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One

Aunt Vera ran a private hotel on the outskirts of a small town in Yorkshire. It had easy access to the Dales and large cities like Manchester and Leeds. Because of this, it attracted travelling salesmen and companies who needed something central. It was busy all year round, and over the years, Aunt Vera had forged a reputation for herself and the service she provided to her guests. 

Apart from her brief visits every other Christmas, there wasn’t much that I knew about Aunt Vera. The main thing I remembered was that she seemed devoid of humour and looked at me as if I were the spawn of Satan himself.  The only clue my mother gave was that her sister Vera, older by two years, was a force of nature and didn’t suffer fools gladly. On the surface, they seemed two totally different women.

It came as a bit of a shock when my mother said that dear Aunt Vera had offered to take me on at her hotel for the summer. I wasn’t best pleased. Since leaving college, I had become quite used to being a man of leisure.

“You’ve not worked at all, not in any meaningful way,” mother said while I cleared away the dinner plates one evening. I tried to tell her that the job market was tough and, anyway, I had designs on making a living as a gamer.

“That’s no job at all,” she replied, adding, “Your aunt is a good businesswoman, the hotel is always busy, and you can learn a lot of useful life skills.”

“Yeah, like how to change beds.”

“It’s been nearly a year, David. You spend most of your time in that room doing God knows what, and I’m at the end of my tether.” She sighed and poured herself a glass of wine. “It’s a lovely part of the country, and, well, I’ve already bought the train ticket for you.” She saw the look on my face and added, “You’ll give it a week. That’s all I’m asking. If you don’t like it, then you can come back.”

My mother had just started dating again after being divorced for over three years. She was currently seeing a hulk of a man called Nathaniel, who didn’t seem to like me either. I didn’t much care for him, especially the way he liked to be in control all the time.

Finally, I relented – against my better judgment. I take after my mother in that respect, always bending with the breeze. I’m not one for rocking the boat. All I really want is to be left alone.

So it was that a couple of mornings later, I had packed a bag and was heading to the station. Mother gave me a teary goodbye, and before I knew it, I was heading north towards Aunt Vera and a brand-new world.

I just didn’t know it yet.

It was early, and probably the first really hot day of summer was about to begin. The train journey took about five hours with one change at Crewe. I was to be met by Aunt Vera’s chauffeur, and it was another 40-minute drive to the hotel from the station. I settled into a seat at the rear of the train and got my mobile out and started trying to play one of my online games. Of course, the Wi-Fi wasn’t working. That put me in a bad mood straight away.

As we moved out of the city and into the countryside, speeding northwards towards my inevitable fate, my eyelids began to grow heavy. I put in my earphones and listened to music, letting the comforting rumble of the train take me further down. Looking back, I suspect that was where it all began.

That’s when the dream started.

I was naked, walking down a long corridor. I was cold and fearful. I needed to find somewhere safe. Finally, I reached a door and pushed it open. The room was large with a bed at one end. A fire was burning in a hearth to my left, and I immediately felt its warmth and comfort. I moved towards the four-poster bed, and my breath caught. I think my heart might even have stopped for a second.

The outfit lies waiting, carefully arranged on the bed, a vision of immaculate temptation in black and white. The soft sheen of satin catches the faint afternoon light filtering through the curtains, casting a subtle shimmer across the room. I wonder why this particular vision suddenly brings me a sense of safety.

At first glance, it appears innocent. There’s an undeniable allure in its perfection.

The maid’s dress sits at the centre, the heart of the vision. Its short, flared skirt fans out slightly, revealing the faint suggestion of the lace underskirt beneath. It has been laid out on the bed with meticulous detail.

The fabric is black satin, smooth, lustrous, and almost liquid in its texture, tapering neatly into a crisp white bodice that gleams against the darker tone. The puffed sleeves are cloud-like, their white silk gathered with perfect symmetry. The dress undoubtedly has a charming, playful air. The neckline dips just enough to suggest softness, its edges trimmed with a fine lace that looks too fragile to touch.

Draped over the bodice and skirt is the apron. It is a pure white part of the garment that is edged with delicate frills. Each fold of its ribbon ties seems to promise elegance in motion, the kind that comes with practised grace and deliberate care. The wearer would enjoy being encased in such beauty, such femininity.

Beneath the dress, an underskirt peeks through, a froth of white lace designed to lift and shape the satin skirt above it. The lace is intricate, with tiny floral motifs that seem to whisper of expert craftsmanship and required luxury. It is soft to the touch. I realise that I am trembling slightly. Not from cold, that’s for sure. It’s the sense that material, the design, the whole ensemble is so pretty and dainty that it just needs to be worn.

Beside it, folded neatly, lies a pair of white silk panties, impossibly smooth, gleaming faintly where the light touches their fine weave. A garter belt lies coiled like a secret, white, delicate, and edged with the same kind of lace that adorns the apron. Its clasps gleam faintly in the light, promising the elegance of something unseen but deeply felt. Nearby, a pair of stockings waits, sheer, silky, whisper-thin. Their fabric glows faintly ivory against the darker bedspread, and the lace at their tops is scalloped and soft, meant to cling gently to the skin.

On the floor next to the bed, a pair of black high heels completes the arrangement. Their patent leather gleams like wet ink, reflecting the room in a curved, distorted mirror. Reflecting me, standing there, naked and ready. The heels rise sharply, sleek and narrow, elegant and I wonder how it would be possible to walk in them at all.

Everything about the outfit suggests ritual: the order, the symmetry, the careful placing of each piece. It’s not simply clothing, but a performance waiting to be worn, a whisper of refinement and allure lying in stillness before it’s brought to life. It’s there for me. I know that is true without anyone having to tell me.

I woke with a start as the train was gently lumbering into Crewe. My eyes felt heavy, and it took a good deal of effort to get up and grab my bag. The memory of the maid’s uniform started to fade almost immediately, as if it was meant to. I checked around to make sure nothing was left behind and then waited for the train to come to a stop.

My head was fuzzy. When I closed my eyes briefly, I could see the maid’s uniform fading into a pink fog. Once again, my heart skipped a beat and something squirmed in my stomach. 

Crewe was a hive of activity with people moving this way and that. Many in business suits, carrying cases, and others obviously on holiday. I checked the train times and crossed the bridge to the right platform. There was a ten-minute wait, and I sat down on a bench next to an old woman who was feeding some mangy-looking pigeons. She muttered continuously to herself and laughed a few times at the antics of winged rats.

It was just after midday, and I realised I must have been asleep for most of the journey. It was as if I’d been given medication. There was a heavy ache behind my eyes. I didn’t feel rested at all. My train rolled into the station, 15 minutes late, two carriages that looked more prewar than state-of-the-art rolling stock.

I don’t remember much about the forty-minute journey to Berrington-On-The-Wold, either, except that I appeared to have been transported into another dimension entirely. We travelled through quaint villages and farmland. I didn’t realise there were still remote spots like this in the UK. I was a city boy born and bred. Apart from a weekend trip to Wales when I was at college, I wasn’t the most travelled person in the universe.

Berrington was a small town with a mix of modern and more ancient houses and narrow roads with 20 mph limits. I could see a country pub with a few people outside across the platform and railings. I pushed open the carriage door and stepped out into this brave new world.

A chunky grey Range Rover was parked outside. A tall, rugged-looking man in a dark suit and peaked cap acknowledged me and opened the back door. He put my case in the trunk and then climbed behind the wheel.

For some reason, he reminded me of Mother’s new beau, Nathanial. That same arrogance and disdain. I sat back and tried to clear my head. I was now physically dreading meeting Aunt Vera again. The next week was going to be hell.

Little did I know.


Two

The Range Rover drove up a tree-lined gravel path and parked outside Aunt Vera’s hotel. It was an imposing building with elegant stonework and more modern additions with large windows that reflected the sun. I hadn’t realised it was so big – there had to be some thirty or so rooms facing the courtyard alone, with more at the back.

The chauffeur climbed out and opened the door for me.

“Go to reception and ask for Mrs McCarthy. I will take your luggage to your room.” He smiled, but it looked a little cruel. I noticed a slight Slavic slant to his voice and wondered if he was some East European gangster type.

I climbed out, thanked him and headed up the steps to the hotel door.

The reception was wide, spacious and modern. There were some comfortable armchairs to the right where a couple of male guests were reading newspapers and drinking coffee. At the back was a reception desk where a blonde girl in a mauve silk blouse was seated. Her name badge said: Anita.

She made a point of ignoring me on purpose before she lifted her head, raising an eyebrow. “Yes?” Her look didn’t exactly make me feel welcome. I suppose it was because I was wearing jeans and a t-shirt, and this was a place that catered for the suited and booted.

I introduced myself and looked around, wondering where the chauffeur was with my bag. The girl told me to take a seat. There was an archway into a large dining room where other guests were starting their evening meal. Again, they were mostly men. They were being served by young women in short satin maids’ uniforms and that gave me a bit of a jolt.

I heard a woman laugh and say something, and then Aunt Vera appeared, her sharp eyes boring into me.

“Ah,” she said, “I see you’ve made an effort,” she added sarcastically. I got to my feet and was about to say hello, but she cut me off: “Follow me, please.” Aunt Vera seemed to walk like every cell in her body was attuned to the movement. She was fit for a woman in her late forties, and her outfit was professional and exclusively tailored. Her heels clacked on the floor and sounded like gunshots.

She took me behind the reception into a large office. She sat in a luxuriant leather office chair and lifted the lid on her laptop. There was nowhere for me to sit, so I stood there slightly awkwardly. Aunt Vera tutted and shook her head slightly.

“Now, I’ve been talking to your mother for a while about your lack of work or, let’s call it what it is, your idleness. You seem to think that you can leech off others and live the life of Riley.”

“I’ve been trying to find a job,” I shrugged. How would she know what I was doing? She’d never taken an interest before.

“You’ve made one application in the last year. I’ve checked.” She turned the laptop screen towards me. “Do you recognise this?”

On the screen was a security footage still of the local petrol station. It was clearly me, looking down the aisle at various products, frozen for the moment. My heart nearly stopped as she pressed play. The video clearly showed me lifting a bottle of whiskey and concealing it in my coat. I then grabbed a packet of crisps and took them to the counter. Of course, I paid for the crisps and left with the whiskey. It was a little perk that I’d thought I’d got down to a tee. Obviously not.

“Have you anything to say?”

“Where did you get this?” I asked, but my voice seemed feeble. I got a little high sometimes and then did a little petty pilfering.

“Oh, there’s more,” Aunt Vera said triumphantly, her eyes blazing. The next one showed me stealing a pair of headphones from the supermarket. A bit more brazen, that one.

Aunt Vera leaned back in her chair, staring at me. “I have another 10 or so examples of you helping yourself to things that don’t belong to you. Not to mention your penchant for taking money out of your mother’s purse.”

I was blushing like a heat lamp by now and wondered what was coming next. Aunt Vera closed the laptop. “We did consider simply giving the evidence to the police and seeing how a couple of years in prison would bring you to your senses. But then, you’d probably only get a community order. So, I thought of something better. You need to be taken in hand, young man; you need to be taught conformity. So, you will work for me for as long as it takes to repay those you have stolen from and for you to learn a valuable life lesson. If you refuse, you will be handed over to the police along with the evidence, and you can take your chances there.”

She stared at me. “That’s not really a choice,” I muttered.

“You will address me as Mrs McCarthy at all times,” she said severely.

With a jolt, I said: “Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

“I’ve arranged for you to be trained as one of my maids. You will be tasked with cleaning rooms and other duties, which will be explained to you later.” She smiled almost cruelly and stood up from her comfortable chair. “Follow me.”

Aunt Vera led me out to the reception again and then to a set of lifts. We got in and rode silently to the top floor. This area was less salubrious than the rest of the hotel, and I guessed it was the staff’s quarters.

She opened a door to a medium-sized bedroom with an ensuite bathroom. To the right was a dressing table and to the left an oak wardrobe. She closed the door behind us, and we stood there for a moment in silence. The double bed looked quite comfortable, but what was more worrying was the pink silk nightie that was draped across the pillow.

“Until you learn the ropes, I will be taking personal charge of your training. You will obey all orders and do exactly as a I say, without hesitation.” I was too busy staring at the nightie. At the way the room was quite femininely decorated. “Well?” She snapped.

I jumped a little.

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.” I was now wondering how I could get out of this mess. I could just run out the door and head to places unknown, but what the hell would I live on?

“Now, take off all your clothes.” My mouth dropped open. “I’ve seen it all before, young man. We have a lot to do and I am not one for time-wasting. Now remove those horrible clothes.”

This was the moment when I became a complete coward. Her severe look started me shaking a little, and I blushed again with embarrassment as I succumbed to her orders. I pulled the t-shirt over my head, kicked off my trainers and then took my jeans off. I stood there, and she nodded at my boxers. I removed them with a pathetic whimper and stood there with my hands covering my ‘embarrassment’.

“Into the bathroom with you,” she said. The en-suite was quite large, and there was an expensive-looking shower. “Now stand there with your legs apart and arms out.” I could see myself in the mirror, and it filled me with horror. Aunt Vera went to the cabinet and pulled out an aerosol. She then began spraying something over my arms and legs and my privates, chest and underarms. I could see from the label on the canister that it was an epilation cream. By the time she had finished, I looked like a badly melting snowman.

“Stand there and let that work. You don’t have much in the way of facial hair, which is good. We don’t want to scare the guests.” The epilation cream began to sting a little, and I was actually close to tears. “You’re probably a little confused, I’m sure. To be one of my maids, you will have to dress as a girl. Your bag of clothes you brought with you has been put in storage. From now on, you will wear nothing but female clothing. You will be taught to walk and talk like the perfect maid to the point where you will be able to carry out your duties unsupervised. You will be subservient to all other staff in the hotel as well as customers. That means you will follow their instructions if they give you any. Do you understand?”

“Yes…Mrs McCarthy.”

Aunt Vera’s phone rang. She told me to remain as I was and went into the bedroom, talking to whoever had called. “Yes, she’s arrived…no, don’t worry, everything is going to plan.” It took me a moment to realise that she was referring to me. She’s arrived? Aunt Vera talked some more and then came back to the bathroom. By then, my arms were aching, and my skin was really stinging.

“Now, get in the shower and wash off all that nasty hair. Then we’ll see what we’ve got.” She left me to shower, and I have to say I whimpered a little as I saw all my body hair disappearing down the plughole. I got out and dried myself, and then put the towel around my waist and walked out.

Aunt Vera was waiting for me. On the carpet floor was a pair of high heels, and on the bed was a pair of white silk panties and a bra. I felt a lump in my throat.

How had things come to this? Aunt Vera opened the top of a bottle of moisturiser and squeezed some into my hand. She told me to work it into my body and face. It was strange how smooth and silky my skin felt.

When I had finished, she told me to turn around and then, with unbelievable speed, she pushed me down on the bed, pinning me half on and half off. I grunted as she reached between my legs and attached something to my private parts. I let out a scream as I heard something click. It was all over quickly and she let me go within a few seconds. When I got up, my little thing was encased in a metal cage. I looked at her in confusion.

“It’s to stop you touching yourself and getting pleasure without consent. If you’re a good girl, and follow instructions, you may be released at a future date. Now put on your panties and bra.”

Shaking, I picked up the silk panties. I stepped into them and pulled them up over my buttocks. “Tuck yourself underneath. That’s it. Now, you look more like a girl.” I struggled with the bra but finally got it in place. “Let me have a look at you.” Aunt Vera smiled again. “See, you are quite a pretty little thing.” I felt something squirm in my stomach.

Aunt Vera looked down at the pair of white high heels. “Put those on,” she instructed.

The heels were mid-height, about three inches, and I tottered there like a fool.

“Okay, first things first, stand up straight. Let your shoulders relax and keep your head level, as though a string is gently pulling you upward. That posture will help you balance. Now, place your feet a little closer together than you normally would in trainers. Heels tend to look and feel better with a narrower stance. Before you start walking, shift your weight slightly onto the balls of your feet, not the heels. That will stop you from sinking backwards.

“Right, now take a step, but do it heel-to-toe. Place the heel down first, then roll onto the ball of your foot, and finally let your weight settle onto the toe. Keep each step small and controlled. Here, like this.” She demonstrated with practised precision. “In heels, shorter strides look more natural. Imagine you’re walking along an invisible straight line. This helps your hips move smoothly and keeps everything looking balanced.

“As you move, let your arms swing gently to help with balance, and keep your knees soft so you don’t end up stiff or stompy. If the shoes are high or narrow at the heel, take it slowly. Speed comes later. And if you feel wobbly, tighten your core a little. It acts like an internal stabiliser.”

I followed her instructions, walking back and forth across the bedroom floor, feeling like a complete fool. “Let your hips sway a little more. Yes, that’s very feminine. Keep doing that.”

Aunt Vera made me practice for almost 45 minutes until I seemed to be natural. My calves were aching, and I was glad to get out of the shoes finally. She looked at her watch and said, “That is enough for tonight. Take off the bra and put on the nightie, please.” I followed her instructions. The nightie was soft satin, and it slipped over my smooth body and down over my thighs. For the first time, I felt a little thrill.

Aunt Vera opened the wardrobe and took out a pretty maid’s uniform on a hanger. It seemed to be made of satin and had a short skirt and an apron. She held it up to me. “This is your uniform. Tomorrow, you will wear it for the first time. I think you will look very pretty.” The memory of the dream flooded back and I felt a lump in my throat.

My heart sank. Did she really expect me to dress in that uniform and appear in front of other people?

“A maid will be up with a light supper for you in due course. You have an early start in the morning, 6 am, so I suggest you retire for the night as soon as you have eaten.” With that, she left me sitting on the bed in the pretty nightdress. If I had any designs on escape, they were scuppered by the way I was dressed. I would just have to conform and wait for my chance.

There was no way I was going to be a girl for Aunt Vera! I almost burst into tears at that moment. But I didn’t take the nightie off in a fit of male pique. I just sat there, numb to the core until a pretty maid arrived with a meagre supper of poached egg and avocado on a single slice of rye toast and a glass of sparkling water.


Three

Needless to say, I didn’t get much sleep. The nightdress kept riding up over my legs, and the panties clung to me like a silken spell. I had some weird dreams when I finally did drift off. In one, I was wearing the satin maid’s uniform and perpetually curtseying in front of a mirror, giggling like a girly girl. In another, I was wearing the same uniform, but I was bent over a large bed, struggling with the sheets, as a male guest grabbed my pantied behind.

I was rudely awoken from another strange dream (I was running down a corridor in a ball gown, being chased by a hundred men). The door to the bedroom opened, and the light went on. The material of the nightie slipped gently over my nipples as I sat up. Another pretty little maid entered carrying a tray. She walked seductively over to my bed and smiled. “Wakey, wakey, rise and shine, little one.” She placed the tray on my lap. “Breakfast first, and then Mrs McCarthy will be up to supervise your preparation.”

I looked down at the tray, having hoped that everything from yesterday was part of a dream. My nightie strap slipped over my shoulder, and I casually pulled it up. For decency’s sake, of course. The breakfast was another single poached egg on brown toast and a small cup of tea – hardly enough to feed a mouse, let alone me. I heard my stomach gurgle.

The maid went out but reappeared a moment later, carrying a case and a stand with a blonde wig on it, which she began to arrange on the dressing table. The case contained various makeup supplies and other things like perfume and what looked like false nails.

“You’ve got such a big day ahead of you,” the maid said. She chattered incessantly about nothing in particular while I started eating breakfast. Watching her bending over the dressing table, I could see her lacy stocking tops and a hint of frilly panties. That made my little friend down below twitch, and it was then that I remembered that I was wearing the cage.

I finished the egg on toast and down the last of the tea. The maid smiled and took the tray. “Now, in the shower with you, young lady,” she giggled.

I had no choice but to play the game and climbed out of bed. The nightie slipped down over my silken thighs, and for some reason, I found myself walking with a gentle sway of the hips as if my practice last night with Aunt Vera had ingrained something irreversible. I stood in the bathroom and looked at my reflection in the mirror. How silly I looked!

“Hurry up, now,” cooed the maid. “Mrs McCarthy will be here very shortly.”

I let the nightdress fall to the floor, pulled down the panties and got into the shower. The hot water fell across me, and I began to wash. The smell of the bodywash seemed stronger than before, and I could feel the silky smoothness of my skin. I saw the maid through the fog of the shower put something on the stool near the bathroom mirror and wondered what it was.

When I had dried off, I noticed the bottle of moisturiser on the side and realised that I was supposed to use it. Massaging the cream into my soft flesh felt faintly arousing. I noticed that a silk robe and a fresh pair of panties had been laid on the stool.

“Hurry up, girl,” said Aunt Vera from the bedroom, making me jump. I put on the panties and the robe, tying the sash around my waist. The robe came to the top of my thighs and made me feel even more exposed.

Aunt Vera was sitting on the bed, looking at her phone. She suddenly directed it at me and took a picture. “I intend to record your progress as we go along, young lady. I’ve promised to send updates to your mother.” The idea made my heart sink, but all I could do was look down at my feet. Again, there was no resistance.

The maid reappeared carrying a footstool and said, “Shall I start the pedicure and manicure, Mrs McCarthy?”

“Yes, Sophie,” said Aunt Vera. “I need to check on the kitchen for breakfast, but I will be back in 30 minutes.”

I was instructed to sit by the dresser and put my right foot on the stool. The maid, who insisted she had “just the right touch,” knelt on a cushion at my feet, already setting out her tools with the quiet confidence of someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

“Trust me,” she’d said. “You’re going to love how you feel afterwards.”

And now, with her smoothing some impossibly soft lotion into my feet, I was half-convinced she was right. Her hands worked in slow circles, firm enough to ease tension but gentle enough to send little shivers up my legs. There was something almost hypnotic about watching her focus, brow slightly drawn, lip tucked between her teeth, movements steady and precise. I felt looked after in a way I hadn’t expected.

By the time she moved on to my hands, I was already sinking into a strange kind of bliss. She held each finger with such tenderness as though my hands were something precious. Watching the extensions go on was like watching a transformation in slow motion. My usually plain fingers lengthened, the shape subtly shifting from practical to elegant.

Then came the polish.

“Subtle pink,” she said as she shook the tiny bottle. “Barely there, but still beautiful.”

The colour was soft and whisper-light, almost a rose mist, barely more than a blush. She painted with long, even strokes, steady as a heartbeat. I could see the way the pink caught the light, how it warmed my skin tone, how it made my hands look… graceful. Feminine. I swallowed, my chest tightening with something warm and almost shy.

“You like it,” the maid said without looking up, as if she could feel it in the air between us. “You’ll love being a girl, once you get used to things. And you’re really quite pretty.”

I couldn’t speak. It felt as if something had suddenly changed. As if I had crossed the Rubicon.

She smiled, a small, knowing curve of her lips. “The colour suits you.”

And it did. More than just the colour, more than the shine, it was the feeling. The slow transformation, the care, the subtle artistry of someone who wasn’t just doing a job but bringing something out of me I usually worked hard to hide.

