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Chapter 1: Rebecca’s Discovery

Rebecca came into the living room while I was flicking through Netflix. I had been moving between the same few programmes for nearly twenty minutes without choosing anything.

She was wearing the charcoal business suit she had bought in London the month before. The jacket fitted closely at the waist, with a pale silk blouse beneath it and a skirt that stopped just above her knees. Her dark hair was pinned back, and she had chosen a pair of black heels. She carried a leather folder under one arm and looked suitably efficient.

“Well?” she asked.

I looked her over. “Corporate dynamite.”

She smiled. “Corporate dynamite?”

“Expensive, confident and likely to frighten the client into signing whatever you put in front of him.”

“Good enough,” she smiled.

She glanced around the room. There were two mugs on the coffee table, a plate on a magazine and another magazine on the floor. My sweatshirt was hanging over the arm of a chair and it was still early afternoon.

Rebecca bent down, picked up the magazine and tapped it gently across my leg.

“Can you have a tidy-up while I’m out?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I mean it, Steve.”

“I know.”

“I’ll be back at about nine. There are dishes in the kitchen as well.”

I saluted with the remote. “Good luck.”

“I shouldn’t need luck.”

“No. The client should, poor soul.”

She leaned down and kissed me, then checked her watch. Her perfume remained in the room when she straightened.

“Nine,” she said as she walked towards the door.

“I heard you.”

“And tidy.”

“Yes.”

I listened to her heels crossing the hall and then heard the main door close downstairs. I stayed on the couch for another minute, looking at the television. The flat felt different once Rebecca had gone. It was quieter, but that was not the only thing. I knew I had several hours alone, and I already knew what I was going to do. It felt slightly shameful but that was me – never one to miss a chance at showing my true nature.

I carried the mugs and plate into the kitchen. I did the washing up, wiped the worktops and put a fresh bag into the compost caddy. I organised the magazines into a pile and took my sweatshirt upstairs. I even ran the vacuum cleaner over the living-room carpet, although I did not move any furniture. That would have been going too far.

The whole time, I was thinking about Rebecca’s lingerie drawer.

I had been thinking about it before she left. Seeing her in the suit had made it worse. She had looked controlled and confident, which was how Rebecca usually looked when she was going somewhere important. I acted confident when we were out with other people and at work, but only she knew how much of it was performance.

I could talk loudly, make jokes and pretend I was the one making the decisions. I even had a promotion interview the next morning, though I was sadly unsuited to the role and would find it pretty stressful. Rebecca knew I sometimes rehearsed telephone calls before making them. She knew I avoided complaining in restaurants and usually wanted her to decide where we went. She had never said much about it, but there were times when I caught her watching me with a look that said she understood me better than I wanted her to.

She did not know everything, though.

Not yet.

I switched off the vacuum cleaner and stood at the bottom of the stairs. I told myself to leave the drawer alone. Rebecca would be home at nine. There was no reason to risk it, particularly when I had already worn some of her things a few days before.

I went upstairs anyway.

Our bedroom was at the back of the flat. The evening light was fading, but there was still enough coming through the window to see clearly. I shut the door behind me, even though there was nobody else in the flat.

Rebecca’s chest of drawers stood beside the wardrobe. The first drawer held the underwear she wore most days. The second held the better things, the satin and lace sets she bought for herself and wore when we went somewhere special.

I opened it slowly.

Everything was folded neatly. Rebecca looked after her clothes, especially the expensive things. Her favourite set was near the back, pale rose satin with black lace along the edges. The bra had smooth cups and narrow black straps. The matching panties were soft and light in my hands.

I placed them on the bed and took off my clothes.

There was nothing graceful about it. I caught my foot in one leg of my jeans and had to steady myself against the bed. By the time I stood there naked, looking at the lingerie, I felt foolish enough to stop.

I did not stop. I had never been able to do that.

The panties were cool when I stepped into them. I pulled them carefully over my legs and settled them around my hips. They were tighter than anything I normally wore, and the satin moved against my skin whenever I shifted my weight. I smoothed the sides and looked down at the black lace.

The bra was delicate and it made my hands tremble. I fastened it at the front, turned it around and slipped my arms through the straps. The cups did not fit properly, but the satin rested against my chest and the straps pulled lightly over my shoulders.

I went to the mirror.

I still looked like myself. My shaggy hair was untidy, my face was bare and my shoulders were too broad for the bra. I looked like a man wearing his girlfriend’s underwear, which was exactly what I was.

I felt stupid.

I also felt excited.

That was the part I never understood. The embarrassment did not make me want to take the lingerie off. It made me more aware of it. I could feel the satin against my skin and the thin straps across my shoulders. When I turned slightly, the fabric caught the light and changed the shape of my body in the mirror.

I adjusted one of the straps. Then I placed a hand against my hip and immediately dropped it again.

After a few seconds, I tried the pose once more.

I thought I heard the door downstairs. I froze. I had imagined it. I looked at the clock beside the bed. It was only twenty past seven.

I pulled Rebecca’s satin dressing gown from the back of the door and wrapped it around myself. It was pale pink and did very little to make the situation less obvious. I had just managed to close it when the bedroom door opened. My heart nearly stopped.

Rebecca came in carrying her jacket over one arm and the leather folder under the other. She stopped when she saw me. Her eyes moved from my face to the dressing gown, then to my bare legs. She noticed my clothes on the floor and the open drawer beside the bed.

“Well, well, well,” she said. “What do we have here?”

“I..I…can explain.”

“I doubt that.”

She placed her jacket and folder on the chair, then closed the bedroom door behind her. She did not look angry. She was standing with her hands on her hips looking at me closely.

“Don’t try to hide from me.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re holding my dressing gown shut with both hands.”

I loosened my grip slightly. Whimpishly.

Rebecca stepped closer. “What are you wearing?”

“Nothing.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Tell me.”

I looked down. Rebecca took hold of one side of the dressing gown and opened it. The satin bra and panties were fully visible. She stared at me for a moment.

“My favourite set,” she said.

“I’m sorry.”

“Are you?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t look sorry. You look frightened.” A smile appeared at the corner of her mouth. “What a little sissy you are. Who would have thought you liked dressing all girly?”

My face became hot.

“Rebecca, please.”

“Stand up straight,” she snapped. I realised I had hunched my shoulders as if trying to hide. I corrected myself without thinking. “That’s better. If you want to dress in my lingerie, I suppose we’re going to have to make a few changes.”

“What does that mean?”

“It looks as though you’re going to be the girl in this relationship from now on.”

“You’re joking.”

“Am I?”

She reached for her phone.

“What are you doing?”

“Taking a photograph.”

“No.”

“Yes.”

“Rebecca, don’t.”

“Stand still.”

The camera clicked before I could reach her.

“There,” she said. “Now you can’t deny that you’re a little sissy.”

“Delete it.”

“No.”

“You can’t keep that.”

“Oh, I can. I’ve just come home and found my boyfriend wearing my best lingerie. I’m keeping it.” She placed the phone on the dressing table and turned me towards the mirror. “No slouching while you’re dressed like that. Shoulders back a little.” Her hands rested on my shoulders and drew them into position. “Chin up. Hands at your sides. Don’t look down.”

I kept my eyes on her reflection instead of my own. I didn’t want to see the look of terror on my face at having finally been found out.

“There,” she said. “That already looks better. Are you nervous, or are you excited about being a proper girl?”

“I’m embarrassed.”

She adjusted one of the bra straps. The light touch made me tense. “You can’t stand there in my satin panties and bra and expect me to pretend nothing has happened. I know your secret now. More than that, I can see how much you like it.”

“Don’t say that.”

“Why not?” Rebecca looked at me in the mirror. “You’re wearing a matching set, Steve. You chose it carefully, and you were looking at yourself when I came in.” I could feel how red my face had become. “Oh, don’t blush like that.”

“My God, you’re enjoying this.”

“Yes,” she said. “I am.” Her answer left me with nothing to say. “The first thing we need to deal with is your name.”

“My name is Steve.”

“Not while you’re standing there in satin panties.”

I gave a short, nervous laugh. “Don’t be silly.”

“A boy’s name doesn’t suit those panties or that bra. It doesn’t suit the way you’re looking at me either.”

“How am I looking at you?”

“Wide-eyed and worried, waiting to see what I’m going to do with you.” She leaned against the dressing table and considered me. “So what shall we call you?”

“We don’t need to call me anything.”

“Something pretty. Something soft.”

“Rebecca.”

“Maybe Lisa. Maybe Chloe. Perhaps Emily.”

“I’m not choosing.”

“No, I’ll choose. Lisa.” Something moved in my stomach when she said it. Rebecca saw my reaction. “There it is.”

“What?”

“That little look. Lisa made you blush.”

“It didn’t.”

“Lisa,” she repeated. I looked at her. Rebecca smiled. “Lisa it is, then. My pretty Lisa. My sweet, nervous little girlfriend in training.”

“I am not your girlfriend.”

“You’re wearing my bra.”

“That doesn’t make me your girlfriend.”

“It will from now on.” She pointed to the stool at the dressing table. “Come here and sit down.”

“What are you doing?”

“Making you presentable. Sit down.”

I sat, partly because I did not know what else to do. Rebecca stood behind me and began gathering things from the dressing table.

“If you’re going to be Lisa for me, we need to make sure you look the part. I’m not having you wander around the flat looking like a boy who raided my laundry basket. You need to be transformed, and you need to understand that being a girl takes work.”

“I’m not a girl.”

“Look at yourself in the mirror while I do this.”

I turned my head away. Rebecca caught my chin gently and guided my face back towards the glass.

“Don’t turn away. I want you to watch.”

She opened a jar of moisturiser and spread a little between her fingers. The cream felt cool as she smoothed it over my cheeks, forehead and chin.

“Girls look after their skin,” she said. “They don’t scrub at themselves and rush. They touch softly, take their time and learn to enjoy the little rituals that make them feel prettier.”

“I don’t feel prettier.”

“You’re already relaxing.”

“I’m not.”

“You’ve stopped clenching your jaw.”

I tightened it again, which made her laugh. She dotted foundation across my face and blended it with a soft brush. The bristles moved over my skin in small circles.

“I’m creating a mask,” she said. “I’m creating Lisa for you. How long has she been hiding in there? Lusting after my underwear drawer.”

When she had finished, my skin looked smoother and more even. It was not a dramatic change, but it softened my face.

“You’re starting to look prettier now,” she said. “Stay still while I do your eyes.”

She chose a light shade from one of her palettes and brushed it over my eyelids. I had to close my eyes while she worked. She held my chin steady with one hand and used the other to apply the makeup. “A little shadow, nothing too heavy. I want you to look natural. Now mascara. Look down for me.”

“No, please.”

“The brave alpha male defeated by a mascara brush.”

“I never said I was an alpha male.”

“You’ve said it in front of other people. You pretend you are.” She applied the mascara slowly. “Keep still. Good girl.” I felt the words immediately. Rebecca paused. “You liked that.”

“No.” Another blush.

“Good girl,” she repeated, more softly.

I stayed still until she had finished. When I opened my eyes, my lashes looked darker and longer. With the smoother skin, it changed my face more than I expected.

“Softer,” Rebecca said. “Sweeter. More feminine. Look at yourself and say, ‘My name is Lisa.’”

“No.”

“Say it.”

“This is ridiculous.”

“Softly.”

I looked at our reflections.

“My name is Lisa.” It came out in my usual voice.

“Not like that. You don’t need to squeak, but stop trying to sound tough.”

“My name is Lisa,” I said again, more quietly.

“That’s better. Now smile.”

I gave her a strained smile.

“Properly.”

I tried again.

Rebecca watched my reflection. “Lisa has a lovely smile.” I looked down, but she turned my face back towards the mirror. “Now your lips.”

She outlined them with a pencil and then applied pink gloss. It felt cool and slightly sticky. “Don’t press your lips together yet. Wait until I tell you.” She finished and stepped back. “Now gently.”

I pressed them together.

“Perfect. Look at that mouth now, Lisa. That isn’t a boyfriend’s mouth.”

“What is a boyfriend’s mouth supposed to look like?”

“Less pretty. That is a girlfriend’s mouth, made for saying thank you when I make you look lovely.” I looked at her in the mirror. “Say it.”

“Thank you.”

“No. Properly. Say, thank you…Mistress.”

Something caught in my throat and I felt almost as if I had passed into another dimension.

“Thank you, Mistress.” The words came out quietly.

Rebecca’s expression showed how much she liked it.

“That’s better, but softer next time. You’re going to have to learn how to speak more sweetly if you’re going to dress like this at home. Especially if I start taking you out and introducing you as Lisa.”

“That isn’t going to happen.”

“Perhaps in a black dress and high heels. I expect men would want to talk to you.”

“Stop it.”

“You’re blushing again.”

She began brushing my hair. It was long enough for her to soften the way it fell around my face. She used a small clip to hold part of it to one side.

“You don’t need to look perfect straight away,” she said. “That is part of the fun. We’ll improve you bit by bit. Tonight you’ve been discovered. Tomorrow, perhaps, you’ll be taught a little more.”

“And after that?”

“Who knows how pretty we can make you?”

She placed the brush down and stood back.

“There. Look in the mirror again.”

I looked. The person staring back at me was still recognisably Steve, but the makeup had softened my face. My eyes looked larger and my lips fuller. The lingerie no longer seemed completely separate from the person wearing it. Lisa looked nervous, guilty and uncertain.

“You see it now, don’t you?” Rebecca said.

“No.”

“Stop lying. You do. Stand up. You aren’t finished.”

She opened another drawer and removed a black garter belt. She held it out to me.

“This will suit you. I bet you’ve already tried it on.”

I said nothing.

“You have, haven’t you?”

“Once.”

“How many times?”

“Once or twice.”

“Wrap it around your waist.”

I took it from her and started to fasten it.

“Slowly,” Rebecca said. “Girls don’t wrestle with pretty things. They step into them carefully and fasten them neatly. Delicate things deserve delicate hands.” With her help, I secured it around my waist. The straps hung down against my thighs.

Rebecca took a pair of stockings from a box. “Sit on the edge of the bed.”

I looked at them, then at her.

“Sit, Lisa.” I sat. She rolled the first stocking between her hands and placed it over my toes. “I want you to pay attention to how this feels.”

The nylon moved slowly over my foot and ankle. She smoothed it up my calf and over my knee, taking care not to twist it. “Don’t pretend it doesn’t affect you. I can see your face.”

The stocking moved higher over my thigh before she attached it to the garter.

“There. One leg transformed.”

She repeated the process on the other side. Toe, foot, ankle, calf, knee and thigh. When she fastened the second stocking, I felt the gentle pull from the clips whenever I shifted on the bed.

“See?” she said. “You’re already sitting differently. Underneath your clothes there will be something delicate and feminine.” She smoothed one stocking with her hand. “A girl,” she said. “My girl.”

I looked away. Rebecca went to the wardrobe and returned with a pair of black heels. They were not as high as some of hers, but they looked high enough to me.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“I’ll fall over.” It was a stupid objection because I knew I wouldn’t. She placed the shoes on the floor and helped me put them on. When I stood, my weight moved forward and I grabbed her arm.

“Feel how they change your balance?” she asked. “Your legs tighten, your hips shift and you can’t stomp around the way you usually do. You have to think about where you place your feet.”

She corrected my shoulders and told me to take a step towards her. I did.

“No, not like that. Smaller steps, Lisa. Put the heel down carefully, then the toe. Let your hips move naturally. The shoes will do some of it for you. Don’t force it.”

I took another step. The stockings moved against my legs and the garter clips pulled gently. The heels made a hard sound against the floor. Rebecca watched me with clear amusement. “You’re cute when you look silly, but we’re aiming for pretty. Turn around and walk back to the mirror.” I did as she asked. “Again. Small steps. Knees soft. Shoulders relaxed and chin up. Stop staring at your feet.”

“I need to know where they are.”

I walked back towards the bed, then turned and tried again. The second attempt was better.

“Good girl, Lisa.”

I tried not to smile.

Rebecca noticed.

“You like being called that.”

“No.”

“You’re trying very hard not to smile. My little Lisa likes being praised when she behaves.”

She beckoned me closer.

“Come here.”

I walked towards her carefully. She adjusted one garter strap and smoothed my hair into place.

“There. Now look at yourself properly.”

I turned towards the mirror.

I was wearing satin panties, a matching bra, a garter belt, stockings and heels. My face was made up, my lips were pink and my hair had been softened around my face. Each part had felt strange on its own. Together, they looked as if I had suddenly been thrown down a path that would change me for good.

“You can pretend this was an accident if you like,” Rebecca said, “but we both know better.”

“It was an accident that you came home.”

“That isn’t what I mean. You wanted to be found.”

“I didn’t.”

“Perhaps not today, but some part of you wanted me to see you. Why else would you keep coming back to this drawer?” I could not answer her. “And now I have seen you,” she said. “So here is what is going to happen.”

I turned away from the mirror to face her.

“At home, you will dress as a girl from now on. You will wear panties instead of those ugly boxer shorts. You will practise makeup and learn how to manage stockings, garters and heels. You will help around the flat while looking pretty and useful. You will sit properly, walk properly and answer sweetly when I use your new name.”

“I haven’t agreed to any of this.”

“When I say Lisa, you will look at me.”

She waited for a moment.

“Lisa.”

I looked at her.

Rebecca smiled. “When I say come here, you will come. When I say stand straight, you will stand straight. When I say let me make you prettier, you will stop pretending you don’t want it.”

“I don’t know what I want.”

“That is probably the most honest thing you’ve said all night.” She picked up her phone and looked at the photograph she had taken. She took another one of me standing there. “I saw the satin. I saw the blush. I saw the way your eyes changed when I called you a sissy and then called you Lisa.”

She put the phone down again.

“There is no going back now. Not with me and not at home.” She touched my lower lip gently with her thumb. “When you are ready, you are going to go out into the world as Lisa. We’re going to let people see you.”

“No.”

“You say that now.”

“It will never happen.”

“You also thought I would never find you in my lingerie.”

“I didn’t think about you finding me.”

“That was your mistake.”

She pointed towards the mirror.

“One more walk. From the bed to the mirror and back.”

“I’ve done enough walking.”

“Lisa.”

I looked at her.

“Slowly and properly this time.”

I turned and began walking. The stockings pulled against the garters with every step. The heels forced me to move carefully, and the bra straps remained firm against my shoulders.

“Let the stockings pull,” Rebecca said behind me. “Let the heels teach you. Let the makeup remind you and let the name settle.”

I reached the mirror and turned.

I walked back towards Rebecca. My steps were still awkward, although they were smaller and more controlled. I kept my chin lifted and did not look down at my feet. Rebecca held out her hand when I reached her. “There she is. There’s my Lisa.”

I stood in front of her, still unsure whether I wanted to remove everything or remain exactly as I was.

“Come here, darling.”

I took her hand.

She drew me closer, straightened one of my bra straps and looked at me with quiet satisfaction.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 2: The Interview

“Hey, Stevie, ready for the big day?”

Troy Garton was leaning against the partition beside my desk when I arrived. He looked as though he had stepped out of an advert for expensive couture. His navy suit fitted perfectly, his white shirt was crisp and his tie sat straight against his collar.

“I see you polished your shoes,” he said, glancing down.

Troy was tall, broad through the shoulders and trim everywhere else. He carried himself with the kind of confidence that made people move aside without being asked. He was one of those men who appeared comfortable in every room, as though the room had been prepared for him in advance. Sycophants navigated to him and stared up at him with big, come to bed eyes.

I hated his guts.

This was partly because Troy was arrogant, although I was aware that arrogance bothered me most when it belonged to someone who could back it up. He had a master’s degree in business studies, a good record with senior management and the ability to speak in meetings without sounding as though he was reading from an internal memo.

I had a 2:2 in English literature and a tendency to prepare sentences in my head before saying them aloud.

We were both interviewing that afternoon for the same section head position at Bridgeton Health.

Bridgeton supplied healthcare products to hospitals and clinics across the UK. The company occupied three floors of a grey office building beside the ring road, with a reception area full of plastic plants and framed statements about commitment, innovation and patient-focused solutions. I worked in customer accounts, where most days involved emails, spreadsheets and calls from people who wanted to know why something had not arrived.

The promotion would mean a better salary, a small office and responsibility for a team of eight. I had been doing parts of the role whenever our current section head was absent, which was often. I believed I could do the job.

Unfortunately, Troy believed he had already been pencilled in for it.

“What time are you in?” he asked.

“Half nine.”

“I’m ten-thirty. You scrub up all right, Stevie. Nervous?”

“No.”

Troy laughed. He had a good laugh as well, deep and relaxed, which made the insult sound better than it deserved. “Good. No point worrying about things you can’t change.”

He patted my shoulder and leaned closer.

“Don’t worry. Your shitty little job is safe when I get the promotion.”

Then he walked away.

I sat down and switched on my computer. The silk panties beneath my trousers shifted as I moved. I had almost forgotten about them for several minutes, which was impressive considering how aware of them I had been on the journey into work. They were pale pink, not the same pair Rebecca had caught me wearing, but close enough to bring back every detail of the night before.

She had chosen them that morning. I had been standing in the bedroom wearing my shirt and socks when she opened the lingerie drawer and took out a folded pair. I had already put on my usual underwear.

“No,” she said.

I turned towards her. “No what?”

“You are not wearing those.”

“I’m going to work.” Rebecca held up the silk panties. My stomach tightened. “You can’t be serious.”

“You know you want to.”

“I have that interview today.”

“Then you should wear something that makes you feel special.”

She had waited with the panties in one hand, watching me with the calm expression she used when she had already decided how something would end.

I tried to argue. I said they were uncomfortable, although I had worn them before without complaint. I said they might show through my trousers. Rebecca checked and told me they did not. I said the whole thing was stupid. She reminded me that I had spent the previous evening walking across the bedroom in stockings and heels while she called me Lisa.

Before I left, she kissed me at the door.

“Good luck with the interview,” she said. “I’ll text later.”

Now, sitting at my desk, every movement brought the silk back to my attention. When Troy had stood beside me in his immaculate suit, talking about the promotion as though it belonged to him, I had been wearing women’s panties beneath my trousers.

The contrast did not help my confidence.

My interview took place in a glass meeting room on the third floor. Three people sat on the other side of the table: Mr Halford from operations, Louise Mercer from human resources and Angela Tait, who would become the successful candidate’s directorial head.

They asked predictable questions about leadership, handling conflict and improving performance. I had prepared examples and delivered most of them without losing my place. When Angela asked what I would change within the department, I spoke about training new staff properly instead of expecting them to learn by making mistakes in front of customers.

She seemed interested.

Mr Halford asked about my lack of formal management qualifications. I said practical knowledge mattered as well, then worried that I had sounded defensive. Louise asked how I would deal with a member of staff who had previously been my equal. I gave an answer about consistency, boundaries and communication, although I had no idea whether it was what she wanted.

The interview lasted just 30 minutes.

When I left, I felt neither confident nor defeated. It had gone all right. That was the best I could say. At my desk, Troy was talking to two people from sales. He looked relaxed. He caught my eye and raised his eyebrows.

I ignored him.

At eleven, my phone vibrated.

Rebecca: I’ve booked you an appointment.

I read the message twice.

Me: What appointment?

Her reply came almost immediately.

Rebecca: Chez Marianne’s. One o’clock. Go during your lunch break.

I looked at the clock.

Me: What is Chez Marianne’s?

There was a pause before she replied.

Rebecca: They have instructions for Lisa’s next adventure.

I lowered the phone beneath the desk, even though nobody could see the screen.

Me: What is this about?

Three dots appeared.

Rebecca: Just do it, Lisa.

I stared at the message.

The name had the same effect it had the night before. It made me anxious, but it also caused a small tightening low in my stomach. Rebecca knew that. She had known it from the first time she discovered me in her lingerie.

I could tell her I was too busy or that I had no intention of visiting somewhere called Chez Marianne’s. I could leave the message unanswered and go to the sandwich shop near the office as usual.

At twelve fifty, I was walking towards the address she had sent me.

Chez Marianne’s stood on a side street behind the main shopping centre. From outside, it looked more like a boutique hotel than a beauty salon. The windows were frosted at the bottom and decorated with gold lettering. A small sign listed treatments including facials, manicures, waxing and massage.

I looked at my phone again, hoping there might be another message explaining that Rebecca had booked something harmless. There was nothing. For a few seconds, I considered turning around.

I opened the door instead.

The reception area smelled of scented oils and warm towels. Soft music played somewhere overhead. A woman in a cream tunic sat behind a curved desk. She looked up and smiled.

“Mr Lawson?”

That was not reassuring.

“Yes.”

“Welcome to Chez Marianne’s. You’re booked with Sophie and Claire.”

“Am I?”

She checked the screen in front of her. “One o’clock. Full treatment.”

“What exactly does that mean?”

Her smile remained professional. “They’ll explain everything in the treatment room.”

Before I could ask anything else, another woman appeared through a door at the back. She was perhaps thirty, with blonde hair tied neatly behind her head. Her cream uniform matched the receptionist’s.

“Mr Lawson?”

I followed her down a quiet corridor.

