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      Eliza did not like this part of her evening. Every day, she walked home from her job at the public library. And every day, she was subjected to the high society crowd as they emerged from the latest theatre performance at Covent Garden. She didn't particularly want to walk through the wealthy and powerful at that moment. It just happened to be that the quickest route from the library to her small apartment passed through Covent Garden.

      And with the theatres letting out at this time of evening, that meant there were droves of high society people on the street. Every day she felt out of place, surrounded by people so much wealthier than her. But that was the way life had gone. Her family had no money of their own. Eliza had been forced to find a job where she could in order to live in the city. She just considered herself lucky to serve both the public and the books she held so dear.

      However, while she tried not to pay any attention to the men and their high society bimbos, she couldn't help it. The women were just so extreme. Their huge tits on display, often barely concealed by the tight outfits they wore. And their voices, all high-pitched, giggly, and very little to say. Not that there was a bimbo brain inside their pretty, vacant heads that held anything of substance to share with the world. No, a bimbo was just for show. A bimbo's place was on the arm of a rich man who could afford such luxuries as a woman to show off.

      And yet as much as Eliza was turned off by these high society bimbos, she also couldn't help but envy them a bit. There was a part of her that would love nothing more than to rise above her station and become a lady of leisure. She would be pampered and never have to worry about earning her keep again. It wasn't the bimbo part that appealed to her. She was much too fond of reading and learning new things for her brain to turn off that much. But the life of luxury and all that money was certainly something that drew her eye.

      That night was no different than the countless others before. Eliza stepped aside for another group as she attempted to get by unnoticed, but was not to have such luck. A man sneered at her as he noticed her presence. "How rude," he said. "Someone of your kind should not even be here. I hate how we must even see the riffraff."

      "I'm sorry, Sir," Eliza said, bowing her head a bit, even though she could not have said exactly what she was sorry about. "I just want to get by and be on my way."

      "That would be much better than listening to you prattle on like that." He waved her forward. "I can't abide someone who talks like she has thoughts in her head."

      Eliza bowed her head again before turning and moving forward. The man's comments stung her. Not that they had never been spoken to her before. It was her voice and accent that always gave away her lack of wealth. The bimbos of high society spoke with such light, lilting tones that they would never be mistaken for someone from the lower classes.

      Meanwhile, nearby, two men were in deep conversation. "It's all about the mindset. There's a psychology around it. It's more than just looks."

      "But looks are important. You can't have a bimbo without the tits."

      "Tits are merely a decoration, my good sir. What makes a bimbo a bimbo is what takes place in her mind."

      "Or what doesn't take place in her mind. You are a man who is very dedicated to the bimbo cause, but I notice you are not accompanied by one tonight. Might I ask your name?"

      "Henry Higgins, professor of psychology, at your service. And you, sir?"

      "Henry? I traveled all the way from India to see you. I'm Colonel Kit Pickering. I've read your papers, your books. Your work in bimbo psychology is revolutionary."

      "Kit Pickering? And I was about to travel to India to see you. Your contributions to the field have been very inspiring to me. Your theories around bimbos and social class have been an underpinning of my work. I'm pleased you came to see me."

      "Excuse me," Eliza said as she tried to maneuver around the two men who now stood in her path.

      The men continued to talk amongst themselves without regard for Eliza, their voices blending into the cacophony of evening chatter that filled Covent Garden's cobblestone streets. Their privileged tones carried weight and importance that Eliza, despite her academic background, could never command in such a setting. She knew her best bet would be to move on and leave them alone, to slip away like a shadow in the fading light and retreat to the sanctuary of her small apartment, where books didn't judge one's social standing. Unfortunately, she was not one to let others get the last word, especially when the comments were about her voice, her education, her very worth as a woman in this society of extremes. Something in her rebelled against being treated as invisible, a mere obstacle in the path of men whose status elevated them above considering anyone beneath them as fully human. Her fingers curled into slight fists at her sides, a small, defiant gesture against the injustice of it all.