By the time she finished, I felt softer. Dare I say it, more feminine.

Oh, my God, what was happening to me? I held my fingers up to the light as the maid cleared the floor and turned to a large makeup box. “We’ll just let you dry properly, and then we’ll start on your face.” She saw the look of fear, I think, and added: “Let’s do some work on your voice, while we wait.”

I didn’t want to do that, but the maid was insistent. “Say: Good morning, Sir.”

I blushed and repeated the phrase reluctantly.

“No. No. Soften your voice.” I tried again, and she giggled. “Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of it soon. You have to work on the top of your voice box, narrow it so that you have a lighter, more girlish voice.”

“Are the nails done?” The sound of Aunt Vera’s voice made me jump. She appeared out of nowhere and looked at my toes and fingers. The nails shimmered in the light. “Excellent. You’re such an artist, Sophie.”

“Thank you so much, Mrs McCarthy,” said the maid.

“You can go about your duties,” added Aunt Vera. “I will call you if I need you.”

The maid stood, gave a short but elegant curtsey and said: “Very good, Mrs McCarthy.”

Alone with Aunt Vera, I felt as if my whole world was about to cave in. Could I reason with her to let me go? Of course not. I got the impression this had been planned for some while. All I could do was go along with things and hope I had a chance to escape at some point.

“It’s time to transform you into the girl you were always meant to be,” said Aunt Vera, and she began applying makeup to my face.

The closeness of her was a little unnerving. I could smell her perfume and see the faint outline of her bra through the sheer material of her blouse. She was certainly a woman who took care of herself, and there was a lithe, almost predatory way in which she moved.

Aunt Vera tilted my chin up with a light touch, the kind that somehow made me feel both inspected and cared for at the same time. “Hold still, young lady,” she said, her voice stern and matter-of-fact, as though she’d done this a thousand times, which she probably had.

She started with foundation, dabbing a soft sponge along my cheeks and forehead. “Your skin tone is lovely,” she murmured, “but a little evening-out never hurts.” The sponge felt cool at first, then warm as she blended, her movements firm but gentle.

Next came concealer. She leaned in closer, narrowing her eyes the way she always did when concentrating. “A tiny bit here,” she said, tapping under my eyes. “And just a touch on the chin. You’ll be amazed at what this does.” Her fingertip pressed and smoothed in small circles, and I found myself relaxing into the rhythm of it.

She stepped back, examining her work, then nodded to herself. “Good. You’ll be able to do this yourself soon enough.”

She reached for a palette of soft browns and roses. “I’m keeping the eyes natural,” she explained, brushing a warm taupe across my lids. “You’ve got a lovely shape already, so we’re just enhancing, not recreating something. That you can leave for nights out on the town as a girl.” The brush bristles were feather-light, almost ticklish, as she swept colour across each lid.

“Look down for me.” I obeyed, feeling the delicate stroke of a finer brush as she added a darker shade to the crease. “This gives you depth,” she said. “And makes your eyes look like they’re thinking secrets. Every maid needs a certain allure. The guests love it.” The little innuendos were not lost on me, and I wondered what Aunt Vera really had planned for the future.

Eyeliner came next, a pencil she warmed briefly between her hands. “Cold eyeliner is a crime,” she muttered, half to herself. With one hand, she steadied my face; with the other, she traced a thin line along the lashes. “Soft, soft… there. And the tiniest lift at the corner. Mmmm.” She repeated the process on the other eye, humming a tune I vaguely recognised from old records.

She held up the mascara wand. “Blink when I say.” I blinked on command, trusting her as she combed my lashes upward. “Look at that,” she said with satisfaction. “Open but not startled. Perfect.”

Then came blusher, just a hint of rose. “Smile,” she instructed. I did, and she used a fluffy brush to sweep colour over the apples of my cheeks. “Oh, my girl, you are going to be such a hit with the customers.” I wasn’t quite sure what she meant by this, but it left a lump in my throat.

Finally, she picked up a lipstick: a muted berry shade. “This will suit you beautifully.” She held my chin again, tracing the colour along my lips with steady precision. “Press them together. Lovely.”

She set the tube down, wiped her hands, and beamed at me. “There. Not overdone. Just you as you were meant to be. Professional and, dare I say it, quite pretty.

When she turned me to the mirror, I almost didn’t recognise myself. Not because I looked like someone else, but because I looked like the version of myself she had seemed to see before I did. A wave of emotions went through me in that moment. I’m not quite sure what I was thinking, but I could tell by the look on Aunt Vera’s face that she had won another battle in my full feminisation.

“When you wear the dress,” she said, leaning close to me, “you’ll understand who you were meant to be. I can see by the way you reacted that you’re surprised,” said Aunt Vera. “This is not something we’ve decided to do because we’re cruel, young lady. We sincerely believe that this is your destiny. To be a pretty girl, rather than a silly little, idle man who takes advantage of those around him.”

I was short of breath and didn’t really know what to think at that moment. Aunt Vera walked over to a dresser and opened the top drawer. “It’s time for you to become the girl you have always been,” she said more sternly.

She took out a matching white bra and suspender belt and a pair of dark stockings with lace tops similar to what I had seen the maid wearing. She instructed me to put the garter belt around my waist and arrange it properly. There was a rose motif at the belly button, and the suspenders dangled over my silky thighs, tickling and alluring.

“Sit down on the bed. Now, stockings should be rolled slowly over the legs.” She handed me one stocking and showed me how it should be rolled up, and the foot extended, and then the soft material drawn upwards slowly. “That’s it, don’t be in a hurry. Now stand and start to fix the suspenders. That’s very good, young lady. Now the other leg.”

As I had rolled the stocking over my smooth leg, I felt like the last vestige of my maleness was being smothered.

“Turn around, let’s check everything is straight. That’s very good.” She handed me the white satin bra next and told me to put it on. I managed this better than I had the night before. Aunt Vera smiled a little ruthlessly. “The bra contains a special chemical that is designed to boost your breast size. As the day wears on, you may feel yourself filling the bra a little better.” She ignored the look of shock on my face.

Next, she took a corset out of the drawer and approached me. I followed her instructions to turn around, and she fitted it to my waist and then began to draw in the strings. “This will not only give you a more feminine figure, but it will help you maintain posture during the day.” The corset tightened around me, and I felt the air pushed out of my lungs. Finally, she tied a bow and told me to turn back to her. “That’s so much better.” She led me back to the mirror. “See how curvy you are now.” She was right. Who I had been was being dissolved. Systematically.

Next came a short but full lace underskirt. I stepped into it with trepidation because I knew my resolve was suddenly starting to melt away. The underskirt added more volume to my hips and gently settled across the top of my thighs.

Aunt Vera opened the wardrobe door and pulled out a maid’s uniform on a hanger. She held it up to the light and smiled again. “Isn’t it pretty? You’re going to look so scrumptious.”

I thought it was a strange choice of words. Scrumptious to whom? She took the dress off the hanger and handed it to me.

The satin French maid’s dress caught the light beautifully, its soft, liquid sheen giving it a glow that seemed to follow every movement. The short, flared skirt swished with a playful shimmer, the glossy fabric rippling in gentle waves whenever it moved. Something was captivating in the contrast between the deep satin and the crisp white accents, especially the frilly apron. It was just like the dream, but only this time I was wearing the dress.

The apron looked delicate and airy, edged with fine lace that seemed almost weightless against the smooth satin beneath it. The puffed sleeves gave the outfit a touch of sweetness, yet the richness of the satin lent them a quietly indulgent elegance.

Taken together, the whole ensemble had a sensual charm, not overt, but deeply woven into its textures and contrasts. It was pretty in a way that felt both refined and irresistible, transforming a simple maid’s uniform into something luxurious, alluring, and wonderfully eye-catching. Especially if you were a man.

I slipped the dress over my head. The fabric whispered against my skin as it fell into place, impossibly smooth and cool, almost startling in how soft it felt. I tugged the puffed sleeves up onto my shoulders and smoothed the bodice, my fingers gliding over the glossy satin as if I was still trying to convince myself it was real.

When Aunt Vera pulled the zip up the back to the top of myshoulders, the dress settled around me properly. The skirt flared out with a gentle swish as I turned toward the mirror, catching the light in ripples. I paused for a second, suddenly very aware of my breathing.

I tied the white apron around my waist. The frilly lace framed the satin so delicately that the contrast almost made my heart jump. It felt like the outfit came alive the moment the bow was knotted.

When I finally lifted my eyes to the mirror, I just stared. The person looking back at me felt familiar and unfamiliar at the same time. The sheen of the satin, the playful flare of the skirt, the soft puffed sleeves, they all came together in an unexpectedly beautiful way. The outfit didn’t overpower me. It seemed to highlight something I hadn’t noticed before, something light, graceful, almost daring that was hidden within me.

I turned slightly, watching the skirt flutter, and a slow warmth spread through me. I looked pretty, more than pretty. I looked complete in a way that surprised me. For a long moment, I just stood there, tracing the outlines in the mirror with my eyes, letting the sensation of it all sink in.

“We’re almost there,” said Aunt Vera. A pair of black patent high heels was next. I stepped almost effortlessly into them and stood waiting for the coup de gras. It was the wig, which I had been staring at for a moment or two now. Aunt Vera asked me to sit down, and then she carefully placed the wig over my head and adjusted it gently. It was topped by a cute lace headband.

“Now, stand up,” Aunt Vera said and turned me towards the mirror. What stood there wasn’t a boy. Not anymore. It was most definitely a girl. From the long, stocking-clad legs to the slim waist and the pretty face, there was nothing male left.

Aunt Vera stood next to me and smiled, more graciously this time: “There you are. A pretty girl. Now, walk up and down for me. Let’s see how you look in motion.”

As I had done last night, I began walking back and forth. This time, my movements were more fluid. More feminine. I could feel the skirt brushing luxuriously against the stocking tops, and it set my heart racing.

Aunt Vera told me to stand still in front of her and then made a show of walking around me, making sure everything was perfect.

Her eyes seemed to blaze with triumph. She sat down on the bed and said: “Your name is now Brittany. What is your name?”

The breath caught in my throat. But I managed to say: “My name is Brittany, Mrs McCarthy.” I even tried to raise my voice and make it sound more girlish.

“Good. We’re going to start with something simple. That is the curtsey. Any pretty maid needs to know how to curtsey. To curtsey in a feminine manner, think of it less as a big, dramatic movement and more as a graceful, controlled gesture. Stand tall with your back straight, shoulders relaxed, and feet together or just slightly apart. Good posture instantly sets the tone for a feminine curtsey.”

I did as she instructed, and she nodded her approval. “Gently pinch the sides of your skirt between your thumb and first finger, lifting the fabric just an inch or two. Move your right foot diagonally behind the left, keeping the front foot pointed forward. Your weight should naturally shift onto the back foot. Lower yourself just a little. A feminine curtsey doesn’t require going very low – just a gentle dip. Both knees bend, but the front knee bends more while the back knee sinks toward the floor. Keep your back straight and your chin lifted. The movement should feel fluid, never rushed. A small nod or a soft lowering of the gaze makes the curtsey feel demure and polished. It doesn’t need to be dramatic; subtlety is what makes it elegant. Straighten your knees and return your feet to their starting position in one smooth motion. Avoid popping back up too quickly.”

I followed her instructions and it was repeated about 30 times until Aunt Vera was satisfied I was doing it properly and consistently.

“Now, it’s time to work on your voice, Brittany.”


Four

Mrs McCarthy’s heels clicked sharply along the marble floor, each step echoing up into the chandelier-lit atrium. I trailed half a pace behind her, hands clasped tightly in front of my new uniform apron and satin skirt, trying very hard not to look as out of place as I felt. The air smelled faintly of polish and fresh flowers, and everything seemed to shine, the floor, banister, reception desk, even the brass on the revolving doors at the front of the reception.

I felt dreadfully exposed, and when a couple of suited men appeared out of nowhere, I almost screamed with embarrassment. They eyed me with more than just admiration. There seemed to be a masculine hunger that lingered on the more revealing aspects of my French maid’s outfit.

“Brittany,” Mrs McCarthy said, without looking back at me. Her voice was crisp, like a starched sheet. “You will be working on the sixth floor today. That’s standard rooms and a handful of junior suites. I expect you to learn quickly. We do not tolerate carelessness here, even if you are a novice.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy,” I said, hoping my voice didn’t wobble as much as my stomach did. The men took a last look at my feminine body and then headed for the front door.

Aunt Vera stopped in front of the staff lift and turned to me, tall and severe. Her hair was scraped into a French twist and her red lipstick was the kind that never smudged. Her eyes flicked over me, taking in my uniform, the black dress, white apron, high heels, stocking tops showing just enough to pique interest. It was as if she were inspecting a table setting. She gave a small nod.

“You look most presentable. The guests see everything, you must understand. Always remember your feminine deportment, even if you think no one is watching.”

A side door opened and out stepped the girl who had done my nails. She had chestnut hair in a ponytail, a dusting of freckles across her nose, and a smile already forming before she’d even clocked who was standing there.

“Mrs McCarthy,” she said with a curtsey, slightly out of breath. Then she noticed me. “Oh! You look wonderful.” I admit I blushed.

“This is Brittany,” Aunt Vera said. “As it’s her first day, you will be responsible for her training this week, Sophie. Take her through the entire process for vacated rooms. I want her up to speed as soon as possible. We’re full tonight.”

Sophie’s smile widened. “I’ll look after her.” She curtsied again.

“See that you do.” Mrs McCarthy’s gaze settled on me again. “Listen to Sophie, ask questions if you’re unsure, and do not rush. A rushed room is a dirty room. Understood?”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.” My palms were damp, so I pressed them into the sides of my apron. Then, without thinking, I curtsied, raising the short skirt over my stocking tops.

Aunt Vera gave one last curt nod, then strode away towards reception, already pulling out her phone. The atmosphere seemed to loosen the second she was out of earshot.

Sophie tilted her head, grinning at me. “Don’t worry,” she said, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “She’s only terrifying for the first three months. After that, you just sort of… go numb.”

I let out an involuntary laugh, my nerves easing by a fraction. “You’ve worked here long, then?”

“Two years.” She extended a hand, then realised it was holding a spray bottle and swapped it to the other. “I’m Sophie. We’ll be joined at the hip today, apparently. You look fabulous. I told you were pretty. The guests are going to love you.”

“I hope not,” I stammered, shaking her hand.

“Don’t worry. Most of them are perfect gentlemen. Except when they’ve had a few brandies. The first day anywhere is always the worst,” she said, turning the trolley towards the staff lift. “But honestly, once you get into the rhythm, it’s not so bad. Busy, busy all the time. But that makes the shifts go faster.”

The lift doors opened, and we squeezed the trolley inside, the bottles and boxes rattling softly.

“You worked in hotels before?” she asked, pressing the button for six.

“No, just a café, once when I was in school” I said. “I’ve cleaned tables and stuff, but nothing like… this.” I gestured vaguely at the polished interior, the plush carpet I could see through the gap as the doors closed.

“Ah, same idea, just more cushions,” she said. “And more rules. But I’ll talk you through everything, don’t panic. Deep breaths, Brittany.”

I tried, inhaling the mingled scents of detergent and air freshener emanating from the trolley. The maid’s dress seemed to tighten around me. “You’re not the first, by the way.”

“Pardon?”

Sophie smiled infectiously. “Silly boys who need a little control in their lives seem to be Mrs McCarthy’s forte.”

When we reached the sixth floor, the doors slid open to reveal a corridor lined with identical doors, each with a neat brass number and a small sign indicating “Please make up room” or “Do not disturb”. The carpet here was thicker, muffling our footsteps. A man came out of one of the rooms carrying a small laptop case and walked past them, glancing down at their stocking tops.

“The clientele is mostly men, you’ll find. And they love to ogle us girls.” I instinctively tried to pull down my skirt a little. “You’ll get used to that.”

Sophie steered the trolley down the corridor. “First thing in the morning is vacant rooms. The night team prints a list, and we work through it in order. Reception needs them ready for new check-ins from two o’clock, but Mrs McCarthy likes them done well before that. The earlier we finish them, the more time we’ve got for stayovers and any weird requests.”

“Weird requests?” I echoed nervously.

“You’ll see,” she said, laughing. “Right, here we are. 612, checked out at eight fifteen.”

A white slip of paper was clipped into a plastic holder on the door handle. She unhooked it, glanced at it, then handed it to me. “You’ll be checking these eventually. For now, just see how they look. Room number, room type, any notes. If there’s a maintenance issue, it should be here.”

The slip read: 612 – King – Vacant. No notes.

“Lucky us,” she said. “No broken toilets yet.”

She knocked briskly on the door. “Housekeeping!” She listened, then knocked again, louder. “Housekeeping!”

After a few seconds, she slid the keycard into the lock and opened the door just a fraction. “Housekeeping!” she called one more time, then pushed it open fully and stepped inside, gesturing for me to follow.

“Always knock three times,” she said over her shoulder. “Even if it says vacant. You never know, someone could still be in the shower or napping or whatever. Last week I walked in on a guy doing yoga, and he didn’t have a stitch on.”

I winced. “What did you do?”

“Pretended I was there to admire his downward dog, obviously,” she said with a smirk.

The room was quiet and dim, the curtains mostly closed. The evidence of the previous guests was everywhere, suitcases gone but clothes hangers still twisted on the rail, used towels abandoned on the floor, the bed an explosion of sheets and pillows. The faint smell of aftershave lingered.

“Okay,” Sophie said, moving with practised ease. “Step one: open everything up. We need light, and we need air.”

She marched to the window and pulled the curtains wide. Pale morning light flooded the room. Then she unlatched the small window and pushed it open. “If it’s freezing outside, we just crack it for a few minutes while we’re stripping the bed,” she explained. “Helps get any smells out, cigarette smoke, curry, Eau de Hangover. You’ll be amazed at what people leave behind in the air.”

I laughed nervously.

“Step two: rubbish and clutter. Always do a quick sweep before you start anything.” She handed me a small black bin bag. “Check the bedside tables, under the bed, on the desk. Anything that’s obviously rubbish goes in here. Anything that might be lost property, you put aside on the desk and we log it later.”

I took the bag, my heartbeat quickening again. All the while I couldn’t escape the grab of the stockings, the feel of the panties encasing my behind and the soft tickle of the skirt.

“Don’t worry about being slow,” she said, reading my expression. “I was useless on my first day. You’ll speed up, but for now I want you to look at things, yeah? It’s so easy to miss stuff.”

I took a steadying breath and started with the bedside table. I found an empty water bottle, a crumpled receipt, and a half-eaten packet of mints. The other bedside table held a hotel notepad with a doodle of something that might have been a dog, and the remote control for the television.

Under the bed was nothing but a rogue sock, which I held up. “Rubbish?” I asked. Kneeling down and exposing my panties made me feel even more vulnerable. How could this get any more embarrassing?

“Any clothing or personal possessions go to lost property,” Sophie said, glancing over from the other side of the room where she was emptying the bin into a larger sack attached to the trolley. “Guests get weirdly attached to their socks. Better safe than sorry.”

I placed the sock neatly on the desk, feeling faintly ridiculous. I caught sight of myself in the wardrobe mirror. My cheeks were slightly flushed but I still looked alluringly feminine. Aunt Vera had done a good job on me. If you didn’t know, you’d think I was a sexy young girl.

“Once you’ve done a sweep, you strip the bed,” she said. “All of it. Sheets, duvet cover, pillowcases, mattress protector. Work from top to bottom so you’re not dragging dirty linen over something you’ve already cleaned. And never put used linen on the floor if you can help it. It goes straight into the laundry bag. I’ll just check the next room while you strip the pillows and check for stains. If you see anything like blood or makeup on the mattress, shout me.”

My hands felt clumsy, especially with my new nails. They glistened in the light and made my hands look so feminine it almost mesmerised me. The duvet was heavier than it looked, and the sheets tangled around my arms. By the time I’d got everything off and into the laundry bag, I was slightly out of breath, and my fringe had worked loose from the maid’s headband.

“Not bad,” Sophie said. “You didn’t even suffocate yourself with the duvet. I did that once. Honestly thought I’d die under a floral cover.”

I giggled, more relaxed now that I’d done something tangible.

“Mattress check,” she said, returning to the room and pulling back the mattress protector. “We look for stains, tears, and any weird smells. If it’s bad, we call housekeeping control, and they send a new one or maintenance. If it’s minor, we just make a note.”

She leaned in, sniffing theatrically. “This one’s fine. Mattress protector goes in the laundry, new one on.”

From the trolley, she retrieved a fresh protector and tossed it to me. “You fit that, I’ll show you hospital corners on the sheets. Mrs McCarthy is obsessed with them.”

We worked side by side. She laid the bottom sheet with swift, precise tucks, showing me how to fold the corners sharply so they hugged the mattress, no wrinkles. I tried to copy on the other side, and my corner sagged. I could feel my short skirt flitting against my thighs as I moved and suddenly realised that it was quite pleasurable. I seemed to miraculously adapt to walking in high heels, too.

“Good start,” she said. “You’ll be a pro by the end of the week. Your fingers remember before your brain does.”

As we remade the bed, sheet, duvet, crisp white pillows plumped and lined up, she kept up a steady stream of chatter.

“So, Brittany, where are you from? How did you get here? Don’t you love being a girl?”

I didn’t want to spoil her mood and tell her as soon as I had the chance, I was going to escape and get back to my normal life. Sophie stepped back to assess the bed and gestured for me to do the same.

“The bed is the showpiece,” she said. “First thing guests see. If it looks inviting, they forgive a lot of other things. If it looks like it’s already been slept in, they call reception and complain.”

I glanced at our handiwork. The bedding was stretched tight and smooth, the pillows standing in a neat row. It did look inviting, like something from a brochure. A little spark of pride flickered in my chest.

“Bathroom next,” she said. “Come see the fun part.”

The bathroom was a battlefield of wet towels, toothpaste blobs and damp footprints. Sophie talked me through everything: spraying cleaner into the toilet and letting it sit, wiping mirrors from top to bottom so streaks didn’t drip, changing the glasses and tiny toiletries, and folding the toilet roll into a little triangle.

“Is that really necessary?” I asked, watching her make the fold with practised care.

“Absolutely,” she said. “Little things. They make people think ‘oh, this place is fancy’, and then they post nice reviews instead of complaining that one tile had a scratch on it.”

She handed me a fresh set of towels. As I folded arranged them, she chatted about the other maids, which floors were worst and the time a guest had tried to convince her to run away with him and be his sex slave.

I found myself smiling more, my shoulders loosening slowly. Cleaning someone else’s chaos felt oddly satisfying, seeing the room transform bit by bit under our hands. Once the bathroom gleamed and the bin was emptied, we returned to the bedroom for the finishing touches.

“Dusting, surfaces, and then vacuum,” Sophie recited, as if ticking boxes in her head. “Oh, and minibar check. Can’t forget the minibar. Mrs McCarthy has a meltdown if the minibar’s wrong.”