The treatment room was warm and very clean. A padded table stood in the centre beneath a bright lamp. There was a sink in one corner, several shelves of bottles and jars, and a trolley holding folded paper strips and metal tools.

A second beautician was already there. She introduced herself as Claire.

Sophie closed the door.

“Your wife has requested complete body waxing,” she said.

I stared at her. “My wife?”

Claire checked a printed form. “Rebecca Langley?”

“My girlfriend.”

“Sorry. Your girlfriend has requested complete body waxing.” Sophie gave me the polite smile of someone who had heard this before. “We were told you might be nervous.”

“I’m not nervous. I just don’t know why she booked this.”

“Would you like us to call her?”

I imagined Rebecca answering from work and telling them, in detail, that Lisa needed to be smooth.

“No.”

Sophie nodded towards a changing area behind a screen. “You’ll need to remove your clothes. There is a disposable garment for you to wear initially. We’ll work in sections.”

“How much are you removing?”

“All body hair below the neck.”

I looked from one woman to the other.

“All of it?”

“Yes.”

“What about private areas?”

Claire’s expression did not change. “Those are included.”

I stood there for another moment, still holding my coat.

“How long is this…I have to be back at work,” I said.

“We have allowed enough time,” Sophie replied. “Your appointment has been booked as an express treatment with two therapists.”

The fact that Rebecca had planned this level of efficiency made it worse. I went behind the screen. The disposable garment was a thin paper brief that offered very little dignity. I took off my suit, folded it carefully and tried not to think about the silk panties. When I removed them, I held them for a moment before hiding them beneath my shirt.

I put on the paper briefs and stepped out. Neither woman reacted. They had probably seen hundreds of nervous clients and had no interest in adding me to their memories. Sophie asked me to lie on the table.

The first strip went onto my lower leg.

She applied warm wax with a wooden spatula, pressed a paper strip over it and smoothed it firmly with her palm.

“This may sting.”

She pulled.

I sat halfway up.

“That does more than sting.”

Claire placed a hand lightly on my shoulder and guided me back down.

“The first few are usually the worst.”

They were not.

The process continued quickly. One woman applied the wax while the other removed it. My calves came first, then my thighs. The pain arrived in short, sharp bursts, followed by heat and a strange smoothness when they pressed their hands over the treated skin.

I tried to remain silent.

That lasted until they reached the back of my thighs.

“Christ.”

“Try not to tense,” Sophie said.

“That’s easy for you to say.”

They worked with impressive speed. There was no embarrassment in the way they handled me. They moved my arms, asked me to turn and told me where to place my hands. The practical nature of it was more unsettling than nervousness would have been.

My chest and stomach were next.

I had never considered myself particularly hairy, but the pile of used strips suggested otherwise. Each one was folded and dropped into a covered bin. Gradually, my skin changed. It looked paler and more exposed, as though a layer I had never noticed had been removed.

When Sophie asked me to turn over, I knew the treatment was moving towards the parts I had been trying not to think about.

“I’m not sure about the rest,” I said.

She glanced at the form.

“Your girlfriend was very specific.”

“That doesn’t mean I agreed.”

“No. We do need your consent.”

For the first time since I arrived, I felt that I had been given a genuine choice.

I could stop.

I thought about getting dressed and returning to work with smooth legs, a waxed chest and the rest untouched. Rebecca would see immediately. She would ask what happened. I would have to admit I had lost my nerve.

I lay back down.

“Fine,” I said. “Just get it over with.”

The paper brief was removed.

The next part was humiliating, painful but extremely efficient. That’s the best I can say about it. Sophie and Claire treated it as routine. They gave clear instructions, kept the skin taut and warned me before each strip came away. There was nothing sensual about it. I concentrated on the ceiling and wondered whether Rebecca had selected this salon because they specialised in speed or because she had enjoyed imagining the appointment.

By the time they finished, I felt as though every nerve below my neck had been activated. Claire applied a cooling lotion. It smelled faintly of aloe and gave immediate relief.

“You may be a little tender for the rest of the day,” she said. “Avoid hot baths, exercise and tight clothing for 24 hours.”

I looked towards the screen where my suit trousers were hanging.

Sophie handed me a small aftercare card.

“Your skin may look slightly red at first. That will settle.”

I dressed behind the screen. Pulling the silk panties back over freshly waxed skin was an experience I was not prepared for. The fabric moved directly against me without any hair between it and my body. Every step and adjustment became more noticeable.

Rebecca had known exactly what she was doing when she insisted I wear them.

Outside, the cold air reached through my trousers. I felt like a plucked chicken.

Walking back to the office made me aware of my body in a completely new way. The lining of my trousers brushed against my legs. My shirt moved across my chest. The silk panties felt softer and more obvious than they had that morning.

By the time I reached Bridgeton Health, the skin around my neck had stopped feeling hot. Everything below it had not. I went through reception and took the lift to the second floor.

The atmosphere in the department had changed.

Two people were gathered around Troy’s desk. Someone from finance was shaking his hand. Troy stood smiling with one hand in his trouser pocket. I knew before anyone told me.

He looked across the room and met my eyes. There was no need for him to say anything. His smile was enough.

Angela Tait appeared beside my desk a few minutes later.

“Steve, do you have a moment?”

We went into one of the smaller meeting rooms.

She closed the door and sat opposite me.

“You interviewed well,” she said. That sentence never ends well. “We thought your operational knowledge was strong, and you gave some good examples. However, we’ve decided to offer the position to Troy.”

I nodded. Angela continued talking about future opportunities, development plans and the value I brought to the department. I listened and tried to look mature about it. I was glad it was Friday and I had the weekend to prepare for Troy being unbearable.

She thanked me for my time and opened the door.

When I returned to my desk, Troy was no longer there. Someone had left a congratulations card beside his computer. I sat down carefully because my skin was still tender. For months, I had imagined getting that job. I had pictured the salary increase, the office and the satisfaction of telling people I was a section head. More than anything, I had imagined proving that I could compete with men like Troy. It was all a pipe dream, of course. I never had much of a chance.

I took out my phone.

Me: Didn’t get the job.

Rebecca replied less than a minute later.

Rebecca: I’m sorry.

I waited, surprised by the simple kindness of it.

Then another message appeared.

Rebecca: More time for you to be Lisa then.

I stared at the screen.

Despite myself, I almost smiled.


Chapter 3: Boundaries

I was glad it was Friday.

The week had felt longer than usual. The failed interview had been bad enough, but the waxing appointment had left me tender and far too aware of my own body. Every time my shirt moved across my chest or my trousers brushed my legs, I remembered Chez Marianne’s and the two beauticians working with calm efficiency while I tried not to swear. The embarrassment of it. The sheer thrill of it.

By five o’clock, I wanted to go home, pour a drink and forget about Troy Garton, Bridgeton Health and the fact that Rebecca had arranged to have almost every hair below my neck removed during my lunch break and I had agreed without much of a fight.

Troy had spent most of the afternoon accepting congratulations. He tried to behave modestly, which made him even more irritating. People gathered around his desk while he talked about the challenges ahead and how much he respected the existing team. He had not even started the job and was already speaking like someone from senior management who was about to force through a restructure.

I left without saying goodbye to him or congratulating him, which didn’t go unnoticed by some.

The journey home was crowded and slow. I stood on the train with one hand around the overhead rail, feeling the fabric of my shirt move over my chest whenever the carriage turned. The sensation was still unfamiliar. My legs felt colder beneath my trousers, and the silk panties Rebecca had made me wear seemed to touch more of me than they had that morning.

She had planned that too, of course.

I had sent her several messages during the afternoon asking whether she had known how the silk would feel after the waxing. She replied with a single smiling face.

When I reached the flat, Rebecca was not home. I dropped my keys into the dish by the door and stood in the hallway for a moment. The flat was quiet. There was no music from upstairs, no sound of cupboards opening in the kitchen, no heels crossing the floor. I had expected her to be waiting for me, perhaps ready to ask about the job or inspect the results of her appointment. Part of me was relieved she was still out.

I took off my shoes and went upstairs. My skin felt tight beneath my clothes, particularly around my thighs and crotch, and I wanted a shower before I did anything else.

The bedroom door was open and something had been laid out on the bed.

A red silk babydoll lay across the duvet. The cups were shaped but soft, with thin shoulder straps and a loose skirt that would fall to the tops of my thighs. Beside it was a pair of matching panties. A red silk robe had been folded underneath, and a tube of lipstick rested on top. On the floor, positioned neatly at the foot of the bed, was a pair of red heels.

There was also a handwritten note. I walked closer and picked it up.

A little gift for my pretty Lisa. Please put everything on and be ready for me in the living room when I get home.

There was a small heart beneath her name. The word everything had been underlined.

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at the clothes. They were new, certainly not something that she would naturally wear.

Rebecca had not asked whether I wanted to wear them. She had assumed that I would. I had spent most of the day feeling deflated about the promotion, hypersensitive because of the waxing and the fact that my life appeared to be moving according to decisions made by other people.

Troy had decided the job belonged to him. Management had agreed. Rebecca had decided I needed smooth skin and silk panties. Now she had decided that Lisa would be waiting downstairs in a red babydoll and high heels.

I could shower, put on jeans and tell Rebecca that the previous two days had gone too far. She would listen. She might argue, but she would listen. I knew that. The trouble is that I didn’t want it to stop. Not yet at least.

I placed the note on the bed. Then I took off my clothes. The shower water felt different against my newly smooth skin. It ran over my chest and stomach without resistance, making every part of me feel more exposed. My legs looked oddly pale beneath the bathroom light, and the redness from the waxing had mostly faded, leaving them cleaner and more defined.

I used the aftercare lotion from the salon after drying myself. It smelled faintly of aloe. The silk panties waited on the bed while I rubbed the lotion into my thighs, calves and chest.

When I picked them up, the fabric slipped through my fingers. They were a darker red, almost wine-coloured, with narrow lace edging around the legs. I stepped into them and pulled them carefully over my smooth skin, tucking myself in.

The feeling was immediate.

The silk moved without catching. It slid over my legs and settled closely at my hips, cool at first and then warmer. I ran my hands across the sides, more slowly than necessary. Without body hair beneath it, the fabric seemed lighter and more intimate.

I slipped the babydoll over my head and guided my arms through the straps. The shaped cups rested against my chest while the silk fell loosely from beneath them, brushing my stomach and thighs. It did not create a convincing feminine figure, but it softened the hard lines of my body. The loose skirt moved whenever I turned, revealing and covering the matching panties in small flashes.

I stood in front of the mirror.

My face was still Steve’s. My hair was longer than most men wore theirs, but it was untidy from the shower. My eyebrows remained unchanged, and there was no foundation or mascara to create an illusion of femininity.

The red silk did most of the work.

It made my skin look paler. The thin straps drew attention to my shoulders, while the loose skirt made my waist seem narrower than it was. My legs looked completely different without hair. Smoother, longer and more feminine than I was comfortable admitting.

I put on the robe.

It settled over the babydoll with a soft movement and reached just above my knees. I tied the belt, then loosened it slightly because pulling it tight made the fabric gather awkwardly around my waist.

The lipstick remained on the bed.

I picked it up and removed the cap.

It was a deep red, almost matching the silk. I stood close to the mirror and tried.

The first attempt was uneven. I wiped part of it away with tissue, leaving a red stain around my mouth, then tried again. I worked more slowly this time, following the shape of my lips instead of pressing the colour on as though I were using a marker pen.

The lipstick changed my face more than I expected. It made my mouth look fuller. I pressed my lips together carefully.

“Lisa,” I whispered.

I brushed my hair and pushed it back from my face. It fell near my collar now, longer than I usually allowed it to grow. Rebecca had mentioned having it styled. I had ignored her at the time.

The heels were last.

They were red patent shoes with a narrow heel, not extremely high, but higher than the black pair she had used during my first lesson. I sat down, slipped my feet into them and fastened the ankle straps.

When I stood, my balance shifted again. The babydoll moved around my thighs as I took a few careful steps. My feet remembered more than I expected. Heel first, then toe. Smaller steps. Shoulders back. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and stopped.

The image was not convincing enough to fool anyone who looked closely. It was still a man in women’s clothing. I realised that Rebecca had carefully selected every part of it. The smooth skin, red silk, lipstick and heels worked together.

I went downstairs. The living room was dim because evening had already begun to settle outside. I switched on the lamp beside the sofa, then stood there wondering where Rebecca expected me to wait. Her note had said the living room. It did not say whether I should sit, stand, pose or pretend to be casual.

I sat on the edge of the sofa.

The robe shifted beneath me. I brought my knees together and placed my hands in my lap. It was the position Rebecca had taught me on the first night, and I slipped into it without thinking.

I waited.

At first, I felt ridiculous. There was no one there to see me. I was sitting upright in a silk robe and red heels while the television remained off and the room stayed silent. Normally I would slouch on the sofa and reach for the remote. That didn’t seem right for some reason.

After several minutes, the embarrassment began to change. I became aware of the waiting itself. Rebecca would return and find me exactly as she had requested. She would know I had read the note and obeyed without argument.

That knowledge produced a warmth in my stomach that had nothing to do with the robe. My heart beat rose at the thought of what was going to happen next.

The front door opened about fifteen minutes later. I heard Rebecca’s keys, then the rustle of plastic bags.

“Lisa?”

I did not answer immediately.

The heels sounded through the hallway. Rebecca came into the living room carrying a takeaway bag in one hand and two bottles of wine in the other.

She stopped when she saw me.

Her expression softened into a slow smile.

“Hello you sweet little thing.”

I felt my face grow warm. She put the wine and food on the coffee table, then stepped back to look at me properly.

“You wore everything.”

Rebecca came closer. She touched the sleeve of the robe, then lifted one side enough to see the babydoll beneath.

“You look pretty.”

“I look nervous.”

“You can be both. It’s allowed.”

She took my chin gently and studied the lipstick.

“It’s slightly uneven.”

“I know.”

“But not bad.”

“High praise.”

Her thumb passed carefully beneath my lower lip, cleaning a tiny mark. “The red suits you,” she said. “And the waxing made a difference.”

“I feel like I’ve been peeled.”

“You feel smooth.”

“That too.”

She ran her hand lightly over my knee. The touch felt sharper than it would have a week earlier. Rebecca noticed my reaction and smiled.

“I’m going to change. Open the wine.”

“Which one?”

“The white first.” She kissed my forehead and went upstairs. I watched her leave. The kiss was affectionate and ordinary, which made the situation feel stranger. I was sitting in red lingerie and heels, and Rebecca had spoken to me as though this was simply how Friday evenings worked now.

I stood and went to the kitchen.

Walking while carrying things was different, but I managed the wine bottle and two glasses without falling. I opened it at the counter and poured a small amount into each glass. When I returned, I arranged the takeaway containers on the coffee table.

Rebecca came back wearing a black silk pyjama set. The top had long sleeves and white piping around the collar and cuffs. The trousers fell loosely around her legs. She had removed her makeup and tied her hair back.

She looked comfortable and in control.

She sat beside me and picked up her glass.

“To Friday,” she said.

“And unemployment at management level.”

“You are still employed.”

“In my shitty little job.”

We touched glasses. Rebecca took a drink, then opened the containers. She had bought Thai food from the place near her office. Chicken with basil for her, vegetable noodles for me, spring rolls and rice to share.

“I thought we should talk properly tonight,” she said.

“About what?”

She gave me a look.

“Lisa.”

The name tightened something in me again. I took a drink. Rebecca handed me a carton and a fork. “Eat first. You’ll be more honest after wine, but I don’t want you drunk before you’ve had dinner.”

“That sounds carefully planned.”

“It is.”

We ate on the sofa. At first, we talked about work which seemed odd considering the way I was dressed. I told her more about the interview and the questions I had been asked. Rebecca listened without interrupting, except to tell me I had probably sounded defensive when discussing qualifications.

“I was defensive.”

“Then they noticed.”

“Troy has a master’s degree.”

Rebecca rested her carton on her knee.

“You didn’t really want the job.”

“I wanted the money.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

“I wanted to beat Troy.”

“That isn’t the same thing either.”

I looked down at the noodles. Rebecca had a habit of stripping away the acceptable reason until she reached the embarrassing one underneath.

“I wanted people to think I could do it,” I said.

“But did you want it, Lisa?”

“No.”

She waited.

“I don’t know.”

“That sounds more honest.”

I took another drink. The first glass of wine went quickly. Rebecca refilled it without asking. When the food was finished, she cleared the containers onto the side table and turned slightly towards me. I could feel the silk of her pyjama leg against my bare knee.

“Tonight is not about Troy,” she said. “Or the promotion.”

“What is it about?”

“Us.”

I looked at her.

“And Lisa,” she added.

I lifted my glass. “I was afraid of that.”

“You put on the red babydoll.”

Her tone had changed. Her eyes were a little sharper and there was something more serious beneath them. Rebecca took my free hand and placed it on her lap.

“I need to know what you actually want,” she said. “Not what you think you should say. Not what sounds normal. What you want.”

“I don’t know.”

“You know some of it.”

I looked at our hands. Her nails were neat and dark red. Mine were bare and still looked too masculine against the silk of her pyjamas.

“I like the clothes,” I said.

“That is obvious.”

“I like how they feel.” Rebecca waited. “I like how you treat me when I wear them.” Her fingers tightened slightly around mine. I felt my cheeks burn again. I was not quite drunk enough to admit everything, but I wanted to.

“How do I treat you?”

“Differently.” I took a drink. “You tell me what to do.”

“And you like it.”

“Yes.”

The corner of her mouth lifted. I looked towards the dark television screen, where I could see a faint reflection of us sitting together. Rebecca in black silk. Me in red.

“I’m glad you don’t laugh,” I said.

“I tease.”

“That’s different.”

“How?”

“You make it feel real.” The words came out quietly.

Rebecca did not answer straight away. I had never spoken about any of this properly. Not to her, not to anyone. Even when I had dressed before, I had treated the experience as something that existed outside my real life. It happened in private, then I removed the clothes and returned to normal. Explaining it would have meant admitting that it mattered.

Rebecca poured more wine.

“When did it begin?” she asked.

I leaned back, but the robe pulled beneath me and made the position uncomfortable. I sat upright again. “I was young. Maybe eight or nine.”

Rebecca’s expression remained calm.

“What happened?”

“My mother had a box of clothes in the spare room. Old things she didn’t wear anymore. Dresses, scarves, shoes. I found it one afternoon.”

“And tried something on?”

“A skirt.”

I smiled despite myself.

“It was too long. I had to hold it up while I walked. Then I found one of her blouses and a pair of heels.”

“How did it feel?”

“I can’t remember really. Maybe. Exciting. Frightening. Stupid. That’s how it often feels now. I remember looking in the mirror and being disappointed.”

“Why?”

“Because I still looked like a boy wearing his mother’s clothes. I thought the clothes would do more. Something magical.”

Rebecca rested her head against the back of the sofa.

“Did you do it again?”

“Yes.”

“Often? Whenever I could when I grew into my teens. I’d even bunk off school to do it, sometimes. I would listen for the front door. If anyone came home early, I had to get everything off and put it back exactly as I found it. I became good at folding.”

“That explains my lingerie drawer.”

“I did not fold anything incorrectly.”

“You folded the black lace set the wrong way.”

“There is no right way to fold underwear.”

“There is in my drawer.”

I laughed.

The wine had begun to loosen something. I no longer felt as though each answer might destroy me. Rebecca was still Rebecca. She sat beside me in silk pyjamas, listening as if my secret history was not disgusting or absurd.

“When did you stop?” she asked.

“I didn’t.”

“You know what I mean.”

“When I got older, it became more difficult. I was too big for my mother’s things. I bought clothes occasionally, then threw them away. Mostly because I would feel guilty afterwards. I’d promise myself it was the last time.”

“And then?”

“I’d buy something else a few months later. Sometimes even the next day.”

Rebecca nodded as though I had described a familiar pattern.

“Have you dressed fully before?”

“I tried a few times.”

“How fully?”

“Dress, wig, makeup, tights, heels.”

“What happened?”

“I looked terrible.”

“Did you?”

“Yes.”

“Or were you inexperienced?”

“Both.”

I thought about the last time I had tried. It had been more than a year earlier, when Rebecca was away visiting her sister. I ordered a cheap blonde wig, a black dress and makeup from the internet. The wig shone like plastic beneath the bathroom light. The foundation was the wrong colour. I applied eyeliner and looked like a scared panda.

“I always imagined the finished result before I started,” I said. “Then the mirror ruined it.”

Rebecca moved closer.

“What did you imagine?”

“A girl.”

“What sort of girl?”

I shrugged.

“Pretty. Feminine. Convincing.”

“Someone people would accept?”

“Yes.”

The word came quickly. Rebecca studied me. “That matters more than the clothes, doesn’t it?”

I looked away. “I suppose.”

“You fantasise about being seen as a woman.”

“Sometimes.”

“Going out?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“I don’t know. A restaurant. A bar. Shopping. Somewhere ordinary.”

The images had existed in my head for years. Walking through a shopping centre in a skirt and heels without anyone laughing. Sitting across from a woman while wearing makeup and having the waitress call us ladies. Carrying a handbag. Trying on clothes in a fitting room.

“Not a club?” Rebecca asked.

“No.”

“Not somewhere dark and anonymous?”

“No. Somewhere normal.”

“So people see you.”

“Yes.”

“And accept you.”

“Yes.” My voice had become softer. Rebecca took my glass and placed it on the table. She turned my face towards hers.

“What frightens you?”

“Being recognised.”

“By someone you know?”

“Yes. Or just being laughed at. Someone staring. A group of men noticing.”

“Men specifically?”

I paused. Then nodded.

Rebecca’s eyes sharpened slightly. “That brings us to another question,” she said. “Do you like men?”

“I don’t know. I like women. I’ve never wanted a boyfriend.”

“That wasn’t what I asked.”

I sighed. The wine made it harder to build the usual walls quickly enough.

“I’ve thought about men when I’m dressed,” I admitted.

Rebecca did not react in the way I feared. She only nodded. “What sort of thoughts?”

“Being noticed.”

“Desired?”

“Maybe.”

“Touched?”

“I don’t know.”

“You keep saying that.”

“Because I don’t.”

She lifted her glass and took a slow drink.

“I don’t fantasise about men when I’m Steve,” I said. “Not really. But when I imagine being a girl, sometimes there’s a man there.”

“What does he do?”

“He treats me like a woman.”

The answer was immediate. Rebecca’s expression softened. “That doesn’t necessarily mean you want men,” she said. “It might mean you want the way masculinity makes femininity feel visible.”

I looked at her. “That sounded suspiciously tactful.”

“I have thought about this too.” She touched the silk at my knee. She seemed to desire that this torturing revelation was enough for the moment. “The idea of having a special girlfriend has always appealed to me.”

“A special girlfriend?”

“One who is also my boyfriend, technically. Someone I can shape. Someone who understands both sides.”

“You make it sound like a practical arrangement.”

Rebecca continued more quietly. “I like women. I like men too. I have never felt the need to choose one side of that. And there is something appealing about taking the man I already love and discovering the woman inside him.”

My chest tightened at the word love, though she said it without emphasis.

“You think there is a woman inside me?”

“I think there is a part of you that becomes calmer when you stop trying to be the kind of man you think you should be. You spend a lot of energy performing. Pretending you have confidence,” she said. “At work, with friends, even with me sometimes. You speak more loudly. You make jokes. You try to look as though nothing unsettles you. But you are not really like that.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m not insulting you. You are sensitive. You avoid conflict. You like being reassured. You want someone else to make decisions when you are overwhelmed. None of that makes you worthless.”

“Troy would disagree.”

“Troy is not in this relationship.”

“No.”

“And neither is the version of masculinity you keep comparing yourself with.”

I looked down at the red silk covering my thighs. “What do you want?” I asked.

Rebecca smiled slightly. “I want to explore this.”

“Feminising me?”

“Yes.”

“How far?”

“That depends on what we discover.” She shifted on the sofa and tucked one leg beneath herself. “I have also wanted to try a dominant and submissive relationship,” she said. “Not the theatrical version. Not shouting and cruelty. But structure. Rules. You giving me control because you trust me, and me taking responsibility for what I do with it.”

I thought about the first night. Stand straight. Sit down. Look at yourself. Say thank you.

“You’ve started already.”

“Yes. I pushed. You responded. But that is why we are talking now.”

The seriousness in her voice steadied me.

Rebecca was bossy by nature. She corrected, organised and decided. That had always been part of our relationship. But she was not pretending that this gave her unlimited rights over me. She wanted the arrangement describe and agreed.

“What would submission mean?” I asked.

“Following instructions. Dressing when I tell you. Practising the things I teach you. Letting me decide certain parts of your routine.”

“What parts?”

“Clothing at home, grooming, perhaps posture and behaviour when you are Lisa. Eventually, public outings if we both want that.”

“And if I say no?”

“Then we stop. But…I don’t think you will want to stop.”

“What does that mean?”

“I think once you let go and become more confident as Lisa, you’ll understand who you really are. For my part, I will be strict with you at times, loving at other times. But there will be a purpose and that is to train you to be the girl in our relationship. I think that’s what you want.”