      "I just want to get through," she added, making her presence known.

      That drew both of the men's attention.

      "What an interesting case," Henry said. His voice was smooth, confident, and rich.

      "How so?" asked Kit. He had a deeper voice, and his clothes seemed even finer. He was older, too. There was a distinguished nature about him, although unlike the other well dressed gentleman outside the theatre, these two men did not have bimbos on their arms.

      "This specimen. She is the very definition of the low born."

      Eliza wanted to scoff. She was not an animal to be poked at, not some rare butterfly to be pinned in a collector's display case for their amusement. Her fingers tightened around the worn strap of her book satchel, the leather warm from her grip, the books inside a solid weight that reminded her of who she was: someone with knowledge and thoughts, not just some specimen to be catalogued. It was hard for her to hide the frustration at being talked about so, as if she were not right there in front of them, invisible save for her apparent failings, her accent a betrayal in their refined ears. Heat pricked at her cheeks despite the cool night air, and she fought the urge to set them straight, to tell them exactly how she felt about their condescending remarks.

      "I've always wondered if it's possible to teach a woman to become a bimbo."

      "Is it really that hard?" Kit asked. "Surely you just get her to think about makeup and clothes and then you get some of the latest cosmetic upgrades."

      "But it comes back to the psychology of it all," Henry said. "It takes the right type of woman."

      "And you're an expert in that," Kit said, sarcasm dripping from his voice. It was notable how neither man had a bimbo on his arm for the evening.

      That was when Eliza couldn't keep quiet any longer. "You seem to know a lot about women, although I don't know that you do. How do you expect to find the right type?"

      Both of the men turned to look at Eliza, as if they were surprised she had been listening and could speak. Their gazes shifted from each other to her, eyes widening slightly in the dim gaslight of Covent Garden, a look of disbelief crossing their features at this interruption from what they'd considered merely background noise. The polished shoes of both men clicked against the cobblestones as they turned fully toward her, the sound cutting through the evening chatter, drawing curious glances from passersby. Henry raised an eyebrow, a gesture of scientific curiosity rather than genuine surprise, while Kit's expression shifted more noticeably, a flash of annoyance quickly replaced by something more calculating, appraising her anew as a participant rather than merely a specimen. In that moment, Eliza felt utterly exposed under their scrutiny, her plain dress and worn satchel suddenly seeming more conspicuous than ever amidst the silks and jewels surrounding them in this space where their kind reigned supreme.

      "I suppose there's some fire to this one after all," Kit said. "She is not as helpless as her station suggests. And what, may tell, is your name?" He looked her up and down as he waited for her answer.

      Eliza stood tall and said, "Eliza, and that's all you'll be getting from me."

      "Eliza?" Henry said while in obvious thought. "An interesting name. I can see potential. I believe you are a worthy candidate. Yes, I do think it is possible."

      "And what might your name be, sir? Since you now know mine?"

      "Oh," Henry said, a wide smile on his face, "my name is Henry, and this is my new friend Kit Pickering."

      Eliza felt a fluttering sensation in her chest as she repeated their names silently to herself. These were powerful, wealthy men. It would take no more than a simple rumor or call on a phone to have her fired from the library. Such was the power of the upper class. She was only just a small, insignificant speck in the world.

      And yet they were paying attention to her. Not for any of the good reasons, but at least they weren't kicking her to the curb.

      "Do you really think you could teach this urchin to be a woman of class?" Kit asked Henry.

      "It's not that simple," Henry replied. "If it were that easy, there would be no need for a distinction between the classes. A simple cosmetic makeover or two would allow anyone to buy the proper look."

      "Well, I'd like to see you prove that." Kit gave a quick look at Eliza, one of the few since they had first engaged her in their conversation.

      Henry placed a hand on his chest in a show of being wounded. "My good man, are you questioning my abilities? Do you not believe me to be a man of my word?"