She showed me how to dust from high to low so the dust fell onto surfaces we’d wipe later, how to straighten the lamp and alarm clock to face the same angle, and how to line up the hotel information booklet and TV remote. We moved the chairs so they were parallel to the desk, adjusted the curtains so they hung evenly.

“We’re basically set designers,” she said. “Except we also scrub the toilets.”

The minibar was tucked into a cabinet under the TV. She opened it and pointed to the laminated inventory stuck inside the door. “You check what’s missing,” she said, “then replace it from the minibar stock on the trolley. Mark anything missing on the list. If it’s gone, we assume they drank it, and it goes on their bill. Unless you find it hidden under the bed, in which case you thank your lucky stars you found it before the next guest does.”

There was a small space where a miniature gin should have been. Sophie grabbed a replacement from the trolley and popped it into place. I dutifully marked it on the list as ‘consumed’.

“Last step,” she said. “Vacuum thoroughly, a quick spray of air freshener. Only a little, we don’t want it to smell like it’s hiding a crime. Then we do our final check.”

She let me handle the vacuum, showing me how to tug the cable so it didn’t catch on furniture, how to do neat lines so the carpet looked ‘brushed’.

It was strangely calming, the hum of the machine, the repetitive movement, again the swish of the skirt across my stocking tops. There was also something else. My breasts seemed to be filling the silk bra and bodice, developing some weight. The thought of suddenly having girly titties made me blush. My nipples also seemed to be slightly more sensitive.

By the time we’d done our third room, my muscles had warmed up, my movements starting to follow a feminine rhythm without so much conscious thought. Strip the bed, gather rubbish, bathroom, surfaces, minibar, vacuum, and final scan. It was repetitive, but it was certainly honing my feminine movements. I caught myself in the mirror again, just as I gently tucked a stray curl back behind my headband.

Sophie kept us going with a stream of stories, about the time a guest had decided to wash their shoes in the sink, about the mystery of a regular guest who left his toy dinosaur behind and how they’d posted it back.

In one room, we found a phone charger coiled neatly in a socket. “Happens every day,” she said, placing it on the desk with the lost sock from earlier. “Honestly, we could start a sideline in chargers.”

My nerves had eased into a focused kind of tiredness. I still worried I’d forget something vital, but Sophie double-checked every room and gently corrected small slips.

“Tuck that sheet tighter,” she’d say, or “Don’t forget the top of the picture frame, dust loves those.”

Around ten thirty, we took a quick break in the staff room, a small space with mismatched chairs, a kettle, and a whiteboard covered in notes. I perched on the edge of a chair, sipping tea from a mug, my feet already sensing this was more walking than they were used to.

“You’re doing well, you know,” Sophie said, stirring sugar into her tea. “You’re not complaining, which is a good sign.”

“My feet are complaining,” I said. “They’re just being quiet about it.”

She laughed. “Give it a week, and you’ll have calves of steel. The lift breaks sometimes, and we have to use the stairs. That’s when you really question your life choices.”

“Why does she make us dress like this?”

“Mrs McCarthy? Don’t you know? Practically all the guests are male, and they love their eye candy.” She grinned at me. “That’s what you are now, girl, eye candy.”

We only sat for ten minutes before heading back out. The list of vacated rooms still had several to go, including a junior suite. “Suites take longer,” Sophie warned as we rode the lift back up. “More space, more furniture, more places for people to leave crumbs and mysterious stains. But they’re also the rooms people get most excited about, so we make them extra nice.”

The junior suite on the corner of the corridor felt more like a small flat, a separate sitting area, big windows, and a sofa that had suffered under someone’s late-night snacking. There were crumbs everywhere.

“Okay,” Sophie said, hands on her hips. “We divide and conquer. You take the bedroom; I’ll start on the lounge. Remember the order. Don’t get distracted by pillow fluffing when the bed’s still to be made.”

I nodded, stepping into the bedroom. It felt slightly surreal to be making a bed this big, smoothing out sheets on a headboard taller than I was. But my hands were learning the motions now, tucking, pulling, smoothing, checking corners.

Occasionally, Sophie called something through from the sitting room.

“Brittany, where do we put used glasses?”

“On the trolley, top shelf, to go to dishwashing,” I answered, pleased I remembered.

“Good girl! And if you find any leftover room service trays, call for collection, don’t try to balance them yourself unless you fancy wearing someone’s tomato soup.” I smiled, even though she couldn’t see me.

As the morning went on, we moved from room to room, each one a new variation on the same theme: mess transformed into order. My back began to ache a little from leaning over beds, my knees from crouching to check under furniture. But there was a quiet satisfaction to it.

In one room, I found a paperback novel abandoned on the desk. “Lost property,” Sophie said, eyeing the cover. “Shame, it looks good. Always when you’re halfway through, right?” She slipped it into the plastic bag marked ‘Housekeeping Lost and Found’ on the trolley.

In another room, we discovered someone had stuck chewing gum under the bedside table. Sophie groaned. “Why do people do this? There’s a bin!” She handed me a scraper and showed me how to get it off without damaging the wood.

By the time we’d finished the last vacant room on our list, my uniform felt slightly damp with effort, and my new hair had surrendered a few more strands of hair around my face. But when Sophie clipped the final ‘Ready’ card onto the door handle, I felt we had achieved something.

“Now we do stayovers. Those are usually quicker, fresh towels, tidy up, bins, and bathroom top-up. Unless they’ve treated the place like Glastonbury.”

We tackled three stayover rooms before lunch. In the first, the guest had clearly rushed out for sightseeing. Clothes were draped over every chair, papers on the table, a half-opened bottle of water on the bedside table.

“We don’t touch personal stuff,” Sophie reminded me. “No folding clothes, no moving laptops unless we absolutely have to. We work around them. Make the bed with whatever’s not on it, tidy surfaces without rearranging their lives.”

We straightened the bed as best we could with a half-unpacked suitcase still open at the foot, swapped used towels for fresh ones, emptied bins full of juice cartons and biscuit wrappers, wiped surfaces sticky with fingerprints.

The next stayover room belonged to an organised businessman, judging by the suits on the hangers and the laptop on the desk. His bed was barely disturbed. “Some guests hardly touch anything,” Sophie said. “Still, same routine. We never assume.”

We smoothed the duvet, changed the pillowcases, and freshened the bathroom. There was a faint smell of aftershave and coffee.

The last stayover of the morning was the messiest, a room that looked like it had hosted a private party. Empty bottles were lined up on the windowsill, and there was glitter on the carpet.

“We’ll do a light version now,” Sophie said. “Full detox when they check out tomorrow. Just remember, never judge. People are people.”

By the time the corridor clock chimed noon, my stomach growled loudly enough to make Sophie raise an eyebrow. “Someone’s ready for lunch,” she said. “We’ll just pop by housekeeping control, drop off the lost property and our completed checklists, then we’re free for half an hour.”

We took the staff lift down to the basement level, where the public side of the hotel gave way to a warren of offices, storerooms and the constant rumble of the laundry. The housekeeping office was small and cluttered, with shelves of files and a whiteboard listing staff assignments.

Sophie handed our stack of completed room slips to the supervisor, along with the bag containing the sock, charger and paperback.

As we stepped back into the corridor, the faint heat and hum from the laundry room washing away the morning’s last traces of perfume and air freshener, I realised my nerves had ebbed into a kind of tired calm. My feet hurt, my shoulders ached, and I was probably going to fall asleep the second I got back to my room.

But I’d survived my first morning. I’d made beds that looked like they belonged in brochures. I’d learned the correct way to fold toilet paper and that people hide gum in disgusting places. And I wasn’t alone.

Now all I had to do was plan my escape.


Five

I’d barely sat down with my sandwich when Sophie checked the time on the wall clock and pulled a face. I took a bite out of the sandwich and looked at her. She was a pretty girl and, in another life, I might have stared at her across a crowded room without plucking up the courage to actually go and talk to her. Something in her apron bleeped and she took out a small pager and looked at it.

“Right,” she said, swallowing the last mouthful of her pasta salad. “Change of plan for your afternoon, Brittany.”

My stomach dipped. “Already?”

She grinned. “Welcome to hotel life. They’re short in the restaurant for lunch. Mrs McCarthy wants you to help out as a server.”

I blinked. “The restaurant?” I felt my heart sink. “In front of all those…people?”

“Yeah. Don’t panic,” she added quickly. “You said you worked in a café, right? Same idea. Plates, drinks, customers. Just fancier plates and ruder customers.”

That did not help. “But… I thought I was housekeeping? Not dressed like this! What about my voice?”

“Your voice is fine. Just keep it light and smile a lot. You look scrumptious. All the guys are going to be looking at your stocking tops anyway and wondering how to get into your panties.”

“I can’t.”

“You are,” she said. “Here it’s ‘whatever we need on the day’. Housekeeping in the morning, restaurant over lunch if it’s heaving, back to rooms after. It’s a big hotel. We swap hats all the time.”

I took a breath. “Okay. What do I have to do?”

“Take orders, serve drinks, carry plates, don’t drop anything, pretend you don’t hear the worst of the comments. Easy.” Sophie hesitated, then sat back down for a second, her expression softening. “Look,” she said quietly, leaning closer. “The restaurant’s mostly businessmen at lunch. Regulars, conferences, that sort of thing. They can be… handsy. And always convinced they’re hilarious.”

A cold knot curled in my stomach. “Handsy how?”

She pulled a face. “When you’re pouring wine or putting plates down. A hand on your waist, or a pat on the hip, that kind of thing. They think because they’re paying three figures for lunch, they’ve bought the staff as atmosphere. Some might even slap you on the behind.”

“That’s not…” I started, the word fair dying halfway out of my mouth. The real size of the predicament I was in began to emerge. I was a pretty girl, and pretty girls attracted attention from all sorts of men.

“I know.” Her mouth twisted. “It isn’t. But this place has a very strict ‘the guest is always right’ culture. Officially, they say to tell management if someone crosses a line. Unofficially… you’ll get told to be more careful about how you lean in.”

“That’s not exactly reassuring.”

“I said I’d tell you the truth,” she replied, holding my gaze. “Think of it as part of the job. You’ll get used to it. You might even like it sometimes.” I obviously didn’t look convinced. “You keep the tray between you and them as much as you can. You stand just out of reach when you’re taking orders. If someone tries something, step away like it didn’t happen. Don’t react unless they really push it. The worst thing for you is making a scene.”

“And if they really push it?” I asked.

She nodded towards the ceiling. “Then you go to the restaurant manager. Or Mrs McCarthy, if you’re feeling brave. But it has to be really obvious. Witnesses. They’ll never say this, but anything short of that… they expect us to swallow it.“

I stared at my half-eaten sandwich, appetite suddenly gone. Sophie nudged my shoulder gently. “Hey. I’m not trying to scare you. You’ll be with other staff. You won’t be alone. And you look like you can handle yourself.”

“I don’t feel like I can handle myself,” I admitted. “Not dressed like this. I feel more like I’m giving an open invitation.”

“Welcome to the world of the ultra-feminine girly girl,” she said firmly. “First rule in there: your face is not your feelings. Smile, be polite, then rant to me in the staff room later. If you can flirt, all the better.”

She stood up again. “Right. Come on. We’ve got to get you a different apron and explain the specials before the lunchtime stampede hits.”

The hotel restaurant felt like a different world from the back corridors and empty rooms. It occupied a wide, bright space off the main lobby, all high ceilings, tall windows, and white tablecloths that looked like they’d cry if anyone dropped tomato sauce on them. A soft murmur of conversation already filled the room, mixed with the clink of cutlery and a low jazz track playing somewhere overhead.

The clientele was exactly as Sophie had described: mostly men in suits, a handful without ties, jackets slung over chairs. A few smaller tables with lone diners bent over laptops, but mostly groups of two or four, talking in low, confident voices. The kind of men who ordered wine at lunch without checking the price. Your typical Alpha males.

At the entrance, a tall man in a dark waistcoat and immaculate tie greeted us with a professional smile. “Sophie,” he said. “Mrs McCarthy said you were bringing me some help.”

“This is Brittany,” she said. “It’s her first day, so be gentle.”

His eyes flicked over me in the same assessing way Mrs McCarthy’s had that morning, but his smile didn’t fade. “Welcome, Brittany,” he said. “I’m Daniel, the maître d'hôtel. We’ll keep it simple for you today. You’ll shadow for orders for a bit, then help with drinks and food running once you’re comfortable.”

“Yes, Sir”, I said, hoping my voice sounded at least vaguely confident.

He handed me a small notepad with the hotel logo embossed on it. “Keep your hair tied back, no phones on the floor, always smile when you’re addressing a guest.”

The corset was beginning to dig into my waist, making me suddenly even aware of my shape. I tugged my short, flared skirt straight, wishing the neckline of the maid’s outfit felt less exposed.

“Menu is à la carte plus today’s specials,” Daniel continued, gesturing towards a chalkboard stand near the entrance. “Sea bass with a pea purée and pancetta, and a wild mushroom risotto. If you struggle with the descriptions.”

I nodded, my eyes darting over the room. Faces, mostly male, turned towards us, eyes lingered and turned away again. A few men at a table near the window looked me over a little longer than the others before turning back to their conversation. They seemed to be laughing. My cheeks prickled. Did they know?

Sophie must have seen my expression because she leaned in and murmured, “Just remember, you’re not here for them. You’re here for the job. They’re just background noise with wallets.”

“Alright,” Daniel said. “Sophie, take her on your section. Start with table six. They’ve just sat down.”

Table six was a four-top near the centre of the room: three men and one empty chair, jackets folded over chair backs, ties loosened as if they’d already been talking business somewhere else. As we approached, their conversation paused, three sets of eyes turning to us—lingering on me a second longer than felt comfortable.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” Sophie said brightly. “I’m Sophie, and this is Brittany. We’ll be looking after you today. Can I start you off with some drinks?”

One of the men, mid-forties with an expensive-looking watch, smiled directly at me. “We’ll hear from Brittany,” he said. “Won’t we, lads?”

The others chuckled. I forced my mouth into what I hoped was a polite smile and stepped slightly forward, notepad ready.

“Of course, sir,” I said. “Can I get you anything from the bar? Or perhaps some still or sparkling water to start?”

He tilted his head, clearly enjoying the attention. “Sparkling all round,” he said, not taking his eyes off me. “And I’ll have a large house red. Whatever you recommend.”

Heat crept up my neck. “We have a Chilean merlot that’s very popular, sir,” interjected Sophie.

“Popular with you?” he asked.

“We don’t drink on shift,” she said lightly. “But it’s popular with the guests.”

He laughed, pleased with that answer. The others gave their orders: a lager for one, a gin and tonic for another, small red for the third. I wrote them down carefully, repeating each one back to make sure I’d got it right. My hand shook only slightly.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” I said, stepping back. “I’ll bring those right over.”

“Thank you, Brittany,” the main man said, rolling my name around his mouth like it was part of the menu.

As we walked away, Sophie gave me a small nod. “Perfect,” she whispered. “You were clear, you repeated the order, you didn’t drop the notepad. Gold star.” She giggled. “And he’s still staring at your butt.”

Without realising it, I added an extra wiggle to my walk, the hem of the skirt swishing across my upper thighs.

“You are such a girly girl,” Sophie said.

In the service area at the back, behind a half wall, she showed me how to prep the drinks: water bottle in a cooler sleeve, four glasses on a tray, napkins folded beneath. As I balanced the tray for the first time, my arm tensed, unfamiliar with the weight.

“Keep your hand flat in the middle,” she advised. “Don’t grip the edge, that’s how you tip things.” I inhaled deeply and walked back out to the table, feeling as though every step I took was on a tightrope. As the hem of my skirt brushed my knees, I became excruciatingly aware of it.

“Water for you,” I said, placing the glasses down one by one. As I leaned slightly to reach the far side of the table, one man’s eyes dropped, not to my face but lower. I fought the urge to tug my hem down with my free hand.

“Careful there, love,” one of the others said as I set his gin and tonic down. “You’ll spill it.”

“I’m alright, thank you,” I said, keeping my tone light. My voice seemed to have softened, either because of fear or something else.

As I set the last glass down, I felt rather than saw movement. His hand shifting just a little on the table, as if testing the distance. I straightened before he could do anything, stepping back out of reach.

“Your merlot, sir,” I said, placing it carefully by his plate, my tray now blissfully lighter. “If you need anything else, just let me know.”

“We will, Brittany,” he said, drawing out my name again. Then I heard him say: “I’d seriously like to get that one back to my room.”

We moved on to other tables. Sophie took one side of the restaurant, and I shadowed her, learning the code of things: how to approach from the left when possible, how to let people finish sentences before politely interrupting, how to angle myself so I could see the whole table while taking an order.

At a two-top by the window, two younger men in their late twenties looked me up and down with frank appraisal. One smirked as I introduced myself.

I said. “I’m Brittany, Sir. Can I get you any drinks to start?”

“Depends,” the smirking one said. “What do you recommend, Brittany?”

“We have a selection of wines by the glass on the second page,” I said, opening the menu at the relevant section with what I hoped was a steady hand. “House white is a Sauvignon Blanc, or we have champagne if you’d like something sparkling.”

“Are you sparkling?” he asked. His friend snorted.

I surprised myself and said: “All the time, Sir.”

They eventually ordered beers. As I walked away, I could feel their gazes on my back like a physical weight. I suspected I didn’t really exist above the stocking tops to these guys.

“This is horrible,” I muttered to Sophie in the service area as I waited for their drinks to be poured.

“It can be,” she admitted. “But you’re doing well. You’re not letting them see you flinch. That’s half the battle.”

“But I am flinching inside,” I said.

She shrugged. “Don’t you get just a frisson of pleasure that they’re noticing you…in that way?” Sophie giggled. “Just think if they knew who you were.”

I didn’t quite know how to reply. Again, I caught sight of myself in the reflective surface of a glass cabinet. The pretty little dress, the stockings and high heels. Once more, I felt the heaviness of my breasts and realised, looking at my reflection, that there was more definition in the bust area. I was beginning to fill out.

Orders piled up quickly: table four needed bread, table ten wanted more water, the solo diner at table two waved for an extra side of fries. I found myself running small circuits between the kitchen pass, the service hatch, and my section of the restaurant, the notepad filling with scribbles, my pen living in my fingers instead of my pocket. I was surprised how I managed to keep my feminine demeanour. It was as if it had become so ingrained that it was now perfectly natural. And all in such a short time.

I suppose when you didn’t have to think too much, some things came naturally. I began to trust my movements more, and that gave at least a little bit of pleasure.

Slowly, the mechanics took up more space in my mind than the staring did. I had to remember to clear from the right, to ask “May I take this?” before removing plates, to describe the daily specials with enough enthusiasm that they sounded tempting but not so much that it sounded fake.

“Today we have a pan-fried sea bass with pea purée and crispy pancetta,” I recited for what felt like the fiftieth time. “And a wild mushroom risotto with parmesan.”

At one table, an older man with kind eyes and a wedding ring listened politely and ordered the risotto, thanking me by name without lingering on it. At another, the men were more interested in asking where I was from, whether I’d always worked here, what I did when I wasn’t “brightening up the place”. And if I were free tonight. I told them I had a boyfriend, but I don’t think they believed me.

The first time I carried plates out from the kitchen, my heart thudded against my ribs. The chef slid two beautifully arranged plates of sea bass across the pass, the heat rising in a visible shimmer.

“Table six,” she barked. “Watch the sauce, it’ll go everywhere if you tilt.” I nodded, adjusting my grip. My new nails glimmered in the light of the restaurant. The plates were hot through the cloth napkin, the fish perched delicately on its green cushion like it might slide off if I breathed too hard.

Sophie caught my eye as I stepped out. “Slow and steady,” she mouthed.

At table six, the conversation paused again as I approached. I set the plates down one by one, announcing each dish. “Sea bass for you, sir. And for you.”

As I leaned to place the second plate in front of the man with the expensive watch, his hand moved, quick, casual, a brush along the side of my hip. It was light, barely there, but unmistakable.

For a split second, my body went cold, then hot. Every instinct screamed to jerk away, to slap his hand, to say something. Instead, I did what Sophie had told me: I straightened, stepped back, and fixed my eyes on the centre of the table, not on his face.

“Can I get you anything else at the moment?” I asked, hearing the slight extra brightness in my voice and hating it.

He smiled like nothing had happened. “Just your smile, darling.”

“Of course,” I said automatically. “If you need anything, just signal.”

As we walked back to the service area, my fingers dug into the edge of the tray. I could feel my heartbeat in my throat. The machine of the restaurant didn’t pause just because my skin crawled.

“Next plates,” the chef called. “Risotto for table eight. Move, please.”

The lunchtime rush rolled on like a tide. Tables emptied and filled again. I learned how to weave without thinking, sidestepping chairs, anticipating when someone might push their seat back. I refilled water, cleared plates, and wiped crumbs from tablecloths with quick, neat strokes.

At one point, a group of four younger men near the bar tried to pull me into a joking conversation about whether I was “on the menu”. “Sadly not,” I said, keeping my tone neutral. “But the steak is highly recommended.”

They laughed. One of them winked. “Maybe we’ll stick around for dessert then.” Without hesitation, he patted me on the butt, letting his hand linger. I fought back a squeal, smiled and moved away.

By the time the chef called the last slip for lunch, my feet ached in a deep, insistent way, and my lower back felt tight from bending and straightening. My smile had become something automatic I put on like my apron.

We began the post-lunch reset: clearing empty tables, stripping and re-laying them with fresh cutlery and folded napkins, straightening chairs, brushing away stray crumbs. The room slowly emptied of customers, the loudest voices lingering near the bar before drifting out to whatever afternoon meetings they had.

I carried a tub of cutlery to the polishing station and stood rubbing each fork and knife with a soft cloth until it gleamed, dropping them into neat stacks. The repetitive motion soothed something in me.

“You did really well,” Daniel said eventually, coming over with a clipboard. “First lunch service is always a shock to the system. You handled it.”

“Thank you,” I said. My voice came out more polite than enthusiastic, but he didn’t seem to notice.

“You move well on the floor,” he added. “Confident. We can use you here again. We’re properly staffed for this evening but if someone drops out, I shall mention it to Mrs McCarthy.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. There was a strange compliment buried in there somewhere, but it brushed too close to the way the men had watched me walk between tables.

Sophie appeared at my elbow. “You did do well. I’ve seen people cry in the loos halfway through their first lunch and refuse to come back out.”

“I considered it,” I admitted.

“Yeah, but you didn’t,” she said. “You kept going. You remembered the orders, you didn’t drop anything, and you only looked like you wanted to murder someone twice.”

“Only twice?”

“That I saw.”

We worked side by side in a companionable silence for a few minutes, folding napkins and resetting cutlery. The restaurant, half-cleared, looked less intimidating now, stripped of some of its noise and swagger. Sunlight slanted in through the tall windows, turning the remaining glasses on the tables into small beacons.