Rebecca’s hand remained over mine. “No photographs shared with anyone,” I said.

“Agreed.”

“You already took two.”

“They stay private. Besides, we should have a record of your development.”

“No posting. No sending them to Amelia.”

“I have not mentioned Amelia.”

“You will.” Rebecca smiled. “I probably will.”

“No one sees me without my agreement.”

“Yes.”

“No pierced ears. No tattoos. Nothing that affects work.”

“Agreed.”

“No telling anyone at Bridgeton.”

“Absolutely agreed.”

I took a breath.

Rebecca’s eyes held mine..

“What are your boundaries?” I asked.

Rebecca seemed pleased that I had asked.“No lying about how you feel. No dressing in my clothes without permission from now on. Lisa will have her own things.”

“That sounds expensive.”

“You should have thought of that before becoming my girlfriend.”

“I did not become your girlfriend.”

Rebecca continued as though I had not spoken.

“When you agree to a period of submission, you follow through unless you want to stop completely. There’s no trying to dominate from the bottom. You do not deliberately spoil things by arguing about every instruction.”

“I argue naturally.”

“You will need retraining in that respect.” She stroked my hair. “How do you feel about punishment?”

“What do you mean?”

“Yes, of course you do.”

I smiled despite myself. “I don’t know.”

“I’d like to try it.”

“Okay.”

“Are you sure?”

“And you will tell me if something affects you badly,” she said. “Not hide it because you think I want a particular answer. I care about you more than I care about this fantasy.”

The words settled between us. I had been afraid that Rebecca liked Lisa because Lisa gave her power. Perhaps she did. But she had not forgotten Steve beneath the silk.

“What happens if you prefer Lisa?” I asked. “What if you like me more like this?”

She reached up and touched my cheek.

“I love you,” she said. “Steve is not being replaced. Lisa is part of you. I may enjoy bringing her out, and I may decide she deserves more room than you have given her, but I am not interested in erasing you.”

She smiled. “You are allowed to enjoy the idea of surrender without Steve disappearing.”

I leaned back against the sofa. The wine had softened the room. The edges of things seemed warmer. Rebecca’s black silk pyjamas moved quietly when she shifted closer, and her perfume remained faint on her skin.

“What do we do first?” I asked.

“This weekend.”

“What about it?”

“You are going to be Lisa, properly.”

I stared at her. “The whole weekend?”

“Yes.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means no male clothes. You will wear what I choose. You will follow my instructions completely, without complaint. We will try makeup, posture, walking, voice and domestic routines.”

“Domestic routines?”

“I’ll surprise you with that tomorrow.”

I laughed, then realised she was still waiting for an answer.

“The whole weekend,” I repeated.

“Then we sit down and decide whether we continue, change the rules or stop.”

“And I have to obey everything?”

“Without complaint. I’m going to push you a little, to see where we stand.”

“That is not reassuring.”

“You have spent most of your adult life keeping this part of yourself hidden. Give me two days.”

The request was simple when she put it that way. I took my glass again and finished the wine.

Rebecca waited.

I could still say no. I knew that. She had made the boundaries clear enough that refusal was real.

But I thought of the mirror upstairs. The red silk on my smooth skin. The way she had looked at me when she came home. I thought about being eight years old in my mother’s skirt, disappointed because the mirror had refused to complete the transformation. I had spent years trying alone and failing alone.

Now someone wanted to help.

“All right,” I said.

“All right what?”

I knew what she wanted.

“All right, Rebecca.”

She lifted one eyebrow.

I felt my face warm.

“Yes, Mistress.”

The word came more easily than it had the first time.

Rebecca’s expression changed, becoming softer and more satisfied.

“Good girl.”

I looked down, smiling despite myself. She went to the kitchenette and opened the red wine. “From now until Sunday evening, you are Lisa. When I give you an instruction, you will answer properly. You will not sulk, hide or pretend you are not enjoying something when you are.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She came back, filled our glasses and leaned closer and kissed me. The kiss was not hurried. Her hand rested at the side of my neck while the silk of her sleeve brushed my shoulder. I tasted wine on her lips and felt the strange softness of my own lipstick between us.

When she drew back, there was a faint red mark at the corner of her mouth.

The rest of the evening became quieter. We talked about smaller things. What colours I liked, though I had never considered the question seriously. Whether I preferred skirts or dresses. Whether I wanted a wig or would let my hair continue growing. Rebecca said my face might suit a soft brown style rather than blonde. I told her I had always imagined blonde because every cheap transformation fantasy seemed to involve it.

She asked whether I wanted breasts. I said I did not know, then admitted I liked the shape the bra had created on the first night. She said we could try forms. We discussed names again. Rebecca offered Chloe and Emily, but neither produced the same reaction. Lisa had already settled on me, however.

At some point, I removed the heels because my feet hurt. Rebecca made me ask permission first.

“May I take them off, Mistress?”

“You may.” The small exchange should have felt childish. Instead, it created a peculiar relief. She had decided. I no longer needed to worry in that respect. All I had to do was follow instructions.

Later, she told me to stand and turn for her.

I obeyed.

The robe opened slightly as I moved, revealing the red babydoll beneath. Rebecca watched without laughing. She told me to walk towards the door and back, correcting my stride once. Smaller steps. Less tension in my shoulders. Let the fabric move.

I did it again.

“Better,” she said.

The praise warmed me more than the wine.

By midnight, I was tired. The week, the alcohol and the emotional strain of talking had caught up with me. Rebecca noticed before I admitted it.

“Bed,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

We went upstairs together. In the bedroom, she told me to remove the robe but keep the babydoll and panties on. I stood before the mirror while she wiped away my lipstick with cleanser. The red colour came off in stages, leaving my mouth pale again.

“Tomorrow we’ll do your makeup properly,” she said.

Rebecca smiled and brushed my hair back from my forehead. We climbed into bed. The silk babydoll gathered around my thighs beneath the duvet, and the smooth fabric moved whenever I shifted. Rebecca lay behind me and put one arm around my waist.

I felt safe.

The conversation had not solved anything. I still did not know whether Lisa was a fantasy, a role or something more important. I did not know what it meant that I sometimes imagined a man looking at me and seeing a woman. I did not know whether I could ever walk into a restaurant dressed as Lisa without losing my nerve.

But for the weekend, I did not have to decide.

Rebecca had given the uncertainty a shape. Friday night to Sunday evening. Her hand rested over the silk at my stomach.

“Are you all right?” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“Happy?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Rebecca kissed the back of my neck.

“Good girl.”

I closed my eyes.

The last thing I remember was the quiet pressure of her arm around me and the silk moving against my smooth skin as I settled closer. For once, I was not thinking about work, Troy or what sort of man I had failed to become.

I fell asleep in Rebecca’s arms as Lisa.


Chapter 4: The Pretty Little Maid

The knocking dragged me out of sleep.

It was loud enough to make me sit up before I fully understood where I was. Three hard knocks from downstairs, followed by a pause and another three.

For a few seconds, I remained beneath the duvet trying to decide whether I had imagined it. My mouth was dry from the wine, my head felt thick. The room was filled with weak Saturday-morning light. Rebecca was asleep beside me, turned towards the window with one arm beneath her pillow. At least I didn’t have to get up for work.

The knocking came again.

“All right,” I muttered.

I pushed back the duvet and stood. The red silk babydoll dropped around my thighs. I noticed it, but only in the vague way you notice anything immediately after waking. It had twisted slightly during the night, and one strap had slipped down my shoulder. I pulled it back into place, stepped into the hallway.

The knocking had stopped by the time I reached the front door.

I opened it. Cold air moved across my legs. That woke me. I looked down. Red silk. Bare legs. No robe. No slippers. Nothing between me and the communal landing except a short babydoll and the fact that my brain had apparently remained in neutral.

I grabbed the edge of the door and looked along the corridor. There was nobody there.

Three plastic parcel bags had been left on the floor beside the welcome mat. The outer door to the building was already closing downstairs, and I heard someone’s footsteps moving away along the pavement.

I stepped onto the landing, snatched up the parcels and hurried back inside. Only after shutting the door did I breathe again. I leaned against it and stared at the bags in my arms.

“Excellent,” I whispered.

The first morning of my weekend as Lisa and I had almost greeted a delivery driver in red lingerie. I carried the parcels into the living room and dropped them onto the carpet. They were Amazon packages in different sizes, all addressed in the same way.

Miss Lisa Lawson.

I picked up the largest one and checked again.

I put the parcels down and went into the kitchen. The coffee machine waited. I filled it with water, added two pods and let it cough reluctantly into life.

My reflection appeared faintly in the dark window over the sink. Untidy hair, bare face, red satin. The babydoll looked more delicate in the cold morning light than it had the night before. Less glamorous, perhaps, but more real. I had slept in it. I had walked downstairs in it without thinking. Just like a real girl.

I made two coffees, carried them upstairs and found Rebecca beginning to wake.

She stretched beneath the duvet and opened one eye.

“Morning.”

“Lisa has some parcels.”

Rebecca opened the other eye. “Already?”

I placed her coffee on the bedside table.

“Unless there is another Miss Lawson living here.”

She sat up, pushing her hair away from her face.

“What time is it?”

“Just after eight. You ordered them? When?”

“Yesterday. I wasn’t expecting them to turn up so quick.”

“And?”

She took a drink and smiled over the rim of the cup. “You’ll see.”

I remained standing beside the bed. The babydoll moved lightly around my thighs, and I became aware that Rebecca was looking at me.

“You answered the door like that?” she giggled. “Good girl.”

“I was half asleep.”

“Did anyone see you?”

“No.”

“Pity.” She took another drink. I sat on the edge of the bed.

“What did you buy?”

“Things you need.”

“That could mean anything.”

“It does.”

She leaned back against the pillows and looked at me with quiet amusement.

“You were told that you would be Lisa for the weekend. You were also told that you would follow my instructions without complaint. You look very sweet in the morning.”

“I feel a little hungover.”

She finished her coffee, then moved out of bed. She was still wearing the black silk pyjamas from the night before. Her hair was loose and untidy, but she still managed to look more composed than I did.

“Bring me a notebook,” she said.

“What for?”

“Shopping list. We need some provisions before we begin.”

I stopped asking questions and fetched the small notebook from the dressing table. Rebecca sat cross-legged on the bed and began writing.

“You are going to the supermarket. You may wear jeans and a T-shirt.”

“That is generous.”

“Wine. Food for tonight and tomorrow. Something simple for lunch. Will you buy fake nails for me. Choose a nice set.”

I looked at her. “What sort?”

“Medium length. Pale pink or French style. Nothing excessively pointed.”

“I don’t know what any of that means.”

“I think you do.”

She finished the list and handed me the notebook. The list also included moisturiser, a couple of facial masks as well as food and wine. She took the empty coffee cups from me and placed them on the bedside table.

“Get dressed.”

I stood. Rebecca watched as I walked towards the wardrobe.

“Jeans and a plain T-shirt,” she said. “No boxer shorts. You may wear the red panties beneath your clothes.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Go shopping.”

I changed while she watched.

Pulling my jeans over the panties felt strange after spending the night in silk. The denim was rougher and heavier against my smooth legs, while the panties remained soft and close beneath it. I chose a grey T-shirt. Rebecca looked me over.

“Tuck it in.”

“Why?”

“Because you always look untidy when you leave it hanging.”

I tucked it into my jeans.

She adjusted the waistband herself, then pushed my hair away from my eyes.

“When you return, leave the shopping in the kitchenette and come upstairs.”

“What will you be doing?”

“Getting ready.”

“For what?”

“To begin.”

The way she said it made my stomach tighten.

“Remember, you are to do everything I say without questioning me,” she continued. “That was the agreement.”

“Without questioning anything?”

“During the training.” Rebecca stepped closer. She kissed me lightly. “Off you go.”

The supermarket was busy with families, elderly couples and people who looked like they had been out on the lash Friday night.

I took a basket rather than a trolley because the list did not look long. That was a mistake. By the time I reached the wine aisle, I had bottles pressing against bread, strawberries balanced on top of moisturiser and a cucumber sticking out from one side.

The fake nails were in the cosmetics section. I stood in front of them for several minutes.

There were far more choices than seemed necessary. Pink, nude, red, glittered, square, oval, almond-shaped and several styles that looked sharp enough to open parcels without scissors. A woman beside me was comparing two packets of false eyelashes. I pretended to examine nail glue with professional interest.

Rebecca had said medium length and pale pink or French style. I found a packet showing smooth oval nails with pale pink polish and white tips. The front of the box described them as elegant everyday glamour. I put them in the basket. The woman beside me glanced down. I waited for her to say something.

She did not.

Nobody cared.

At the checkout, the young man scanning the shopping lifted the packet of nails. In the past, I had always bought stuff online. It had been safe. This was suddenly different for some reason.

He scanned them without looking at me.

That was it. The world had not ended. I paid, packed everything into two bags and walked home wondering what I had agreed to. Rebecca had spoken about training me to be the girl in the relationship. At the time, softened by wine and red silk, the idea had felt thrilling and strangely comforting. In daylight, carrying fake nails and three bottles of wine, it seemed more serious.

When I entered the flat, it was quiet.

“I’m back,” I called.

Rebecca’s voice came from upstairs.

“Leave the shopping in the kitchenette and come into the bedroom.”

I put the bags on the counter. The fake nails were visible near the top of one. I considered hiding them beneath the bread, then decided that would be pointless. Instead I took them out and went upstairs.

The bedroom door was partly open. I pushed it wider and stopped. The Amazon parcels had been unpacked.

A maid’s uniform lay across the bed. It was black and white, with a fitted satin dress, a short skirt and layers of white frills. A white apron rested over it, edged in lace, with long ties intended to form a bow at the back. Beside the dress were frilly panties, black hold-up stockings, a pair of black heels and a small white headband.

There were other items too. A bra, soft breast forms, white wrist cuffs and several boxes of makeup. Rebecca stood beside the dressing table.

She had changed completely.

The black leather corset fitted closely around her body and pushed her chest upwards. She wore black leather trousers and knee-high boots with narrow heels. Her hair had been pulled back tightly, revealing her face and making her expression seem sharper. Her makeup was darker than usual around the eyes, and her lips were painted deep red.

She looked stunning. She also looked dangerous. I remained in the doorway, holding the pack of false nails.

“You’re late.”

I stared at her, my mouth slightly open. The corset changed the way she stood. Or perhaps it only made her confidence more obvious. She looked like someone who expected obedience at all times.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.” Her gaze travelled over my jeans and T-shirt. “Close the door.”

I did.

“Come here.”

I crossed the room. She took the pack of nails from me and looked at them. “Pale pink. French tips. Good choice.” She placed them dressing table. “Take off your clothes.”

Rebecca said nothing while I undressed. Her silence made every movement more deliberate. I folded the jeans and placed them on the chair, then stood in the red silk panties with my arms at my sides.

“Straighten your posture, girl.” I drew my shoulders back. “Chin up.” Rebecca came closer and placed one finger beneath my chin. “You agreed to follow my instructions.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You agreed not to argue.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You agreed that I could push you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“If you genuinely want this to end, tell me now.”

I looked at the maid’s uniform on the bed. My heart was beating harder. The whole arrangement was more elaborate than I had imagined. This was not a dress from Rebecca’s wardrobe or a few borrowed pieces of lingerie. She had ordered a complete uniform for me.

“I don’t want it to end,” I said.

“Properly.”

“No, Mistress. I don’t want it to end.”

Rebecca smiled. “Good girl.” The praise moved through me immediately. She pointed towards the stool at the dressing table. “Sit.”

I obeyed.

Rebecca stood behind me and placed both hands on my shoulders.

“Look at yourself.”

The mirror showed my bare chest, untidy hair and red panties. Behind me, Rebecca stood in black leather, composed and severe. I looked absurd beside her.

I also felt exactly how she wanted me to.

“We are going to turn you into my maid,” she said. I swallowed. “Not someone wearing a dress for a joke. My maid. You will be made up, dressed and trained. You will learn how to walk, stand, curtsey and address me properly. Now, go and shower and shave closely.”

She handed me the red silk robe from last night and I went to the bathroom. I showered quickly, feeling increasingly nervous and then shaved as closely as I could manage. I returned to the bedroom wearing the robe.

“Rebecca made me sit again and put a band over my hair to keep it out of the way. “Let’s begin,” she said.

The moisturiser was cool against my face. Rebecca worked it over my cheeks, forehead and chin with slow movements. Her leather corset creaked faintly whenever she leaned closer.

“A maid needs to look clean, soft and carefully presented. She cannot be scruffy or careless. Ever. Her appearance reflects on her Mistress.”

The phrase made something shift inside me. Her Mistress. Not Rebecca. Not my girlfriend. My Mistress.

Rebecca applied primer next, then foundation with a brush. I watched my complexion become smoother in the mirror. She blended the foundation carefully, then used concealer beneath my eyes. Rebecca smiled slightly, then dusted powder over my face.

“Close your eyes.” I did. The brush moved across my skin. “Good girl.” I felt myself relax.  The shadow was soft and neutral at first, followed by darker colour near the lashes. “Look down.” I lowered my eyes. Her hand rested against my cheek while she applied mascara. I tried not to blink. “Good.”

When she finished, my eyes looked larger and darker. The effect was more controlled than the makeup she had applied on the first night. She was not experimenting now. She knew exactly what she wanted.

She brushed my eyebrows into shape and added a slight arch. A small amount of blush can next, just enough to give me some definition and colour.

Then came lipstick. Rebecca selected a soft pink rather than red. “Part your lips.” I did. She outlined them carefully and filled in the colour. “Press them together.” The lipstick felt smooth and slightly creamy.

Rebecca stood back. “Look.”

The face in the mirror had changed. The pink lips seemed gentler than the red from the night before, and the eye makeup drew attention away from the harder shape of my face.

“You look pretty,” Rebecca said.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Very good.”

She put some styling product into my hair and worked it into a softer shape. It was long enough to fall around my face, though not long enough for the style she clearly wanted.

Rebecca turned towards the bed.  “Stand.” I rose. “Take off the robe.”

.Rebecca picked up the frilly black-and-white pair from the bed. They were made from glossy black satin with white lace around the legs and a small bow at the front. She held them out.

I took them from her and placed one foot through each opening and pulled them up. The satin moved easily over my smooth legs. They sat closely around my hips, with the lace brushing against my skin. I tucked myself in, blushing slightly.

She handed me the bra. It was black with white lace across the cups. I put my arms through the straps while she fastened it behind me. Then she added the breast forms. They were heavier than I expected. Once settled inside the cups, they changed the way the bra pulled against my shoulders. I looked down at the new curves.

She adjusted the straps until both sides sat evenly.

“Now look.” The shape was modest, but obvious. enough to create a feminine chest beneath clothing. I touched one lightly.

“How does that feel?”

“Strange.”

“Good strange?”

“Yes.”

The holdup stockings came next.

Rebecca made me sit on the edge of the bed while she demonstrated how to gather the first one. The black nylon slipped over my foot, ankle and calf. After the waxing, every movement of the fabric felt sharper and smoother. I drew it over my knee and up my thigh. The lace band settled against my skin.

When both stockings were in place, Rebecca told me to stand. I shivered. “Very pretty,” she said.

Then she lifted the maid’s dress. Up close, the uniform was more elaborate than it had appeared on the bed. The black satin bodice had a white collar and short puffed sleeves edged with lace. The skirt was short but supported by a stiff white underskirt that gave it a rounded shape.

She unzipped the back and then held it out for me. I stepped into the skirt and put my arms through the sleeves. The dress tightened gradually around my waist and breasts as Rebecca zipped up the back. The skirt flared over my hips and brushed against the stockings whenever I moved. Rebecca tied the apron over it. The white fabric covered the front of the black skirt. She crossed the ties at my back, brought them forward and secured them into a neat bow.

“Turn around.”

I turned.

Rebecca studied me. “You really are a pretty little maid.”

My face warmed.

She fastened frilled cuffs around my wrists, then placed the white lace headband in my hair. “Look at yourself.” I turned towards the mirror.

The effect was stronger than I expected. The dress fitted closely through the chest and waist before flaring into the short skirt. The apron made the uniform look complete. The stockings lengthened my legs, while the forms gave the bodice the shape it had been designed for. The headband framed my softened face and made the whole appearance beyond what I had imagined.

I stood very still. Rebecca came to stand behind me. “What do you see?”

“A maid.”

“What sort?”

I swallowed.

“A pretty maid.”

“Whose maid?”

I looked at her in the mirror.

“Yours, Mistress.”

She placed both hands at my waist.

“Yes.”

The word was quiet, but it moved through me more strongly than praise. Rebecca stepped away and picked up the black heels. They had ankle straps and narrow heels, higher than the pair I had worn on the first night.

“Sit.”

I sat at the vanity table. She placed the first shoe on my foot and fastened the strap. Then the second. I looked down at my feet as Rebecca opened the pack of false nails. She laid them out on the vanity and then took my left hand. She worked gently, applying nail glue and then pressing each nail to my fingers and thumb. I held up the hand and smiled. My nails glittered. She completed the right hand and told me to let them dry for a bit.

When I stood, my balance shifted forward. Rebecca held out both hands.

“Shoulders back,” she said. “Chin up. Keep your knees soft.”

The maid’s skirt lifted slightly at the back as my stance changed. I could feel the underskirt moving against the tops of my stockings. It was utterly delicious.

Rebecca stepped aside. “Walk to wall and then back to the mirror.”

“Heel, then toe. Do not stare at your feet.” Rebecca’s eyes sharpened. “Concentrate.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I walked back towards the mirror. The heels clicked against the floorboards. The skirt moved around my thighs, and the stockings whispered softly with every step.

“Turn.”

I turned too quickly and wobbled.

Rebecca caught my arm.

“Again.”

I returned to my starting position.

“Slowly this time. Don’t rush. A maid moves with care.”

I walked again.

The second attempt was better.

“Good girl.”

I crossed the room several times. Each journey became easier. The heels forced me to place my feet carefully, and the short skirt made me aware of my knees and hips.

“Stop.” I stopped in front of her. “Hands at the sides of your apron.” I was slightly out of breath even though I had just been walking up and down.  “Now we will practise your curtsey.” Rebecca stepped back and looked me over. “Take hold of the edges of your skirt and apron.” I did. “Lift them slightly.” I raised the fabric. “One foot behind the other.” I tried to position my right foot behind my left. “Not so far. Now bend your knees.”

I lowered myself awkwardly. My balance shifted, and I had to tighten my hands around the skirt. “Back straight,” Rebecca said. “Do not collapse.” I corrected myself. “Lower your eyes.” I looked towards the floor. “Hold.” The stockings pulled around my thighs. The heels pressed beneath my feet, and the satin gathered between my fingers. The position felt formal and exposing. “Rise.”

“Again.”

I lifted the skirt, placed one foot behind the other and lowered myself more carefully.

“Say, ‘Good morning, Mistress.’”

“Good morning, Mistress.”

“Softer.”

I repeated it.

“Better. Rise.”

I stood.

“Again.”

We practised until the movements began to feel less mechanical. Skirt. Foot behind. Knees bent. Eyes lowered. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Again. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Again. “Yes, Mistress.”

Rebecca corrected everything. The angle of my foot. The height of the skirt. The speed of the movement. Once, she tapped the inside of my knee because I had allowed my legs to separate.

“Knees together.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Again,” she snapped. And then: “Hold.”

I remained in the curtsey.

“Who are you?”

“Your maid, Mistress.”

“What do you do?”

“I obey you.”

“And how do you answer?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl. Rise.”

Rebecca walked to the dressing table and picked up an empty silver tray she had apparently ordered with the uniform. She had really thought this through.

“Hold this.”

I took it with both hands.

“Keep it level.”

She placed an empty glass on top.

“Walk to the door and back.” I did so. I was oddly more difficult in heels to carry something.  We repeated the exercise. Then she made me practise answering her call.

“Maid.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Come here.”

I walked towards her.

“Curtsey.”

I lowered myself.

“Good morning, Mistress.”

“Stand.”

I rose.

“Straighten the pillows and duvet.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I bent over and straightened everything as best I could.

Rebecca watched from the doorway with her arms folded across the leather corset.

“Return.”

I walked back and curtseyed again.

She brought me back to the mirror. We stood together, the contrast between us almost ridiculous. Rebecca in black leather and boots, severe and composed. Me in satin, lace and frills, my made-up face nervous beneath the maid’s headband.

“Look at yourself properly.”

The person in the uniform seemed more complete than the versions of myself I had tried to create alone. Rebecca had chosen the right sizes, the right shapes and the right makeup. Nothing looked cheap or improvised.

For once, the mirror had not ruined it.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Pretty.” The word came quietly.

Rebecca’s expression softened. “What else?”

I looked at her. “Obedient.”

Her hand settled at my waist.

“That is the word I wanted.”

She turned me to face her.

“You are going to wear this for the rest of the day. This evening I have got something else planned”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You will make lunch, tidy the flat and serve drinks. You will practise your walk and curtsey whenever I ask. Every time you enter a room where I am waiting, you will acknowledge me properly.”

“With a curtsey?”

