, then the following Friday, two weeks from now, you will return to my flat, by 6.00pm, and of course you will have resigned from your job, and your new life will begin. HOWEVER, if you don’t turn up by 6.00pm then I will conclude that you have decided to continue living your current life and I will continue my life without you.” 

Claire went off and refilled our glasses and when she returned I looked her straight in the eyes and said “Claire, what you are proposing is both exciting and frightening, and needs serious consideration. I need time on my own, away from this feminine influence, to weigh up all the options, and although I do indeed love wearing female clothing, I am just not sure that I want to live every waking minute as a woman.” “Fair enough Peter, (she let slip my real name, or was it deliberate?) It is your decision and yours alone. I too have enjoyed this weekend but at the end of the day if that is all you want, and will be happy pinching your sister’s lingerie from now on, then that will be your choice. We will leave it like that, and Friday week, one way or another I will know what you have decided.”

“Thank you, very much Claire, I promise you I will give your proposition my upmost careful consideration over the coming weeks. Meanwhile, how about we have another drink?” The next few hours we spend chatting about our hobbies and we were interrupted at one stage by the door bell ringing. “Will you get that Madeleine? It will be the Pizza boy” called out Claire from the kitchen “The money is on the hallway table”. Maybe the wine was giving me some confidence, but without a second thought I grabbed the £20 bill, strode to the door and took delivery of our dinner.

After we had eaten the pizza and opened another bottle of wine Claire gazed my way. “You know, Madeleine, that black skirt and white blouse look quite stunning and professional on you, in fact I am sort of jealous of the way you look. It is a perfect fit, sits nicely on your hips and it’s just the right length to show off your cute legs”. “Why thank you Claire, you will never know how happy those words mean to me”, I replied. “These last two days have been really outstanding, and if someone had told me earlier in the week that I would be spending the weekend as a women, I would have laughed at them and told them to go see a Doctor”. We simultaneously started to giggle and Claire got up from the lazy boy and came over and sat beside me on the sofa, and gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “I too, have enjoyed the time we have spent together, Madeleine, and I am hoping that you will come back to me in a couple of weeks” said Claire, the words sounding truly sincere. “Anyway”, continued Claire, “it is time to call it a night and tomorrow you have to get up and go to work. I too have to be away early as I am off to Paris for a few days, so just let yourself out in the morning. Goodnight Madeleine, and thank YOU for sharing your weekend with a lonely woman.” “It is me who should be thanking you for such an enlightening experience”, I replied, and with those words I headed for the bathroom to remove my make up before putting on my nighty and going to bed.
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Chapter Three

More of the Same
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Claire was sitting in her apartment, having just returned from two weeks in Paris. She had planned to spend only a few days there, but had decided to remain longer so that she could be alone, something she didn’t often enjoy. Tomorrow was Friday, and the burning question on her lips was, will Peter be knocking on my door around 6.00pm. She accepted that the decision was out of her hands, but deep down she actually wanted him to turn up, she finished her wine and decided to run a bath and then go to bed.

Friday morning and Claire wanted everything to be just right. She had arranged for her cleaner to come in and tidy up the apartment, and whilst that was in progress she went off to her Hairdresser, followed by a manicure and pedicure. Claire consciously chose a nice pastel pink nail polish, just like the colour she had put on my lips. “Wow, that seems an eternity ago” she idly thought, as the Manicurist deftly applied the nail polish. A spot of lunch at her favourite café and it was off to the bottle store where she purchased a case of a good Sauvignon Blanc, and an expensive bottle of Champagne, just in case there was reason to celebrate tonight.

She arrived back home around 4.00ish, put the bubbles in the fridge to chill and settled down with a cup of coffee. “Even if Peter doesn’t turn up tonight” she said out loud, “I can open the bubbles and drown my sorrows all on my own”. Off to the bathroom for a shower and Claire spent extra time getting herself ready, and she decided to wear all black tonight, the Basque, slip, panties, bra, stockings and the Chiffon dress she wore the first time Peter came round. In the hope that Peter did turn up she went into Madeleine’s room and laid out almost the identical clothing. “I hope I didn’t waste money on these” she thought aloud, “I know Madeleine would like them, oh well I can give them to Peter as gift if he decides not to take up my offer”.