Eventually, Sophie broke the quiet. “How’re you really feeling?”

“Tired,” I said honestly. “How long is this day?”

She smiled. “We’ve got some more rooms to do this afternoon, and then we should be finished.”

“And then?”

“I’m sure Mrs McCarthy has something planned for you.”

As we wiped down the last table and straightened the last chair, I again caught my reflection briefly in the darkened glass of the window: hair slightly frizzed from the heat, cheeks flushed, eyes a little wider than normal. But I looked pretty. I brushed a strand of hair over my ear and smiled at my reflection.

“Come on,” Sophie said, hooking her arm through mine as we left the restaurant and headed back towards the staff areas. “We’ve got ten minutes before Mrs M decides what fresh hell she has planned for the afternoon.”

“Do we get to sit down?” I asked.

“For exactly nine minutes and fifty-eight seconds,” she said. “Then we’re back to being invisible superheroes.”

We slipped through the staff door, the noise of the restaurant muffled instantly by the heavy fire door. The familiar smell of detergent and coffee welcomed us back to the backstage world.

As we walked towards the staff room, it seemed that my breasts were bouncing even more. I wondered what Aunt Vera had done to me. Secretly, however, I wanted to take my top off and see what my new breasts looked like.


Six

The afternoon seemed to fly by as Sophie and I went about cleaning more rooms and vacuuming corridors. By about 5, we were finished, and I was very nearly ready to drop.

As we came down in the lift, Aunt Vera was there to meet us. She looked me up and down and smiled ruthlessly. “I knew you would make a pretty little maid,” she said. I suddenly felt very conscious of the maid’s uniform, girly lingerie and stockings and high heels again.

She turned to Sophie. “Well, I think you’ve both earned the rest of the evening off. Brittany will be staying with you from now on. Since you’ve done such a good job, I think it should continue for the rest of the week. Once you’ve had your tea, I suggest a few lessons in skincare and dress sense will be in order before you retire.”

Both Sophie and I curtsied, and Aunt Vera left us to get on with things. Sophie seemed more excited as if she’d never had a roommate before. I was just plain tired. After we had eaten tea, we headed up to the top floor and her apartment. The bed was a double, covered in a blush-pink duvet and an absurd number of cushions in different textures: velvet, faux fur, sequins. A pair of fairy lights ran along the headboard, soft and warm, not the harsh white of hotel lighting.

On one side of the room stood a large wardrobe, the doors slightly ajar to reveal a rainbow of fabrics. Next to it, a freestanding full-length mirror rested at a slight angle, its frame wound with more fairy lights. A fluffy rug covered part of the floor in front of it, clearly a designated “trying on outfits” zone.

Opposite the bed, a small dresser was crammed with bottles and compacts and tubes. Makeup brushes fanned out from a jar, lipsticks stood in neat rows, nail polishes in every shade from nude to electric blue lined up on a shelf. A few perfume bottles caught the light like tiny glass sculptures. The faint scent of something floral and warm hung in the air, soft but insistent.

“Wow,” I breathed, stepping inside. “This is… wow.”

Sophie laughed. “I know, it’s a lot,” she said. “When I first moved in, it was just a bed and a wardrobe. Mrs McCarthy has always encouraged my interest in fashion and makeup.”

“It’s like your room has a personality,” I said, turning slowly to take it all in. “And that personality owns half of the Boots makeup counter.”

“Rude but accurate.” She kicked off her shoes with a sigh, flexing her toes. “Get those heels off before they fuse to your bones.”

I didn’t need telling twice. The moment I slipped my feet out of the black heels, relief shot up my calves like a bolt. “Oh my God,” I said, rolling my ankles. “I don’t think I’ve ever appreciated my own feet this much.”

Sophie laughed. “The first day is always the worst. Sit.” She gestured to the end of the bed. “We’ll de-maid you.”

The phrase made me smile despite myself. I perched on the edge of the bed, feeling the dreamy softness of the duvet under my palms as she moved around the room with practised ease.

She handed me a silk robe. “Here, you can change into this for now,” she said. “Bathroom’s through there.”

The ensuite door was slightly open, showing a glimpse of pale tiles, a shower with bottles lined up along the shelf, and a fluffy grey bathmat. I took the gown gratefully. The thought of getting out of my uniform was almost as enticing as the idea of sleep.

“I’ll shower after you,” she said. “Take your time. Feel free to steal whatever’s in there, soap-wise.”

“Thanks,” I said, slipping into the bathroom and closing the door behind me.

I undid the zip on my uniform with slow fingers, the day catching up with me in waves. I didn’t look too closely at myself in the mirror, flushed cheeks, mascara smudged at the corners, lipstick worn off. I just stepped out of the dress and took off the lingerie and corset. As I undid the clasp of the bra, I felt my breasts fall a little and looked down at them with amazement. There was a good handful there now, and the nipples were protruding quite alarmingly. I undid the garter belt and rolled down the stockings and then took off my panties. My caged thing looked sadly pathetic. 

Finally, I took off the wig. To my amazement, my hair seemed to have grown underneath and become fuller. I ran my fingers through it and looked in the mirror as I fluffed it up. Without thinking, I used some makeup remover to clean my face and dropped the cotton pads into the small bin at the side of the sink.

I stepped gratefully into the shower, letting the hot water drum over my shoulders and run down my back.

When I washed my new breasts, the sensation sent a shiver through my spine that made me groan gently. For a few seconds, I played with the nipples and felt a heat grow between my legs. There were some things about being a girl that were definitely worth it. I stopped before things went too far.  I’m not sure I could have coped with having a girly orgasm then, after all that had happened during the day.

For a few blessed minutes, the hotel didn’t exist. There were no beds to make, no men staring, no trays to balance. Just steam and the silky slide of shower gel and the simple, animal comfort of being warm and clean.

When I’d washed away the day, I towelled off and put on the gown. It fell to mid-thigh on me, soft and slightly sensual. I wrapped my hair in the towel and stepped back into the bedroom.

Sophie had shed her uniform too, down to bra and panties, and was rummaging in her wardrobe. She turned when she heard the door.

“There you are,” she said, giving me an approving once-over. “Looking more human already.”

“Less corporate robot,” I agreed.

She disappeared into the bathroom with her own towel and toiletries, humming something under her breath. Left alone in the room, I wandered over to the dresser, peering at the array of products like they were some kind of exhibit. There were moisturisers in varying levels of fanciness, foundations labelled with different undertones, and mascaras promising all sorts of miracles. A neat row of nail polishes went from palest pink to almost black, with everything in between.

I picked up one of the perfume bottles, a heavy, square one with a satin bow around the neck, and sniffed it tentatively. The scent that rose up was sweet and powdery and something else I couldn’t quite place. Feminine, definitely. Not the harsh department-store kind, but something softer.

The shower turned off. A minute later, Sophie re-emerged, wrapped in a pale blue towel that contrasted beautifully with her skin. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a loose knot, damp strands escaping around her face.

“Okay,” she said, tossing the towel from her hair onto the bed and reaching for a silk dressing gown hanging on the back of the door. It was a dusty rose colour with a subtle floral pattern, the fabric catching the light as she moved. She slipped it on with practised ease, tying the belt in a neat knot at her waist.

She caught me looking and grinned. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said quickly, feeling heat creep up my neck. “You just… you look like you stepped out of a magazine or something.”

She rolled her eyes, but there was a pleased little twitch at the corner of her mouth. “Smoke and mirrors,” she said. “And good lighting. Here.”

Sophie flopped onto the bed, patting the space on the floor in front of the dresser. “Alright,” she said. “Lesson two in ‘How to Survive This Hotel’: the beauty regime.”

I sat where she’d indicated, cross-legged on the rug, facing the mirror. She sat behind me on the bed so she could see over my shoulder.

“Do we really need a regime?” I asked, catching my own face in the mirror and wincing at the smudged eyeliner I’d missed. “Can’t we just… slap some mascara on and call it a day?”

“In a normal job? Sure,” she said. “In this place? Not so much. Haven’t you noticed?”

“Noticed what?”

“That every maid on shift looks like she’s about to pose for a catalogue,” she said dryly. “Hair neat, makeup on point, no chipped nail polish, no flaky lipstick. Mrs M is old-school. She likes her staff ‘polished’.”

I made a face. “Like ornaments.”

“Exactly,” Sophie said. “So, if we’re going to be ornaments, we might as well be well-moisturised ornaments.”

She reached past me for a bottle of micellar water and some cotton pads. “First rule: never sleep in even the slightest bit of makeup. Even if you’ve just done a twelve-hour shift and your feet have filed for divorce. This stuff gets rid of the last bits.”

She handed me a pad, soaked lightly in the clear liquid. “Sweep, don’t scrub,” she instructed. “You’re trying to persuade your skin, not sandpaper it. Ideally, you should do this before you step in the shower and then do the moisturising afterwards.”

I swiped the pad over my face, watching the faint traces of mascara come away. It felt strangely ritualistic, sitting there in front of a mirror in a too-pretty dressing gown, wiping away the day.

“Second rule,” she continued, placing the used pad aside and reaching for a tube of moisturiser. “Hydrate. The air-con in this place will dry you out faster than a gossip session in the staff room.”

She squeezed a small amount onto her fingertips and gestured for me to do the same from the tube. “Dot it on, forehead, cheeks, nose, chin. Then gentle circles. Don’t forget your neck.”

I followed her movements, fingertips gliding over my skin. The moisturiser smelled faintly of something citrusy and clean. As I worked it in, my face felt less tight, more comfortable in its own skin. My excited nipples kept distracting me, rubbing gently against the soft material of the silk gown.

“Hands,” she said, grabbing a tub of thick cream and plopping it down in front of me. “Housekeeping will wreck them if you let it. Hot water, cleaning chemicals, and changing sheets. I go through hand cream like the bar goes through gin.”

She slathered some onto the back of my hands, massaging it in with slow, efficient motions. The touch was practical, not lingering, but there was something undeniably soothing about it. I watched her fingers move and then copied the motions on my other hand, working the cream into my knuckles, my wrists.

“And nails,” she went on. “We’re allowed nude or pale pink, nothing bright. Not unless we’re allowed out for the night” She gestured to the line of nail polishes. “These three are my go-tos,” she said, pointing out three almost-identical bottles. “Sheer pink, beige, and one that’s basically your-nails-but-better. We can do them tomorrow if you want.”

I trailed my fingers over the bottles, reading the names, soft little words like “Blush”, “Petal”, “Whisper”. There was something almost hypnotic about the neatness of it all. Sophie watched my face in the mirror. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said, a little too quickly. I paused, searching for the right words. “It’s just… I’ve never really… done all this.”

“I know, Brittany?”

“I can’t go on like this. I feel like I need to submit or run like hell or I’ll be so…” I sighed. “I’ve only been here a day.”

Sophie tilted her head. “Do you like it?”

I glanced down at the silk wrapped around me, at my hands, now soft and faintly scented. At my reflection, cheeks a little pink from the shower, hair starting to curl slightly as it dried, eyes wide and a little uncertain.

“Yes,” I said quietly. “I think I do.”

“Then you’re not pretending,” she said simply. “It’s just your first day, after all. There’s a lot more to learn. I must say you’ve taken to it like a duck to water.”

Her words unlocked something in my chest that had been tied up all day. I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I’d been holding.

“Speaking of fun,” she added, her eyes lighting up in the mirror. “Wardrobe time.” She slid off the bed and crossed to the wardrobe, throwing the doors wide. If the dresser was impressive, the wardrobe interior was another universe.

Rows of clothes hung in careful order, dresses grouped by length and then by colour, skirts in neat progression from pencil to skater, blouses in fabrics that ranged from crisp cotton to floaty chiffon. There were splashes of floral prints, stripes, and tiny polka dots. A row of hangers held cardigans and light jackets in soft neutrals and bold reds.

Shoes lined the bottom shelf: low heels, ankle boots, towering stilettoes, each pair placed heel-to-toe. My breath caught a little. “How do you even choose what to wear?”

““That’s why I’m always nearly late for dates. But tonight…” She turned back to me with a spark in her eyes. “We don’t have to be sensible. Tonight, we play dress-up.”

I laughed, half-embarrassed, half-thrilled. “What, like… actually try stuff on?”

“Yes, Brittany,” she said, drawing my name out in mock exasperation. “Actually, try stuff on. We’re roughly the same size. It’d be rude not to.” She winked. “We can discover what suits you and what doesn’t.” The idea made my stomach flutter again, but in a completely different way to before. This was anticipation.

“Okay,” I said, my voice coming out smaller than I meant it to.

She flicked through the dresses, fingers trailing over fabrics until she pulled out a soft, knee-length wrap dress in a dusky blue, the fabric light and slightly textured.

“This one,” she declared. “It’s forgiving, and it feels like you’re wearing a cloud.” She pulled open one of the dresser drawers and pulled out a pink panty and bra set, and some hold-up stockings. “Put those on, girl.”

She handed the dress to me as well and spun me gently towards the bathroom. “Go on. I’ll prep the runway.”

“The what?”

“The three steps between here and the mirror,” she said. “Just humour me.”

I shut the bathroom door behind me and untied the dressing gown, hanging it carefully on the hook. For a moment, I just stood there, the dress in my hands, heart ticking a little fast. I put on the bra and panties and rolled the silk stockings up over my smooth legs.

Then I put the dress on.

The fabric slid over my skin like water, cool then warm. It wrapped around my body, the tie fastening at my waist with an easy knot. The neckline crossed in a soft V that showed just enough collarbone to feel pretty without feeling exposed.

I tied it, smoothed it down, and looked at myself in the small bathroom mirror.

I looked different. Not unrecognisable, but like a slightly more polished version of myself that had been hiding somewhere under the uniform and exhaustion. The blue set off my eyes. The wrap accentuated a waist I usually ignored. My legs looked like legs, but somehow more intentional.

“Brittany?” Sophie called. “You haven’t passed out in there, have you?”

“Coming,” I managed, opening the door.

Her eyes widened as she took me in. “Oh,” she said in a tone that made my cheeks flush. “Yeah. That was a good call.”

I hovered uncertainly on the rug. “Is it… okay?” The skirt wrapped around my legs as I turned. The sensation was delicious.

“Okay?” She stepped closer, flicking a stray damp strand of hair out of my eye. “You look lovely. And you look comfortable, which is even better.”

I turned slightly towards the full-length mirror. The fairy lights around its frame cast a soft glow, blurring the edges of everything just enough. Seeing myself full-length in the dress was a jolt. Now that my hair had begun to dry out, it looked fuller and more feminine.

There I was: bare feet on the fluffy rug, the blue fabric draping just so, my hair drying into its natural shape. The maid’s uniform had made me feel self-conscious and slightly ridiculous, despite how good I looked. This was something different.

“I like it,” I heard myself say, a little wonder in my voice. “I really like it.”

Sophie grinned. “Good. Do another twirl.”

I rolled my eyes but did it anyway, the skirt flaring out slightly before settling back around my legs. The movement sent a tiny rush of air against my skin, and with it came a gasp of something that felt suspiciously like joy. We both giggled, the sound as light as the swish of the fabric.

“Right,” she said. “Next.”

We spent the next hour lost in a whirl of outfits. She handed me a high-waisted pencil skirt and a silky cream blouse. “Office chic,” she announced.

In the mirror, I looked like I could stride into a boardroom and terrify grown men with a spreadsheet. The skirt hugged my hips and thighs in a way that felt powerful, somehow, rather than exposing. The blouse skimmed rather than clung. I stood a little taller without meaning to.

“How do you feel?” she asked.

“Like I should be clicking a pen and asking someone to justify their budget,” I said.

She laughed. “Power dressing. Useful if you ever have to deal with Mrs McCarthy one-on-one.”

Then she swapped me into a floaty floral dress with a loose waist and sleeves that fluttered when I moved. This looked more like me. Feminine and slightly submissive. The girl at the party who everyone stares at but no one has the courage to talk to.

“Garden party,” she said. “Or, more realistically, brunch where you pretend you only ever eat avocado toast.”

This one made me feel soft. Not weak, but gentle. The kind of person who stopped to smell flowers, who read books in parks. I caught my reflection laughing at something Sophie said, the dress swishing around my knees, and felt an odd swell of tenderness towards that version of myself.

Between outfit changes, we tried on cardigans, belts, and a pair of ankle boots that made me feel unexpectedly invincible. Through it all, there was a soundtrack of our own making: our giggles bouncing off the walls, Sophie’s mock-serious commentary (“This one says ‘I do Pilates on and off’, this one says ‘I own a cat and three scented candles’”), my squeaks of surprise when something fit better than I’d dared hope.

Each new look brought with it a tiny, sharp, bright pleasure. Not the fleeting kind I’d get from buying something on sale and then ignoring it in my wardrobe, but something deeper: the pleasure of recognition. Of seeing different facets of myself come into focus.

In the cream dress with lace sleeves, I saw someone romantic, the kind of woman who might get flowers “for no reason”. In the denim skirt and oversized silk jumper she tossed me “for science”, I saw someone relaxed, curled up with a mug of tea on a Sunday, bare-faced and content.

At one point, she sat me back down at the dresser and started working something into my hair to give it more volume. A few wisps escaped around my face, softening everything.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Now you’re brunch girl who secretly writes novels.”

I met my own eyes in the mirror and felt something twist, almost painfully sweet.

“Is it weird,” I said slowly, “that I feel more like myself right now than I did all day in the uniform?”

“No,” Sophie said immediately, her voice gentle. “Not weird at all.”

She perched on the edge of the bed again, watching me in the mirror. “The uniform is a costume,” she said. “It’s functional. It lets us do the job. But it’s not you. These”, she gestured vaguely at the clothes, the mirror, the fairy lights. “These can be you. Any version you want.”

I swallowed, my throat suddenly tight. “I don’t understand what’s happening to me.”

We carried on until the bed was a small mountain of fabrics and the wardrobe looked a little less crammed. Eventually, we surrendered to tiredness, and I changed back into the cream dressing gown, my head pleasantly fuzzy from laughter and the sheer sensory overload of so many textures and colours.

We sat on the bed, legs tucked under us, nursing mugs of tea she’d made in a tiny kettle by the window. The fairy lights twinkled lazily above us. Outside, the hotel carried on—a world of white tablecloths and ringing phones and clacking heels. In here, time felt slower, softer.

She bumped her shoulder lightly against mine. “Get used to it,” she said. “You’re going to be very bored with my beauty tips in a week. And you will be the prettiest girl in the hotel.”

It was then that she leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. She lingered there for a moment, and when I responded, closing my eyes, her hand reached up and gently swept across my nipple. The sensation sent a shiver of excitement through me. Sophie drew back, smiling. “There are a lot more benefits to being a girl,” she said.

She jumped off the bed and began putting clothes back on hangers and in the wardrobe. “Come on, my pretty, let’s get this tidied up. We’ve got another big day tomorrow, and Mrs McCarthy will be here at 6 on the dot.”

When the clothes were all back in the wardrobe, she gave me a sheer nightie to wear in bed. We climbed under the duvet, and Sophie turned out the light. She wrapped her arms around me, her hands resting on my belly, and her face nuzzling into my neck.

My whole body seemed to relax all at once, and before I knew it, I had drifted off into my new girly dreamworld.


Seven

I had wanted to sleep for a couple of hours and then make my escape. While working in the dining area, I’d seen an area in the corner with a fire door, and it seemed the best option. I’d creep out of bed, find something reasonably suitable to wear and then creep down the back stairs to the dining room. I figured it was about half a mile to the road down the driveway. The next town was about a mile away, maybe a little bit more, but I could certainly get there, even if I was wearing high heels. Once there, I could maybe figure out what to do next.

It was a flimsy plan, I know. But I had to do something. The longer I stayed, the more feminine I was becoming, and soon I may not want to leave at all. That realisation hit me hard. Was I really content to be this girly girl forever?

But the bed and Sophie’s warm body next to mine sent me immediately into a deep sleep. For a while, there was nothing but the warmth and beat of my heart. When I finally woke, it was into a dream and not the real world.

I know it’s a dream even before I open my eyes.

There’s that feeling, like I’ve woken up somewhere I’ve never been, but somehow, I know the layout. And yet when I look around, nothing is quite right.

I’m standing in one of the hotel corridors, but it’s wrong. The main lights are off, for one thing. Not just dimmed. Only the glow from little wall sconces and the occasional emergency exit sign gives me anything to see by. The carpet under my feet is soft and patterned, but the colours are all muted into shades of dark and grey, like someone’s turned the saturation down on the world.

I frown and take a step.

My heels click. Heels shouldn’t click on a carpet. Not really. But that isn’t the thing to be worried about right now.

I look down.

I’m not in my maid’s uniform. Not even in Sophie’s dressing gown. I’m wearing a dress, properly wearing it, like it’s mine. Pink silk, the colour of strawberry milkshake and sunset clouds. It stands out against the greyness. It clings to my waist and then spills down over my hips, catching some imaginary light in soft, liquid ripples when I move. The neckline is modest but flattering, dipped just enough to show the curve of my collarbone and a hint of cleavage. The straps sit perfectly on my shoulders, no digging, no sliding.

I’m holding a tiny matching clutch bag in one hand. My fingernails are painted a pale, glossy pink that looks deliberate, polished. My hair is done too, in soft waves that brush my shoulders, like I’ve spent an hour with a curling iron and a YouTube tutorial.

I feel elegant.

That’s the word that comes to mind. Not “passable” or “fine” or “good enough” but elegant. The thought makes something flutter low in my stomach.

Then the flutter turns to unease.

Because it’s dark. And silent. The usual distant sounds of the hotel, the lift chime, the murmur of voices, the clatter of service trolleys, are gone. There’s just nothing.

I wrap my free arm around myself. The silk is cool against my skin. The skirt feels delicious against my stockinged thighs.

“I want to go home,” I say out loud, though my voice sounds small, swallowed by the corridor. “I shouldn’t be here.”

But here is all there is.

At the end of the corridor, there is only more corridor. No fire exit, no stairwell door. Just an endless stretch of soft carpet and identical doors on either side. The numbers are blurred, swimming when I try to focus on them. My heart starts to beat faster.

Okay. Calm down. Find reception. Find the lobby. Find outside.

I start walking, heels ticking a slow rhythm against the floor.

After a few steps, I notice the walls.

There are pictures where the bland hotel artwork usually hangs. Not landscapes or abstract patterns, pictures of a person.

Pictures of me.

I stop dead.

On my right, in a gilt frame, there’s an image of me standing by the reception desk. My hair is up, my uniform perfectly pressed, my smile neat and professional. I look like the world’s most composed maid. But it’s not the me I know, there’s a glow to her, a quiet certainty in her posture. The name tag gleams: BRITTANY.

I swallow and take a step closer. The me in the picture looks back, frozen mid-smile.

On the opposite wall, another frame. This one shows me in a different outfit: the dusky blue wrap dress from Sophie’s wardrobe. I’m twirling, caught mid-spin, the skirt flaring out around my legs. My head is thrown back in laughter, eyes almost closed. I look happy.