“Yes.”

Rebecca smiled.

“Kneel.”

I stared at her. The command had come without warning. She waited. I lowered myself carefully, managing the short skirt and heels with more difficulty than the curtsey. The underskirt spread around my thighs. I kept my back straight and looked up at her.

Rebecca touched the lace headband.

“Very pretty.”

My face grew warm.

“What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She stepped back and studied me for another moment.

Then she held out her hand.

“Stand.”

I took it and rose.

“One final curtsey before we begin your duties.”

I gathered the sides of my skirt. One foot behind. Knees bent. I lowered myself slowly, keeping my back straight and my eyes down.

“Thank you for making me pretty, Mistress.”

Rebecca’s boots came into view as she stepped closer. “Again.”

“Thank you for making me pretty, Mistress.”

I remained lowered. The stockings pulled against my legs. The satin pressed around my body. My feet ached inside the heels, and the little headband rested lightly in my hair. Everything reminded me what I was wearing. Everything reminded me why.

“There she is,” Rebecca said. “My sweet little maid.”


Chapter 5: Slumber Party Lisa

By late morning, the uniform had started to feel a natural part of me.

The satin skirt moved whenever I crossed the room, the stockings whispered against my legs, and the false nails made even simple tasks feel unfamiliar but totally, girlishly delicious. I noticed them when I picked up a cloth, when I reached for a cupboard handle and when I tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear.

Rebecca spent the next hour making me walk from one end of the living room to the other, correcting my posture each time I slipped back into my usual habits. If I looked down at my feet, she told me to lift my chin. If I rushed, she made me start again. When my shoulders tightened, she placed both hands on them and pressed them gently back.

“Stop trying so hard,” she said. “You look more natural when you aren’t thinking.”

That sounded simple enough when she said it. In practice, it meant trusting shoes that seemed determined to throw me sideways and a skirt that bounced whenever I turned too quickly. Still, after enough repetition, the movement became easier. My steps shortened. My hips shifted without conscious effort. I began to understand what my body had suddenly become under her guidance and the clothes I was wearing.

Rebecca insisted that I repeat the curtsey every five minutes and then every ten. She stood in front of me with her arms folded, still dressed in leather, and corrected each attempt with the stern patience of someone who had decided never to give in. I was going to be the girl that she wanted – there was no stopping that now.

“Again.”

I gathered the sides of my skirt, placed one foot behind the other and lowered myself.

“Back straighter.”

I corrected it. “Eyes down.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I held the position.

“Rise.”

By the umpteenth attempt, my thighs were burning. But the movement had begun to settle into a pattern. I could feel where my feet should go without looking, and the skirt lifted neatly between my fingers. I remained in the curtsey until she told me to rise.

“Again,” she said.

By lunchtime, I had walked, turned, curtseyed and carried an empty tray around the flat until my feet felt as though they were about to crumble. Rebecca finally allowed me to remove the heels while I cooked. I slipped out of the shoes and nearly sighed with relief. The carpet felt absurdly soft beneath my feet.

Rebecca sat at the kitchen table with her laptop while I checked the fridge. I was already a reasonably good cook, largely because neither of us wanted to live on takeaways and Rebecca had no patience for following recipes after a long day at work. I decided on pasta with roasted tomatoes, garlic, spinach and a little cream, using ingredients from the shopping trip.

“Don’t get anything on your pinny,” she said while looking at her screen. I looked down at the apron. The white satin remained spotless so far, though I had already decided that tomato sauce could be a serious threat.

Rebecca continued typing while I cooked. Every so often, I felt her eyes on me. She did not interrupt much, but her presence changed the way I moved around the kitchen. I became more careful when opening cupboards and more conscious of how I stood at the counter. When I reached for a pan, I noticed the frilled cuffs at my wrists. When I bent to check the oven, the short skirt shifted against the backs of my thighs.

I was not simply making lunch. I was doing it as Maid Lisa, under observation. That knowledge made the ordinary task strangely satisfying. When the food was ready, Rebecca closed her laptop.

“Set the table properly.”

I laid out two plates, cutlery, napkins and glasses. Rebecca watched as I brought the food over in a serving bowl.

“Use the tray.”

“For one bowl?”

“You need the practice.”

I transferred the bowl onto the silver tray and carried it from the kitchen counter to the table. The distance was less than six feet, but Rebecca still corrected my grip.

“Hands level. Elbows closer.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I placed the tray down carefully.

“Now serve me.”

I spooned the pasta onto her plate first, trying not to spill anything.

Rebecca tasted it while I stood beside the table. “You may sit.”

I sat opposite her, still smiling.

Lunch was relaxed despite the formality she had imposed on the day so far. Rebecca asked about the recipe, and I told her I had made a version of it at university because it was cheap and looked more impressive than it was.

Afterwards, she returned to her work and gave me a list.

The flat was not especially dirty, but Rebecca had apparently decided that Maid Lisa needed proper duties. I cleaned the kitchen first, washing the pans and wiping every surface. Then came the bathroom, the bedroom, the hallway and the living room. Rebecca wanted shelves dusted, mirrors polished, cushions straightened and floors vacuumed.

All the while, she sat at the dining table with her laptop, answering emails while I moved around her. Whenever I passed, I felt the uniform and the work combine into something more convincing. The apron no longer seemed decorative. It protected the dress while I cleaned, and the pockets now held a cloth and small bottle of polish.

I discovered quickly that false nails were not designed for practical labour. They clicked against taps, caught on fabric and made it difficult to pick up things. At one point, I lost one while cleaning the skirting board.

Rebecca looked up from her laptop when she heard me swear.

“What happened?”

“One of the nails came off.”

“Find it.”

“I am looking.”

I found it beneath the coffee table and held it up. Rebecca removed her glasses and studied me. I sat back on my heels and looked at her.

Her expression sharpened. “Go to the bedroom and use the glue to reattach it. Be more careful next time.

I lowered my eyes.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

Rebecca waited a moment before returning to her screen.

By mid-afternoon, the flat looked better than it had in months. The surfaces were clear, the kitchen gleamed and even the bathroom mirror had lost the marks I usually ignored until they became part of the glass.

I was tired, though. My back ached slightly from bending and polishing, and my feet had begun to hurt again after Rebecca made me put the heels back on. The uniform no longer felt pristine. The skirt had creased where I had knelt, and the apron carried a faint damp mark near one pocket.

Rebecca closed the laptop and checked the time. It was five o’clock.

The light outside had begun to soften, turning the windows pale gold. Rebecca had worked for most of the afternoon without changing out of the corset and leather trousers, though she had removed the boots. She still looked controlled and severe, while I felt warm, slightly dishevelled and very aware of the ache in my legs.

Rebecca placed the laptop on the table.

“Come here.”

I walked towards her.

“Curtsey.”

I gathered my skirt and lowered myself.

“Good evening, Mistress.”

“Better.”

I rose.

“Kneel.”

The command was quieter than before.

I lowered myself onto the carpet in front of her chair, arranging the skirt as carefully as I could. Rebecca looked down at me for several seconds without speaking. Her stern expression made me nervous, even though I knew I had worked hard. She reached forward and adjusted the headband, which had shifted slightly during the cleaning.

“You have done well today,” she said.

The praise caught me off guard.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Your walking has improved. Your curtsey is passable, and you managed to cook lunch without setting fire to your apron.” Her expression softened just enough for me to see that she was pleased. “There is still a great deal of work to do,” she continued. “Your posture slips whenever you are tired, you speak too quickly when you become nervous, and you still question instructions before you remember our agreement.”

Rebecca rested one hand on my shoulder.

“From now on, Saturday will be Maid Lisa day.”

I looked up at her.

“Every Saturday?” I shifted slightly on my knees.

“A set routine. Cleaning, laundry, meal preparation, personal grooming and training. You will wear the uniform unless I choose something else, and I will add duties as I see fit.

“You will begin after breakfast and continue until I release you. The purpose is not simply to clean the flat. It is to teach you consistency. Being Lisa cannot only happen when you are excited or when I have bought you something pretty. There has to be order too.”

I understood what she meant, though I was not sure I wanted to admit it. Dressing alone had always been an event, something secret and intense that ended when the clothes came off. Rebecca was turning it into routine. She was giving Lisa chores, expectations and a place in our ordinary life.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

Rebecca studied my face.

“Do you object?” I thought about the hours of cleaning, the aching thighs and the fact that I had spent most of the day working and not lounging around on the sofa watching Netflix movies. I also thought about the mirror, the uniform and the quiet satisfaction of serving lunch and being a girl longer for than just a few minutes.

“No, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She stroked my hair, careful not to disturb the headband.

Then something in her changed. The severity left her eyes first. Her shoulders relaxed, and the hand on my head became affectionate. When she smiled, she looked like Rebecca again rather than the version of her who had spent the day issuing commands in black leather.

“That is enough maid training for today.” Rebecca laughed. “You look as if I have released you from military service.”

“My feet hurt.”

“I know.”

She held out her hand and helped me stand. I expected her to tell me to change immediately, but instead she looked me over with visible satisfaction.

“Now,” she said, “we are going to have a girly slumber party to finish off the day.”

I stared at her. Rebecca smiled and began unfastening the cuffs at my wrists.

“But first,” she said, “we need to turn my hardworking little maid into a girl who is ready for a proper night in.”

Rebecca led me up to the bedroom. She disappeared into the wardrobe and returned with two folded sets of pyjamas that I was certain had not been there before. They were matching, of course.

Soft blush-pink silk with ivory piping around the collar, cuffs and pockets. Rebecca’s set had long trousers and a fitted top, while mine had shorter sleeves and little satin shorts edged with lace. I looked at them, then at her.

“Where did those come from?”

Rebecca smiled and began loosening the laces at the back of her corset. The severe version of her disappeared gradually as the leather came away. She folded it carefully and laid it over the chair, then removed the trousers and boots. Beneath them, she wore plain black lingerie, which seemed almost modest after the rest of the outfit.

I watched her take this off and then change into the silk pyjamas.

The fabric softened her immediately. The top fell loosely around her body, and the trousers moved quietly when she crossed the room. With her hair still tied back and the dark makeup around her eyes, she looked like someone who had finished issuing orders but had not entirely forgotten how.

She unfastened the maid dress. The bodice loosened around my chest, and the skirt dropped away from my waist. I stepped out of it carefully.

The uniform had become warm from the day. When she laid it across the bed, the black satin looked a little less shimmery. The apron was creased, one cuff had picked up a mark from cleaning, and the underskirt had lost some of its perfect shape.

I removed the heels, then the stockings. The nylon peeled slowly away from my legs, leaving them cool and strangely exposed. I removed the bra and forms last. Without their weight, my chest felt lighter.

Rebecca handed me the pink pyjamas.

I stepped into the shorts and pulled them up. The silk settled around my hips, barely reaching the tops of my thighs. The blouse was soft and loose, with small pearl-style buttons down the front. When I fastened it, the ivory piping framed my throat and made the whole set look deliberately feminine.

I stood in front of the mirror.

The difference between the maid uniform and the pyjamas was immediate. The uniform had made me formal and subservient. The pyjamas made me look softer, younger and more relaxed. I still wore the pink lipstick, thick lashes and carefully shaped brows Rebecca had created earlier, but without the headband and apron, I looked more like a girl getting ready for bed.

Rebecca came to stand beside me in the matching set. “We look adorable.”

She kissed my cheek.

“Now remove your makeup properly.”

I followed her into the bathroom. Rebecca sat me on the closed toilet lid and tied my hair back with a soft band. She placed cotton pads, cleanser and moisturiser on the edge of the sink.

“You cannot scrub makeup off with soap and hope,” she said.

She poured cleanser onto a cotton pad and handed it to me.

“Start with the eyes. Gently.”

I pressed it against one eyelid and wiped. The dark colour smeared immediately. Rebecca sighed. “Not like you’re cleaning a window.” She took my wrist and slowed the movement. “Hold it there first. Let the cleanser break down the makeup. Then wipe outwards.”

I tried again. The mascara and shadow came away in soft grey streaks. It took several pads before my lashes were clean. The process felt oddly intimate, not because Rebecca was doing it for me, but because she was teaching me something I had always rushed on those occasions when I had tried to ‘do’ makeup.

I removed the lipstick next, watching the pink fade from my mouth. Foundation came away in pale traces across the cotton. With each pass, Steve began to return, though the shaped brows, smooth skin and styled hair stopped the change from feeling complete.

When the last of the makeup was gone, she made me wash with warm water and a gentle cleanser, then pat my face dry rather than dragging the towel across it.

“Moisturiser,” she said.

“Again?”

“Yes. Makeup and cleansing dry the skin.”

I worked it over my face using the same motions she had shown me earlier. Rebecca corrected my technique once, then nodded approvingly.

“Better.”

I looked at myself.

Without the makeup, I appeared more familiar, but not entirely. The false nails remained. My brows were softer, my body hair was gone, and the pink silk pyjamas made ordinary masculinity difficult to recover.

“Do I still look like Lisa?” I asked.

Rebecca met my eyes in the mirror. “Yes.”

She removed her own makeup while I watched. Unlike me, she did it with practised efficiency, wiping away the dark eyes and lipstick until her face looked softer and more tired. I had seen her without makeup countless times, but in the matching pyjamas, beside me at the sink, the moment felt different.

More intimate.

Rebecca noticed me watching.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“Liar.”

“You look different.”

“I have taken off my makeup.”

“That isn’t what I mean.”

She smiled at my reflection.

“I know.”

We went to the kitchenette and gathered supplies. Rebecca chose crisps, chocolate, strawberries, olives and cheese and crackers I had not realised she had bought. I carried the wine and glasses while she arranged everything on a tray.

We took everything to the bedroom and arranged it across the bed. Rebecca pushed the duvet back and propped several pillows against the headboard. I sat cross-legged beside her, the satin shorts sliding higher on my thighs.

She switched on a small speaker and chose a playlist of pop songs I recognised but would never have admitted to liking. The music filled the bedroom lightly, enough to soften the silence without making conversation difficult.

Rebecca opened the wine.

“What exactly happens at a slumber party?” I asked.

She poured two glasses.

“We talk about girly things, try on different outfits and get drunk.”

“That is your entire plan?”

“It is a strong plan.”

“What counts as girly things?”

“Clothes. Makeup. Men. Women. Bodies. Secrets. Embarrassing fantasies. The usual.”

“The usual for whom?”

“For girls.”

I took the glass she offered. Rebecca looked at the silk pyjamas, false nails and smooth legs. We touched glasses.

“To Slumber Party Lisa,” she said.

I drank. The wine was cold and the first mouthful went down easily. Rebecca opened a packet of brie and spread some on a cracker. She ate heartily, then reached towards the bedside drawer and produced a small bottle of pale pink nail polish, cotton pads and a set of toe separators.

She patted the bed in front of her.

“Feet here.” I turned and extended my legs across her lap. Rebecca took my left foot in one hand and examined the nails. “They need shaping.”

She used a small file to neaten them, working with more attention than I would ever have considered necessary. The sensation was not unpleasant, though being examined so closely made me self-conscious.

“Relax your foot,” she said.

She placed the separators between my toes, then opened the polish.

The shade was delicate and slightly translucent, closer to rose than bubble-gum pink. Rebecca wiped the brush against the bottle and began with my smallest toe.

It was such a minor change compared with the uniform, makeup and breast forms, but it felt strangely intimate. Clothes could be removed. Makeup could be washed away. Nail polish remained until someone deliberately took it off. Rebecca painted each nail slowly, correcting the edges when necessary.

When she finished the first foot, she held it lightly at the ankle and tilted it so I could see. The pink looked soft against my pale skin.

“Well?” she asked.

“It’s pretty.”

“Your favourite word today.”

Rebecca began on the other foot. I leaned back against the pillows and watched her work. The music played quietly. My pyjama shorts shifted as I moved, and the silk felt cool beneath my hands. The whole scene was absurdly comfortable.

An hour earlier, I had been kneeling before her in a maid’s uniform while she discussed duties and standards. Now she sat cross-legged on the bed in matching pink pyjamas, painting my toenails while we drank wine.

She finished the final toe and sat back. “Do not touch anything until they dry.”

“I wasn’t planning to.”

She blew gently across the polish, then lifted both my feet onto a folded towel. We talked and laughed for a while about nothing in particular. The varnish dried and glimmered in the light. Rebecca pushed her feet towards me. “Your turn.”

I looked at her.

“My turn to do what?”

“Paint mine.”

“You know I’ll make a mess.”

Rebecca handed me the bottle. I took her left foot carefully. The reversal felt strange. Rebecca had spent the day directing every movement, and now she was trusting me with something delicate.

“Start with the little toe,” she said. “Use much less polish than you think.”

I opened the bottle and wiped the brush against the neck. My false nails made it more difficult to hold. I adjusted my grip and brought the brush towards her foot.

“Steady,” Rebecca said.

The first nail went badly. I applied too much polish and left a pink mark at the edge. That made us both giggle.

“Impressive.”

“I warned you.”

“Clean it up.”

I used a cotton bud, concentrating more carefully this time. The second toe was better. By the third, I had begun to understand the pressure and delicacy required.

Rebecca watched me with a small smile. “You look so serious.”

I continued across the first foot, then moved to the other. Her toes were already neat and shaped, making the job easier. I found myself enjoying the concentration of it, the tiny movements and the satisfaction when the colour went on smoothly. When I finished, I looked over both feet.

“They’re not terrible.”

She leaned forward and kissed me lightly on the mouth. “Good girl.”

I placed the polish on the bedside table and sat back beside her. We looked at our toes wiggling them occasionally. We raised our glasses again while the music changed to something brighter. Rebecca looked at the matching pink nails, matching silk pyjamas and pile of clothes waiting near the wardrobe.

“Now,” she said, “we can begin the proper part of the evening.”

Rebecca slid off the bed once the polish had dried. She crossed to the wardrobe, opened both doors and began pushing hangers aside with the concentration of someone already working through a private plan.

She pulled out a pale cream blouse and held it up, then added a charcoal pencil skirt over one arm. A narrow black belt hung from two fingers.

“What is that meant to be?”

“Secretary Lisa.”

Rebecca placed the clothes on the bed and returned to the wardrobe. A fitted navy jacket followed, then a softer pink blouse with a big bow at the neck, a grey skirt and two pairs of heels. She had apparently decided that one secretary was not enough.

“These are all yours,” I said.

“Take off the pyjama top.”

I put the glass down and began undoing the pearl-style buttons. She helped me out of the silk top, then fetched a black lace bra and the breast forms. Once they were back in place, she handed me the cream blouse.

The blouse fitted better than I expected. It pulled slightly across the upper arms, but the fabric was soft enough to forgive it, and the forms filled the front without making the buttons strain. Rebecca fastened the top two herself, leaving the collar open. She handed me a pair of matching panties and I changed into them.

“Skirt.”

I stepped into the charcoal pencil skirt and drew it over my hips. Rebecca closed the zip and adjusted the waistband until it sat properly. The skirt reached just below my knees and restricted my stride in a way the maid’s uniform had not.

“There,” she said. “Already more employable.”

Rebecca laughed and wrapped a narrow belt around my waist. She tightened it one notch, then stepped back to look at me.

When I smoothed the skirt, my hands no longer looked entirely male against the charcoal fabric. The blouse softened my shoulders, while the pencil shape created a cleaner line through my waist and hips. I still had bare legs and no makeup, but the clothes alone were enough to suggest a different version of me.

Rebecca selected a pair of black court shoes with a moderate heel.

“Put these on.”

I sat at the edge of the bed and slipped my feet into them, careful of the fresh polish. When I stood, the fitted skirt forced me into shorter steps.

Rebecca handed me a pair of reading glasses with dark frames.

“I don’t need glasses.”

“That has never stopped anyone wearing them.”

I put them on.

She looked delighted.

“Oh, that is good.”

“What?”

“You look as though you correct people’s expense claims.”

She turned me towards the mirror.

The glasses made the outfit look deliberate. The pencil skirt, blouse and heels were much less dramatic than the maid uniform. That made them more unsettling. I could see the black bra through the material of the blouse. Rebecca explained that all good secretary’s showed a hint of lingerie. Maybe in romance novels or porno films, I told her.

“Imagine walking into Bridgeton like this on Monday.”

“I would be escorted out.”

“Not immediately. People would need time to stare.”

“I’m sure that makes it better.”

“Troy would enjoy it.”

I looked at her.  Rebecca adjusted the blouse at my waist, pulling it out a little and smoothing a crease with both hands.

“Picture it,” she said. “You walk through reception in your little skirt and heels, carrying a handbag. Nobody recognises you at first. Then you reach your desk.”

“I wouldn’t reach my desk. Security would intervene.”

She ignored me.

“Troy comes out of his new office and sees you sitting there. He looks twice because he knows your face, but everything else is wrong. Your hair is styled, your lips are pink and your legs are crossed neatly beneath the desk.”

“I’m not crossing my legs in this skirt.”

Rebecca pinched my waist lightly.

“Stop being difficult.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled and continued.

“Then he realises it is you.”

“He laughs.”

“Perhaps. At first.”

“There would definitely be laughter.”

“But then he keeps looking.”

The tone changed slightly. She was still teasing, but the idea had begun to interest her.

I glanced at myself again. The secretary outfit was respectable enough to belong in the office. That was the uncomfortable part. The maid uniform was private fantasy made visible. This looked like something a woman might actually wear to work.

Rebecca moved to the bed and picked up the navy jacket.

“Try this.”

I slipped my arms into it. The shoulders were tighter, though not unbearably so. Rebecca buttoned it at the waist and rearranged the blouse collar.

“Much better,” she said. “You look as though you have ambitions.”

“I had ambitions yesterday. They gave them to Troy.”

“Perhaps he needs a secretary.”

I laughed.

“He has eight people in his team. He doesn’t get a secretary.” Rebecca sat on the edge of the bed and looked me over while I stood in front of her. “You arrive on Monday as Lisa, and management decides it is all part of a diversity initiative. Troy has just been promoted, so they assign you to him.”

“That sounds terrifying.”

“He tells you to organise his diary.”

“I delete everything.”

“You would not. You would want to prove you were good at the job. You want to be a good little girl for your hunky Alpha male.”

“Stop it now.”

“You take his calls, arrange meetings and bring him coffee. He calls you into his office whenever he wants something.” Rebecca leaned back on her hands. “What would you do if he started flirting with you?”

I folded my arms, then realised the gesture pulled the jacket awkwardly across my chest and let them fall again.

“He wouldn’t.”

“You don’t know that.”

“He knows me.”

“He knows Steve. Perhaps Lisa is another matter.”

I looked at her. Rebecca’s expression remained amused, but she was watching me carefully now. “He leans against your desk,” she continued. “The way he does when he wants everyone to notice him. He compliments your blouse. Perhaps he says you have nice legs.”

“I’d report him to HR.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“That does not sound like a very efficient secretary.”

“I would be a terrible secretary.”

Rebecca reached for her wine and took a drink.

“You might be nervous. That would make you quieter.”

“I’m not quiet around Troy.”

“As Steve, no. Steve dislikes him and tries to compete. Lisa might react differently if he looked at her as a woman.”

The idea made me uneasy because it connected too neatly with what I had admitted the night before. Men frightened me when I imagined being seen as a woman, but the fear had never existed alone. There was curiosity mixed through it, along with the desire to be convincing enough that someone might respond to Lisa before seeing Steve underneath.

Rebecca saw something change in my face.

Rebecca nodded slowly. The lack of argument unsettled me more than teasing would have done.

Rebecca stood and came closer. She unbuttoned the jacket, then slipped it from my shoulders and placed it over the chair.

“Let’s make the scene less dramatic. He asks you to stay late because he needs help preparing something. The office empties. You are alone with him.”

“I refuse to stay.”

“You want to prove yourself.”

“As his secretary?”

“As Lisa. You want everyone to see that you can do the job.”

I sighed. She adjusted the blouse cuffs and turned them back neatly.

“You sit opposite him in his office, taking notes while he talks. He watches you more than he should. Eventually, he comes around the desk and stands too close.” My stomach tightened despite myself. “What do you do?”

“I move away.”

“And if he puts one hand on the back of your chair?”

“I tell him to stop.”

“Softly or firmly?”

“Firmly.”

“Show me.”

I looked at her.

“Stop.”

“That sounded like a request.”

“Stop, please.”

“Worse.”

I laughed.

“This is ridiculous.”

“Try again.”

I straightened my posture, imagining Troy’s grin and the easy confidence he carried through the office.

“Don’t touch me.”

Rebecca studied my face.

“Better.”

She moved closer to me until only a small distance remained between us. “And if he says he only wanted to see whether you were as available as you looked?”

I felt heat rise into my face.

“I’d tell him he was an arrogant bastard.”

She stepped away and lifted the pink blouse from the bed. “Good. I would hate you to become completely helpless.”

The cream blouse came off, followed by the charcoal skirt. Rebecca handed me the pink blouse with the bow at the neck and a softer grey skirt that flared slightly instead of clinging. This version felt younger and less formal. When she added a slim cardigan and lower heels, the effect was closer to a junior office assistant than an executive secretary.