5,55pm and Claire’s hands were getting a little clammy and she was starting to get the feeling that Peter had decided not to try a new life with her. Claire’s throat started to tighten up and she felt tears starting to well up in her eyes. Ding Dong, the doorbell startled her, and her heart started pounding. “Oh please, please be Peter” she mumbled under her breath as she slowly opened the door. There I was, standing in the hallway, a bottle of bubbly in one hand and a beautiful bunch of Roses in the other. “You look stunning this evening, Claire, aren’t you going to invite me in?” I asked. After what seemed an eternity Claire reached for my arm and said “Of course, please come in, I am so pleased you came by tonight” We walked together into the lounge and before Claire could say anything I spoke. “I have decided to take you up on your offer Claire. I have left all my male clothing at my Mother’s” and laughingly I continued. “I have told her that I am off to Africa to become a missionary. With a bit of luck you will have some feminine clothes waiting for me in my bedroom but if not, no big deal, we can sit and celebrate with the bubbly I bought, unless of course you have had a change of heart, Claire.

“Don’t be silly Peter, in all honesty, I would have been distraught if you hadn’t shown up tonight, and yes there is a complete matching outfit for you put on, laying on your bed. So go and change into proper clothes and I will come in and do your makeup if you want”, she gushed with excitement. “No I think I will be fine, I have done a bit of research on YOUTUBE” I replied. “OK then Peter, off you go then and as soon as you have taken off your male clothing just toss it in the hallway and I will dispose of it for ever. I will also make us some nibbles to have with our wine”. With that I was gone, and in just under an hour the new ‘me’, Madeleine, strolled down the hallway into the lounge. “Wow Madeleine, you look extremely pretty tonight, here take this glass of Bubbles, I would like to make a toast. To my new found girlfriend, Madeleine, and here’s to a happy and fun loving six months, or longer” she whispered at the end. I raised my glass, clinked it against Claire’s glass and, in a very sincere voice said “thank you Claire for giving me the opportunity to experience life as your female companion. I will do my upmost to live up to your expectations, and I’m looking forward to being tutored by you” With that I downed the champagne in one gulp and giggled like an excited school girl!

Curiously Claire asked “That was a deliberate choice of words there Madeleine, why did you used the word “tutored”? “Very simple” I replied; “for 25 years I have lived my pre-ordained life as a male, occasionally trying on female clothes and often having naughty thoughts, but at the end of the day my role was masculine. Then along comes an opportunity to experience life as the opposite sex, something I have no real experience in. Even the clothes I am wearing now, you picked out and purchased for me. I guess I believe that for me to fulfil your expectations of me becoming your female companion, I will have to be trained how to talk, walk, sit and dress as a woman. I will obviously need someone to teach me, hence the choice of word”.

“I see” said Claire, “I hadn’t really thought about it in that light, it started out as a fun role play the other afternoon and it suddenly occurred to me that both of us could enjoy a much longer period re-defining our lives. But you are right, I must become your teacher, and you, my pupil. It will, of course, require a total commitment from you Madeleine, as we will have to develop our roles.” What do you have in mind, for example”, I asked. “Well a couple of things immediately spring to mind Madeleine, firstly you will have to work on your voice. Remember how the Bee Gees suddenly sang in falsetto voices? Well you will have to train your voice the same way. It won’t be 100% female but certainly a lot better than the deeper male tones. This will be particularly important when you go off shopping on your own sometime down the track. Another thing springs to mind and that is your flat chest. I will have a Doctor friend of mine prescribe some Oestrogen hormones for you, and over time your breasts may develop naturally”. “Hold on a minute” I blurted out, “Do we have to be quite so drastic?” Claire’s response was very quick! “Do women speak with a deep voice” she asked, “do they have flat chests, or nicely formed breasts? Do I need to continue”? She enquired. “I suggested, and you agreed, to commit fully to being my female companion and for this to work we have to fully immerse ourselves in the challenges ahead. If you are having 2nd thoughts Madeleine, then go back to your Mother, but remember your male clothing has been thrown out. What’s it to be Madeleine, humiliation in front of your Mother, or happiness and fun times with me? I want an answer NOW” she demanded. I sheepishly looked up at her, and in my first attempt at falsetto I squeaked out “I want to be your female companion and I will try and be a good and willing pupil Claire”. “That’s much better Madeleine, now come over here, give me a big hug and let’s enjoy the wine and the rest of the evening together. Your adventure will start tomorrow”. 