I don’t remember that moment ever happening.

Further down, more pictures. Me in the pencil skirt and silk blouse, arms folded, expression cool and confident. Me, in the floral dress, sitting on the fluffy rug, bare legs tucked under me as I paint my toenails, concentration furrowing my brow. Me, in the cream lace dress, perched at the bar in the hotel restaurant, a cocktail glass in hand, head tilted as if listening to someone just out of frame.

I move down the corridor, drawn from frame to frame. In every picture, I am pretty. Not in an accidental, oh-that’s-a-good-angle way. Deliberately, undeniably pretty. Lit well, posed, captured in that elusive moment where the stars line up, clothes, hair, posture, expression. I wouldn’t recognise myself if I didn’t know it was me.

And I look happy. Radiant, even. As if the thing I’m wearing isn’t just on my body, it belongs to me.

My chest tightens.

The corridor goes on. No side turns, no exit signs. Just door after door and picture after picture, all of me. There I am in my maid’s uniform again, but this time the skirt is shorter, the fit more flattering. My makeup is immaculate, lips glossed, eyeliner precise. I’m bent over a bed, smoothing a sheet, and my expression is focused and serene. Completely at ease in the role.

There I am in a long black gown, hair swept up, a tiny pair of diamond studs in my ears. I’m ascending the grand staircase in the lobby, one hand trailing on the bannister. People at the bottom are turning to look up at me.

There I am in everyday clothes, a denim skirt, an oversized jumper, hair in a messy bun, sitting on Sophie’s bed, laughing so hard my eyes are squeezed shut, a mug of tea cradled in both hands.

None of these moments has happened. But they feel like they could. Like they’re waiting.

Panic edges in.

“This isn’t real,” I say. My voice wobbles. “This is just a dream.” My voice is light and girlish, hardly recognisable.

The corridor doesn’t answer. It simply stretches on.

Far ahead there is a sliver of light. A door, slightly ajar, with bright, warm light spilling through the gap. It looks like daylight. It looks like freedom. I let out a breath I didn’t realise I was holding.

“There,” I whisper. “Finally.”

For a second, I hesitate, heels still, heart hammering. Then I gather the skirt of my dress slightly in one hand and start towards it, faster now. The carpet seems to soften under my feet, each step sinking deeper than it should.

The door does not get closer.

I frown and walk faster. The pictures on the walls blur into streaks of colour as I pass them. Silk swishes around my legs. Still, the door hangs at the same distance, taunting, impossibly far, the light bright and unchanged.

My breath catches. I break into a run.

It’s a strange, desperate run, hobbled by the heels, the dress tangling around my knees. My footsteps no longer sound like clicks; they sound like someone else’s noise, echoing too loudly in the hush. The door doesn’t move. The corridor seems to stretch with every step, calmly unrolling more carpet between us like an endless tongue.

Frustration bubbles up, hot and sharp. I push harder, legs pumping, my clutch bag forgotten, bouncing uselessly in my hand. My hair brushes my shoulders, my dress flashes glimpses of my calves as I run.

I don’t get closer.

My lungs burn. I slow, stumbling, and finally stop, bent over, one hand braced on my knee, the other fisted in the silk at my side.

The door glows serenely in the distance, unchanged.

I squeeze my eyes shut. “Let me out,” I whisper, not sure who I’m talking to.

The corridor answers this time.

The voice doesn’t come from a person. It comes from everywhere, from the walls, the carpet, the pictures, vibrating softly in the air.

“You can’t escape now, Brittany.” It’s calm. Not threatening, not mocking. Just stating a fact.

I straighten slowly, heart thudding against my ribs. “What?” My voice sounds too small against it. “Why not?”

“You are who you were meant to be.”

Each word sinks into me like a stone dropping into water. Ripples move out from where they land, through my chest, my stomach, the tips of my fingers.

“I’m… what?” I say. My voice cracks halfway through.

The pictures nearest me sharpen, as if the corridor wants me to see. In one, I’m standing in front of a mirror in Sophie’s room, that blue wrap dress on, eyes bright, lips curved in a soft, private smile I’ve never seen myself wear. In another, I’m pouring wine at a table in the restaurant, spine straight, chin up, unbothered by the eyes on me. In another, I’m lounging on Sophie’s bed in a set of pale pink silk pyjamas, bare feet kicked up, flicking through a magazine, looking achingly at ease in my own skin.

“You are who you were meant to be,” the voice repeats, wrapping around my name like a ribbon. “There’s no going back.”

“No,” I say, sudden tears pricking at my eyes. “No, I have to get out of here. I don’t want—”

Don’t want what? To be pretty? To be seen? To be her? Sweet Brittany. Sweet, sweet Brittany.

The thought tastes like a lie even as I try to form it. My chest feels tight. Too tight.

I look down at myself. The pink dress, the painted nails, the subtle shimmer of something on my collarbones that I don’t remember applying. I raise a hand and touch my neck. My fingers come away faintly scented with perfume. I look like the girls in the pictures. I look like I belong in them.

The corridor hums quietly, like it’s waiting for me to catch up with something it already knows.

I drag my gaze back to the light at the end. It feels impossible, unreachable. But standing here feels worse, trapped between endless versions of myself I don’t recognise and yet somehow do.

“Fine,” I mutter, swallowing hard. “Fine.”

I straighten, square my shoulders, and start walking again. Not running this time. Just walking, one heel in front of the other, the way Sophie does when she’s not letting anyone see they’ve got to her.

One step. Another. Another.

With each step, the dress feels less like a costume and more like… clothing. Mine. The silk swish at my legs syncs with my stride instead of fighting it. The click of the heels settles into a rhythm that feels weirdly natural.

Somewhere between one breath and the next, the distance shifts.

I blink.

The door seems closer. The light spilling from the gap is warmer now, tinged gold, like late afternoon sunlight. I can hear something, too, a low murmur of voices, the clink of glasses, a burst of music. Laughter. It’s a party. I know that sound.

My stomach flips.

I walk faster, breath coming quicker. The corridor no longer seems infinite, just long. Long and lined with versions of me who watch silently as I pass. Finally, after what could be seconds or years, I reach the door. It’s half open, light pouring through the gap like honey. My hand hovers just short of the handle.

The voice has gone quiet. Or maybe it’s just waiting on the other side.

I close my fingers around the handle and push.

Light floods over me, warm and blinding. For a heartbeat, I see nothing but white and gold. Then shapes emerge, colours sharpening. I’m standing at the threshold of a ballroom.

It’s beautiful, almost painfully so. Chandeliers hang from the high ceiling, dripping crystal, scattering light across the room. The floor is polished wood, reflecting the glow. Round tables draped in white cloths are dotted around the edges, each with a little forest of glasses and flickering candles.

And people. So many people. The room is full, a quiet roar of conversation filling the air. Everyone is dressed elegantly, women in gowns of every jewel tone, men in sharp suits and tuxedos. Laughter bubbles up, glasses clink, someone moves past with a tray of champagne flutes that catch the light like tiny stars.

The moment I step in, the atmosphere shifts.

Heads turn. Conversations falter. A little wave of silence spreads outward from where I stand, soft but unmistakable.

They’re looking at me.

My heartbeat slams against my ribs. Every nerve in my body seems to move under my skin at once. The urge to retreat, to pull the door shut and flee back into the corridor, is overwhelming.

Then someone near the centre of the room says, warm and certain, “There’s my girl.”

The words cut through the noise like a bell.

I turn.

He’s tall. That’s the first thing I register, tall and straight-backed in a black suit that fits him perfectly, white shirt open at the collar. No tie. His hair is dark, cut just a little too long to be properly formal, a lock falling towards his forehead. His jaw is strong, the sort that would look severe if it weren’t for the way his mouth curves when he smiles.

He looks familiar in a way that makes my stomach clench. Then I realise who he is. He lives next door to my mother. He moved in a few months ago. Why him? At the back of my mind, I suddenly know but can’t verbalise it. Not yet anyway.

His eyes are on me, and only me. There is no flicker of surprise. No assessment. Just recognition, instant and total, like of course, I would walk through that door right now.

He moves towards me through the crowd, who part without thinking, like this is a scene they’ve watched unfold a hundred times.

When he reaches me, he doesn’t hesitate.

He slides one arm around my waist with an easy, practised motion, drawing me gently but firmly closer. His hand is warm through the silk. My body reacts before my mind does, my muscles melting into the contact as if they’ve been waiting for it.

Up close, he smells faintly of something clean and expensive, cologne and the barest hint of whiskey.

“Sorry I’m late,” he murmurs, as if this is all perfectly normal. His voice is deep, steady, and coloured with amusement. “I got caught up.”

Caught up where? With whom? I should ask. Instead, my brain is busy with the feeling of his hand at the small of my back, the solid line of him next to me.

He tips my chin up with two fingers and kisses me.

It’s not a rushed, hungry kiss. It’s unhurried, assured, like he’s done this before and knows I’ll respond. His lips are warm and firm against mine, the world narrowing to that single point of contact, to the way my breath catches and then falls into rhythm with his.

For a moment, I forget to be surprised.

My hand, of its own accord, curls lightly against his chest, feeling the fabric of his shirt and the steady drum of his heartbeat beneath. The noise of the party becomes a distant hum, like we’re inside a bubble.

When he pulls back, just a little, his forehead resting lightly against mine, I realise my knees feel distinctly unreliable.

“There you are,” he says softly, so only I can hear. “Thought you’d run off again.”

Again. The word makes something twist in my gut.

I pull in a shaky breath. “I was trying to leave,” I admit, the truth spilling out before I can stop it. “I couldn’t find the exit.”

His eyes soften. There’s something like fondness in them. “Why would you want to leave?” he asks, as if the idea is incomprehensible. “You look perfect.”

It should make me bristle. It should make me feel like one of the pictures on the walls—posed, framed, pinned in place. Instead, the compliment slides over me like the silk of the dress, sinking in, heat blooming in its wake.

I’m aware, suddenly, of everyone watching. Not in the hungry, assessing way of the men in the restaurant, but with a sort of approval. Smiles. Nods. As if my arrival completes something.

He shifts, tucking me a fraction closer into his side, his arm a secure band around my waist. “Come on,” he says. “Let’s get you a drink.”

He guides me through the crowd, and no one stops us. No one puts a hand on me, no one catcalls, no one leers. They glance at us and smile, like they’re genuinely pleased for me.

We reach the bar, polished wood gleaming under the light. Bottles line the shelves behind it in neat rows. A bartender appears as if summoned.

“The usual?” the man at my side asks me.

The question startles me. “I don’t know what that is,” I admit.

He smiles, not unkindly. “You like the fruity ones,” he says, answering for me, as if he’s seen me make this decision a hundred times. “Not too strong, but enough that you can feel it.”

He orders something with a name I immediately forget. Two glasses appear, colourful and garnished with tiny citrus slices. One is pressed into my hand.

The stem fits my fingers perfectly. My nails, still painted delicate pink in this dream world, look like they were made for this moment.

I take a sip. It tastes exactly like I knew it would: sweet, sharp, a little fizz of something at the back of my tongue.

His hand never leaves my side.

The longer I stand there, the more I become aware of the eyes on us again. On me. Not hostile, not invasive. But present. Evaluating. Confirming.

She belongs here, they seem to say. Look at her. Of course she does.

At first, the awareness is almost unbearable. Every nerve feels exposed. My mind starts racing again, thoughts tripping over each other.

This isn’t real. I shouldn’t be here. I didn’t choose this. I need to get out. I need to wake up. I need—

His thumb strokes small, absent-minded circles at my waist, right where the dress nips in. The touch sends a shiver up my spine. It feels grounding, somehow. Anchoring.

“Relax,” he murmurs, close to my ear. “You’re safe.”

Safe.

The word hits me harder than any other.

Because that’s the strangest part of all. Beneath the confusion, the unreality, the awareness of being watched I do feel safe. More than I have all day. In the restaurant, eyes on me felt like hooks. Here, they feel like a spotlight I’m actually allowed to stand in.

“You don’t know me,” I say, turning my head just enough to look up at him. “You can’t just say that.”

He looks at me long and slow, gaze taking me in with an intimacy that bypasses facts. It’s not about details; it’s about familiarity. The kind you get from having walked someone home a hundred times, from knowing exactly which joke will make them snort tea.

“I know you better than you think,” he says quietly. “I’ve been waiting for you to stop running.”

I shake my head, throat tight. “I’m not. I didn’t. I was just trying to get out.”

“Out of what?” he asks gently. “The dress? The shoes? Yourself?”

The question lodges in my chest like a stone.

I open my mouth, close it again. I don’t have an answer that doesn’t sound like a lie.

I think of the corridor, lined with image after image of me—maid, hostess, party girl, soft Sunday version, elegant staircase apparition. All of them are pretty. All of them are happy.

“You are who you were meant to be,” the corridor had said.

I had wanted to argue.

But here, in the warm press of his side against mine, the weight of his arm, the admiring glances that feel less like appraisal and more like acknowledgement it’s harder to remember why.

The dream shifts slightly around the edges, softening. The music from the band in the corner swells, a slow, lilting melody. A space opens on the dance floor.

He notices it. “Dance with me,” he says, not a command, not quite a question.

“I can’t dance,” I say automatically.

He smiles. “You can here.”

He takes my glass and sets it on the bar, then turns me gently towards the floor. His hand finds mine, fingers slotting against mine as if they’ve done it a thousand times. His other hand returns to my waist, guiding me out into the open.

People move aside without being asked. The circle widens. Light pools on the polished floor.

My heart is pounding again, but for a different reason now.

He leads, slow and sure. I follow, because I don’t know what else to do, and because, despite my protests, my body seems to recognise the steps. We sway, turn, the skirt of my dress gliding around my legs. My heels don’t catch. I don’t stumble. It’s as if the whole room has conspired to keep me upright.

He looks down at me, eyes warm. “See?” he murmurs. “You fit.”

“I don’t,” I say, but even to my own ears it sounds weak.

He leans in, his breath warm against my cheek. “Then why does it feel like you’ve come home?”

The question cracks something open.

Because that’s exactly what it feels like, and it terrifies me.

I’m aware, dimly, that I should be planning an escape. I should be looking for exits, thinking about doors and corridors and alarms to jolt me awake. I should be clinging to the thought that this is just a dream, that none of this has any power over me.

But his hand is steady on my back, his palm firm between my shoulder blades, holding me in a way that says I won’t let you fall. The music slides around us, the room a blur of colour and light at the edges of my vision.

For the first time in what feels like forever, I’m not thinking about how I look. I’m thinking about how I feel.

Held. Seen. Anchored.

The urge to run ebbs, not in a sudden snap, but like a tide drawing back. In its place, something warmer swells, a reluctant, astonished acceptance. A slow, spreading heat that has nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with relief.

His hand at my waist tightens slightly, as if he feels the shift.

“There you are,” he whispers. “There she is.”

My eyes sting. I blink rapidly, but a tear escapes, sliding hot down my cheek.

He notices. His thumb brushes it away gently, leaving a cool trail on my skin.

“Don’t,” I murmur. “I’ll… I’ll wake up.”

“Maybe,” he says. “Maybe not. Either way, you know now.”

“Know what?” I ask, voice trembling.

He smiles, soft and sure. “That you don’t need to escape.”

The dream holds me there, suspended in that moment, the music, the light, the warmth of his body, the weight of his arm, the calm certainty in his gaze.

For a few heartbeats, I fight it, pushing feebly against the current, clinging to old fears.

Then, slowly, I stop.

My shoulders loosen. My head tips forward, resting against his chest. My fingers curl more tightly into the fabric of his shirt. I let my eyes close, not to block it out, but to feel it more fully, the sway of our bodies, the quiet hum of approval around us, the steady rise and fall of his breathing under my ear.

I melt.

Not like ice thrown into fire. More like tension dissolving after a long, long day, like slipping into a bath at the perfect temperature. My resistance unknots. The edge between me and the girl in the pictures blurs.

Maybe the corridor voice is right. Maybe this doesn’t have to be a trap. Maybe it’s… an unveiling.

“You’re safe,” he says again, a murmur that vibrates through his chest into mine.

And in that moment, wrapped in silk and music and the circle of his arms, with the eyes of the room on me and not minding anymore, I believe him.


Eight

I woke with a start, unsure whether I was still in a dreamworld. A faint light trailed through the window, and next to me, Sophie was breathing gently, one strap of her nightdress trailing down her arm. I carefully moved it back up into place and stared at her for a moment.

There was no clock in the room, so I didn’t have a sense of what time it was.

By the light, I supposed it must be close to 6 am. One thing I realised almost immediately was the heaviness of my breasts and the fringe that had fallen in my eyes. Putting up my hands, it was obvious my hair had grown overnight, magically. I pushed my fingers through it, and it felt soft and lustrous.

I climbed out of bed, my legs aching from yesterday’s exertions and went to the bathroom. Without thinking, I lifted my silk nightdress and sat down to pee, just like a real girl. The cool air made my nipples come to life again. I looked down, and they seemed bigger too, more pronounced.

As I emerged from the bathroom, the door to the bedroom opened, and Aunt Vera entered. As usual, she looked immaculate. I wondered what time she got up to look so good. Did she ever sleep?

“Good, you are awake,” she said. In the double bed, Sophie stirred gently and then lifted her head. She smiled at Aunt Vera and rubbed her eyes. “Brittany has an appointment at the salon this morning. Get her dressed and ready. No makeup is necessary. You will have your breakfast first and then bring her to the reception.”

Aunt Vera looked at me. “It’s good to see your feminine attributes are developing.” She reached out and touched my hair. “Yes, there’s certainly enough there to work with.” I felt my heart sink. What had happened to my escape? The dream seemed to have faded, but there was an essence of it there, of me surrendering. Completely.

Aunt Vera left with a smile, and Sophie jumped out of bed and announced she was starving. She told me to take a shower, and I did so without saying a word. The hot water fell over my head and made the aches fade away. When I came out, drying my now longer hair with a towel, another wrapped around my ample girly chest, Sophie was already dressed in a short skirt and crop top, her hair tied back. On the bed were underwear and clothing that I presumed were intended for me.

“Aren’t you working this morning?”

Sophie smiled: “I’m off until lunch, I think we’re on together in the dining room again.” I pulled a face. “There’s some sort of soiree in Mrs McCarthy’s suite tonight, so we might be on duty for that too.”

“What’s that for?”

Sophie shrugged. “Usually her rich women friends.”

I dressed in a pair of white silk, high-waist panties and a matching bra, and pulled a silk-wool dress in pink over my head. It looked strangely familiar, but I couldn’t think where from. I checked myself in the mirror and fluffed my hair.

“You’re getting really girly,” joked Sophie. We headed down to breakfast and ate quickly. I had scrambled eggs on toast and a cup of tea, and Sophie got stuck into a couple of Choco Pains and a herbal tea.

“What are they going to do at the salon?” I asked.

“Oh, everything,” smiled Sophie. She took me to the reception and told the girl behind the desk that I was ready for Mrs McCarthy. A few men were passing through to the dining room and gave me admiring glances. I seemed inured to them now, or maybe just too tired to care. “Mrs McCarthy takes us girls to the salon at least once a month,” added Sophie. “You know we have to be perfect girly girls.”

She said something to the receptionist and then left me in the lobby. I felt suddenly very nervous. I seemed to be in a world from which I could not escape and I had a feeling that a salon visit might well be the last straw.

Mrs McCarthy glided across the marble like she owned the air around her. She wore a fitted cream suit that looked as if it had never dared crease, with a silk scarf tied neatly at her throat and sunglasses perched on her head. She carried no clipboard, no phone, nothing to suggest hurry. She moved with that cool, self-contained authority that always made people step out of her path.

“Brittany,” she said, and even my name sounded like an instruction when she spoke it. “Good. You’re on time.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.” I tried a short curtsey, but it felt awkward without the maid’s uniform.

She looked me over, calmly assessing. Standing next to her immaculate elegance, I felt painfully ordinary.

Her mouth tightened just slightly, as if confirming something to herself. “Good,” she repeated. “Follow me, we’re going into town.”

We stepped out through the revolving doors into the bright mid-morning light. Parked right outside, in the space usually reserved for VIPs, was a low, gleaming sports car in dark metallic grey. It looked expensive enough to make the pavement around it seem unworthy.

“Get in,” she said, already unlocking it with a tap of her key.

I climbed into the passenger seat, making sure I gathered my skirt under me before sinking into cool leather that smelled faintly of polish and something spicy, her perfume, maybe. The engine purred to life, smooth and confident, as she guided the car away from the hotel and down the winding roads toward town.

“Today will be a big turning point in your training,” she told me. “Don’t worry, I know everything that is going through that pretty little head of yours. Even thoughts of escape.” She smiled humourlessly. “But I expect those thoughts are beginning to wane as you surrender to your fate. Being ultra-feminine and subservient will suit you. You understand that, don’t you? And you will be much happier. You’ll see.”

We didn’t speak much more during the drive. She focused on the road, sunglasses on, one hand loosely resting on the wheel. I sat quietly, trying not to fidget, wondering what exactly was waiting for me.

When we pulled up outside the beauty salon, an elegant little place with frosted windows and gold lettering, I felt my stomach tighten. It looked posh. Very posh. Mrs McCarthy switched off the engine. “Inside,” she said simply. “They’re expecting you.”

The moment I stepped through the door, I was surrounded by warm light, perfumed air, and a chorus of cheerful voices.

“Ohh, you must be Brittany!”

“She’s adorable! Look at her hair, we can definitely work with that!”

“Mrs McCarthy said full works for her!”

Before I could even respond, I was ushered into a treatment room. The girls who worked there were all young, stylish, enthusiastic, chatting nonstop as they moved around me with practised speed.

I barely had time to breathe before things began. Mrs McCarthy said she would return in a couple of hours and left me to it.

First came the laser treatments, smoothing my skin, my body, my face. They chatted the whole time, asking about the hotel, the guests, and whether I liked working there, telling me everything about the salon gossip. My skin tingled with the laser and it all seemed very sci-fi for a moment.

Then came my hair. They spun me toward a mirror and fluffed my newly enhanced locks, letting my dark brown hair fall loose around my shoulders.

“Pretty,” one of them said. “But it’s going to be stunning.”

“Oh, she must be a blonde, don’t you think?” Said another.

Before I knew it, dye was being mixed, foil rustled, and hands were moving confidently through my hair. The creamy blonde colour slowly replaced the dark brown, lightening until it was a soft, luminous shade I never would have imagined wearing.

Once the colour was done, they trimmed and shaped it, blow-dried it into soft curls that rested at my shoulders, framing my face in the most feminine way imaginable.

Next came nails, redone, buffed, shaped, coated in glossy polish, while they complemented my hands. How feminine they were!

Then eyebrows, threaded, shaped into elegant arcs. Eyelashes, tinted and curled.

My ears were pierced with a quick, sharp pinch, followed by reassuring laughter.

“See? Easy! You’ll look gorgeous with earrings.”