Rebecca circled me slowly.

“This Lisa definitely brings coffee.”

“This Lisa looks as though she apologises when someone else walks into her.”

“She probably does.”

“I probably would.”

Rebecca laughed and reached up to tie the bow more neatly.

“Troy would be unbearable with you dressed like this.” She guided me towards the mirror. “Perhaps he calls you sweetheart.”

“Can we stop this Troy thing?”

I looked at the reflection. The flared skirt made the outfit softer, while the bow drew attention to my face and chest. It was not the kind of thing I would ever have chosen for myself, which was precisely why Rebecca liked it.

“What if he asked you out?” she said.

“No.”

“That quickly?”

“Yes.”

“What if you were certain he saw you as a woman?”

I hesitated. Rebecca noticed immediately. “There.”

“That proves nothing.”

“It proves the question matters.”

I turned away from the mirror. “He is arrogant, smug and cruel when he thinks he can get away with it.”

“But attractive?”

I looked at her.

“You asked me last night whether I liked men. Now you’re trying to push me towards the worst one I know.”

“I’m not pushing you towards him. I’m using someone real because fantasy becomes more revealing when there is a face attached.”

I sat on the edge of the bed, careful of the skirt. Rebecca came to sit beside me.

“You do not have to want him,” she said. “But it interests you to imagine him wanting Lisa.”

I looked down at my pink nails.

There was no comfortable way to answer. The idea of Troy laughing at me made my stomach twist. The idea of him looking twice, becoming uncertain and then seeing something feminine enough to desire created a different reaction that I did not want to examine too closely.

“I want to be convincing,” I said.

Rebecca took my hand.

“What if he behaved properly?” she asked. “No jokes. No telling anyone. He simply asked whether you wanted a drink after work.”

“I’d assume it was a trap.”

“Reasonable.”

“You’re enjoying this far too much.”

“We are talking about girly things. Men were on the list. Remember?”

She stood and reached for the wine bottle.

“Now take off the cardigan. We have at least three more office looks to try, and I want to see whether you suit navy better than grey.”

“Are all slumber parties this organised?”

“Only the good ones.”

I removed the cardigan while she refilled our glasses. The secretary fantasy lingered after the joke had moved on, though, and each time I looked at the skirt or the soft bow at my throat, I could picture Bridgeton Health too clearly. The grey office. My desk. Troy leaning beside it with that confident smile.

And me sitting there as Lisa, trying to decide whether being recognised would be worse than being desired.

Rebecca abandoned the office clothes in a heap across the end of the bed and reached straight for the brighter section of her wardrobe. The next few hangers came out in quick succession: a fitted black dress with a low back, a deep green wrap dress, a silver one that caught the light whenever she moved it, and a shorter red dress with narrow straps and a skirt that flared from the waist.

“This is more like it,” she said. “No desks, no emails and no Troy.”

She held the red dress against me, considered it for a moment, then shook her head and replaced it with the green one. The wrap style was easier to adjust around my shoulders and chest, and once she had tied it at the waist, the fabric fell more naturally over the forms. It reached just above my knees and moved softly when I turned.

Rebecca stood behind me and tightened the tie slightly.

“That one works.”

She selected gold heels with thin straps and made me sit while she fastened them. The fresh pink polish on my toes showed through, and the combination made my feet look unexpectedly delicate. I stared at them for a moment longer than I meant to.

She changed into the black dress herself. It fitted closely without looking severe, and when she let down her hair and shook it loose around her shoulders, the last trace of Mistress in leather disappeared. She looked ready to leave for a bar without needing to alter anything else.

I looked at the matching pyjamas abandoned on the bed, then at the two of us in party dresses and heels.

“We have changed tone quite quickly.”

“That is the point of trying things on.”

She turned the music up before I could answer. The room filled with a bright pop song, loud enough to make conversation less natural and movement more important. Rebecca held out both hands.

“Come on.”

“I don’t dance.”

She pulled me across the floor and guided me into the open space beside the bed. I tried to follow the rhythm with the same stiff caution I used whenever dancing became unavoidable at weddings or work parties.

Rebecca laughed almost immediately. “You look as though you are waiting for someone to open fire.”

“I told you I don’t dance.”

“Stop moving from the shoulders.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means your whole body is rigid except for your arms, which are making desperate appeals for help.” I lowered them. “That is somehow worse,” she said.

She stepped closer and placed one hand at my waist.

“Feel the music lower down. Let your hips follow it.”

Rebecca moved beside me, showing rather than explaining. Her weight shifted easily from one leg to the other while her hips followed the beat in a small, controlled movement. Nothing about it looked exaggerated. She simply seemed to flow where I remained assembled from separate pieces.

“Copy me.”

I tried.

The first attempt felt ridiculous. My heels made me overthink every step, and the wrap dress moved enough to remind me that I was dressed very differently from the last time I had stood awkwardly near a dance floor.

Rebecca kept one hand at my waist.

She smiled and guided me through another sequence, this time slower. Shift the weight, let the hip follow, keep the shoulders relaxed. The movement began to make sense once I stopped treating it as a set of instructions and allowed the rhythm to carry some of the work.

Rebecca stepped back.

“There.”

“What?”

“That was almost feminine.”

“Almost?”

“Do it again.”

The wine helped. So did the fact that we were alone. I no longer felt as though every movement needed to be judged before it happened, and the dress responded to each turn with a soft sweep around my legs. The heels changed my balance, making each step smaller and more deliberate, while the forms beneath the dress moved enough to keep me aware of the shape Rebecca had given me.

She turned the music louder still.

“Imagine we are actually out.”

“That requires a great deal of imagination.”

“Humour me. There are people around us, the lights are low and nobody knows Steve.”

The name sounded strange in the room.

Rebecca continued dancing, watching me closely.

“They only see Lisa.”

Something in me shifted at that. I let my hands move more freely, one lifting into my hair before sliding back down. The gesture would have embarrassed me a few hours earlier, but now it seemed to belong with the dress, the music and the way Rebecca was looking at me.

“Better,” she said. “Don’t force it. Let the movement continue through you.”

I turned and caught sight of myself in the mirror.

The green dress moved well. My hair had fallen loose around my face, the breast forms gave the front of the dress a soft curve, and the gold heels lengthened my legs. Without makeup, the illusion was incomplete, but the person moving in the reflection no longer looked like the nervous man who had first stood in Rebecca’s lingerie.

She looked happy.

That surprised me more than anything.

Rebecca came up behind me, our reflections close together.

“Now make it slower.”

“The song is not slow.”

“You can still move slowly.”

She placed her hands over mine and guided them down from my waist to my hips. I followed her, letting my weight shift through one leg and then the other. The change was subtle, but it made the movement feel less like dancing and more erotic.

Rebecca’s voice was near my ear. “Seductive does not mean throwing yourself around. It means knowing someone is watching and deciding what you want them to see.”

I looked at her reflection.

“And what do I want them to see?”

“A woman who knows she looks good.”

The answer made me blush, but I did not stop.

Rebecca moved away and watched while I continued alone. I tried to hold the idea in my mind instead of concentrating on technique. The dress fitted well. My legs looked smooth. The heels forced a sway I would never have allowed in ordinary clothes. Once I accepted that, the movement became easier. I rolled one shoulder back and turned slowly.

Rebecca applauded.

This time, I enjoyed it.

The feeling arrived gradually. First came relief that I was no longer stumbling, then curiosity about what else the clothes and music might allow. By the time the song changed, I was moving without waiting for Rebecca to correct me. The wine had softened my embarrassment, but it was more than that. Each different movement seemed to loosen a part of me that usually remained held tightly in place.

I danced closer to Rebecca.

We moved together, badly at times and without caring. Rebecca spun me once, and the skirt lifted away from my legs before settling again. I nearly lost my balance but recovered, laughing harder when she caught me around the waist.

“Graceful,” she said.

“I remained upright.”

The next dress was silver.

Rebecca insisted on changing between songs. The fabric was lighter than the green and covered in a faint shimmer that caught every movement. It was shorter too, with a scooped neckline and narrow straps that made my shoulders more visible. She paired it with black heels and silver earrings that clipped onto my ears.

When the next song started, I moved more easily. The silver dress seemed made for dancing, and every time I shifted, small flashes of light travelled across it. Rebecca danced opposite me, occasionally mirroring my movements before exaggerating them to make me laugh.

“More hips,” she called.

“I am using them.”

She stepped behind me and placed both hands at my waist. “Let the movement start here, then follow through your body.”

I copied her.

The result felt different from anything I would have allowed myself as Steve. Softer, slower and less guarded. I was not trying to look masculine, controlled or indifferent. I was letting the dress move, letting Rebecca watch and allowing myself to enjoy being seen in a way that had once existed only in imagination.

The mirror caught me again.

For once, I did not immediately search for everything wrong with the image. I saw the line of the dress, the smoothness of my legs and the way my body moved when I stopped fighting it. The person in the reflection was not fully convincing, but she was not comical either.

She was becoming possible.

My cheeks were flushed, my legs felt loose beneath the short dress and I no longer cared how foolish the whole thing might have looked from outside. When the chorus returned, I began dancing again before Rebecca prompted me.

She watched with open satisfaction.

“You like this.”

“I like the music.”

“You like being her.”

I looked at myself in the mirror, then turned back towards Rebecca.

“Yes,” I said. It was the easiest admission of the weekend.

Rebecca smiled and drew me closer, one arm settling around my waist as we moved together. “Good girl.”

Rebecca’s smile changed before I understood why.

Until then, there had still been laughter in the room, music, wine and the slight ridiculousness of trying on party dresses in our bedroom. She had been watching me dance with approval, correcting my movements and enjoying the way I had begun to relax into them. Then she stepped closer, took the glass from my hand and placed it beside hers on the bedside table.

Her fingers returned to my waist.

I expected another instruction, perhaps a comment about posture or the way the dress moved, but instead she kissed me.

The first kiss was slow and deliberate. There was nothing uncertain in it. One hand held my waist while the other settled against the side of my neck, keeping me close as her mouth moved over mine. I tasted wine and the faint sweetness of the strawberries we had been eating, and for a moment I forgot the music entirely.

When she drew back, she did not move far.

“Still pretending you only like the songs?” she asked.

I could feel my face warming.

“No.”

“No what?”

“No, Mistress.”

The answer seemed to please her. Her fingers tightened slightly at my waist, and she kissed me again with more pressure this time, not rough but unmistakably controlling. I responded before I had time to think about how I should. My hands found her shoulders, then slid higher into her hair as she guided me backwards across the small space between us.

The silver dress brushed against my thighs with every step. The heels made me unsteady, and I leaned into her more than I normally would have done. Rebecca seemed to like that too. She held me firmly, allowing me to depend on her balance while the kiss deepened.

I had kissed her countless times before, but this felt different because I felt different.

The dress, the smooth legs, the painted toenails and the soft feminine movements she had taught me had all altered the way I occupied my own body. When Rebecca’s hand moved along my waist and over the curve created by the dress, I felt wanted as the person she had spent the day drawing out of me.

That thought weakened something inside me.

I stopped trying to control the moment and melted into her.

Rebecca made a quiet sound of approval against my mouth. She turned us with surprising ease, steering me towards the bed while keeping one arm firmly around me. The backs of my knees touched the mattress, and I sat down without quite meaning to.

She remained standing.

The position made her seem taller and more commanding, even without the leather outfit. Her black dress fitted closely, her hair loose around her face, and there was a confidence in the way she looked down at me that made my breath catch.

She touched one finger beneath my chin.

“Look at me.”

I raised my eyes.

“There’s my pretty girl.”

I had heard her call me pretty several times that day, but now the praise felt different. There was affection in it, and desire too, both directed towards Lisa.

Rebecca leaned down and kissed me again.

I reached for her, but she caught my wrists gently and lowered my hands to the bed on either side of me.

“Stay.”

The command was quiet.

I obeyed.

She kissed my forehead first, then my cheek, allowing the contact to linger before returning to my mouth. The restraint made each movement more noticeable. I could feel the mattress beneath my palms, the smooth dress gathered beneath me and the light pressure of her body close to mine.

When she finally released my wrists, I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her nearer.

Rebecca laughed softly.

“Impatient.”

She kissed me before I could answer.

This time there was no teasing pause. The kiss became warmer and more urgent, and I let myself fall back against the pillows as Rebecca followed. The music still played from the speaker, though it had become little more than a rhythm beneath our breathing.

She rested beside me, one leg across mine, and traced her fingertips slowly along my arm. The false nails clicked faintly against the silk of the dress when I touched her waist.

Rebecca looked down at them.

Her hand moved into my hair and drew me closer.

I kissed her again, more confidently this time. The wine had removed the last of my caution, but it was the way she watched me that truly made me let go. She seemed fascinated by every small change: the way I tilted my head, the way the dress shifted when I moved and the softness that entered my posture when I stopped trying to resist her.

I became aware that I was moving differently even here.

There was less restraint in me, less need to take control or prove anything. Rebecca guided the pace, and I followed willingly. Each time I surrendered another small decision to her, the tension left my body a little more.

She brushed her thumb across my lower lip.

“You are very easy to manage like this.”

That was the truth beneath everything else. Beneath the uniforms, the rules and the laughter, I trusted her enough to let her see what I had kept hidden from everyone, including myself. I trusted her enough to let the night become something neither of us needed to explain immediately.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

Rebecca kissed me with a tenderness that made the title feel more intimate than formal.

The room seemed quieter after that, despite the music. The party dresses lay across the chair and floor, the matching pyjamas were folded badly at the edge of the bed, and two half-finished glasses of wine stood within reach. Nothing looked staged anymore.

Rebecca drew me closer until my head rested against her shoulder.

Her fingers moved slowly through my hair while I traced the line of her arm. The excitement had not disappeared, but it softened into something steadier. I felt warm, slightly drunk and entirely held.

She kissed my temple.

“My beautiful girl,” she murmured.

I closed my eyes.

For once, I did not question whether she meant it.


Chapter 6: Summer Dresses

I woke slowly, without the usual sense of impending doom.

No alarm. No work. No interview to replay in my head. No Troy. No need to get up and become whoever I was supposed to be for everyone else’s benefit.

Rebecca was behind me, one arm around my waist, her body warm against my back. Sometime during the night, the silver dress had disappeared and I was back in the pink silk pyjamas.

The room was bright with Sunday morning sun. One curtain had been left partly open, and a bar of light stretched across the carpet towards the bed. Clothes were everywhere. The green dress lay across the chair, the black one had fallen half onto the floor, and there were shoes beside the wardrobe in several different directions. Two empty wine glasses stood on the bedside table.

I looked down at Rebecca’s arm around me.

My nails were still pale pink. My legs were smooth beneath the silk shorts. Somewhere beneath the duvet, my toenails matched hers. I smiled. There was no great revelation attached to it. I was simply happy. Happier, perhaps, than I could remember being for a very long time.

I settled back against Rebecca and closed my eyes again. She moved slightly. Her arm tightened.

I turned carefully until I was facing her.

Rebecca’s hair was loose and tangled, her face completely bare. Without makeup, she looked younger and softer than the version of her who had spent Saturday in black leather ordering me around the flat. She opened one eye.

Rebecca smiled and reached up to push some hair away from my face.

“Morning, Lisa.”

“Morning.”

“Morning what?”

I looked at her.

She was still smiling, but the expectation remained.

“Morning, Mistress.”

“Better.”

She kissed me.

It was a lazy Sunday-morning kiss, nothing like the intensity of the night before. Her hand stayed at my waist while mine rested against her shoulder. When we separated, neither of us moved very far. For a while, we simply stayed there.

That was unusual for us. Sunday mornings normally involved one of us eventually checking a phone, mentioning coffee or something that needed doing around the flat. This time, neither of us seemed interested in beginning the day.

Rebecca traced one finger over my nails.

She held my hand beside hers.

The difference between them was much less obvious than it would have been a week earlier. Her fingers were narrower, but the matching pink nails created a visual connection I found surprisingly satisfying.

“I like these,” I admitted.

“I know.”

“What happens at six?” I asked.

“We talk.”

“And if I say I want to stop?”

“Then we stop.”

The answer was immediate. I looked at her.

“And if I don’t?”

Rebecca smiled. “Then I make more plans.”

At some point, Rebecca fetched water from the bathroom and returned with the remains of the strawberries. We ate them from the container between us while talking about almost nothing. Films. Work. The state of the flat after my cleaning. Whether the silver dress suited me more than the green one. Rebecca insisted the green was more flattering. I preferred the silver because it moved better when I danced.

“You liked dancing. You were moving your hips pretty naturally by the end.”

“That was the wine.”

“It was not the wine.”

By half past ten, sunlight had filled most of the room. I could hear traffic outside and somebody in the neighbouring flat moving furniture or dropping something heavy. Rebecca checked the time on her phone.

She sat up, pushed her hair back and looked down at me.

“Lisa.” There was just enough authority in the way she said it to change the atmosphere.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Bathroom. Shower. Shave.”

I rolled onto my back.

“You do realise this is a terrible abuse of power.”

“Bathroom.”

I got up.

The silk shorts had twisted slightly during the night, and I straightened them while walking across the room. Rebecca followed me, still in her own matching pyjamas.

The bathroom felt bright after the bedroom. Rebecca turned on the shower and tested the water with one hand while I stood beside the sink, looking at my reflection. I still looked like me, but the weekend had altered small things. My brows were shaped. My face seemed cleaner. My hair fell differently. Then there were the nails, the smooth skin and the pink pyjamas.

She slipped the pyjama top from her shoulders and stepped towards the shower.

“Come on.”

I hesitated.

We had showered together before. There was nothing unusual about that. Yet after everything that had happened during the weekend, the simple act felt different. There was less distance between Steve and Lisa than there had been two days earlier, and I was far more conscious of my smooth body than I had ever been.

Rebecca held out her hand.

I took it. The water was hot enough to make me gasp when I stepped beneath it. Rebecca adjusted the temperature slightly.

We washed each other without much conversation. The mood was easy rather than sexual, which made the intimacy feel more natural. Rebecca handed me shampoo, then corrected the amount I used.

“You don’t need half the bottle.”

She worked conditioner through the ends herself, combing her fingers gently through my hair before telling me to leave it for a few minutes. Water ran cleanly over my chest and legs, and my hands moved over skin that seemed more sensitive simply because there was nothing between my fingers and the surface.

When we stepped out, she wrapped herself in a towel and handed me another.

“Shave. Moisturiser after.”

I shaved and then used the body lotion she had bought the previous day. The scent was light and clean, slightly floral without being overpowering. Rebecca stood behind me while I worked it into my legs.

“You’re getting better at that.”

“At moisturising?”

“At taking care of yourself.”

Rebecca disappeared into the bedroom while I finished. When I followed, wearing the towel around my waist, she was standing beside the bed with another outfit laid out. This time there was no satin uniform, no lace apron and nothing remotely dramatic.

A simple white dress lay across the duvet.

It was light cotton rather than silk, fitted gently through the waist with a softly flared skirt that reached just above the knee. The neckline was modest, with narrow straps and a row of small buttons down the front. Beside it were white panties, a plain white bra and a pair of cream-coloured low heels.

The simplicity caught me off guard.

Rebecca looked at my face.

“You like it.”

I walked closer. The underwear was uncomplicated too. No lace panels, no bows, no exaggerated femininity. Just smooth white fabric that looked like something bought for everyday wear.

“This feels different,” I said.

“That’s because it is.”

Rebecca picked up the bra. “Yesterday was training. Last night was playing. Today I want you to see what ordinary can feel like.”

“Ordinary?”

She nodded. “A summer dress. Simple underwear. Comfortable shoes. No costume.”

The maid outfit had clearly belonged to fantasy. The party dresses had belonged to dressing up. This could be worn to a café. A shop. A garden. Somewhere outside the flat where nobody would think twice about seeing a woman dressed like that.

The white panties felt different from the satin pairs. Softer, more practical and less consciously seductive. I pulled them into place and looked down at myself.

Rebecca handed me the bra. It had lightly padded cups rather than lace. She fastened it at my back and added the forms, adjusting them until the shape sat naturally against my chest.

Rebecca lifted the dress from the bed and unfastened the small zip hidden at the side.

“Step in.”

I stepped through the skirt and pulled it upwards. She guided the straps over my shoulders and closed the zip, then stood behind me smoothing the fabric across my waist.

The cotton was cool against my moisturised skin. Unlike the maid dress, there was no stiff underskirt controlling its shape. It moved freely, settling around my thighs and swaying when I shifted my weight.

“Turn.”

I turned towards the mirror. The white fabric softened my body without trying too hard. The forms created a modest chest, the waist was defined enough to suggest a feminine shape, and my smooth legs disappeared neatly beneath the hem before reappearing below it. There were no stockings, no frills and nothing that announced transformation.

I looked like someone dressed for a warm Sunday morning. Rebecca stood behind me, watching my reaction.

“Well?”

“I could imagine someone actually wearing this.”

“A woman, perhaps?”

I looked at her reflection.

“Yes.”

Rebecca smiled. She sat me at the dressing table and brushed my hair, working a small amount of styling cream through it before shaping it around my face. She did not add makeup beyond a little tinted moisturiser and clear lip balm.

“No mascara?” I asked.

“Not everything needs to be full transformation.”

“That doesn’t sound like you.”

“You need to learn that femininity isn’t about makeup all the time. You’ve got light facial hair so it doesn’t show once you shave.” The lack of makeup made me feel more exposed, but it also made the appearance less artificial. My brows were still shaped, my hair was softer and the dress did enough on its own.

Rebecca pointed towards the shoes. The heels were low, barely two inches, cream rather than bright white. I slipped into them and stood. They felt almost flat compared with what she had made me wear the previous day.

I crossed the room. There was no wobble, no need to concentrate on every placement of my foot. The dress moved around my legs while the low heels altered my posture just enough to keep the feminine rhythm I had practised.

Rebecca watched closely.

“You’re not thinking.”

I walked towards the mirror again. This time, I did not need her to tell me to keep my shoulders relaxed. My steps were naturally smaller after the hours of practice. When I turned, I did it slowly without consciously remembering why.

Rebecca came to stand beside me.

“Look at you.”

I did.

My reflection no longer made me laugh. That had always been the first defence. Years ago, whenever I had dressed and the result disappointed me, humour arrived quickly. Cheap wig. Bad makeup. Wrong proportions. A man pretending badly to be something else. There was nothing funny about the woman in the white dress.

She was not perfect. Anyone who looked carefully might still see what I was trying to hide. But she looked comfortable. That mattered more than I expected.

“How do you feel?”

I watched the white skirt move slightly around my knees. “Happy.”

Rebecca’s expression softened. “Good.”

I turned towards her. “What are we doing today?”

She smiled. “First, breakfast.”

“And after that?”

Rebecca adjusted the strap of my dress one final time. “We’ll see.”

I knew that smile by now. Whatever Sunday had become, she was not finished with me yet.  I made scrambled eggs on toast while Rebecca sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and reading something on her phone. The white dress moved lightly around my legs as I crossed between the fridge and the hob, and the low heels were comfortable enough that I barely noticed them after the punishment my feet had endured the previous day. Every so often, though, I caught sight of the painted nails around my coffee mug or felt the skirt brush against my knees and remembered that there was nothing normal about the way I was spending Sunday morning.

Rebecca looked up as I placed her plate in front of her. “Thank you.” I sat opposite her.

Warm air moved into the flat carrying the distant noise of traffic and somebody mowing a garden somewhere behind the building. It was one of those rare English summer mornings when the weather had apparently decided to behave itself. Rebecca finished some of her eggs and glanced towards the window.

“It’s beautiful outside. We should go for a walk.”

I nearly dropped my fork. Rebecca continued eating. I waited for the rest of the sentence. It did not come.

“A walk?”

“Yes.”

“In the park?”

“That would generally be where people go for a walk.”

I looked down at myself.

“You mean like this?”

Rebecca followed my gaze as though she had forgotten what I was wearing. She shrugged. “Yes.”

“No.”

“We did discuss going out as Lisa.”

I shook my head and concentrated on breakfast, though my appetite had suddenly disappeared. The park was only ten minutes from the flat. I had walked through it hundreds of times. That made it worse, not better. It was familiar territory filled with familiar possibilities. Neighbours. People from local shops. Someone from work who happened to live nearby. The bloke from the corner shop who had seen me buy milk in tracksuit bottoms more times than either of us needed to remember.

“I’m not ready.”

Rebecca rested her fork on the plate.

“You look lovely.”

“That isn’t the point.”

“What is the point?”

“People.”

“There are usually people in parks.”

“Exactly.”

She smiled, but there was no mockery in it.

“Lisa, look at me.”

“What if someone stares?”

“They might. People stare at people for all sorts of reasons. They look at clothes, dogs, hair, shoes, someone they think they recognise. You cannot know what every glance means.”

“And if somebody realises?”

“Then they realise.”

Rebecca reached across the table and took my hand. I looked at our fingers together. Her nails were still painted the same delicate pink as mine.

“You’re serious.”

“Yes.”