      "You're both impossible," Eliza cut in. "You stand here discussing me like I'm some animal in need of training. And I'll have none of it."

      But the conversation had already moved on. "Where are you staying?" Henry asked Kit.

      "The Langham, of course."

      "Why stay in a hotel when you can stay with me. I'm just off Eaton Square."

      "Eaton Square?"

      "Yes. I figured a man like you would appreciate a little old money, even if I have not fully adopted all the aspects of my lineage."

      The two men shook hands, sealing whatever deal they had struck up. It didn't matter much to Eliza. She was intent on returning home. And yet, even as the conversation with Henry and Kit faded from her mind, something they had said lingered. Could it be possible for a common woman to become a proper, high society lady? Not that Eliza particularly wanted to be a bimbo, but to at least not be shunned on sight by the upper class would be nice.

      It was as she approached her tiny apartment in a cheap neighborhood on the far side of town that the full extent of Henry and Kit's conversation came into her mind. She stopped on the stairs to her door and put the pieces together. Could one really learn to be a bimbo? Could she take lessons to raise her social standing? The idea had never occurred to her before. But now that it had, she could not get it out of her mind.
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      The next morning found Henry and Kit both enjoying their tea, a full breakfast laid out before them in the formal dining room. Sunlight streamed through floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking a manicured garden, making the silver cutlery glint with almost blinding brilliance. Steam rose from their porcelain cups, mingling with the rich aroma of fresh scones, clotted cream, and imported marmalade spread across a damask tablecloth that shimmered under the morning light. Henry stirred his tea with measured precision, the clink of silver against porcelain echoing softly in the vast room, while Kit surveyed the feast with appreciative eyes, his gaze drifting over the crystal glassware and fresh-cut roses arranged in a sterling silver vase between them.

      "I really must thank you for having me over," Kit said. "This is all much nicer than I could have hoped to get in a hotel. Although, I suppose it's to be expected given the neighborhood. You do know how to live up to your family name."

      Henry sat back in his chair and smiled. "You are very welcome, Kit. I would be happy to have you as a guest anytime."

      Before the conversation could continue, the doorbell rang. A moment later, a butler appeared at the doorway. "You have a guest, Master Higgins. Shall I let her in?"

      "A guest?" Henry looked at Kit. "Are we expecting someone?"

      "No. Not that I can remember."

      "Very well. Have her come in." Henry stood, straightening his jacket, wanting to appear a proper gentleman for the unknown visitor.

      The butler disappeared. Henry and Kit looked at each other and shrugged. This would probably be an unremarkable visit. But the butler would have turned away anyone selling anything. There was little else to explain it, unless someone had found a reason to drop in on the house. Henry rarely received visitors. That was usually at a restaurant or at his club.

      Before Henry could contemplate much further, the butler led a young lady into the room. Her hair was a bit disheveled, although her clothes appeared clean enough. She stopped just inside the room and gave an awkward bow, almost as if she wanted to curtsy, but caught herself halfway. She then reached into the pocket of her dress and produced a few bills that she placed on a nearby table.

      "You wanted to see me, Miss..."

      Eliza looked at him expectantly. "I thought you would recognize me from last night. It's Eliza. I've come because I want you to teach me to be a proper lady."

      Henry looked stunned for a moment before his face broke into a smile. He turned to Kit. "See. It can be done."

      "Only if you actually manage it. How do you even plan to start?"

      Eliza watched the exchange between the two men before adding, "You mentioned last night about teaching someone. Well, here I am. I have my savings here to pay you. What do you say?"

      "Come now," Henry said. "That wouldn't nearly be enough."

      "It's all I have. Besides, it's a fair sum. I'm not asking for any favors or handouts. I'll pay you for what those lessons are worth."

      "And where did you come up with that amount?"

      "It's what the library pays me in a week, with a little extra for overtime."

      "A pittance, I tell you," Henry said.