Then came the fillers in the cheeks and lips, subtle changes that softened the angles of my face into something unmistakably feminine. I watched my reflection transform slowly, piece by piece. It was as if the last vestige of who I used to be was finally being dissolved. What was left was Brittany, pure and simple.

By the time they started applying makeup, foundation, blush, soft pink lips, shimmering eyeshadow, I barely recognised myself. Not because I looked like someone else, but because I looked like a version of myself I’d never imagined. When they were finished, they spun my chair toward the mirror.

I gasped.

My reflection glowed. My hair fell in soft blonde curls. My lips were fuller, my cheeks gently shaped, my eyes bright and framed by long lashes. I looked feminine, effortlessly so.

The girls clapped, laughing and cheering.

“She’s beautiful!”

“Oh, Mrs McCarthy is going to be thrilled.”

And indeed, Mrs McCarthy returned just as they were taking photos of my transformed look.

She stood behind me, looking at my reflection with a small, satisfied smile. “Good,” she said quietly. “Much better.”

One of the stylists chimed in, “She was such a sweetheart! And she’s going to turn heads at the hotel now.”

Mrs McCarthy nodded. “She will.” Then she turned to me. “Come along, Brittany. You’ll be returning to duty shortly.”

We left the salon, and the cool air outside felt sharp on my freshly treated skin. She led me back to the sports car, silent but purposeful. The drive back to the hotel passed in a blur. I kept touching my hair, staring at my reflection in the window, unable to reconcile the girl in the glass with the one who had climbed into the car that morning. The car door was unlocked and there was a chance to escape when we stopped at some lights. But I didn’t. I couldn’t.

Back at the hotel, I went straight to the staff wing, climbed the stairs to the bedroom, and changed into my maid’s uniform. Somehow it felt different now, more fitted, more natural, more me.

When I finally reached the restaurant, Sophie was already preparing for the lunchtime rush. She turned, saw me, and her jaw dropped.

“Oh. My. God, Brittany!” she squealed, rushing over. “You look incredible! What did she do to you?!”

I blushed, tugging at a strand of my newly curled blonde hair. “Um, everything, I think.”

Sophie grinned, linking her arm through mine as staff buzzed around us.

“Well,” she said, teasing and warm, “let’s go show the lunchtime crowd what a real serving girl looks like.”

And together, we stepped into the restaurant as the doors opened and the first guests began to file in.


Nine

The lunchtime rush felt different from the moment I walked into the restaurant.

It wasn’t just busier, it felt charged. As if every guest, every waitress, every piece of polished cutlery had been waiting to judge what I would do with my new appearance. My heart was a fluttering, nervous thing inside my chest, and my fingers trembled slightly as I adjusted the tray I carried.

I stepped into the dining room and instantly felt eyes on me.

I was a very feminine, pretty girl now, and I had to get used to it. Most have a lifetime to get used to their appearance, and how people react to it, I’d had just a couple of days! I was intensely conscious of my breasts now, the way they undulated in the soft fabric of the bra. That made my nipples stand out as I served people, and that made me blush with embarrassment even more.

Men at tables lowered their forks mid-air. One man in a suit actually blinked twice, as if he couldn’t quite believe what he was looking at. Another leaned forward in his seat, mouth curling into a lazy grin. A warm flush crept up my neck as I offered a polite smile and moved to the nearest table.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen. May I take your drink orders?”

One of them smiled in a way that made something twist in my stomach.  “Well now,” he said slowly. “You’re new.”

I swallowed. “Second day, sir.”

“Ah. They’ve certainly improved the staff.” He stroked a finger across his moustache like a pantomime villain. “You’re very, very pretty. What’s your name?”

“Brittany, sir.”

The men at the table chuckled. I didn’t know what to do with that. I kept my smile small and stepped back politely, trying not to show how hot my cheeks felt.

The whole lunchtime session went like that. It was as if I were a magnet. Rather than shy away completely, however, I found myself behaving in a more feminine manner, wiggling my hips as I moved through the dining hall.

Comments. Stares. Flirtation.

“Pretty thing, aren’t you?”

“Give us a smile.”

“Come closer, darling, can’t quite hear you.”

“What gorgeous hair. Did the hotel insist on that?”

“You’re wasted as a maid.”

Sophie kept an eye on me whenever she could, stepping in when a guest got a little too familiar. But even she couldn’t shield me from everything. At one point, a man brushed his fingers lightly against the small of my back as I bent slightly to refill his wine. I froze. His fingers then quickly trailed down the back of my skirt and brushed against my panty line and eventually my stockings.

His voice was soft, amused, but firm. “Easy, sweetheart.”

As soon as I stepped away, Sophie murmured in my ear, “Ignore it. Don’t react. They’ll get bored sooner.”

Bored? They weren’t going to get bored! My heart hammered, but I forced myself to breathe, to smile, to serve. Little by little, the mechanical rhythm took over, pour, step, smile, nod, apologise, retreat.

When the final plates were cleared, and we were stacking glasses near the bar, my legs trembled from exhaustion. Sophie gave me a quick squeeze on the arm. “You did brilliantly. Really.”

I let out a shaky sigh. “I don’t know how much more I can take.”

We were wiping down the tables when the restaurant doors swung open. Just seeing her silhouette was enough for the staff to straighten up instinctively. Mrs McCarthy walked in like her usual force of nature, her heels clicking sharply, her eyes scanning the room with purpose.

“Ladies,” she said, her voice slicing cleanly through the clatter of dishes as she approached Sophie and me. “I need a word.”

I tried to smooth my apron, but my hands were too unsteady to make much difference. I managed a short curtsey about a split second behind Sophie. Mrs McCarthy looked at us like she was selecting ingredients for the end of the world.

“You two will be the maid-servers for my banquet this evening.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy,” she answered smoothly.

Mrs McCarthy continued, eyes assessing my appearance. “Twenty guests. All senior women from high-profile sectors. They expect perfection. You will be immaculate. You will be poised. You will follow protocol without hesitation.”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

Her gaze flicked over me again, hair, posture, makeup, and I felt suddenly like a piece of equipment being inspected. She nodded once. “Seven o’clock in the staff corridor outside the banqueting hall. I expect both of you to perform flawlessly.” Then she turned sharply and left without waiting for a response.

Sophie let out a low whistle once the door closed. “Well,” she said, “welcome to the deep end.”

We rushed upstairs, showered again, reapplied makeup, brushed and styled our hair, and ironed every crease out of our uniforms. My blonde curls framed my face in soft loops, and the little studs in my ears glinted with each movement.

Sophie tightened the bow on my apron for me. “You look perfect. Like you stepped out of a magazine.”

“I feel like I might faint.”

“You won’t,” she said firmly. “And if you do, faint elegantly.”

I laughed despite myself.

At exactly seven o’clock, we walked down the long corridor to the banqueting hall. The moment I saw it, something in my chest tightened. The hall was enormous. I gazed at the vaulted ceilings, glittering chandeliers, and glossy parquet floors. The long table stretched nearly the entire length of the room, dressed in burgundy cloth that shimmered subtly in the light. Crystal glasses gleamed, knife handles shone like silver mirrors, and the centrepiece candelabras flickered with tall, elegant flames.

It felt like stepping into a mansion from a period drama. It was beautiful and almost unreal. “Who’s coming? The Queen?”

“Don’t worry,” Sophie whispered. “It looks scarier than it is.”

Her confidence was comforting, but my throat was still dry.

The kitchen was next door. Female chefs moved with military precision, slicing, seasoning, and arranging, each with their own station. The air smelled of truffle, roast duck, caramelising fruit, and warm spices. The atmosphere buzzed with order and pressure and expensive expectations.

“Girls,” one of the sous-chefs said briskly, “stay out of the way unless you’re collecting plates.”

“Yes, chef,” we chorused. My palms were already damp.

At seven-thirty sharp, the first knock sounded. Sophie nudged me. “Curtsey. Always curtsey.”

I opened the door with as much grace as I could muster. A tall woman in a pale blue silk suit swept inside. Her perfume was expensive, sharp, unmistakably confident. She barely looked at me. Sophie stepped forward, curtseyed, and accepted her invitation with perfect posture. I mimicked her, accepting the woman’s coat. Sophie then stepped into the hall and announced, “Mrs Davenport.”

Inside, Mrs McCarthy rose from the head of the table and offered a polite, practised smile.

I followed Sophie back to the door just in time for the next arrival. And then the next. And the next. All women. All elegant. All dressed in fabrics that whispered when they walked. Their jewellery caught the chandelier light in glittering sparks. Their heels struck the floor with authority. A few of them I recognised from the news or TV. I think one was the richest woman in Europe or the world or something.

Some barely noticed us. Others scrutinised every movement. One woman looked me over, eyes trailing from my shoes to my curls. “New girl?”

“Yes, madam,” I said softly.

“Hmm. Don’t make mistakes this evening. You’ll never be forgiven. Pretty, though.” She smiled, and I realised suddenly it wasn’t just the men I had to worry about. Her eyes quickly scanned me from my perfect curls and pert mouth down to my stockings and 5-inch stilettos.

Another, older woman handed me her coat and said, “Do be careful with that, dear. It’s worth more than your yearly salary.” Her tone was factual, not cruel. Somehow, that made it worse. I curtseyed again. “Of course, madam.”

Sophie gave me a quick, sympathetic pat on the arm as we turned away to hang it. We announced each guest by name, and each announcement echoed through the enormous hall like a proclamation. By the time the last guest entered, my nerves were humming like an electrical current under my skin.

The dinner began with the gentle clink of silverware and low murmurs of refined conversation. Sophie and I moved like dancers. The candlelight glinted off the trays as we carried them. My heels clicked softly on the polished floor. The air was warm with the scent of roasted duck and fresh thyme.

Each course arrived like a performance:

First course: citrus-glazed scallops, arranged in delicate spirals on porcelain plates.

Second course: truffle risotto so fragrant it made my mouth water.

Third course: roast duck with plum reduction, the colour of dark jewels.

Fourth: sorbet that looked like snow.

Fifth: beef Wellington, golden and glistening.

Sixth: chocolate fondant with brandy cream.

The women talked in sophisticated, clipped tones, voices that carried weight and experience.

“—We open the Singapore office next quarter. It’s non-negotiable.”

“—If they question my strategy again, I’ll replace half the board.”

“—Private equity is circling. They smell weakness.”

“—My son wants to drop out of law school. Over my dead body.”

At times, the snippets were almost frightening. Their confidence was something fierce and honed like steel. It was a world away from my own fragile ego. Some ignored me entirely. Others watched me like they were assessing staff performance at a luxury hotel, which, I supposed, they were.

One woman snapped her fingers when her water was low. “Girl. Here. Quickly.”

I bowed my head. “Yes, madam.” I curtsied as I reached her.

Another pointed out a tiny smudge on the corner of a napkin. “Unacceptable,” she said softly. “Please rectify this.” I apologised three times before replacing it.

Sophie passed me once, carrying a tray of wine glasses, and whispered, “You’re a natural.” The praise gave me enough strength to get through the rest of the evening.

By midnight, the guests were softer around the edges, laughing more, gesturing more, swirling brandy in wide glasses. Their conversation shifted from business tactics to anecdotes, memories, and confessions. One guest said, “The first deal I ever negotiated, I cried in the bathroom for twenty minutes beforehand.” Another replied, “Oh, we all did. Anyone who says they didn’t is lying.”

A third woman raised her glass. “To us, for surviving rooms full of men who thought they could talk louder and win.” They clinked glasses, and the sound was warm, almost musical.

Sophie and I discreetly collected plates, refreshed drinks, and offered coffee. My back ached. My feet throbbed. The tight curls of my hair were beginning to loosen from the heat and humidity.

Finally, the guests began to leave. Some nodded at us on the way out. One woman even smiled faintly. “Thank you, girls. You did very well.” Another paused, looking directly at me. “Good posture. Keep that. It will serve you.”

I curtseyed deeply. “Thank you, madam.”

When the last door closed and the hall fell silent, the only sound left was the crackle of candle wicks settling. Mrs McCarthy appeared from the far end of the room, her expression unreadable.

“You may both go,” she said. “The evening was executed to standard.”

To standard.

I felt warmth bloom in my chest. A compliment from her was not given lightly. Sophie curtsied and bowed her head respectfully. I followed her lead. We dragged ourselves upstairs like two ghosts. Inside the room, Sophie flopped face-first onto the bed with a groan.

“I can’t feel my legs,” she moaned into the duvet. I sank down next to her, untying my apron with trembling fingers. My curls were frizzy from the heat. My makeup had faded at the corners. I looked exhausted.

“Brittany,” Sophie said, rolling onto her back with a grin, “you survived your first banquet. That was a big one. Mrs McCarthy invited some seriously important women tonight.”

“I didn’t faint,” I said weakly.

“You didn’t cry either.”

“Almost.”

“But you didn’t.”

She smiled at me all warm, sisterly, and approving. “You did brilliantly.”

I let out a slow breath, letting the exhaustion settle through me like warm sand. “Thank you,” I whispered.

It was one in the morning. The hotel was silent. What ideas I had of escaping in the early hours again had diminished to nothing. I didn’t have the strength. I guess that was what Aunt Vera intended. To keep me busy until I forgot who I once was. Sophie and I sat together, removing makeup and chatting about the night. Then we got into our nighties and fell into bed. It wasn’t long before we were fast asleep.


Ten

The next two days were fairly uneventful in that I seemed to fall into a routine. Morning was spent cleaning rooms and preparing them for new guests. I had learned the ropes enough that Sophie could leave me to do one room while she tackled another. After, we either helped out at lunchtime or dinner time in the restaurant.

The evening shift was harder than lunchtime, mainly because the men were more likely to drink and become a little more raucous. I had become used to them stroking my stockings or putting a hand on my panties, one even squeezed my left breast, which gave me a shock. I had about ten offers to go back to a guest’s room once I had finished my shift.

To be honest, there was a growing issue here. I was permanently caged. I had not had any sexual relief since arriving at the hotel. I would feel a frisson of excitement, and then my little thing would press against the cage, and my frustration would grow. I’d taken to playing with my titties in the shower and had nearly orgasmed a couple of times but couldn’t quite reach a crescendo.

During our breaks, Sophie continued to train me in the art of makeup and other girly things. I was becoming quite good at creating smoky eyes, and my newly plumped lips were perfect for lipstick. Other times, we’d practice dancing, trying on different outfits and talking about whether Aunt Vera would ever let me out for a night on the town.

On Friday, two things happened that pushed me further down the road to femininity. The first was humiliating, the second was undoubtedly sublime.

I was working the lunch detail, and there was a particularly lively table of salesmen by the window. One had ordered soup, and I carried it to the table as usual, not thinking much at all. It was then that one of the men slid his hand up my skirt and under the elastic of my panties, pressing his finger into a very private place. I screamed, and the bowl went flying off the tray. The soup fell all over the boss of the company, splattering his jacket and trousers.

There was a hushed silence. It was like I had just shot JFK or something because then all hell broke loose. Amid the mayhem, and me apologising profusely, the Maître d' rushed forward and told me to remove myself to the kitchen. It was fair to say the boss man was not best pleased, and it took Aunt Vera to calm him before things settled.

It was with trepidation that I was called to her office once the shift had finished. I stood in front of Mrs McCarthy’s desk, my hands clasped so tightly in front of me that my knuckles had turned pale. Her office was cool and immaculate—the white blinds half-drawn, her desk arranged with military precision, a scent of polished wood and expensive perfume lingering in the air.

She didn’t look up immediately.

That made it worse.

She finished signing a document, placed her pen down with slow, deliberate care, and only then lifted her eyes to me.

“Explain,” she said, her voice low and dangerously calm.

My throat tightened. “I—I didn’t mean to drop it, Mrs McCarthy. He—one of the guests—he—”

“Touched you.” She finished the sentence for me, with a sharpness that made me flinch. “Yes. I saw. Half the dining room saw.”

My stomach dropped. “It startled me. I couldn’t help it. My hand slipped and…”

“You poured soup into a guest’s lap.” Her tone was icy. Cut-glass precise.

Heat flooded my face. “I—I’m so sorry. Truly. I didn’t—”

“There is no ‘didn’t’ in this establishment.” She stood, moving around her desk like a storm gathering force. “You are not here to have feelings. You are here to perform.”

“I know, I just—”

“You failed.”

The word cracked through the air like a whip. Tears stung behind my eyes, unwelcome and hot. I blinked quickly, trying to keep them from spilling.

She circled me, as if assessing something fragile and flawed. “If you cannot manage a minimal shock without dropping a tray, you are not fit to be on that floor.”

My chest tightened. “I wasn’t expecting—”

“You should expect it.” She stopped in front of me again, arms folded. “This is an exclusive hotel. Our clientele behaves as they please. It is not your job to react. It is your job to endure.”

The word hung in the air. Something inside me trembled. My hands shook despite my efforts to keep them still.

Mrs McCarthy’s eyes softened only a fraction, not kind, just calculating. “I chose you for the banquet. I gave you opportunities I do not give lightly. And in return, I expect professionalism. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I whispered, voice cracking. “Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

Her gaze hardened again. “I do not tolerate scenes. You will apologise to the guest whose clothing you ruined. You will assist in compensating the dry-cleaning costs from your next wages. And you will return to the dining room with composure.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.” A tear finally slipped down my cheek.

She saw it.

Her voice dropped, soft but sharp as a blade. “If you cry, leave now and do it in the hallway. Not in my office.”

I forced my breathing to steady, swallowing the lump in my throat.

She watched until she was satisfied I had regained control. “I think I’ve been far too lenient with you. Maybe it’s because of your mother.” She got up from the desk and walked behind me. “Bend over, young lady.”

I looked and felt confused. “Bend over!” She shouted. I leaned over the desk, my breasts pressing against the wood. My heart was beating furiously. “Now, pull down those pretty panties.”

My mouth dropped open in horror. “But…Aunt…Vera,” the tears began to come again.

“Do as I tell you, girl.”

Shaking, I reached behind me and gently pulled down my panties. The elastic clung to my upper thighs. Then the ultimate humiliation. Aunt Vera began to spank me. The loud slap of the paddle that she was using sent jolts of pain through me. Through the humiliation, she growled more instructions.

As each slap on my bare behind landed, I screamed: “Thank you, Mrs McCarthy!” My fringe fell across my eyes, and the tears flooded over my cheeks. She continued to spank me, 20 times in all.

Then she stopped and told me to stay where I was. She took out her phone camera and proceeded to photograph me. “There!” She said, sitting down. “Now stand up, girl, and pull up your panties.”

I did so, standing in front of her, quivering. “Mr Drasco is one of my most important customers. He did want me to send you up to his room this evening so that he could punish you himself. I’m sure you understand what that would have meant for you.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

“I managed to convince him that you should be punished by me. I will send him the images to confirm that the punishment has been carried out. I’m sure he will find them exciting.”

“Thank you, Mrs McCarthy.”

“Now, go back to your room and clean yourself up. You have room duties this afternoon, do you not?”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

Then, with a single dismissive nod: “You may go.”

I curtseyed instinctively, even though my legs felt like they might give way and turned to leave.

My eyes burned, my buttocks felt worse, and the echo of her words followed me out the door like a shadow.

The second thing that happened on Friday managed in large part to assuage my humiliation and the pain. It also showed me what my new, feminine body was capable of.

When I returned to the room, Sophie was sitting on the bed looking worried. I immediately burst into tears, and she comforted me. “You’re not the first, and you won’t be the last,” she said soothingly.

“Look,” she rolled over to the side of the bed and pulled out a bottle of peach schnapps and a couple of glasses. “This I keep for special occasions.” We each had a quick slug, and then Sophie told me to get undressed, shower and change into the panties and nightie that she had laid out for me.

I felt better once I was clean and the pain in my backside had diminished to a dull heat. I pulled on my panties and slipped the nightdress over my head. It was more of a sheer babydoll, the cups hugging my breasts comfortably. Sophie was wearing a crop t-shirt and a pair of briefs with lipstick prints all over them.

“She can be such a bitch,” she said. “Mrs McCarthy.”

“Aunt Vera.”

“What?”

“She’s my Aunt Vera.” Sophie laughed loudly and poured us another drink. “Really? You’ve been feminised by your aunt? Oh, my God!”

“Why did she spank me? A telling off would have been enough.” I took a sip of schnapps. “Not that it was my fault.”

“Ah, well, that’s because she doesn’t just want you to be a feminine girly girl. She wants to bring out your submissiveness.” I was about to say I wasn’t submissive, but I was here wearing a sexy babydoll with breasts that a page 3 model would be proud of. “It was a test, silly,” Sophie continued. “To see how you’d react. I bet my bottom dollar that the scene in the restaurant was arranged.”

“So, you’re Mrs Sherlock Holmes now?”

“Don’t you see, now she knows you’re willing to take your punishment, it’s going to alter how all this turns out.” Sophie turned and picked a strand of blonde hair from my face. “Is…was there someone taking a particular interest in you? Before you came here.”

“No, I don’t think so. There was a new neighbour, a guy called Finch. Seemed to like asking me if I’d found a job yet.”

“Maybe it’s him.”

“Ugh!”

“Or maybe it was one of the well-to-do ladies at that soiree the other night. Maybe one of them wants a lesbian lover with something extra.” Sophie giggled, but I didn’t find it funny that my fate was somehow being decided right this moment.

We had a couple of more drinks and, as the afternoon wound into evening, I began to feel a little more carefree. The room felt warm and quiet after the day we’d had. A single lamp glowed softly in the corner, turning the walls golden. 

Sophie clicked on her little speaker and let music drift through the room, low, slow, sultry notes with a steady pulse beneath them. She turned to me with a mischievous smile. “Alright,” she said, lifting her glass in a playful toast. “Time for something a bit more fun. We’re teaching you how to move.”

I blinked. “Move?”

“Dance, sweetheart.” She laughed lightly, swirling her drink. “Not the clumsy shuffle you do when you think no one’s watching. I mean sensual dancing. Controlled. Confident. Something that makes you feel like you belong in your skin.”

My cheeks warmed instantly. “I don’t think I can do that.”

“Oh, you can,” she said, placing her glass down and standing in the centre of the room. “Come on. You’ll feel freer.”

I straightened my babydoll and pulled up one of the straps that had broken free. Sophie stepped closer, tilting her head as she appraised me in that open, friendly way she had.

“Good. Now,” she said, lifting her arms in a fluid motion, “just listen to the rhythm.”

She began to sway, slowly at first. Her hips rolled gently, her shoulders loose, her steps small and deliberate. It wasn’t dramatic. It wasn’t exaggerated. It was soft. Controlled. Feminine. Every movement travelled delicately through her body, like she was made of warm silk.

I swallowed. “I could never move like that.”

“You can,” she insisted. “Come here.”

She took my hands and placed them lightly on her hips. The warmth of her skin radiated, grounding me. She moved again, slow and steady, guiding me by letting me feel the pattern of her body. “See?” she murmured. “It’s not about being sexy. It’s about being smooth. About letting the music travel through you.”