I spent another five minutes finding objections. My hair was not feminine enough. Rebecca said it looked fine. My face needed more makeup. She said that would make me feel more conspicuous. The dress might be too short. It reached almost to my knees. Someone might recognise me. She admitted that was possible but unlikely. Eventually, even I began to realise I was repeating myself.

Rebecca squeezed my hand. “Ten minutes,” she said. “We walk to the park, around the first path and home. If you hate it, we come straight back.”

I looked towards the hallway.

The front door seemed much more significant than it had when I had almost opened it in a babydoll the previous morning.

Rebecca smiled. “I’ll link arms with you. Just a couple of pretty girls out for a walk.”

I swallowed and suddenly knew I was going to give in. “All right, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Half an hour later, I stood in the hallway with a small cream handbag over one shoulder. Rebecca had added a little tinted moisturiser, mascara and pale lip colour despite insisting I did not need much makeup. She had brushed my hair again and tucked one side behind my ear. The white dress looked fresh and simple beneath the morning light, while the low heels made my legs appear just a little longer without forcing me to concentrate on every step.

Rebecca had changed into a summer dress of her own, pale blue with short sleeves and a narrow belt. She looked completely ordinary. I felt as though I had a flashing sign over my head. She checked the contents of my handbag.

“Phone. Keys. Lip balm. Everything a girl needs.”

Rebecca opened the front door. My heart started hammering. The communal landing was empty. I did not move. Rebecca stepped outside and turned.

“Come on.”

For some reason, crossing that threshold became the hardest part. Inside the flat, Lisa had been safe. She could wear dresses, stockings, maid uniforms and painted nails because the walls contained her. The moment I stepped onto the landing, there would be no wall between the fantasy and reality.

I stepped outside.

Nothing bad happened.

The corridor remained exactly the same. Beige carpet. White walls. Fire door at the end. Someone’s bicycle chained beside the stairs. Rebecca closed the door behind us.

We went downstairs. Each flight made me more aware of the dress. The skirt moved around my legs, catching little currents of air as we descended. My heels made a soft sound against the steps, nothing like the sharp clicking of the higher shoes from Saturday.

Rebecca slipped her arm through mine. “Together.”

She pushed open the front door. Warm air touched my face. That was the first thing I remember clearly. It was warmer outside than I expected, and there was a light breeze that moved immediately beneath the skirt of the dress. The cotton lifted slightly away from my legs before settling against them again, cool and soft. My bare arms felt the sun. A strand of hair moved across my cheek and I reached up automatically to tuck it back.

The sensation was extraordinary.

Women's clothes behaved differently outside. I had never understood that because every dress I had worn before had existed behind closed windows and bedroom doors. Outside there was wind, sunlight and movement. The skirt responded to every step and every change in the breeze, brushing against my knees and occasionally lifting enough to make me instinctively smooth it down.

We began walking.

The first person we passed was an elderly man with a small terrier.

I saw him from halfway down the pavement and immediately became convinced that he would know. My body tightened. I forgot everything Rebecca had taught me and started thinking about how I was walking.

“Relax,” she murmured.

The man came closer. I stared ahead. He passed us. The terrier sniffed at a lamppost. Neither of them cared. I waited until we were several yards away.

“He didn’t look.”

“No.”

“Not even twice.”

“Disappointing, isn’t it?” Rebecca laughed and hugged my arm.

At the corner, we passed a woman pushing a buggy. She glanced at us briefly and smiled in the automatic way strangers sometimes do when negotiating space on a narrow pavement. I smiled back.

She had seen me. I realised it several steps later. A stranger had looked directly at my face and nothing had happened. I turned my head slightly as though I might somehow confirm it.

The park entrance appeared ahead. There were more people there than I wanted. A couple sitting on a bench drinking takeaway coffee, two boys kicking a football, a woman jogging with headphones and several families scattered across the grass. My instinct was to turn around.

We crossed through the gates. The breeze was stronger inside the park. It moved across the open grass and caught the hem of my dress, making the white cotton flutter around my thighs. For a second, I forgot the people and simply enjoyed the sensation. Sunlight warmed my shoulders. My heels clicked softly against the path.

Rebecca’s arm remained linked through mine.

A young couple passed us talking about where they were going for lunch. The man barely looked in our direction. A woman walked by with two spaniels pulling at their leads. One of the dogs looked at me for considerably longer than she did.

“This is very strange,” I whispered.

“What is?”

“Nobody cares.”

Rebecca smiled.

“That is the great secret of adulthood. Most people are thinking about other things.”

I laughed, and the sound surprised me.

Something released. I had been holding my stomach tight since leaving the flat. Now I let go. My shoulders relaxed. I stopped monitoring every step and allowed the walking lessons from Saturday to take over. Smaller steps. Head up. Let the clothes move.

I became conscious of other things instead. The sound of leaves moving above us. Children shouting from somewhere near the playground. The smell of cut grass. The warmth of the sunlight and the occasional coolness when we passed beneath trees.

And the dress.

I loved the dress outside.

The breeze slipped around my legs in a way trousers never allowed. Sometimes it pushed the skirt gently against one thigh and sometimes lifted it away from both. I could feel air against my smooth calves and the slight movement of the forms beneath the bodice as I walked.

Rebecca guided us towards a quieter path beside a row of trees. She was no longer pulling me forward. Our arms remained linked, but now I matched her pace naturally.

“You’ve stopped trying to hide.”

A woman approached from the opposite direction wearing shorts and carrying a takeaway cup. As she passed, her eyes moved briefly over my dress.

“Love your dress,” she said.

“Thank you.” The response came automatically. She continued walking. I stared ahead. Rebecca waited perhaps three seconds. Then she squeezed my arm.

“She liked your dress.”

“I heard.”

“She thought you were a woman.”

The warmth spreading through me had nothing to do with the sun. We continued along the path. My posture changed again. Not deliberately this time. I held my head a little higher, let the handbag rest naturally against my hip and stopped worrying about whether my hands looked right. A few minutes later, I caught our reflection in the darkened window of the park café. Two women walking arm in arm in summer dresses.

I watched the reflection as we moved past. White dress beside blue. Bare legs. Small handbags. Hair moving in the breeze. Then the image disappeared as the angle changed.

Rebecca leaned closer. “See?” I looked at her. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

For the first time in my life, I was outside dressed as a woman. The world had seen me.

“Can we walk a little further?”

Her smile softened. “Of course we can.”

So we did. By the time we got back to the flat, I was almost sorry the walk was over. That was not something I could have imagined saying an hour earlier. I had left the building convinced every person we passed would see through me, and returned carrying my handbag naturally against one hip and wondering whether the woman who had complimented my dress had genuinely believed I was female.

Rebecca closed the door behind us. “Well?”

I turned towards her. “Well what?”

“How was your terrifying ordeal?”

“I survived.”

“Just.”

“I think the dog knew. It looked at me suspiciously.”

Rebecca laughed and kissed my cheek. “You did very well.”

We made coffee, changed out of our shoes and spent the rest of the afternoon doing almost nothing. Rebecca insisted I keep the white dress on, although she allowed me to go barefoot. By early afternoon, we had migrated to the sofa with a bowl of crisps, leftover chocolate from the night before and the vague intention of watching a film.

Rebecca scrolled through the streaming service.

“What do you fancy?”

“Something with explosions.”

“No.”

“You asked.”

“We are watching a chick flick.”

“That was not part of our agreement.”

“It is now.”

She stopped scrolling. “Bridget Jones’s Diary. It is compulsory female education.”

We ended up stretched along the sofa together with Rebecca behind me, one arm around my waist while I lay partly against her. The white dress had become slightly creased from sitting, and every time I shifted, the skirt moved against my bare legs.

The film was more enjoyable than I thought, although Rebecca talked through large sections of it. She criticised outfits, predicted lines before they happened and informed me that certain scenes were essential lessons in why women should never make major life decisions after too much wine.

At some point during the second half of the film, I realised she had become quiet.

I tilted my head.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

“That normally means something.”

Rebecca reached for the remote and lowered the volume. I knew immediately that the conversation we had been postponing had arrived. “What time is it?”

“Nearly six.”

There it was.

The deadline. The weekend experiment was officially approaching its end. Rebecca sat up, and I moved so that we were facing each other. The film continued silently in the background for a moment before she paused it completely. Neither of us spoke immediately.

It was strange how serious the room suddenly felt. We had discussed this on Friday. Two days as Lisa, then we would decide whether the experiment continued, changed or ended. At the time, forty-eight hours had seemed enormous. Now it seemed absurdly short.

Rebecca took my hand.

“I meant what I said on Friday. This is your decision.” I nodded. “What do you want?”

It was such a simple question that I almost laughed. “I don’t want to go back.” Rebecca remained quiet. “I don’t mean I want to turn up at Bridgeton tomorrow in a dress,” I added. “But I don’t want this to become something we pretend didn’t happen.”

“It won’t.”

“I want Lisa to continue.”

Rebecca squeezed my hand. “How much?”

That was harder. I looked down at the white dress. “I don’t know yet. More than before.”

“I want my own clothes,” I said. “I want to get better at makeup. I want my hair to grow. I liked being outside today, even though I nearly had a nervous breakdown before we reached the pavement.”

Rebecca listened without interrupting.

“And Maid Lisa?”

I thought about Saturday. The aching feet, endless curtseys and hours of cleaning. Then I thought about kneeling before Rebecca at five o’clock and hearing that she was pleased with me.

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“I want that too.”

Her expression softened.

“You want me to continue training you?”

“Yes.”

Rebecca leaned back against the sofa. “Then we need to understand what that means. Because I don’t want this to be something we only do when you happen to be in the mood. If we continue, Lisa becomes part of our relationship. So does the submission.”

I nodded.

Rebecca took a moment before continuing.

“I want you as my girlfriend. Not constantly, perhaps, and not at work unless we reach that point one day, but genuinely. I want to help you develop. Clothes, makeup, confidence, your voice, the way you move. I want to take you shopping. I want us to go places together.”

My stomach tightened pleasantly at the thought.

“I want rules. I want obedience when we agree you are submitting to me. I want to be able to set routines, choose what you wear sometimes and decide what I think you need to practise. I definitely want Maid Lisa Saturdays.”

“I gathered that one was permanent.”

“It is.” I smiled. Rebecca did not. “There will also be discipline if you deliberately ignore the rules.” The way she said it made me sit slightly straighter. “We’ll explore it slowly. Neither of us knows what works for us.”

That reassured me more than I expected. Rebecca was confident, but she was not pretending to have a manual hidden somewhere.

“I want this to be real,” she continued. “But real does not mean reckless. We learn as we go.”

“I know.”

Rebecca lifted my hand and kissed my fingers. “I have one more thing I want to discuss.”

I should have recognised the tone. “What?”

“Wait there.” She disappeared upstairs. When she returned a few minutes later, she was carrying a small box. She placed it on the coffee table between us.

“What’s that?”

“Something I bought before the weekend.”

Rebecca opened the box. Inside was a small chastity device, compact and discreet, along with a tiny padlock and two keys. I stared at it. Then at her. “I am not ordering you to wear it.”

We had joked about chastity before, usually in the abstract way couples joke about things neither expects to become real. Sitting beside Rebecca in a summer dress while an actual cage waited on the table made the idea considerably less theoretical.

“It means that when you give me control, you are actually giving me something tangible. You don’t simply call me Mistress because it sounds exciting. You trust me with a part of your sexual freedom.”

I shifted on the sofa.

“And you keep the key.”

“Yes.”

“For how long?”

“To begin with, not long. We find out whether you can tolerate it comfortably and whether either of us actually likes the arrangement.” Rebecca took one of the keys from the box. “If we continue with it in future, there would be rules. Hygiene matters. Comfort matters. If anything hurts or feels wrong, it comes off. This is about control, not injury.”

The practical tone made the object somehow more real. It also created the same strange feeling I had experienced when Rebecca first told me to stand straight in her lingerie. The sense that another small piece of control was being offered to her, and that I wanted to see what happened if I gave it away.

Rebecca watched my face.

“You do not have to decide tonight.”

“I know.”

“We could leave it until next weekend.”

I turned the little device in my fingers.

“But you want me to wear it.”

“I think it would suit the arrangement.”

I looked down at my white dress.

It struck me that the contrast was almost absurd. Simple summer cotton, painted pink toes, soft underwear and something designed specifically to place an intimate part of my life under Rebecca’s control.

“What happens if I say yes?”

“We make sure it fits properly. You wear it for a short period tonight. If everything is comfortable, perhaps you sleep in it. Tomorrow morning we reassess.”

My heart beat a little faster. The weekend had been full of thresholds. Putting on her lingerie. The waxing salon. Calling her Mistress. The maid uniform. Walking outside.

Each time, I had imagined the next step would feel less monumental. Then I took it, and everything seemed to change.

“Do you want to?” she asked.

I looked at her. “Yes.” I wanted to know what it felt like to give her that control. “Yes, Mistress,” I repeated.

Her expression changed immediately. There was affection there, but something more commanding returned as well.

“Good girl.”

Later, upstairs, we took our time making sure everything was comfortable and properly fitted. Rebecca treated it with the same practical care she had shown during every other part of the weekend, checking that nothing pinched or felt wrong before locking it into place.

The tiny click sounded ridiculously loud. I looked down, then at her.

Rebecca held up the key.

“Mine.”

A nervous laugh escaped me. “Yes, Mistress.” She slipped the key onto a fine chain she had already prepared and fastened it around her neck. I stared at it resting against her skin.

Something about seeing the key there affected me more strongly than the device itself. It made the arrangement visible between us. I had handed her control and she was carrying the proof. Rebecca touched my cheek.

She kissed me.

When we finally went to bed, I wore the white lingerie beneath the covers while Rebecca changed back into her pink silk pyjamas. The summer dress hung from the wardrobe door, ready to be put away.

The weekend was officially over.

But Lisa was not.

I lay beside Rebecca while she turned off the bedside lamp. In the darkness, her arm settled around my waist just as it had that morning. The key rested somewhere against her chest. I could not see it, but I knew it was there.

Rebecca kissed the back of my neck.

“Goodnight, Lisa.”

I smiled in the darkness. “Goodnight, Mistress.”


Chapter 7: Lisa Learns

Monday morning felt like somebody else’s life.

I stood on the train in a dark suit, white shirt and tie, surrounded by commuters staring at phones or trying to drink coffee without spilling it whenever the carriage shuddered. Nothing about me looked different from the man who had travelled to Bridgeton Health on Friday morning. My hair was perhaps a little softer, my eyebrows slightly neater, but nobody would have noticed unless they had been studying me very closely.

Underneath the suit was another matter.

Rebecca had chosen a pair of pale blue silk panties for me before I left the flat. They were plain compared with some of the things she had bought, but the fabric remained an almost constant presence beneath my trousers, particularly after spending the weekend without body hair. More noticeable still was the chastity device she had locked into place the previous evening.

I had woken several times during the night because of it. Nothing hurt, and Rebecca had checked again that morning before allowing me to dress, but I could not forget it was there. Sitting, standing, walking to the station, even climbing the stairs onto the platform had required small adjustments. Every movement reminded me of the key hanging from the chain around Rebecca’s neck.

Before I left, she had straightened my tie and kissed me beside the front door. Her eyes had dropped briefly towards my trousers before returning to my face.

“We’ll have to get you some of your own lingerie for work.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled, kissed me again and sent me to work. Now, twenty minutes later, I was standing on a crowded train wondering how everyone around me could be so completely unaware that my weekend had changed almost everything.

Friday Steve had worried about a promotion. Monday Steve had painted toenails hidden inside his socks. It was difficult to take Bridgeton Health seriously after that.

The office looked exactly as it had when I left. Grey carpet, white ceiling tiles, printers humming in the corner and a motivational poster beside the kitchen that had been there so long nobody saw it anymore. Angela Tait was already at her desk. Someone had left a box of supermarket doughnuts near the photocopier, and two people from accounts were discussing whether the air conditioning was broken again.

I stood just inside the main office and experienced the oddest sensation of the weekend.

Nothing had changed here. Everything had changed in me.

“Morning, Steve.”

I turned. Martin from sales walked past carrying a mug. “Morning.”

That was it.

No hesitation. No narrowing of the eyes. He had not somehow detected that I had spent Saturday dressed as a maid and Sunday walking through the park in a summer dress. He did not know that Rebecca had painted my toenails or that I had practised curtseying until my thighs hurt. He certainly did not know about the device beneath my trousers.

I sat at my desk and switched on the computer.

For the first half-hour, I found concentrating almost impossible. Every email seemed absurdly mundane. Delivery figures. Product availability. A complaint from one of the regional representatives about promotional materials being late. I answered them automatically while part of my mind remained in the flat with Rebecca.

At eleven, I received a message from her.

Rebecca: Still comfortable?

I looked around before replying, though there was obviously nothing suspicious about receiving a text.

Me: Yes.

Three dots appeared. Then…

Rebecca: Yes what?

I nearly laughed.

Me: Yes, Mistress.

Rebecca: Good girl. How are my panties?

Angela glanced across from the next desk.

“You all right?”

“Yes.”

She returned to her work. I waited a full minute before looking at the phone again.

Me: Your panties are fine.

Rebecca: Just fine?

Me: They are very comfortable, Mistress.

A heart appeared beneath the message. I put the phone face down and tried to think about healthcare products. It was hopeless.

The one genuine relief was Troy.

His desk was empty. I noticed it almost immediately and assumed he had been pulled into meetings connected with his promotion. It was Angela who eventually explained the truth while we were making coffee.

“He’s away.”

“Who?”

She looked at me.

“Troy. Who do you think?”

“Oh.”

“Two weeks in Greece or Cyprus or somewhere. He booked it months ago. Halford agreed he could take the leave before starting the new role.”

“I’m happy for him.”

“You really aren’t.”

“No.”

She laughed and took her coffee away. Two weeks. That gave me breathing space I had not realised I needed.

The secretary conversation with Rebecca returned immediately, along with the image of Troy leaning against a desk and calling Lisa sweetheart. I pushed it away before it could develop further. It had been funny while we were drinking wine in the bedroom. Under the fluorescent light of Bridgeton Health, the idea was considerably less amusing.

Still, I was glad he was gone.

For the first few days, my life divided itself neatly in two. Steve travelled to work every morning. Lisa came home every evening. The change happened almost as soon as I closed the front door. Rebecca did not always make it elaborate. I had assumed being Lisa would mean dresses, makeup and heels every night, but she was more interested in making femininity ordinary than turning every evening into an event.

On Monday, she had placed leggings, a soft pink top and ballet flats on the bed.

“You’re not dressing me up?”

Rebecca looked at the clothes.

“I am dressing you.”

I understood what she meant once I put them on. The leggings fitted close to my smooth legs, while the loose top fell differently because she made me wear the bra and forms beneath it. With the flats and my hair brushed around my face, I looked feminine without appearing dressed for anything in particular.

That was strangely powerful.

I cooked dinner. We watched television. I loaded the dishwasher. There was no performance and no dramatic mirror moment. Lisa simply existed in the flat until bedtime when I changed into a sheer black negligee.

Tuesday was similar, except Rebecca decided it was time for me to learn makeup rather than having her apply it for me. She placed everything across the dressing table in order.

Rebecca sat beside me while I worked through the process. Foundation was easier than I expected until I reached the jaw, where I created a visible line between my face and neck.

She pointed at it. “Blend.” I worked the sponge lower. “More.” I blended again. “Better.”

Eye makeup was considerably worse.

I had always assumed eyeliner required little more than drawing a line in roughly the correct place. Rebecca watched my first attempt in silence.

“Well?” I asked.

“You look like you’ve been attacked with a biro.”

By the fourth attempt, the line was almost even. Mascara proved easier, although I blinked at the wrong moment and left a dark mark beneath one eye. Rebecca cleaned it with a cotton bud.

“You’re too impatient.”

When I finally completed everything, the result was nowhere near as polished as Rebecca’s work, but it was recognisably makeup rather than an accident. I looked at myself.

Rebecca kissed the top of my head.

“You are learning.”

Wednesday was voice. I hated voice. Rebecca recorded me on her phone while I read aloud from a magazine. When she played it back, I winced.

“I sound ridiculous.”

She sat opposite me on the sofa. “Relax your throat. You’re forcing it. I want softer, not squeaky.”

“I don’t know how to do that.”

“That is why we practise.”

She made me repeat short phrases.

“Better. Keep that placement.”

I had no idea what placement meant, but gradually I began to hear the difference. Rebecca wanted less weight in the voice rather than simply more pitch. She had me slow down, reduce the hard endings of words and stop dropping my tone whenever I became uncertain. The most difficult part was maintaining it while actually talking.

If I concentrated on the sound, I forgot what I was saying. If I concentrated on the conversation, Steve returned after about three sentences. Rebecca found this hilarious.

“You lasted eleven seconds.”

“That’s longer than last time.”

Thursday was movement. Rebecca made me walk around the living room in low heels while carrying on a normal conversation. If I concentrated too much on my feet, she deliberately asked questions requiring thought.

It became a kind of game. Walking, talking, sitting and standing while attempting not to retreat into Steve’s habits. Rebecca corrected my hands more than anything. Apparently I used them too sharply when explaining something.

“You conduct arguments like an orchestra.”

She caught my wrist gently and changed the gesture. “Smaller. Softer.”

“That feels affected.”

“For now. Eventually it won’t.”

She said that about almost everything.

Eventually it won’t. Eventually the makeup would stop feeling complicated. Eventually the voice would come without concentration. Eventually I would stop thinking about how to sit, walk or hold a glass.

The idea excited me because I was beginning to believe her.

Friday arrived with a strange sense of anticipation.

At first, I expected to feel as though Steve was the real person and Lisa was waiting at home. By Friday, I was less certain. Sitting at my desk, I sometimes noticed my posture had changed. I crossed my ankles beneath the chair instead of sprawling my legs. I became more conscious of my hands when speaking. Once, while talking to Angela, I heard a slight softness enter my voice before correcting it.

Neither of us mentioned it.

Perhaps she had not noticed.

Perhaps I was imagining the entire thing.

By Friday afternoon, I had started wondering what Rebecca had planned for the weekend.

That was becoming dangerous in itself.

I was halfway through an email when a message from HR appeared in my inbox.

Department Restructure: Sales Support and Client Services

I opened it without much interest. By the third paragraph, I was sitting straighter.

Bridgeton Health was reorganising several teams. My department would be merged with the group Troy was taking over when he returned from holiday. The new structure was supposed to improve communication, reduce duplication and provide a single point of responsibility for client accounts.

There was more corporate language beneath that, but none of it mattered.

Troy was going to be my boss.

My heart sank.

The secretary fantasy from the previous weekend arrived uninvited and considerably less amusing than before. Rebecca had imagined me sitting outside Troy’s office in a pencil skirt, organising his diary and trying not to react while he flirted with me.

By the time I left work, I had convinced myself that Troy would reorganise everything within his first week, promote the people who admired him most and find some subtle way of reminding me daily that he had won the job I wanted. None of this had happened yet, but that did not prevent me resenting him for it.

When I got home, I did not change.

I was sitting on the sofa in my work trousers and shirt with the tie loosened around my neck when Rebecca got back. The television was on, though I had no idea what I was watching.

Rebecca dropped her handbag onto the chair. When I explained what had happened, she didn’t seem sympathetic which annoyed me.

Instead, she stood and held out her hand. “Come upstairs.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

“That is precisely why you are coming upstairs.”

The secretary clothes were already on the bed. I stopped in the doorway.

“You cannot possibly think this is funny.”

“I think it is extremely funny.”

The cream blouse and charcoal pencil skirt from the slumber party had been laid out neatly, along with the black bra, breast forms, stockings and court shoes. The dark-framed glasses rested on top of the blouse.

“I have just found out Troy is going to be my boss.”

“Yes.”

“And your response is to dress me as his secretary.”

Rebecca began loosening my tie. I let her. That was probably the moment I lost the argument. She pulled the tie away and opened the first few buttons of my shirt.

Twenty minutes later, I stood in front of the mirror wearing the secretary outfit again.

Rebecca had kept the makeup simple. Foundation, mascara, a little blush and soft pink lipstick. My hair had grown no longer during the week, obviously, but she was getting better at arranging what I had so it fell around my face rather than simply looking untidy.

The blouse was fitted neatly into the pencil skirt. Black stockings covered my legs, and the court shoes were low enough to walk in without effort.

Rebecca added the glasses and then picked up her handbag.

“Come on.”

I turned.

“Where?”

“Shopping.”

“What are we shopping for?”

“Underwear.” I stared at her. “For you.”

“I usually do.”

She handed me a small black handbag.

“Come on, girl.”

The department store was in the centre of town. By the time we arrived, I was far less frightened than I had been during the park walk, although being indoors created a different sort of exposure. Outside, people passed quickly. Here, we moved through bright lighting, escalators and departments filled with mirrors.

Rebecca led me directly towards lingerie despite my blushes.

The department covered most of one side of the second floor. Bras were arranged by size and style, with matching briefs hanging beneath them. There were satin sets, lace sets, practical cotton underwear and displays featuring colours I would never have thought existed outside paint charts.

She began moving through the displays. “We need everyday things first. Something you can wear beneath work clothes without spending the entire day worrying that somebody can see lace through your shirt.”