I woke to a bright sunny day slipped on my dressing gown and slippers and went out to the kitchen. Claire was already up and dressed. “Oh, you’re up Madeleine, did you have a good sleep?” enquired Claire. “Yes thank you Claire, one of the best sleeps I have had in a long time” I replied. “Help yourself to whatever you want for breakfast, I have to pop down to the shops but I won’t be long. While I’m away Madeleine you should take a shower and put your make up on and when I return I will help you get dressed, won’t that be fun?” Claire asked, with a hint of mischief in her voice. “Sounds like I’m going to get some new clothes” I replied “I hope I will be pleased”.

Within minutes I was alone in the house so I had some toast and coffee for breakfast, and decided to run a nice bubble bath and smell all feminine for when Claire returned. I was just finishing applying my make up when I heard the front door open. “It’s me Madeleine” Claire called out, “I’m in the bedroom Claire, just finishing my makeup”. Shortly afterwards Claire walked in holding a couple of Shopping bags. “Mm, you smell nice Madeleine, I guess you found the bubble bath, it’s one of my favourites. Today I have decided that we will work on your figure, and start on reshaping your body”, whereupon she opened one of the bags to reveal what looked like a lace up corset. “Ah you recognise what this is don’t you Madeleine? Have you ever worn one?” She asked. “No I have never seen the need to wear one” I responded. “Well now is the time to start” said Claire. “Slip out of your dressing gown, put on your white bra and come over here and step into this corset.” I dutifully did as I was asked and Claire proceeded to put the corset around my waist. “For the next 10 minutes or so, Madeleine, I need you to take a very deep breath and hold your tummy in. That’s a good girl and now I am going to tighten the laces so that you will have a nice trim waistline. There, that’s all done Madeleine, you can let your breath out now”. What a tight restriction I felt around my waist and to my surprise, nothing happened when I let my breath go, the space was now taken up by the restrictive girdle. “I can hardly breathe Claire, can you let it out a little” I pleaded. “Don’t worry you will get used to it” Claire assured me, ‘This is an example of what we women go through to look pretty” she added. “We will do this every morning for the next month, Madeleine, and by then you should start to see a change in your body line”.

Slowly I adjusted my breathing so that the girdle didn’t hurt quite as much and then Claire approached me with her second shopping bag. “I can’t get to the Doctor until tomorrow, to get the breast hormones, so until your boobs start to form themselves naturally, which will probably not be for at least two or three months, you will have to settle for a pair of falsies”. Said Claire. “Now pay attention Madeleine and I will show you how to put this padding between your chest and Bra” and she immediately produced two rubbery looking wads of silicon filled plastic. She showed me how to insert them in the bra cup, so that the two wads sat at the base of the bra cup. “Well done, Madeleine, your boobs certainly have more shape to them, and from now on you are to wear these inserts every time you put on your bra. Now for your day wear whilst around the house”. She smiled a cheeky smile and from out of the final bag she produced a knee length, denim pinafore dress. “Does that remind you of anything?” enquired Claire. I looked at the dress and excitedly exclaimed “It reminds of me a lot of your school uniform, the first bit of female clothing that I ever wore. Thank you so much Claire, it is very thoughtful of you” I said, trying to hide my excitement. “You are very welcome, Madeleine, so finish getting dressed and we shall have a cuppa before continuing with your training.

This was to be our routine for the next two weeks, Claire squeezing me into the corset every morning and me putting in the falsies and getting dressed into my uniform. My training each day involved practicing the right posture, how to walk in high heels with confidence, and of course perfecting my voice so that each day I sounded more and more feminine. Claire also started to teach me how to cook, nothing elaborate, but certainly very nutritious and healthy. We were sitting down for morning tea one day, I had just baked a batch of date scones, when Claire said “Maddy”, she had started calling me this lately, “I am very pleased with your progress and I think you are ready for the next phase of your development. Once a month, from now on, I am arranging for a Manicurist, and Beauty Consultant to visit us here in the apartment. We will both get a manicure and pedicure and she will start to shape your finger nails to give them a feminine look. The Beauty Therapist is going to give you a total body wax, so that any masculine hair will be removed from your body. It may hurt the first time but with regular waxing, and the effects of the hormone pills, your body hair may disappear for ever”. I looked up at Claire – “the pedicure and manicures sound fine Claire, but I’m a bit nervous about the waxing” I said. “Don’t fret Maddy, you will get used to it, just like the wearing of the girdle. That doesn’t bother you anymore does it, and the end result has certainly been worth it?” Laughingly she continued, “I am even getting a bit jealous of your figure.” I laughed also, “no worries Claire, you have looked after me so far and I have no complaints, let’s eat our scones before they get cold”.
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