I hesitated, stiff at first, but she nudged my hip with hers. “Loosen,” she said softly. “Don’t think so much. Just… sway.” I took a breath and tried. My first attempt was clumsy. My movement were too sharp, my weight was in the wrong place. Sophie giggled.

“No, no, darling. Like this.”

She stepped behind me, her hands resting gently on my waist. She guided my hips in a slow circle. My breath caught at how effortless she made it feel.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Feel the rhythm. Let it melt into you.”

I tried again. This time, the circle was smoother. My body felt lighter, softer, more fluid. Sophie hummed approvingly.

“There you go,” she said, stepping around to face me again. “Now shoulders. Just a little.” She demonstrated a subtle shift, almost a shrug, but softened into something elegant. “It’s all connected.”

I copied her, and she smiled encouragingly. The music throbbed gently, and I began to match it, letting my movements stretch out, relax, lengthen. Sophie clapped once. “Yes! There she is.”

I felt my face heat with a shy grin. “Really?”

“Really.” She held my hands, guiding me into a soft turn. “You’re getting the hang of it. You just needed permission to enjoy yourself.”

I let my hips roll again, following the rhythm. It felt strange, vulnerable, but also strangely right. My body began to remember even when my mind doubted. I swayed, stepped, dipped slightly, feeling the music touch each movement. Sophie watched, proud and bright-eyed. “See? I told you. It’s inside you. You just have to let it out.”

I laughed softly, breathless and a little warm from the drink and the closeness. “I don’t think anyone’s ever taught me to move like this.”

She walked up to me then and kissed me gently on the lips, her hand slipping gently into my panties and stroking over my cage. I pulled away: “Don’t, I’m bloody horny enough as it is.”

Sophie giggled. “Those cages can do that. What you need to do is orgasm like a girl. Don’t you realise that?” She kissed me again, this time deeper. She pulled back: “That means nipple play.”

“I’ve tried, but I just can’t seem to…”

“You’re doing it wrong. Here, let me show you.” She began to touch my breasts, brushing against my nipples, stroking the flesh around them. I felt my breath catch. “See, now you’re a girl, it opens up whole new potential erogenous zones. “Spread your legs for me, Brittany.”

I did so, and she ran her hand gently over the inside of my thigh. I gasped with pleasure as she touched me between my legs.

“Lie on the bed for me.”

She pulled gently on the straps of my babydoll, and my breasts dropped free, the nipples erect and hypersensitive in the cool air. I shuddered as she began to lick and lightly bite my nipples, rising to kiss my lips and stroke her hands over my body. I helped her remove her top, and we pressed together and began to writhe on the bed, playing with each other.

“Let yourself be the girl,” she whispered. “Let the power come from how you are touched.”

She became more forceful, and I became more subservient as she pushed me back and told me to part my legs. She pressed down on me and continued to play with my breasts, talking to me in her soft, sensual voice. The cage ached, and for a moment, I thought I couldn’t stand it. But the teasing of my nipples brought a wave of pleasure that I hadn’t felt before. My back suddenly arched, and something pulsed through me. I groaned and pulled Sophie into me.

“That’s my girl,” she said softly. “No, turn over on your knees for me. No, don’t argue, just do it. Don’t think. I did so and heard her open a drawer next to the bed.” She pulled down my panties, and I felt her finger touch my behind, pushing in gently. I gasped. “Just relax, Brittany. You’re going to really enjoy this.” My breasts dangled, and there was something utterly wanton and sexually pleasing about it that I did not object.

Something bigger pressed against my butt. I let out a groan as it moved slowly into me. Then it began to vibrate, and Sophie moved it in and out gently.

“Work back onto it, don’t be passive.”

I pushed back, and it felt as if a thousand nerves in my body had suddenly come alive with pleasure. She changed the vibration speed, and it pulsed deep within me. “There,” she said, stroking my thighs. “Now, play with your titties, sit back on it a little and move up and down, playing with your nipples.”

I followed her orders, and the sensation seemed to grow even more, beyond what I had ever imagined.

I stroked my breasts and flicked at my nipples, my head falling back and my mouth opening as my eyes closed. “Just let it have a life of its own. Don’t fight it, don’t force it. You’re a girl, now. You’re a pretty girl. Good girl. Good girl.”

And suddenly there it was.

Welling up from somewhere deep and primitive inside me. I could feel my full feminine essence, and a surge of heat and ecstasy rose in me like a powerful force. I screamed as Sophie pushed deeper within me, once again changing the vibration expertly as if she was completely in tune with everything I was feeling. I fell back into her arms as the orgasm flooded through every fibre of my body. I felt something drip from my cage, hot and musty on my smooth girly flesh. Sophie wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight as I shuddered uncontrollably.

Finally, I settled, my breath coming in short bursts, my silken flesh covered with a sheen of sweat. The babydoll draped over my lower body. I felt Sophie pull whatever it was out and I fell forward. Her lips pressed against mine, pushing them apart so that her tongue could find mine. Then she pulled away and smiled.

“See, I told you.”


Eleven

The days seemed to blur together as my feminine brain began to take over more and more. I would look forward to the nights with Sophie. She began to teach me how to make love as a girl, how to let myself go and give into the sensuality of touch. She taught me how to please her, too.

As a boy, I’d had a few feeble encounters with girls. I always felt inadequate, lacking in something somehow. As a girl, though, I was quickly gaining confidence and learning what my body was capable of. Sophie would touch me in a way that made me feel warm and safe, and I would often squeal with delight.

It wasn’t wrong to be subservient, I found. To let someone take over and do unbelievable things to you.

I was taking much more care also in how I looked too, and the choice of clothing when we had finished work. My love of lingerie had grown so strangely that I could no longer see myself wearing anything else.

What came next, I didn’t know, but for the first time in a long time, I was strangely at peace.

We had just finished the lunchtime shift one day when we were called to Aunt Vera’s office. We both entered dutifully and curtsied before her.

“You two seem to have built a very strong bond,” she said. “I’m glad that you’re more at ease being a girl, Brittany.”

Without thinking, I curtsied again and said: “Thank you, Mrs McCarthy.”

“As a reward, I’ve decided that you will accompany me to a friend’s wedding this weekend. You should pack enough clothes for two days away. Sophie will guide you, Brittany. You will be ready to leave at 7 pm. Is that understood?”

We curtsied again and said we understood perfectly.

“One other thing. My friend needs two bridesmaids for the ceremony. I trust both of you have no objection to performing those roles?”

Sophie’s eyes widened with excitement: “Oh, Mrs McCarthy, that’s amazing.”

Aunt Vera allowed herself a smile. I felt my heartbeat increase. Being a pretty maid in the close confines of the hotel was one thing. Becoming a bridesmaid was another altogether.

Sophie was ecstatic. We went up to our room with her gushing about how it was going to be so amazing to get out into the real world. “I wonder what the dresses are like?”

Sophie and I spent far too long getting ready for the journey, but honestly, we couldn’t help ourselves. It wasn’t every day Mrs McCarthy personally took someone to an outside event, and if we were going to be seen outside the hotel, we wanted to look our best.

Sophie insisted we match, “for the aesthetic,” as she put it. So, we both ended up choosing soft floral dresses. They were light, summery things that swished around our knees when we walked. Mine had a pale pink pattern of blooming roses, fitted at the waist with a gentle flare to the skirt. Sophie’s was the same cut but scattered with tiny blue flowers that seemed to dance whenever she moved.

We teamed them with delicate high heels, our hair curled and sprayed into place. We looked like we were going to a garden party rather than a car journey to Manchester, but Sophie declared it perfect for the occasion and refused to let me downgrade the outfit.

We stood outside the hotel’s staff entrance, overnight bags at our feet, trying not to wobble on the uneven paving stones in shoes that were not designed for practical travel. When the brand-new Range Rover pulled up, sleek and gleaming, I felt my stomach flip. Mrs McCarthy never did anything halfway. Of course, she had a brand-new car for the occasion. She stepped out in a fitted navy dress, sunglasses perched neatly on her head and gave us both a quick once-over.

“Good,” she said simply. “You look presentable.” Coming from her, that was practically high praise.

We climbed into the back, carefully arranging our skirts so they didn’t crease. I caught Sophie’s eye as the car pulled away, and she grinned, eyes sparkling with excitement. This felt different from our usual duties. Lighter. Almost like a small holiday.

After the country roads, the motorway finally stretched out in front of us, grey and wide, and the further we got from the hotel, the more my shoulders seemed to loosen. Mrs McCarthy drove with no-nonsense precision, one hand lightly on the steering wheel, her sunglasses shielding any hint of what she might be thinking.

Sophie filled the silence with chatter, music, predictions about the bride, speculation about the dresses we’d be wearing, practically everything that popped into her head. I half-listened, half-stared out of the window at rolling fields, roadside trees, and occasional clusters of towns slipping past. I don’t know exactly what I expected from the weekend, but the thought of being a bridesmaid made my chest feel warm and strange. I had long since forgotten about escaping and regaining my former life. I was happy to pretty Brittany.

By the time we reached the outskirts of Manchester, the sky had softened into late afternoon light. The hotel stood slightly apart from the main roads, surrounded by leafy grounds and tucked behind a long gravel drive.

A grand Victorian building, all tall windows, ivy, and soft stonework, it looked elegant, almost serene. Mrs McCarthy parked and stepped out with her usual purposeful stride. “Your room is ready,” she told us. “I’ll be meeting Edith shortly. Unpack and be prepared to meet her this evening if required.”

We nodded dutifully and followed a polite receptionist through the corridors and up a wide staircase. I felt oddly aware of how our heels clicked on the polished floors, echoing faintly. When we reached our room, the door swung open to a bright, airy space with two neatly made beds, soft lighting, and a large window overlooking the grounds. But it wasn’t the room itself we noticed first.

It was the dresses.

Two bridesmaids’ gowns hung on the wall opposite the beds, displayed almost like artwork. Even from across the room, they caught the light, glowing shades of pink, the skirts cascading in layers of tulle that shimmered faintly. They looked impossibly feminine, delicate, magical. Like something out of a fairytale.

I felt my breath catch. Sophie let out a delighted gasp and clasped her hands to her chest. “Oh. My. God. They’re gorgeous.”

I nodded, stepping slowly toward them. Up close, the detailing was even more beautiful. There were tiny pearls sewn along the bodice, lace cap sleeves, and rose-gold thread embroidered in swirling patterns that caught the afternoon light. I reached out and touched the skirt gently, my fingers sinking into the soft material. A strange warmth fluttered in my stomach. Something like awe. Something like disbelief. Something like… excitement.

“They really expect us to wear these?” I whispered.

Sophie grinned. “We’re going to look like princesses.”

I swallowed, a smile tugging at my lips despite my nerves. Princesses.

The thought felt impossibly sweet.

Sophie and I barely slept. We kept whispering in the dark, giggling nervously, imagining how the day would unfold. Every time one of us finally drifted off, the other would make a small noise, an anxious sigh, a rustle of sheets, and we’d start talking again. Eventually, we succumbed to a light, restless sleep, curled under the soft hotel duvets while the bridesmaids’ dresses hung across from us like enchanted creatures keeping watch.

It felt as though I’d only just closed my eyes when a gentle knock sounded. I groaned softly.

Before either of us could move, the door swung open just enough for a uniformed man to step inside with a gleaming silver trolley. “Room service,” he said in a polite whisper. “Compliments of Mrs McCarthy.”

Sophie sat up like she’d been electrocuted. “Breakfast!”

The trolley was loaded with pastries, fruit, eggs, smoked salmon, little pots of jam and honey, and two flutes of something bubbly that looked suspiciously like champagne. My stomach rumbled loudly enough to make Sophie laugh. But before we could dig in, the door opened again. Mrs McCarthy swept in like a gust of perfectly controlled wind.

“Good. You’re awake,” she said, though her tone suggested she would not have accepted any alternative. She surveyed the room, the dresses on the wall, then us, bleary-eyed, hair rumpled from sleep, still in our nightclothes. Her eyebrows arched slightly. “Eat quickly,” she said. “You have an hour. Then I want you dressed and presentable. Edith will need you.”

Then, as suddenly as she’d appeared, she turned and left, the door closing crisply behind her.

Sophie slumped back against her pillows. “Well. Good morning to you, too.”

We ate quickly, shovelling pastries with the kind of greedy delight reserved for early mornings and special occasions. Then we showered, curled our hair again, did our makeup carefully, and finally slipped into the bridesmaids’ dresses.

The moment the satin settled on my shoulders, I felt my breath catch. The soft pink seemed to glow against my skin. The skirt floated around me like a cloud. I felt delicate. Beautiful. Almost unreal. When I turned in the mirror, the tulle swished around me in a sweet, intoxicating swirl.

Sophie looked like something from a magazine. Confident, glowing, radiant. “We look incredible,” she murmured.

I nodded, unable to speak for a moment.

We made our way downstairs, skirts swaying with each careful step, heels clicking lightly on the polished floors. Mrs McCarthy waited at the end of the corridor. She looked us over with a slow, assessing gaze, then gave a single approving nod.

“Come. Edith is in the bridal suite.”

We followed her down long halls, past bouquets and hotel staff carrying trays of champagne. The bridal suite door opened before Mrs McCarthy even reached it. Inside, Edith stood radiant in her wedding gown, ivory satin that hugged her torso before cascading down in a soft waterfall. Her hair was pinned with pearls, her eyes bright with emotion.

“Oh, girls,” she breathed when she saw us. “You look perfect.” She truly meant it. The warmth in her voice made something tender unfurl in my chest.

We spent the next half hour helping her, adjusting her veil, fastening tiny buttons, passing her lipstick, and steadying her hands when they shook from excitement. It felt intimate, sweet, and precious. For once, I didn’t feel like staff. I felt trusted. Included. Part of something lovely.

When the wedding coordinator finally knocked to say it was time, Edith took a long breath. “Ready?” We nodded, and she squeezed both our hands.

The ceremony took place in the hotel’s grand ballroom, which had been transformed into something breathtaking. Rows of elegant white chairs lined the aisle. Flower arrangements towered in delicate arches. Candles flickered in silver holders, casting a warm glow that softened everything with a romantic sheen. A quartet played gentle music in the background.

As the doors opened, Sophie and I stepped forward first, side by side, bouquets in hand. My heart hammered, but my steps stayed steady. The tulle of my dress whispered around my legs as we walked. People turned. Smiled. Whispered. For once, all the attention didn’t make me nervous. It felt beautiful. Elegant.

Right.

When Edith entered, the entire room softened. Her fiancé’s face lit up, and the moment their eyes met, just before she reached him, I had to blink back tears.

The ceremony was tender, full of warmth and promises and soft laughter. I stood beside Sophie, bouquet clasped gently, smiling until my cheeks ached. When the vows were exchanged and the crowd erupted in applause, my heart swelled with a quiet happiness I couldn’t quite explain.

Afterwards, the guests ambled into the reception hall for the meal. The room had been set with long tables covered in white linen, polished silverware, and tall floral centrepieces that smelled of roses and fresh greenery. The meal felt like something from a high-end magazine: salmon starters, roast lamb with herb crust, and delicate desserts you almost felt guilty eating. This was high-class with lots of money to burn.

Sophie nudged me once when I stared too long at a chocolate creation that looked more like art than food. “It’s a wedding, Brittany. You’re allowed to enjoy things.”

We mingled, chatted, helped Edith with her dress when the bustle threatened to come undone. People complimented us, asked how we knew the bride, and admired our gowns. It felt surreal to be treated like guests of honour instead of invisible staff moving along the edges of a room.

As the afternoon began turning into early evening, Sophie stretched her arms and said, “Right. Time to change for tonight. Party mode.” We excused ourselves and headed back to our room, our gowns swishing dramatically behind us as we walked down the corridor.

When the door closed behind us, Sophie flopped onto her bed with a sigh. “I swear, wearing that dress is like wearing a cloud and a corset at the same time.”

I laughed and twirled once in front of the mirror before starting to unzip it. “But a cloud we look fabulous in. Do you think we’ll be able to keep them?”

“I’ll ask Mrs McCarthy,” she said. “Now let’s get ready to be fabulous in something we don’t have to protect from spilt wine.” We hung the dresses carefully, almost reverently, and began rifling through our bags for our evening outfits.

I’d brought a few options, but one dress in particular caught my eye. Soft champagne silk with thin straps and a flowing skirt. Simple, feminine, elegant. It showed off my figure without being too racy for a wedding, especially one as upmarket as this.

Sophie chose a fitted emerald dress with a slit up one side and a subtle shimmer that made her look like she belonged on a red carpet. Of course, we both wore stockings and garters and soft, silky underwear.

We spent nearly an hour getting ready, touching up makeup, refreshing perfume, and fixing curls. My blonde hair had held surprisingly well throughout the ceremony, and with a little extra hairspray, it fell in soft waves around my shoulders. I spent a few moments studying myself in the mirror, smoothing the silk of my dress over my hips.

Sophie let out a low whistle. “You’re going to break hearts.”

“I really hope not,” I said, thinking of the lunch shift at the hotel.

“Well,” she smirked, swiping on lip gloss, “if someone gets handsy tonight, just step on their foot. Accidentally.”

I giggled, even though I knew I wouldn’t do any such thing.

We slipped into our heels, grabbed our little handbags, and stepped out into the corridor, two glamorous girls ready to take on the world. It felt strange and lovely to walk without a uniform defining me.

The evening reception was already underway by the time we arrived. Music drifted through the wide double doors, and string lights twinkled above tables where guests lingered with drinks and laughter. A band played something lively. People were dancing. The air smelled of perfume, champagne, and warm summer florals.

“Drinks first,” Sophie declared, hooking her arm through mine as we made our way to the bar.

The barman smiled at us. “Evening, ladies. Champagne?”

Sophie winked. “Of course, champagne.”

The bubbles went to my head far too quickly, but the warm, fuzzy glow was pleasant. We hovered near the edge of the dance floor, chatting, laughing at guests making questionable dance moves, occasionally helping a relative find the toilets or offering a compliment on someone’s hat. It was relaxed. Joyful. Real.

And then a shadow fell across me.

When I turned, a tall man stood there, rolling his shoulders back with the casual swagger of someone used to being noticed. Dark suit, shirt unbuttoned to reveal a hairy chest, just enough to suggest confidence bordering on arrogance. Rugged jaw. Slight stubble. And a grin that told me he knew exactly what he looked like.

“Evening,” he said, voice low and warm. “Name’s George Wade. Usher. And you must be the bridesmaids.”

“Oh,” I said, tightening my grip on my glass. “Um—yes. I’m—”

“Brittany,” he finished, as if he’d been waiting to say it. “Believe me, you’re hard to miss.”

My stomach did a little uncomfortable twist, but I smiled politely. “It’s nice to meet you.”

He stepped closer. Close enough that his cologne reached me. Earthy. Spicy. Overconfident. “So,” he said, eyeing my dress slowly, “you from around here?”

“Not exactly,” I murmured.

He chuckled. “Shy. Cute.” He raised his glass. “I like that in a girl.” Not for the first time, I felt the clinging silk of my lingerie and, for some reason, my nipples started to harden uncontrollably.

I tried to step back, but he followed, steering me subtly away from the main crowd. I suddenly realised that Sophie had disappeared somewhere. “You looked incredible earlier. That pink dress, god, I nearly forgot to hold the door for the bride.”

“Thank you,” I said, not sure what else to say. My pulse sped up.

“You here with anyone?” he asked.

“My friend Sophie,” I said quickly. “She’s—”

George didn’t care. His eyes lingered on my lips. “You know,” he said softly, “I could show you around the grounds later. Quiet spots. Nice views.”

I swallowed. “That’s… kind, but—”

His hand brushed my waist. Once. Lightly. But deliberately. I froze.

Panic bubbled in my chest, tight and breathless. Memories of the lunch shift at the hotel punched their way forward, soft touches disguised as accidents, lingering eyes, the feeling of being watched. Trapped.

I opened my mouth to speak, but the words tangled uselessly in my throat. This seemed to make him more brazen. He didn’t even look around. It was like a lion suddenly recognising its prey. He took a casual step forward, and his arm was suddenly around my waist. I could feel his stubble brush against my cheek. “I can feel your heart beating,” he whispered. Then his other hand settled on the top of my right buttock, rubbing ever so slightly. He pulled me close to him, and I could feel something hard and warm pressing against my stomach.

Then, thank God, Sophie reappeared.

Her smile looked friendly. Her eyes absolutely did not.

“There you are,” she said, linking her arm through mine with casual firmness and pulling me away. “We need to help Edith with something.” His grip loosened as we swept away. I looked back.

George raised an eyebrow. “We were just talking.”

“I’m sure you were,” Sophie said brightly. “But bridesmaid duties call.”

He looked like he wanted to argue, but Sophie didn’t give him the chance. She dragged me along with a grip that felt like vice. Only when we were halfway across the room did she let out a frustrated huff. “Unbelievable.”

My hands shook as I exhaled. “Thank you. I didn’t know how to get away.”

“It’s a surprise they’re not all after you.” I caught sight of myself in a reflection from the window. How could any man resist? I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

We spent the rest of the evening sticking close to one another, avoiding George entirely. He eventually got too drunk and fell into one of the bushes outside the hotel. The last I saw of him he was being carried away by a couple of waiters.

We danced a little, sipped more champagne, congratulated the couple again, and laughed when Edith made a very heartfelt but slightly slurred toast. By the time we stumbled back to our room at nearly midnight, we were both a little tipsy, shoes dangling from our fingers, makeup smudged from laughter. It had been a fun evening all round.

Sophie collapsed onto the bed. “Remind me never to let you dance alone,” she sighed.

I let myself fall next to her, the cool sheet soft against my legs. “Remind me never to make eye contact with ushers.”

She snorted. “Deal.”

We lay there in the dim light, dresses rumpled, hair tumbling loose, and for a long moment, neither of us spoke. My mind drifted, warm and drowsy, through the events of the evening, the ceremony, the dancing, the champagne, the dresses, the strange glow of feeling seen in a good way for once.

It had been a long day. Magical. Messy. Overwhelming. And I was quite drunk.

“So, do you want to try something different?” Whispered Sophie.

“You mean, am I brave enough?”

“I mean, are you drunk enough?” she giggled. She pushed back her hair and reached into her bag. When she pulled out the black dildo, I jumped up, laughing.

“Surely, Miss Sophie, you can’t be serious! What sort of girl do you think I am?

“Haven’t you wondered what it would be like to have a man inside you?” My face blushed. “Or maybe we should call George and have a threesome.” She held it out. “Wrap your pretty little fingers around it. It doesn’t bite.”

The silicon felt almost real beneath my fingers as I took hold of it, gently. I suddenly felt a lump in my throat. And without realising it, I licked my lips.