      It was then Kit stepped forward. He picked up the money and flicked through the bills before letting them fall from his hands back onto the table. "While I agree with your assessment of the sum, I have another proposition to make. I propose a wager."

      "I don't know that I like wagers," Eliza said. "I'm here on official business."

      "And it will remain an official transaction. Let me finish." Kit walked around to stand in front of Eliza. "What I propose is that Henry will take on the task of turning you into a lady of high society, all at my expense, with no cost to you. But I want proof. We'll find a social function of some sort that would normally be beyond the scope of your station, and you will accompany Henry as if you belong there."

      "That hardly seems fair," Henry cut in.

      "You forget that if you fail, I will have paid for all of the lessons, including any physical changes, along with whatever new clothing might be required."

      "That is fair."

      "You'd do that for me?" Eliza asked.

      "I believe that if Henry is to make his claim, he should at least be forced to prove it. And he has already told me this morning that I'm welcome to stay as long as I wish. This seems a fair price, for the chance to prove him wrong."

      "So it's settled then?" Henry said. "Eliza, do you have the courage to go through with this?"

      "Yes, of course."

      "Then it's off to the salon with you."

      Eliza stood there, frozen and stunned. "What do you mean?"

      "If you're going to pass as a lady of society, you first must look like one. I'm not suggesting we put you under the knife today. No, that comes later. But if you expect to pass as a woman of high society, you must at least look a little like a woman of high society. It's all about the psychology of the matter. Hence, the salon. There's one just down the street."

      "Just like that?" Eliza said. "Look, I'm not trying to go this far. I just want to be seen as more than a poor working girl. Surely there has to be an easier way to manage that."

      "And I am telling you that you must first learn to walk before you can run. A couple hours at a salon will set you in the right direction."

      Eliza hesitated a moment more before her expression turned to resignation. If she wanted a better life for herself, it would take a little effort. This was the first step. "This is ridiculous," she muttered. "But I suppose I can see what you have planned."

      "I will personally escort her to the salon," Henry said.

      "This I have to see," Kit added. "We will both escort you to the salon."

      Eliza reached for the money she had deposited on the end of the table. If Kit was paying for everything, she could keep her money.

      "Uh, uh, uh," Henry said. "A woman of high society doesn't burden herself with money."

      "What?" Eliza screeched, her hand stopping in place just short of the pile of bills. "That's my money. You can't expect me to give it away."

      "I'll hold onto it for you," Kit said. "If you want it back after the completion of your training, then I will give it to you without question. And I'll add a little extra on top as a tip, as a sign of gratitude for letting me spend time here with Henry."

      "I think we understand each other."

      "Yes, quite," Eliza replied, although she remained salty about it. That was her money and she didn't like seeing it withheld from her, even though the offer was generous.

      "Now that you'll be passing as one of the upper crust, you don't want to be caught with dirty money in your hands. You let your men take care of that. Of course, if you prove successful, you might find you prefer men handling your finances."

      Eliza did her best to ignore that comment as Henry and Kit both linked their arms with hers, and guided her to the front door of the house. As they stepped out onto the street, Eliza felt a moment of dread. What happened next could completely change her. And she could do nothing about it. Her feet were set. She couldn't turn back. For her own betterment, she needed to see this through. Whatever the cost.

      Eliza tried to hide her nerves as the trio walked down the street. Henry whistled the entire way, as if this were some grand lark of his. Kit had a stern but pleasant expression, a man confident in the position he was taking and his chances of winning the bet, which could have been at stake. Eliza wasn't so confident, her mind racing with the possibilities of what was about to happen to her. She was about to be physically altered to look more like a bimbo.

      That was something she had never planned in her life. But was it any different than the countless women who underwent treatment to look the part of a high society lady? In truth, that was the entire goal. The vast majority of bimbos had undergone treatment at some point in their lives in order to reach those standards.

      "It will be all right," Henry whispered to Eliza. "Just a few adjustments here and there and you'll be on your way."
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