She selected a pale nude set. The bra was smooth and lightly padded, with matching briefs that were almost completely plain. I looked at them.

She added a white set. Then pale blue. Then soft grey.

“These are all very normal.”

Rebecca looked at me. She moved towards another section.

“Now we can have some fun.”

The next set was dark red satin with narrow lace edging. Rebecca held the bra against me. “Perhaps not your first meeting with Troy.”

She found the matching panties and placed both over her arm.

Then came black lace. She selected a black bra with soft lace cups and matching briefs, then another set in deep navy satin. I began participating after that. A pale pink set caught my attention because the bra was simple but feminine, with a small satin bow between the cups. I picked it up.

“You like that.”

“It’s nice.”

“Put the panties with it.”

I found them. The act of choosing them myself felt different.

Rebecca had bought almost everything so far. Even when I had selected the fake nails, I had done it from a shopping list she had written. Standing beneath the bright department-store lights holding a matching bra and panties felt like another small admission.

These were mine.

We moved through the rails slowly.

I found myself touching fabrics, comparing satin with microfibre and looking at styles without the nervousness that had accompanied every previous purchase of women’s clothing. Rebecca asked what I liked rather than simply deciding for me. I preferred softer shapes and simpler colours. Too much lace made everything feel theatrical. Satin still affected me more than it probably should have, particularly after the first weekend.

Rebecca held up a champagne-coloured set.

“This is very you.” The bra was smooth satin with a narrow lace trim, elegant without being excessive. I took it from her.

When we got home, we carried the lingerie to the bedroom and Rebecca opened my underwear drawer. “Empty it,” she said.

There were boxer shorts, plain cotton briefs, old sports socks and several pairs that should probably have been thrown away years earlier. I pulled everything out and placed it on the bed. Rebecca handed me a black rubbish sack. The moment should have been ridiculous. They were only clothes, most of them cheap and unremarkable, but as I dropped the first pair of boxers into the bag I felt something tighten inside me. Those were Steve’s things. Not ceremonial things, not important things, but ordinary pieces of his life.

I kept going. Underwear. Socks. More underwear. Everything masculine from the drawer went into the sack until nothing remained except empty wood. Rebecca began replacing it with the new sets we had bought. Pale pink, white, blue, grey, champagne, black lace, dark red satin. She folded everything neatly, matching bras with panties and leaving space between them.

I tied the rubbish sack.

For a second, I simply stood there holding it. Then I carried it downstairs and put it in the bin. When I came back, Rebecca had already finished organising the drawer.

It felt as though I had thrown away more than cotton and elastic.

The rest of the weekend seemed to pass far too quickly. Saturday became exactly what Rebecca had promised. Maid Lisa Day began after breakfast and took over most of the day. I cleaned, polished, cooked, practised my walk and repeated the curtsey until Rebecca was satisfied. I put on the pretty uniform without hesitation and found myself settling into the routine almost immediately. That evening, Rebecca opened the lingerie drawer and began making choices.

She wanted to see the new sets properly. The dark red satin came first, followed by the black lace and then the champagne set I had picked myself. She paired them with stockings and higher heels than I had been wearing during the week. Then she maid me try a sexier walk, getting me to dance suggestively. The wine, as usual, helped.

Sunday was quieter.

We stayed in bed late, ate breakfast slowly and spent most of the morning doing very little. I assumed that meant I was safe from further public experiments until Rebecca announced that we were going out for a late lunch.

This time it was a café.

Rebecca dressed me simply, brushed my hair, checked my makeup and took me out. We sat near the window with coffee and sandwiches while people moved past outside. Nobody stared. The waitress called us “ladies” when she brought the drinks.

The following week settled into the same strange rhythm.

Rebecca continued the training, but it no longer felt like training every evening. Sometimes we practised makeup or voice. Sometimes she corrected my hands or made me walk in heels while talking. Other nights I simply changed into leggings, a skirt or one of the softer dresses and we cooked dinner together. The more ordinary it became, the harder it was to think of Lisa as something temporary.

Then Friday arrived.

Troy was back.

I saw him before nine, already surrounded by people near the meeting rooms. He looked immaculate in his suit, relaxed and confident with the expression of someone who had never seriously considered the possibility that things might not go his way.

At half past ten, a text appeared asking me to come to his office. His office. I knocked and went in. The meeting lasted less than ten minutes.

Troy had a folder on the desk and the expression of someone delivering news he had already discussed with several other people. The restructure was going ahead. Roles were being combined. Some positions were being removed.

Mine was one of them. There was no place for me in the new organisation.

I barely spoke.

Two weeks’ pay. Gardening leave immediately. HR would send the paperwork. I did not need to return to my desk after collecting my personal things. That was it.

I walked out of the office carrying a cardboard box containing a mug, notebook, phone charger and several other objects that suddenly looked meaningless. I sat on the train home staring out of the window with the box on my knees. Bridgeton Health disappeared behind me without ceremony, and I felt mostly numb.

Rebecca was still at work when I got back. I put the box on the kitchen table and waited. When she came through the door and saw me sitting there, she knew immediately that something had happened.

I told her.

She listened and then gave me a hug. “So Steve doesn’t have a job anymore.”

I sighed.

“That appears to be the situation.”

Rebecca touched my cheek. “Then there’s nothing stopping Lisa being full time for a while.”


Chapter 8: The Salon

When I woke, Rebecca was already up.

Her side of the bed was empty and cool, and I could hear movement downstairs, cupboard doors opening and closing, the kettle and the faint click of her heels against the floor. For a moment I lay still, trying to work out what day it was and what version of myself I was supposed to be.

I found Rebecca in the kitchen, already dressed and made up, drinking coffee while checking something on her phone.

“You’re awake. Good.” She pushed a coffee towards me. “You’ve got an appointment at the salon for ten o’clock, so get ready. Jeans, T-shirt and trainers will do. No Maid Lisa today.”

“What salon?”

“Chez Marianne’s.”

That woke me more effectively than the coffee. “The waxing place?”

“The salon,” Rebecca said. “And you’ll be there most of the day. I’ve given them a list. You’re not to complain.”

“A list of what?”

“You’ll find out.”

She had laid clothes on the sofa for me: pale jeans, a simple white T-shirt and trainers, with plain white underwear underneath. I finished the coffee and got dressed, feeling a little strange for once that I wasn’t wearing female clothes.

We took a cab into town. Rebecca was preoccupied and I was still feeling slightly despondent after loosing my job.

The discreet front and polished glass of Chez Marianne’s came into view as we turned down a side street. It looked exactly as it had the first time Rebecca sent me there, except this time she came inside with me.

At reception, she handed over a folded sheet of paper. I watched the woman read it and then look at me. She smiled thinly. That was not reassuring.

Rebecca kissed me before leaving.

“I’ll be back later.”

The first part of the morning was laser treatment.

A therapist called Elaine took me through to a private room, explained that the day had been carefully scheduled and told me they would take everything slowly. She took down a white towelling dressing gown and told me to undress behind a screen. I did so, carefully folding my clothes and putting them on a metal chair. Casually, Elaine opened the front of the gown and put Rebecca’s key in the chastity cage, releasing it and putting it on top of my clothes.

The sudden absence of it felt strange. Elaine closed the gown and told me to sit down next to some sort of machine. “First, we’re going to give you laser treatment. This is state-of-the-art and should prevent hair growth for at least six months.”

The laser work began with my face. She gave me a pair of goggles to wear and put a set on herself.

The machine passed carefully over the areas where beard growth normally appeared, each pulse producing a brief snap of heat against the skin. It was uncomfortable rather than painful, and the cooling gel afterwards was almost ridiculously soothing.

Then came the rest of my body. It took off the dressing gown and stood feeling embarrassed in the centre of the room.

Chest, stomach, underarms, legs and my more intimate areas. The process took a long time because she worked methodically, section by section, until virtually every trace of male body hair had been dealt with. By the time it finished, my skin felt warm and hypersensitive.

I put the dressing gown back on and Elaine told me to sit down again. A strong light came on above me and I felt like someone about to be interrogated.

A Dr Singh arrived. She came with a tray of needles and other equipment that looked like they were designed for torture. She was very friendly and said they were going to make slight adjustments to my facial features to give me a more feminine profile. It was all very matter of fact again, as if they’d done this kind of thing countless times before.

First came the cheeks.

The doctor talked me through everything before starting, then used small, carefully measured amounts of filler to soften the shape of my face. I felt pressure more than pain, and the effect was subtle rather than dramatic. The harder lines through my cheeks softened, creating a slightly rounder and more feminine shape.

My lips came next.

That made me more nervous.

They used only enough to give them a fuller outline and more volume. There was some swelling afterwards, but even through that I could see the change. My mouth looked softer, more defined and noticeably prettier. Barely an hour had gone by and I wondered what else was going to be done to me if was to be here until late afternoon.

The brows followed.

They had already been shaped before, but this was more precise. Waxing, trimming and careful refinement created a higher, cleaner arch. Once the work was finished, I looked at myself in the mirror and saw a face that was becoming increasingly difficult to associate with the man who had gone to work the day before.

Another beautician came in carrying a cup of coffee and placed it near me. I thanked her but then Elaine told her to fetch the chastity cage. She looked at me: “Your skin should have settled by now.” She fitted it with the reckless efficiency of someone who could give a prostate exam while eating a sandwich. I was too embarrassed to speak or complain. I just had to accept.

Next came my ears.

The piercings themselves were quick. Marks were made first so I could check the positions, then two sharp clicks and it was done. Small silver studs sat against my earlobes and, I must say, that sent a squirl of pleasure through my stomach. I had always wanted to pierce my ears but had always chickened out in the past.

I kept looking at them. Such a tiny change. Yet they made my whole face look different. We went to the front of the salon and I was sat at a manicure table. Another young woman took my hands and studied them.

My nails took considerably longer.

She began by efficiently filing and pushing back my cuticles and otherwise making my existing nails look respectable. Then she applied gel extensions until my fingers looked slender and elegant. They were not ridiculously long, but long enough to change how my hands appeared whenever I moved them. They were certainly more natural looking than the fake nails I had bought from the supermarket.

A soft nude-pink polish was applied with a glossy finish. My toenails were done to match.

By lunchtime, I felt as if I had already been there for a full day. They brought me something light to eat while I sat in the robe. I kept looking down at my hands, turning them over and watching the nails catch the light. One of the girls noticed and smiled.

The afternoon became more serious.

The doctor returned for the treatment Rebecca had arranged for my chest. It was explained to me as a special injectable formula intended to create a modest increase in fullness and softness over time. There was no suggestion that I would suddenly wake with a completely different body, but Rebecca had clearly wanted something that would begin nudging me further in that direction. I had to sign a waiver before the work could be started. The idea of having breasts, however small was something I had dreamed of over the years. It was a no brainer.

The injections were done carefully into each breast area.

The sensation was strange more than anything else, followed by tenderness and a feeling of weight that I suspected was partly psychological.

This was different from makeup and clothes. Something had actually been put into my body with the expectation that it would change me physically. The doctor said I may start to feel effects later this evening but certainly by morning. That would include increased sensitivity around the nipple area and I might see a slight enlargement of the areola.

Afterwards, they gave me time to rest before moving on to the final major physical transformation.

My hair.

Until then, every change had refined Lisa.

The hair created her.

They washed it, conditioned it and began working extensions into my own hair. Rebecca had specified an auburn and copper mix, warm rather than bright, with enough variation in the colour to make it look natural.

The process took hours. By the time they had finished blending the extensions, trimming the shape and styling it, my hair reached my shoulders. When they turned me towards the mirror, I stared. The new length framed my face completely differently. Auburn and copper tones caught the light, softening my skin and making the fuller cheeks and lips look even more convincing.

I lifted one hand and touched the ends. The hair moved against my shoulders. That tiny sensation affected me almost as much as the reflection.

Rebecca returned shortly after five. I heard her before I saw her. When she entered the salon, she looked different too. She wore an elegant black trouser suit with a silk top beneath the fitted jacket, but it was her hair that caught my attention first. She had cut it short, styled close around her face in a sleek, sophisticated shape that made her look sharper and even more confident.

“You cut your hair.”

“Yes.” She smiled at me in the mirror. “And look at you.” She came behind me and touched the new hair lightly. “Oh, I love it.” For once, she seemed genuinely taken aback.

Then I noticed the shopping bags. There were several of them.

“What did you buy?”

“Your outfit.”

She unpacked everything carefully. White silk panties and a matching bra came first, followed by a matching garter belt. Then nude stockings with lace tops, jewellery, white high heels and a small matching clutch bag.

Finally, she lifted out the dress.

It was white, elegant and far more sophisticated than anything I had worn before. Narrow straps, a fitted bodice and a long skirt with a split running high along one side.

I stared at it. “Where are we going?”

Rebecca smiled. “You’ll find out.”

The salon staff helped me dress. The silk underwear felt cool against my skin. The garter belt sat neatly around my waist and the nude stockings gave my legs a soft, polished finish without looking heavy. Once the white dress went over everything, the transformation suddenly made sense. The slit revealed my leg whenever I moved, while the narrow straps left my shoulders exposed. Jewellery was added next: delicate earrings, a necklace and bracelet chosen to catch the light without overpowering the dress.

Then came the shoes.

White high heels, higher than anything I had worn in public before. I stood carefully. Rebecca looked me over.

“Almost.”

I frowned. “Almost?”

“The makeup.”

That was the final transformation.

They sat me in front of the mirror again and placed a plastic cover over me, pushing my lovely hair back with a soft band. This time they were creating an evening face.

Foundation was blended carefully over the newly softened contours of my cheeks, followed by subtle contouring and warm blush. My eyes were given more depth with copper-brown shadow, darker colour at the outer corners and a fine line of eyeliner. Mascara lengthened my lashes, and my brows were brushed and defined to emphasise their new shape.

The lips came last. A rich rose colour was applied carefully over the new fullness, glossy enough to catch the light without becoming garish. Then they loosened the freshly styled hair around my shoulders and gave the copper strands one final adjustment.

When the chair turned towards the mirror, nobody said anything.

The woman looking back at me was stunning.

Not simply feminine. I stood.

The auburn-copper hair framed a softer face with higher brows, fuller lips and subtle colour across the cheeks. The white dress fell elegantly over my body, the slit revealing one stockinged leg. My nails looked polished and delicate, while the earrings caught the light each time I moved my head.

Rebecca stood beside me in black. The contrast made the image even more striking. Her dark suit. My white dress. Her short hair. My new shoulder-length copper waves.

She placed one hand lightly at my waist.

“Well?”

I stared at the mirror.

“I don’t know what to say.”

The face.

The hair.

The earrings.

The nails.

The dress.

The way I was standing without having to think about it.

Rebecca handed me the white clutch.

“Ready?”

I looked at our reflection one more time.

I had never looked like this.

I had never imagined I could.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Rebecca smiled.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 9: Girl’s Night Out

Rebecca and I walked down the city street arm in arm.

The evening felt soft and expensive. Light from shop windows spilled across the pavement, warm gold and white against the darkening blue of the sky, and the traffic moved with that polished city rhythm that made everything seem slightly theatrical. Taxis slid past. People drifted between restaurants and bars in little groups, laughing, checking phones, some arguing or kissing, all of them carrying on with their own lives.

I moved beside Rebecca as though I had been doing it for years.

That was the part I noticed first. Not the dress or the heels, though I noticed those too, and not even the glances from strangers. It was the feeling in my body. The weeks of practice, the salon, the hair, the makeup, the lessons in posture and movement, all of it seemed to have settled into me. My arm rested lightly through Rebecca’s, my shoulders stayed relaxed and my steps fell into an easy, fluid rhythm. The white dress skimmed against my legs, opening at the split with each movement just enough to reveal the line of one thigh and the soft sheen of the nude stocking beneath.

The evening air touched my bare shoulders. My new hair moved against my neck.

I felt beautiful.

I had spent too long fighting my image mirrors, too long telling myself that every feminine impulse had to be hidden, laughed away or confined to private moments. Now, walking through the centre of the city in white silk and high heels with Rebecca at my side, I knew exactly what effect I was having.

People looked.

Some of them glanced once and moved on, the way people always do in a city full of strangers. Others looked twice. Men especially. Their eyes travelled over me with open curiosity, and for the first time I understood what Rebecca had been trying to teach me when she spoke about letting go and accepting. It was not simply vanity, and it was not only fear. Being looked at changed the atmosphere around me. It made me more aware of every small movement. The swing of the clutch in my hand. The soft pull of the dress at my waist. The quiet click of my heels.

A couple passed us outside a hotel, the woman turning her head slightly as we went by. I caught the look and felt a little thrill, half pride and half disbelief.

“You’re enjoying yourself,” she said quietly.

The words held a trace of amusement, nothing more. Rebecca looked stunning herself in the black trouser suit she had chosen, with her new short hair giving her a sharper, more controlled glamour than before. Walking beside her, I felt at once guided and displayed. That was part of her talent. She knew exactly how to make me feel protected while also making it completely impossible for me to disappear.

The city seemed different that night, though it was probably only me.

The restaurant district was already busy. Outside one wine bar, a crowd stood clustered beneath heaters with glasses in hand. Further on, there were polished doorways, low-lit interiors and waiters in black carrying bottles across the backs of dining rooms. I had never walked through it like this. Usually I came into the centre for work drinks, Christmas meals or the occasional Saturday afternoon when I wanted to pretend my life was more interesting than it was. I never noticed much.

This was different.

I was not pretending to be more sophisticated than I felt. I actually did feel changed, and the city seemed to respond. The reflections in dark windows showed a tall woman in white with copper hair, walking arm in arm with another elegant woman in black. Each glimpse gave me a small jolt. I recognised myself more quickly now, but the recognition still came with wonder.

Rebecca slowed slightly as we approached a crossing.

“You’re holding yourself differently,” she said. I looked at her. “As though you know people are watching.”

The lights changed and we crossed. A taxi rolled past slowly, its driver glancing out as though he could not quite help himself. Two young men outside a cocktail bar looked openly in my direction before one said something to the other. I did not hear the words, but I saw the expression. Interest. Appraisal. Maybe even admiration.

Instead of shrinking from it, I found myself standing a little taller. That surprised me enough to make me laugh softly.

“What?” Rebecca asked.

I kept my voice low. “I think I’m starting to understand why women make such an effort.”

Rebecca’s eyebrows lifted.

“That’s quite a statement.”

“I don’t just mean dressing up. I mean the whole thing. The hair, the shoes, the bag, all of it. It changes how the world feels.”

Rebecca gave my arm a gentle squeeze.

“Yes,” she said. “It does.”

We turned onto a quieter, more elegant street where the restaurants were larger and the windows brighter. This part of the city always seemed to operate by different rules. The noise dropped slightly, the pavements widened and the people outside looked richer, more composed, more as though their lives contained regular reservations and coats worth far too much money.

At the far end of the street, a doorman in a dinner jacket stood beneath a canopy trimmed with soft light.

“That’s us,” Rebecca said.

I looked up.

The restaurant’s name was written in understated gold lettering across the awning. Through the tall windows, I could see white tablecloths, candlelight and the glimmer of glasses. Everything about it announced expense without needing to show off.

My stomach tightened.

I let out a breath that might have been laughter if I had been any less aware of the entrance awaiting us. As we drew closer, I felt the atmosphere shift again. The people nearest the doorway noticed us. A man stepping out adjusted his coat and then looked back over his shoulder. Two women arriving behind us slowed fractionally, and one of them glanced openly at my dress.

Rebecca seemed entirely unsurprised by any of this. She moved with the quiet confidence of someone who belonged wherever she chose to be, and being linked to her steadied me. She had planned this evening carefully. The salon, the dress, the makeup, the heels, the clutch, every detail had been chosen to produce this effect, to carry me from private transformation into a public world where there was no hiding what I had become.

At the entrance, the doorman opened the door with a polite nod.

“Good evening.”

I stood beside her feeling the warm light spill over us from inside. The air carried the mixed scents of candles, wine and expensive food, and somewhere deeper in the room there was the murmur of conversation and the faint clink of glasses.

The maître d’ looked up as we entered.

For a second, I saw the reaction clearly. Not confusion. Not suspicion. Just that brief, unmistakable pause people make when something or someone catches them off guard.

Then it was gone. Rebecca gave her name.

“Good evening,” he said smoothly. “This way.”

We followed him into the dining room.

And heads turned. We were seated in the centre of the restaurant, not tucked into a discreet corner or hidden against a wall, but placed in full view of the room.

I noticed that immediately.

Rebecca sat opposite me beneath the soft light as though there were nothing remotely remarkable about the situation. Her black suit looked almost severe against the white tablecloth and candlelight, while my own reflection floated faintly back at me in the polished glasses and silverware between us.

I became acutely aware of everything. The line of my shoulders. The way the dress fell when I crossed my legs. The position of my hands beside the menu. Even lifting the wine glass seemed to require more thought than it should have done. Rebecca, of course, behaved as though she had been born to sit in expensive restaurants and order confidently for two.

When the waiter came, she glanced at the menu only briefly before choosing a bottle of wine and then ordering our meal with calm certainty. I barely spoke beyond agreeing when she looked at me over the top of the wine list and asked whether I trusted her.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said quietly.

Her expression changed just slightly at that, amused and pleased at once. “You’ll like it,” she said.

And I did. The food was beautiful, though I tasted less of it at first than I should have done because I was still too conscious of where I was and how visible I felt. The restaurant had the low, expensive murmur that all places like that seem to share, conversation cushioned by soft furnishings and candlelight, but I still caught glances now and then. A man at a nearby table looked once, then again a few minutes later. Two women across the room lowered their heads together and one of them smiled in my direction.

By the second glass, I had relaxed enough to stop wondering whether everyone was staring and began enjoying the possibility that some of them were. Rebecca watched me over dinner in that knowing way she had.

Halfway through the meal, just as the plates from the main course were being cleared away, Rebecca looked at me and said, in the same tone she might have used to ask me to pass the salt, “Go to the Ladies and repair your makeup.”

I looked at her.

“Now? On my own?”

“Yes.”

It was not the walk across the restaurant that worried me. I had already done that once on the way in. It was the Ladies. The room itself. The fact of walking in there, alone, with no Rebecca beside me, as though there could be no question at all about where I belonged.

She saw the hesitation in my face. “You’ll be fine,” she said. “Take your clutch.”

I picked it up. The bag felt smooth and reassuringly solid in my hand. I rose, aware again of the dress, the slit, the heels, the eyes that might or might not be following me, and made my way across the dining room as steadily as I could.

The Ladies was down a short corridor near the back of the restaurant. The sign on the door looked very ordinary. That somehow made it more intimidating.

I went in.

It was as elegant as the rest of the place. Soft lighting, large mirrors, polished stone surfaces and the faint scent of expensive hand soap. Two young women were already there at the mirror, both pretty, one adjusting an earring while the other checked her eyeliner with practised concentration.

Neither of them reacted to me in any noticeable way.

I had not realised I was holding my breath until that moment.

Trying to look as though I used restaurant ladies’ rooms every day of my life, I walked past them and into one of the cubicles. Once the door was closed, I sat down to pee and found the experience oddly grounding. That, more than anything, made the whole thing real. Not the dress or the restaurant or even the glances from strangers, but the ordinary act of sitting in a cubicle in the Ladies with my clutch hanging from one hand and my heels neatly placed on the tiled floor.

When I came out again, the two younger women had gone.

I washed my hands slowly, looking at myself in the mirror. The evening makeup still looked remarkably intact, though my lipstick had faded slightly at the centre. My hair sat well around my shoulders, warm copper under the lights. For a moment, I simply stood there taking myself in.

Then I opened the clutch, took out the lipstick and began to repair it.

That small gesture felt absurdly sophisticated. I applied it carefully, smoothing the colour across my lower lip and then the upper one, blotting lightly and checking the shape. My hands did not tremble. The lipstick was the same rich rose they had used at the salon, and even after all this time I still found myself faintly amazed by the fullness of my own mouth.

“You’re very pretty,” a voice said behind me.

I turned.

An elegant older woman had come out of one of the cubicles without my noticing. She wore a dark silk dress, pearls and a look of effortless assurance. There was nothing coy or overly curious in her expression. She was simply speaking as one woman might to another.

“Oh,” I said. “Thank you.”

She stepped up to the basin beside me and smiled at my reflection in the mirror.

“I love that shade of lipstick,” she said. “It suits you beautifully.”

For a second, I could only look at her.

There was no pause in her manner. No hint that she had looked at me twice and reached a decision. She had accepted the evidence before her and responded to it naturally.

“Thank you,” I said again, softer this time.

She washed her hands, gave me another small smile and then left.

I remained at the mirror for a moment longer with the lipstick still in my hand.

My face looked slightly flushed, whether from the wine, the nerves or the compliment I could not say. Probably all three.

Then I closed the clutch, drew a breath and went back out into the restaurant.

The compliment in the Ladies had unsettled me in a way I had not expected. Not because it was dramatic, but because it had been so ordinary. The woman had looked at me, spoken to me and moved on without hesitation, leaving me with the strange, dizzy feeling that the evening had tipped further in Lisa’s favour while I was away from the table.

I crossed back through the restaurant more slowly than before.

Near the centre of the room, I had to pass a table of four men in dark suits, all of them halfway through a bottle of red wine and clearly enjoying their evening. They looked at me in the unmistakable way men sometimes do when they have stopped pretending not to care. One glanced up, then another, then all four of them seemed to take me in at once, their eyes moving over the dress, the slit, the heels and the hair Rebecca had spent so much money and effort creating.

It should have made me shrink.

Instead, something lighter and more reckless moved through me.

I kept walking, felt the awareness of their gaze like warmth across the back of my legs, and before I had fully decided to do it, I let my hips move a little more as I passed. Not exaggerated, just enough to feel the dress respond and to know exactly what I was doing.

Then I blushed.

The heat rose in my face almost immediately, partly from the act itself and partly from the absurdity of realising that I had just, in some small and unmistakable way, flirted with a table of strangers on the way back to my girlfriend.

By the time I reached the table, my heart was beating much too fast.

Rebecca looked up at me with a calm expression that suggested she had noticed more than I wanted.

“You took your time.”

“I had to repair my lipstick.”

“And?”

I sat down carefully.

“And I did.”

Rebecca’s mouth twitched slightly, but she said nothing more. It was only when I settled my napkin back onto my lap that I noticed the small box sitting beside my dessert plate. For a second, I simply stared at it.

It was square, dark and unmistakably a ring box.

I looked at Rebecca.

She was watching me with a composure that did not quite conceal what was happening underneath. Her face had softened, and for once there was no teasing in her expression at all.

“Open it,” she said.

My fingers felt clumsy as I reached for the box. When I lifted the lid, the light from the candles and chandeliers caught at once on a diamond ring, elegant and bright and far too beautiful to be anything casual or symbolic.

I looked up at her again.

“Rebecca.”

She leaned forward slightly across the table.

“Lisa,” she said, and even the way she said my name was different, fuller and more deliberate. “Will you marry me?”

Everything in me seemed to stumble at once.

The restaurant, the wine, the dress, the weeks of training, the salon, the walk into the city, all of it suddenly gathered itself into that single question. I felt flustered and breathless and absurdly close to tears. I had not known what I expected from the evening, but it had not been this.

“Are you serious?”

Rebecca smiled then, just a little.

“Yes. Completely.”

I looked down at the ring again. Then at her. Then back at the ring, as though repetition might make it easier to process.

The answer was already there. Under the nerves, under the shock and under the fact that half the room could probably guess what was happening, the answer had arrived before she finished speaking.

“Yes,” I said. It came out softer than I intended, and I cleared my throat at once. “Yes,” I repeated. “Yes, I will.”

Rebecca’s whole face changed. The relief and pleasure in it were so immediate that I laughed despite myself, still flustered, still staring as though I could not quite believe what I had just agreed to. She took the ring from the box, rose from her chair and came round to my side of the table.

Only then did I realise that we had not been nearly as private as I had imagined.

A woman at a nearby table gave a little cheer. Someone else began clapping. Then another voice joined in, and within seconds there was a small round of applause spreading across the dining room, warm rather than overwhelming, the sort of thing that would once have made me want the carpet to open beneath my chair.

Instead, I sat there in my white dress, flushed to the roots of my copper hair, while Rebecca slid the ring onto my finger. It fitted perfectly. That made me laugh again, helplessly this time.

“You planned this,” I said.

“Of course I did.”

There were more cheers from nearby tables, and someone raised a glass in our direction. Rebecca bent and kissed me on the lips and that was just enough to make the applause swell again for a moment before the room gradually settled back into its expensive murmur.

When she sat down opposite me once more, I looked at the ring glittering on my hand. I turned it slightly, watching the light catch.

So, sitting in the middle of a high-class restaurant with a diamond ring on my finger and half the room newly aware of us, I laughed, blushed and tried to absorb the fact that Rebecca had just asked Lisa to marry her, and Lisa had said yes.


Chapter 10: The Good Wife

“Do you know what a tradwife is?”

Rebecca asked the question over breakfast as though she were asking whether we needed milk. I looked up from my coffee.

“A what?”

“A tradwife.”

“I’ve heard the word.”

“And?”

I considered it. “Somebody who stays at home, looks after the house, cooks dinner and waits for her husband to come home?”

Rebecca smiled.

“That’s the simplified version.”

“I’m fairly sure there are floral dresses and a nod to Stepford Wives is involved.”

“There can be.”

I narrowed my eyes. That smile meant she was going somewhere with this. It had been almost two weeks since I lost my job, and during that time Lisa had begun to flourish. Rebecca went to work and I remained at home as Lisa, experimenting with clothes, practising my makeup and learning how to manage the new hair that now fell around my shoulders. I shopped for groceries in dresses and skirts. I went for coffee by myself twice. I had even started answering the door without experiencing the immediate sensation that I had forgotten something important.

Being Lisa full time had become surprisingly easy. That was beginning to worry me. My breasts had begun to develop and I would check my chest every morning to see some sort of improvement. They were a lot more sensitive too. The nipples had darkened and grown a little larger and I loved that in a way that was difficult to explain.

The previous evening, I had finally opened my laptop and looked at job adverts. I spent nearly an hour scrolling through listings for account management, sales support and client services before closing the screen without applying for anything.

Every application would require Steve.

His name. His employment history. His old photograph on LinkedIn. A suit. A job interview. Eight hours a day dressed as the person I had spent the last few weeks quietly leaving behind.

I had mentioned that to Rebecca.

Apparently she had been thinking about it. “You need to stop worrying about getting another job immediately,” she said.

“I can’t just sit here looking pretty.”

Rebecca drank her coffee.

“ I earn enough for both of us.”

There was no arrogance in the statement. It was simply true. Rebecca earned considerably more than I ever had, even before Bridgeton Health decided I was surplus to requirements. The flat was hers originally, the mortgage was manageable, and losing my salary had not created the financial crisis I had imagined it would.

That almost made things worse. “I don’t want you supporting me.”

“Why?”

“Because that’s pathetic.”

Rebecca’s expression changed.

“Is it?”

I knew immediately that I had chosen the wrong word.

“I didn’t mean…”

“Yes, you did.”

She put down her coffee.

“If I stayed at home while you earned the money, would you think I was pathetic?”

“No.”

“If I cooked, cleaned, did the shopping, managed the house and made your life easier?”

I opened my mouth and discovered I had no convincing answer.

Rebecca smiled again. I looked away. She reached across the table and touched my hand. The engagement ring flashed between us. I still had moments when seeing it startled me.

“So,” she continued, “do you know what a tradwife is?”

“I think I’m beginning to understand why you asked.”

“Good.”

She leaned back.

“I’m not suggesting you spend your days making bread in a floral apron and posting photographs of it online.”

“Reassuring.”

“Although you would look very pretty in the apron.” She laughed. “What I am suggesting is that perhaps you stop assuming the only respectable version of your life involves putting Steve back into a suit and finding another grey office.”

I looked down at myself.

I was wearing a pale blue summer dress, simple and comfortable, with little white flats. My copper hair had been tied loosely away from my face while I made breakfast. My nails were still perfectly shaped and glossy. Beneath the dress, my chest looked defined and feminine, the nipples jutting slightly beneath the soft material.

“What would I do?” I asked.

“What you already do. You look after the flat. You do most of the cooking because you’re better at it. You handle the shopping. You take care of yourself. You practise everything we’ve been working on. When I come home, we spend the evening together.”

“You make it sound very simple.”

“It can be simple.”

“And Maid Lisa?”

Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Saturday remains Saturday.”

I smiled despite myself. “Good.” I reached for my coffee. The strange thing was that I could picture it. Monday morning, Rebecca leaving for work while I tidied the kitchen. Shopping later, perhaps wearing jeans and a feminine top if I wanted something casual. Practising makeup. Cooking dinner. Tuesday could involve laundry, errands, perhaps meeting Rebecca for lunch if she was nearby. Wednesday, something else.

There were things I could do beyond the flat too. Courses. Writing. Volunteering. Perhaps eventually some sort of work as Lisa if I wanted it. But I did not have to decide all of that today.

“You can work again later if you want,” she said. “As Lisa.” I looked at her. She stroked my fingers. “I’m not asking you to become dependent because I want you helpless. I’m asking whether you want some time to find out who Lisa is now she isn’t squeezed into evenings and weekends.”

That was different.

And much harder to dismiss.

I looked around the kitchen.

Over the past few weeks, I had gradually taken responsibility for it without either of us deciding I should. I knew what food we needed, which laundry was waiting, when the bedding needed changing and that Rebecca was almost out of the coffee she liked. None of it felt degrading.

Quite the opposite.

There was satisfaction in making the flat work.

The difference was that I had spent my entire adult life being told satisfaction was supposed to come from promotions, salaries and job titles. I had chased a section-head position I probably would have hated and felt humiliated when Troy got it. Now Troy had his office.

I had this. I looked at Rebecca.

“What exactly are you proposing?”

Her smile became more deliberate.

“For now? Three months.”

“Three months of what?”

“Being my girlfriend.”

“I’m already your girlfriend.”

“My full-time girlfriend.”

I felt something flutter in my stomach.

“You run the home. I earn the money. You keep developing as Lisa. We plan the wedding.”

“And after three months?”

“We talk again.”  The arrangement had the familiar Rebecca quality of sounding both sensible and faintly dangerous. “We decide whether Lisa is who you are.”

“And you want me to be your little tradwife?”

Rebecca stood and came around the table. She stopped beside my chair and smoothed one hand through my hair.

“When I come home,” she said, “I like finding you here as Lisa.”

I looked up at her. “I like being here.”

“Then perhaps stop fighting it.”

For years, I had assumed femininity was something I wanted in fragments. Panties beneath trousers. A stolen hour in a dress. Makeup removed before anybody could see it. The fantasy worked because it always ended.

Rebecca had removed the ending.

Now there was breakfast in a dress, shopping with a handbag, pierced ears, long copper hair and an engagement ring on my finger and growing breasts. There was a woman who came home from work and expected to find Lisa waiting for her. And I loved it, I truly did.

I rested my cheek against Rebecca’s hand.

“All right.”

“All right what?”

There it was.

I smiled.

“I’ll try it.”

Rebecca waited.

I knew exactly what she wanted.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her thumb moved gently across my cheek.

“Good girl.”

Over the following weeks, the arrangement between Rebecca and me settled into something far more structured than either of us had admitted at the beginning.

The domestic side came first. I cooked, shopped, cleaned and increasingly managed the flat as if it were my responsibility rather than something I happened to do while I was out of work. Maid Lisa Saturdays continued, but Rebecca also began exploring the other side of our relationship more deliberately. She introduced rules, small rituals and forms of discipline that made the Mistress part of her feel less like a game and more like something we were choosing together.

I found I liked the structure.

More than that, I liked surrendering to her.

There were evenings when she chose my clothes, told me how she wanted my hair and makeup, or made me kneel while she talked through what she expected from me. The chastity cage remained part of it too, sometimes for days at a time, the key still hanging from the chain around her neck.

Eventually, the conversation returned to men.

It began almost casually.

Rebecca was sitting at the dressing table while I brushed my hair before bed. The new length had become completely natural to me now, falling in copper waves around my shoulders. The breast treatment had also begun to show even more clearly. What had once been only tenderness and slight swelling had become real softness beneath my nightdress, while my waist and hips seemed to have shifted subtly enough that dresses sat differently.

Rebecca watched me in the mirror. “You remember what you told me about men?”

I stopped brushing.

“Yes.”

“That you wanted to know what it felt like to be desired by one.”

“I said I’d imagined it.”

“You also said that scared you.”

“It still does.”

Rebecca smiled.

“That doesn’t mean you don’t want to know.”

I looked at her reflection. She was right, which annoyed me.

The idea had never really disappeared. If anything, being seen as a woman in public had made it stronger. The looks in the restaurant, the men watching me as I walked past their table, the sense that they were seeing Lisa without knowing anything about Steve underneath. It had unsettled me, but it had also left something behind.

Curiosity.

Rebecca turned in the chair.

“I think you should experience it.”

My stomach tightened.

“With a man?”

“Yes.”

I put the brush down.

“Just like that?”

“Not just like that. We choose carefully.”

“We?”

“I choose carefully,” she corrected.

That sounded far more like her.

Over the next couple of weeks, she treated the matter with an almost unnerving level of seriousness. She searched online, spoke to people, discarded several possibilities and refused to tell me much beyond the fact that whoever she chose would understand the situation and behave according to her rules.

I asked questions. She answered some of them. Others earned me a look.

The night itself arrived on a Saturday.

Rebecca had told me about it several days earlier, which meant I had spent most of the week alternating between excitement and the desire to invent a sudden illness.

By then, my body had changed enough that I no longer needed breast forms at all. My chest was modest but unmistakably feminine beneath clothing, and my hips had softened just enough that lingerie sat differently against me. Rebecca seemed delighted by every small development.

She chose the underwear for the evening.

Black lace.

Bra, panties, stockings and a narrow garter belt, all matched. The bra lifted the new shape of my chest, while the stockings made my legs seem longer and more finished. She paired them with black heels high enough to force me into the posture she liked.

This time, she made me do my own makeup.

That felt important.

I sat at the dressing table and worked carefully while she watched from the bed. Foundation, eyes, liner, lashes, blush and a deeper lipstick than I normally wore. I had improved enough that she only corrected me twice.

When I finished, she came behind me and adjusted the fall of my hair.

“You look beautiful.”

My hands were shaking slightly.

“I feel sick.”

Rebecca smiled and poured two glasses of whisky. “Drink.”

I took mine. It was stronger than the wine we normally had, and I coughed after the first mouthful.

Rebecca laughed. “Very elegant.”

“I’m terrified.”

“I know.”

She touched my cheek.

“You don’t have to prove anything. But I think you want to know.”

That was the problem. I did. We finished the drinks slowly. Then the doorbell rang. Every nerve in my body seemed to tighten at once. Rebecca looked towards the hallway.

“That’s him.”

I stood. The lingerie suddenly felt far too revealing.

Rebecca picked up a sheer black silk robe from the bed and held it open for me. I slipped my arms into it and tied the belt tightly around my waist.

“Better?”

“No.”

“Go and answer the door.”

I stared at her. The bell rang again. I walked downstairs.

The heels made each step sound louder than it should have done. By the time I reached the front door, my heart was beating hard enough that I could feel it in my throat. I checked the robe once more, then opened the door.

Troy stood outside. For a moment, neither of us spoke.

He wore a dark jacket over an open-necked shirt, immaculate as always, though less corporate than I had ever seen him. His expression shifted from confidence to confusion as he looked at me.

He did not recognise me.

That was obvious.

His eyes travelled over my face, hair, robe and heels. He looked as though he was trying to work out whether he had come to the wrong flat.

“Hi,” he said eventually. “I’m looking for Rebecca.”

I almost laughed from sheer nerves.

“Come in.” My voice held.

That alone felt like a victory. Troy looked at me again. Then something changed.

Recognition did not arrive cleanly. It came in pieces. The eyes first, perhaps. Then the shape of my face beneath the makeup. His expression tightened, widened and then became something I had never seen on him before.

Shock.

“No way.”

I felt heat rush into my cheeks. “Hello, Troy.”

He stared.

“You’re Lisa?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

He looked at me again, far more carefully this time. I expected laughter. It never came. Instead, Troy seemed genuinely speechless. Behind me, Rebecca appeared in the doorway.

“Are you going to leave him standing outside all night?”

I looked back at her. Then at Troy. I stepped aside. He entered slowly, still looking at me as though the entire structure of reality had changed while he was driving over.

Rebecca was perfectly calm. Of course she was.

“Troy,” she said, “this is Lisa.”

His eyes met mine again. This time they took in the sheer robe and the underwear beneath. Rebecca walked past us towards the living room.

“Drinks are through here.”

I followed, painfully aware of Troy behind me. The silk robe moved around my thighs as I walked. I could feel his attention, and the knowledge of it made every lesson Rebecca had given me return at once.

Shorter steps.

Relaxed shoulders.

Let the hips move.

When we reached the living room, Rebecca handed Troy a drink and then turned towards me. She did not offer me one.

“Lisa.” I looked at her. “Take off the robe.”

My stomach tightened. Troy went very still. Rebecca’s gaze did not move from mine. I untied the belt. The silk loosened around my body. Then I let the robe slide from my shoulders.

Black lace. Stockings. Garter straps. Heels. Nothing else.

Troy stared. This time I knew exactly what he was seeing. Rebecca picked up the remote and put music on, low at first, something slow with a heavy rhythm beneath it. She looked at me. “You know what to do.”

I hesitated.

Then I began to move.

At first, I felt every inch of myself. The heels, the stockings, the new weight of my chest, the soft movement through my hips. Troy’s gaze made me nervous enough that my shoulders tightened, but Rebecca gave me the smallest shake of her head.

Relax. So I did. I let the rhythm take over.

The movement became slower and more deliberate, exactly as Rebecca had taught me. A shift of weight, a turn, one hand moving through my hair while the other rested briefly against my hip. Nothing exaggerated. Nothing desperate.

Just enough to know I was being watched. Troy did not take his eyes off me. And when I turned slowly and caught his expression, the blush that spread across my face had nothing to do with embarrassment alone.

Rebecca refilled Troy’s drink and he sat down on the sofa, still staring at me as performed. I danced a little closer, turning, pouting and smiling.

“Why don’t you sit on Troy’s knee?” Said Rebecca. “Would you like that Troy?”

“Yes, that would be nice.”

I was trembling slightly as he parted his legs and I settled down on his right thigh. A hand pressed gently at my waist and he stroked my stocking top briefly.

“Ask him to play with your titties,” said Rebecca.

“Will you play with my titties?”

The first touch of his hand sent a shiver of pleasure through me. I had played with my breasts, of course. But this was different. This was a man touching me. His thumb and forefinger squeezed one nipple and it hardened instantly. My breathes came in short gasps and I could feel the heat increase between my legs. Without thinking, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his. His mouth opened and his tongue pushed into mine and with a sudden movement he pulled me towards him, my legs parting and settling either side of him, his hands stroking my backside and pushing me down slightly. I felt his hardness beneath me.

We stayed that way for a while as his hands roamed over me. Then Rebecca knelt down by the sofa and told me to kneel down on the floor. Troy stood, looking down at me, his eyes hungry in a way I had never imagined.

“Can you see how excited he is, Lisa? You want it so much, don’t you? Go on, put your hand on it, feel how strong and hard it is.” I pressed my hand to his crotch and gasped. “Look up at your man, smile. Say: ‘Please, Sir, can I suck your cock.”

I followed her instructions. His strong hand went behind my neck and squeezed a little. I reached up and unzipped his fly and then put my hand around his hot, stiff shaft. It emerged glistening and dark and when I looked up again, Troy’s mouth was open as if he was already about to explode.

“Now, kiss the tip, gently,” whispered Rebecca, coming a little closer. My perfectly painted lips touched the head softly. Without thinking, I let my tongue come out. He tasted strong and meaty and I briefly closed my eyes with a groan. My whole body seemed to tingle in a way that was delicious and uncontrollable.

Rebecca guided me as a stroked his shaft and held his balls and then opened my mouth fully and took him in, moving back and forth while staring up at him. Rebecca would say things like: ‘good girl’ and ‘what a little slut you are’ and each time I would feel my own arousal grow.

Troy gasped loudly all of a sudden as I pulled back, my mouth open. His manhood twitched and fired a hot load of semen over my face. Some of it went in my mouth, thick and sticky and amazing. I swallowed it without thinking. Then his cock jerked again and sent another load over me. I giggled insanely as his seed dripped down over my face. Troy reached out a finger and drew it through his cum and then put it against my lips. I smiled and opened my mouth, licking it clean.

“Good girl,” said Rebecca.


Epilogue

Three months after Rebecca found me standing in our bedroom wearing her lingerie, we got married.

Even now, that sentence feels as though it ought to belong to some distant fantasy.

The wedding was spectacular, largely because Rebecca approached organising it with the same combination of determination and frightening efficiency she had applied to my transformation. Once she decided what she wanted, things simply began happening. A country hotel was booked. Flowers appeared on lists. Menus were curated. Invitations were sent. My dress required three fittings and caused Rebecca to mention that I was really becoming a girly girl.

By then, Lisa no longer felt new to the people around us. That had been another transformation in itself.

Rebecca gradually reintroduced me to her friends, people I had met before as Steve but now encountered again with shoulder-length copper hair, pierced ears, breasts that had continued to develop and an engagement ring on my finger. The first few meetings were terrifying. I expected awkward silences or questions I could not answer.

Mostly, it produced surprise. Then curiosity. Then, remarkably quickly, normality.

Rebecca never apologised for me or offered elaborate explanations. She simply introduced me as Lisa. Her fiancée. A few recognised Steve immediately. Others stared for several seconds before understanding. One of Rebecca’s oldest friends hugged me, stepped back, looked me up and down and announced that Rebecca had clearly been hiding the more glamorous half of the relationship.

By the time the wedding arrived, most of them had stopped behaving as though anything unusual had happened.

I was simply Rebecca’s bride.

The morning itself passed in a blur of makeup, hair, champagne and women moving in and out of the room while I tried not to cry before anyone had finished my mascara. My wedding dress was ivory rather than pure white, fitted through the waist before falling into a long, elegant skirt. The neckline was soft and feminine without being extravagant, and the fabric moved beautifully whenever I walked. My copper hair had been styled into loose waves and pinned partly away from my face, with small flowers worked into it.

When I looked in the mirror, I thought about the pale rose panties I had stolen from Rebecca’s drawer.

That frightened man seemed impossibly distant.

Rebecca wore a beautifully tailored ivory trouser suit. She looked magnificent and dominant in a way I had come to love. When I reached her at the front of the room, she took both my hands and gave me the same little smile she had used countless times before issuing some instruction that changed my life little by little.

For once, she did not need to tell me what to do. I knew. We made our promises in front of everyone who mattered.

Then we kissed while the room applauded.

Later there was champagne, dinner, dancing and far too many photographs. Rebecca danced with me first, her hand firm at my waist while I moved in the heels and dress without thinking about any of the lessons that had once felt so difficult.

Eventually it struck me that this was what she had meant all those months earlier.

I no longer thought about how to move like Lisa.

I simply moved.

A few weeks after the wedding, we left the city.

The cottage was Rebecca’s idea initially, though I fell in love with it the moment we saw it. It stood at the edge of a small village, surrounded by fields and mature trees, with a garden that had clearly been neglected by its previous owner and a kitchen larger than the one in our flat.

There were roses beside the front door.

Country life suited us more quickly than I expected.

There was enough civilisation nearby to prevent complete isolation, but the pace was different. I could walk into the village for bread or coffee, work in the garden, cook with the windows open and spend entire days without hearing traffic. The strange thing was how ordinary I became there.

Nobody in the village knew Steve. They only knew Lisa Lawson, the pretty red-haired woman who had moved into the cottage with her wife. That freedom was enormous.

Rebecca used the move to make another change.

She left her job.

Not irresponsibly. Rebecca had been planning it for months and had enough money behind her to make the risk sensible. She had wanted to start her own consultancy for years, and the cottage gave her both space and an excuse.

One of the spare rooms became an office.

Then two desks appeared.

I looked at the second one.

“It means I need administrative support. I need someone to manage appointments, correspondence, invoices and clients.”

I folded my arms. “You want a secretary.”

Rebecca smiled.

There it was.

The joke that had begun during our slumber party had somehow travelled all the way to a cottage in the countryside.

“You have experience,” she said.

“I was never a secretary.”

It became my job anyway.

Not immediately and not formally at first. I helped Rebecca build the business because there was so much to do. I created spreadsheets, organised appointments, answered emails and gradually began handling more of the administration while she concentrated on clients.

Then business cards arrived.

Lisa Lawson
Executive Assistant

I stared at mine for a long time.

Rebecca came up behind me.

Working for her suited me in ways Bridgeton Health never had. I worked mostly from home, which meant I could dress however I wanted. Sometimes that meant trousers and a blouse. Sometimes a soft dress and flats. Occasionally Rebecca had meetings at the cottage.

Those days were different.

She liked her secretary properly presented. A pencil skirt. Silk blouse. Stockings. Heels. Makeup done neatly. Hair brushed. The first time she walked into the office and found me dressed that way behind my desk, she stopped in the doorway.

I knew exactly what she was remembering.

“So,” I said, “this finally happened.”

Rebecca smiled.

“Yes.”

“No Troy required.”

“Thankfully.”

I laughed.

The business grew.

So did our life around it.

There were dinners with friends, weekends away, Maid Lisa Saturdays that survived marriage and relocation, and the private rules between Mistress and wife that belonged entirely to us.

The domination and submission never replaced our relationship. It became another language inside it. Sometimes Rebecca was simply my wife. Sometimes she was Mistress. Sometimes she was my employer standing beside my desk with one eyebrow raised because I had forgotten to add something to her diary.

And I was all the versions of Lisa that had once seemed impossible.

Girlfriend.

Tradwife.

Maid.

Secretary.

And it was perfect.
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