Sophie got off the bed and lifted her dress over her head. She took the dildo off me. It had a belt and she tied this around her. The phallus hung there, pointing at me. With a merciless look on her face, she stood staring at me with her legs apart. “Get on your knees, my pretty girl.” I did as she told me and knelt facing the imposing cock. She grabbed it and waved it about.  “Lick it for me,” she said.

I brushed the hair out of my eyes, mesmerised by the way the cock hung there, and then I reached out a hand and started to stroke it. I leaned forward and kissed the tip gently. A shiver of pleasure went through me as I parted my lips and took it into my mouth for the first time. Sophie grabbed my hair and pulled me in gently but firmly.

“I think you’ve done this before, haven’t you, my girl,” she growled in a deep voice. “Let yourself go, just enjoy the moment.” And I did, I stared up at her bright eyes as I licked and sucked and took the cock into my mouth again and again.

“Bend over the bed,” she said. I turned and bent over the bed, my butt in the air. She was behind me now, and I could feel the heavy cock resting on my behind. She gently stroked my thighs and lifted my skirt.

Sophie pulled down my panties, and I gasped, not with pain but with pleasure. She pushed a finger into me and gently worked it back and forth. “You’re a girl now, and you need to be treated like a girl. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes.”

The finger was slowly withdrawn, and the tip of the dildo was now pressing against me. “Say it for me. I’m a girl, and I need to be treated like a girl.”

“I’m a girl…and I need to be treated like a girl.”

I felt the dildo sliding into me, gently. My fingers scrunched up the duvet cover as she pushed its full length into me. I let go of a groan. It felt so big and strong, and I felt so small and submissive. Sophie’s hot breath drifted across my neck as she bent to kiss me. Then she began to move rhythmically back and forth, pressing my hands into the bed. After a while, I began to respond as a wave of pleasure flooded over me, pushing back on the cock as it thrust into me. I began to moan as the movement became more rapid.

She withdrew and told me to take off my dress and lie on the bed. I pulled the dress down and over my thighs and caught sight of myself in the mirror, my blonde hair ruffled and my panties over my thighs. I took the panties off and lay on my back as Sophie descended on me. “Part your legs for me, girl.”

I did so and once more Sophie pushed the dildo into me. Bringing my legs up and stroking my thighs, she kissed my breasts, my neck and lips passionately. Again, she began to thrust, and I responded. She kept a steady rhythm, almost pulling the cock out each time before driving it into me. The movement sent off tiny explosions of pleasure in me that seemed to grow as the moments passed.

“You’re such a girl,” Sophie whispered.

As Sophie had taught me, I relaxed and let my brain empty, and just let my body experience what was happening. It was like I had accepted all that I was. A girly girl, with a girl’s needs.

And then it came, that flood of pleasure and emotion that entwined as I reached orgasm. I screamed with pleasure, and my back arched, and the cock seemed to drive even deeper into me. My legs wrapped around her to draw her in, and the orgasm increased in intensity so that it almost became almost pain.

Sophie settled on top of me, our sweat mixing. “Good girl,” she whispered and giggled softly.


Twelve

In the end, we were allowed to keep the bridesmaid dresses, and for a couple of nights, we dressed up in them again and played different roles. We usually ended up in fits of giggles and then made passionate love. The feel of all that lace and silk as Sophie penetrated me was almost too much to bear on occasion. She was such an expert lover that I couldn’t help but love her.

The Friday after the wedding, the door opened as we were taking off our maids’ uniforms, and Aunt Vera appeared. Her eyes lingered on me as I stood there in my lingerie. “I’ll need you in the main bar this evening, Brittany.” She looked more severely at Sophie. “Red, I think. Make sure she looks suitably like a barmaid. We’ve got a couple of stag groups in tonight.”

Sophie looked strangely apprehensive but said, “Yes, Mrs McCarthy. I’ll make sure she’s ready.”

“Good,” snapped Aunt Vera, and then she was gone.

“What’s wrong?” I asked Sophie.

“The main bar is kind of lunchtime hassle times a thousand. They all get drunk and think they can fondle the barmaid whenever and however they like.”

Sophie sighed and got off the bed. She was wearing a sports bra and black silk shorts, and her smooth white skin shimmered in the light. She opened the wardrobe door and took out a Lycra dress with an off-the-shoulder top and a short skirt. It was clingy in an '80s slut kind of way. She opened the drawer of her dresser and took out a red bra and lace panties and a garter set. “The red high heels are really high heels.

“And the makeup?”

“Not subtle. Come fuck me eyes with ‘oh can I suck that for you’ lips.”

I burst out laughing, but stopped when I saw Sophie wasn’t even smiling. “You'd best have a shower and make yourself look pretty.”

The crop shoulder red dress showed off my figure to perfection. I turned this way and that in the mirror. I looked respectably sluttish, a new look for me. The makeup looked a little harsh but would probably tone down under the lights of the bar. At least I hoped so. I looked as though I was ready for a night on the streets.

Sophie pressed into me and kissed me hard. “I love you,” she said. “Whatever happens, always know that.”

I walked down the corridor to the lift, holding a small purse that had my makeup in it, with a certain sense of foreboding. Sophie had given me one last spray of cheap perfume, and it wafted around me as I stepped in and pressed for the ground floor.

The lift seemed to take an age to descend, and I hoped to God that it wouldn’t stop. I didn’t want to be trapped alone in there with an Alpha male who couldn’t keep his hands to himself. Sophie had made me wear a red lace thong so that I wouldn’t have an OPL, and the garter belt seemed to cling to my smooth thighs, moving as I moved and heightening my awareness of how I was dressed.

As the lift door opened on the ground floor, I pulled the skirt of the dress down a little and stepped out. There were a few people in reception, one man giving me the full force of his gaze as if he’d never seen a woman before. At least, not one dressed like me. 

How bad could it be? I thought as I pushed open the door, tossing back my hair and putting a little extra work into my hip movement. The bar was reasonably large and tastefully decorated. It was also quite busy, even though it was only early in the evening. Men in shirts and ties were gathered in groups, discussing their day, but quite a few eyes gave me the once over and the odd person patted me on the bottom as I made my way to the bar.

There were three other girls behind the bar, all dressed in a similar way with tight red dresses and plenty of cleavage showing.

One had long, dark hair swept over one shoulder. Another was blonde with heavy eyeliner and a playful smile. The third was petite with sharp, dark eyes that took in everything around her. The blonde spotted me first. She grinned and waved me over. I took a breath and walked carefully toward them, hoping I looked confident instead of terrified.

“You must be the new one,” she said warmly. “I’m Lila.”

I smiled back. “I’m Brittany. First night.” The words came out in a thin, nervous breath. The dark-haired girl leaned an elbow on the counter and gave me a slow once-over. Not unkind, just assessing. “She put you in red, too, I see. Looks good on you. I’m Nessa.”

The petite girl nodded once. “Kat,” she said simply, her voice soft but firm. “Stick with us, and you’ll be fine. Busy crowd tonight.”

I glanced toward the men gathered near the bar. Some were laughing loudly. Others were leaning forward, elbows on the polished wood, eyes already drifting in our direction. A few looked me over openly, their gazes lingering in a way that made my cheeks warm. I swallowed and stood a little straighter. For some reason, my nipples seemed to harden and I suddenly had a flash of the realistic dildo that Sophia had been using on me, and I wondered how it would feel for real.

Lila nudged me lightly. “Don’t worry. The first five minutes are always the worst. After that, you’ll be too busy pouring drinks to care who’s staring.”

Nessa reached for a glass and began expertly icing it. “And they will stare. Comes with the territory. Just keep your distance where you can and look occupied. Works like a charm.”

Kat passed me an apron. Not a protective one, more of a decorative one that matched the red dress. It barely covered anything but tied neatly at the waist. “Wear this. Mrs M likes uniformity.”

I tied it around me as best I could, though my fingers trembled slightly. “What exactly do I need to do?”

Lila handed me a bar towel and tapped the shelves behind us with her hip. “Pour pints, mix basic cocktails, serve spirits, take payments. Smile when necessary, disappear when you can. And always keep your eyes open. Oh, I don’t float too near the gents.”

Nessa added, “And never lean too far over the bar. Some of them get ideas.”

Kat’s lips twitched. “All of them get ideas, darling.” A group of men at the far end called out for fresh drinks. Lila clapped her hands once. “Alright, ladies. Back to work. Brittany, you stick next to me until you get the hang of it.”

As the girls moved with practised rhythm, I stepped into place behind the bar. My heart thumped hard against my ribs, but I lifted my chin and tried to look like I belonged. I was used to being stared at by men by now, but Sophie was right, this was on a whole other level.

One of the men nearest to me raised his glass slightly. “Evening,” he said with a grin. “Didn’t expect a new face tonight.”

His eyes travelled over me again in a way that felt both flattering and unsettling. I forced a polite smile. “Good evening, sir. What can I get you?”

The bar erupted into motion. Voices calling orders, hands reaching out with empty glasses, men leaning close to make sure we heard them. I began pouring drinks under Lila’s guidance, feeling the ice sting my fingers, the hum of the crowd vibrating through the counter, the heat rising from the bodies packed so tightly into the room.

Every so often, a man’s gaze lingered on my legs or the curve of the dress. Once, a hand brushed my arm as someone passed money across the counter. I stepped back quickly. Nessa shot me a reassuring glance. “You’re doing fine,” she murmured under her breath.

Despite the noise and the men and the unfamiliar pressure of the outfit clinging to my skin, the rhythm of the bar slowly pulled me in. Pour, wipe, smile, serve. Repeat. The strangeness of it began to fade just slightly.

But beneath the surface, I could still feel the same flutter of nerves that had followed me all day, a jittery awareness of being watched, appraised, weighed up in ways I couldn’t quite control. And yet, here I was, still standing, still serving, still trying.

The bar filled so tightly that the hum of voices rose into a constant vibration in the air. Men leaned closer, the busier it got, their elbows brushing the wood, their shirts dampening at the collar, their cheeks flushed with drink.

I focused on the drinks, on the clink of bottles and the steady rhythm Lila kept beside me. But even with all of that to concentrate on, I could feel the weight of eyes drifting back to me again and again. I was a girl now, and I had to get used to it. They were clearly imagining what I was wearing under the dress and what it would be like to bend me over the bar counter and have their wicked ways. A couple of times I caught sight of myself in the bar mirror and, honestly, I couldn’t blame them!

At one point, a man leaned in and said, “You are very easy to look at.” His gaze lingered unapologetically on my thighs.

I swallowed, smiled politely, and poured his beer as if I had not heard what he said. Lila slid behind me with perfect timing, blocking his view with her hip as she placed a tray of drinks near my elbow. But soon enough, the call came that every girl apparently dreaded.

“Glasses,” Nessa said with a groan, pointing toward the crowded floor. “We need a run.”

Kat glanced toward me. “Have you been out on the floor yet?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Nessa gave me a sympathetic grimace. “Well. It is time. Welcome to shark territory.”

Lila grabbed a tray and pressed it into my hands. “Keep your elbows tight, keep your chin up, and pretend you are deaf. They will try to talk to you, or touch you, or both. Just walk. You hear me? Walk.”

My stomach dropped. “I think I am going to mess this up.”

“You won’t,” Kat said. “Just stay in motion.” It sounded like a ridiculously feeble tip.

Before I could protest, Nessa pushed the staff gate open and gestured for me to go. I stepped out onto the floor. I could feel every inch of my sexy outfit, the way my breasts nestled in the bra and how my stockinged thighs rubbed against each other.

The noise hit me first, loud and thick. Then the heat. Then the smell of beer and cologne and too many bodies pressed into a space never meant for this many people. The moment I stepped among them and tried to squeeze past, heads turned.

And the metaphor made sense. Shark-infested waters indeed. A hand brushed my waist. I stepped sideways. A man laughed. “Steady there, sweetheart.”

Another tried to hand me an empty glass and let his fingers linger far too long against mine. I pulled the glass away quickly and pretended I had not noticed. A third stepped into my path entirely, trapping me for a moment between his chest and a table.

“Excuse me,” I said, trying to step around him.

He grinned. “You here to take my number?”

“No, sir. Just collecting glasses.”

“Pity,” he said, eyes trailing slowly down me. “You can come back for it later.”

I squeezed past him, heart pounding, tray already heavy with half-finished drinks. Every time I bent to lift a glass, I felt a presence at my back or a gaze tracing along my thighs. Twice I felt fingers brush my arm, once on purpose, once when someone pretended to stumble. More than once, a hand found its way to my breasts, one squeeze a nipple for extra measure.

It felt like walking through a crowded ocean full of small, darting movements and deeper shadows waiting to see what I would do next. By the time I reached the bar again, my hands were shaking.

Lila pulled the tray from me. “First run is the worst. Breathe.”

Kat touched my shoulder gently. “You did well. You didn’t freeze or scream.”

Nessa smirked. “You also did not smack anyone. Extra points.”

I managed a shaky laugh, though I still felt the ghost of phantom touches along my arms.

But there was no time to recover. Orders flooded in. Pints, cocktails, shots. A tidal wave of demand. The four of us moved in a steady rhythm, weaving around one another in impossible heels, sliding bottles across polished wood, wiping spills, and forcing smiles when necessary.

And all the while, the crowd thickened. More drinks. More noise. More wandering hands.

At one point, a man reached across the bar entirely, fingers brushing my wrist as I placed a gin and tonic in front of him.

“You have a gorgeous smile, love,” he said.

“Thank you,” I replied softly, stepping back as soon as the drink was safely on the counter.

He leaned closer. “Give me one more.”

I smiled politely and walked away before he could say anything else.

Lila caught my expression. “He is harmless. Flirty, but harmless. The dangerous ones never announce themselves. They just put their hands between your legs and rub your pussy.”

Hours blurred together. The music thumped, the lights flickered warmly, and my feet screamed inside my heels. Men approached the bar in waves, sometimes polite, sometimes bold, sometimes far too familiar. More than once, I felt eyes crawling along the back of my legs as I bent to pick up a dropped bar towel. Somewhere around midnight, Nessa nudged me. “You are doing well for a first night.”

Kat added, “Most new girls are crying in the storeroom by now.”

“I might,” I said faintly. “Just not yet.” I wished Sophie were there with me, reassuringly confident with all these men.

Lila laughed and clinked her glass of water against mine. “That is the spirit.”

For a strange moment, I felt a flicker of something like belonging. Even if the room was full of sharks, I was not swimming alone.

The night only grew louder, heavier, more chaotic. The bar seemed to pulse, the crowd surging and thinning in unpredictable waves. By midnight, I could barely feel my toes. By one in the morning, I could barely hear my own thoughts over the roar of voices and the relentless beat of the music.

I had fallen into a rhythm behind the bar, almost without realising. Pour, wipe, serve, smile. Pivot. Step back. Avoid hands. Avoid eye contact that lasted too long. Avoid leaning forward too far. The red dress clung to me like a second skin, warm with heat and the faint stickiness of spilt drink. My hair felt heavy. My cheeks felt permanently flushed.

But I kept going.

At one point, the bar manageress came by to check on us. She gave Lila and Nessa a nod of approval before letting her eyes rest on me.

“First night?” he said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said. I had to lean closer to be heard over the noise.

“You’re holding your own,” he said. “The crowd’s a rough one. You must have good instincts. You’re Mrs McCarthy’s little project, aren’t you?” I nodded and she smiled appreciatively. “Outstanding.”

I wasn’t sure if that was a compliment or something else. She went back to her office, and Lila grinned at me from the tap she was working. “See? You are doing great.”

Nessa slid past me, carrying three cocktails balanced on a tray. “Second run!”

I stiffened. “Do I have to go again?”

Kat gave a sympathetic wince. “Afraid so. It’s a jungle out there tonight.”

More like a feeding frenzy, I thought. But I nodded and grabbed the tray anyway.

The moment I stepped into the crowd, the sound swallowed me whole. Men pressed closer to make room for their friends. Arms swung behind me as someone gestured wildly, forcing me to twist sideways to avoid being hit. Heads turned as soon as they noticed me weaving through the floor.

It felt like eyes followed me everywhere.

I bent to pick up a stack of glasses at one of the low tables. A man sitting there leaned back to watch more closely than he needed to. His gaze slowly trailed down my legs, making my skin prickle. When I stood again, another man blocked my way, smiling broadly.

“Leaving already?” he asked.

“I need to get these to the bar,” I said.

“Stay a minute,” he said, reaching as if to touch my arm.

I stepped back so fast a few glasses clinked loudly against one another. My heart jumped into my throat. “I’m sorry, sir, I can’t.”

He laughed, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “All work, no play? You will burn out, sweetheart.” He came real close, towering above me. “Why don’t you spread those little legs for me, girl?” I suddenly found myself pressed against a wall, and a hot, thick hand was pushing between my legs. I realised I was next to the gents and that the man could just pull me in there. Fortunately, someone jolted his shoulder and he lost his grip and I was able to move away.

When I finally reached the bar, Lila immediately relieved me of it. “You are shaking,” she said, her voice careful and low. “Hey. Look at me. Do not let them get to you. You survived the worst run already.”

I nodded, though my pulse still hammered like a trapped bird inside my chest.

Finally, the crowd began to thin. Some men wandered toward taxis waiting outside; others staggered to rooms upstairs. A few stayed by the bar, nursing late-night drinks and watching us girls. Eventually, even the loudest voices faded into slurred murmurs.

By two in the morning, the bar manager finally clapped her hands. “That is enough. Close it down.”

We cleaned in tired silence, stacking glasses, wiping counters, sweeping up the little disasters of the evening. My back ached. My feet throbbed. My head buzzed with equal parts exhaustion and adrenaline.

When it was finally time to go, Lila hugged me. “Well done, my darling.”

Nessa winked. “Next time will be easier. Trust me.”

I thanked them all, though my voice felt thin and worn. I hoped there wasn’t a next time.  I made my slow, aching way through the quiet hotel corridors. The heels pinched. The red dress felt too tight, too hot, too clingy. I wanted nothing more than to collapse onto a pillow and breathe in the quiet.

When I reached the room, the hallway was silent, the carpet soft beneath my tired steps.

I opened the door slowly, expecting to see Sophie curled up under her duvet, looking perfectly delicious.

But the room was empty.

The bed was untouched. Her dresses still hung neatly on the wardrobe door. Her shoes still sat aligned beside the nightstand.

But she was gone. A cold little tremor ran down my spine.

“Sophie?” I whispered into the stillness. No answer.

Not even a rustle of sheets.

Only silence.


Thirteen

I woke the next morning, suddenly aware that Sophie was not lying next to me. I was worried and more than a little confused. As I showered, I thought about going to see Aunt Vera and asking what had happened. The notion of life without Sophie was unpalatable. I loved her. I tried to tell myself it was nothing much, but there was no note or anything.

I had no choice but to continue as normal, however. I dried myself off, moisturised my perfectly feminised body and arranged my hair. Then I put on a black lace bra and panties, attached a matching garter around my waist and then pulled on a new pair of sheer, seamed stockings. This simple act of dressing made me feel better.

I sat at the dressing table and began my makeup. Foundation lightly applied, eyes brought to life with some pale shadow, liner and mascara. A hint of blush and a plum lipstick gave the professional look that Aunt Vera preferred. I had really become quite an expert now. I knew what suited my girly looks and what didn’t. 

I stepped into a short, lace slip and then put on my pretty maid’s uniform. After stepping into my high heels, I studied myself in the mirror. I looked beautiful and alluring and totally feminine. I sprayed some scent on my wrists and cleavage and headed off to start the working day.

As I walked down the corridor, the skirt swished gently against my thighs. My breasts felt extra sensitive this morning, and it wasn’t long before I could feel my nipples hardening again. I collected the room cleaning trolley and instructions and started the first room. My movements were graceful and more girly than ever. A few times, I caught sight of Brittany in a mirror and would pause to admire how pretty I looked.

Had something in my brain chemistry changed overnight?

I didn’t know, but it seemed to fit right. I finished the first room and moved quickly onto the second. I opened the door and pushed the trolley in, stopping by the door to look in the mirror and adjust my hair, fluffing out the blond strands.

“Hello, beautiful.”

I turned with a start to see a rugged-looking man with a towel wrapped around his waist. His pectorals shimmered with damp, and the hairs on his chest seemed to sparkle. Without thinking, I curtsied and said, “I’m sorry, Sir, I thought this room was empty.”

He looked around, smiling. “Doesn’t look empty to me. Don’t worry, I’ll be checking out in half an hour.”

“I’ll come back later, Sir.”

I was about to turn when he said, “Come here.”

Nervously, I entered the main bedroom, as he gave my feminine body the once over. “You’re Mrs McCarthy’s special project, aren’t you?”

I curtsied again: “I’m Brittany, Sir.”

He walked slowly around me. “You’re very pretty, Brittany. Mrs McCarthy has certainly excelled herself this time.” He now stood behind me. Gently, his rough hands touched my shoulders and turned me towards the bedroom mirror. “Tell me what’s going through that pretty head of yours, girl.”

I felt a squirm in my stomach. “I…I don’t know, Sir.”

His hands moved down my shoulders and settled on my waist. He slowly drew me back, so I was pressed against his torso. I felt his hot breath on my neck, and in the mirror I saw my beautiful lips open in a slight gasp. His right hand stroked down to my stocking top and then up under my skirt, his fingers pressing against my panties. My right hand moved, but instead of pushing him away, I pressed my hand gently against his.

“Good girl,” he said. He moved away then, as I stood staring at myself in the mirror. “I think you’re ready,” he added matter-of-factly.

He went back into the bathroom and began cleaning his teeth, as if I wasn’t really there. I turned and grabbed the trolley and moved onto the next room. What had happened to me there? Why had his touch felt…so good? I pushed the thought away and got on with my cleaning duties. I could feel my underwear clinging to my smooth body, the stockings and the panty line, the bra cupping my sensitive breasts.

That sensation didn’t leave me until I had finished all the rooms. It was like something had been rewired in my brain and made me hypersensitive to touch. I put the cleaning trolley away and went down to have some lunch and then started my shift in the restaurant. Within half an hour, that strange sensation was back. A man at one table reached out suddenly and stroked the back of my stocking. Instead of moving away, I felt a sudden thrill that brought a blush to my cheeks. The hand lingered, and my nipples enlarged, and I couldn’t move for a moment. Or maybe I didn’t want to move.

It was like that for most of the shift to the point I was almost giddy with sexual need. Where was Sophie when you needed her? Before I could head back to my room, I was told I was required in Aunt Vera’s office. My heart sank. What now?

I stood before her and curtsied: “You wanted to see me, Mrs McCarthy.”

She was typing something on her laptop and didn’t answer immediately. Then she looked up at me. “I’m afraid your roommate has been transferred to another establishment. You won’t be seeing her again.”

She waited for a reaction, but although I nearly burst into tears, I held it in and just nodded. Aunt Vera smiled. “Now, I’ve decided that your training here is at an end. Tomorrow morning, you will have your bags packed, and you will be ready to travel home to your mothers. There you will fulfil the role of her daughter. She will explain once you have settled in. You are, of course, to remain a girl for the foreseeable future. I think you have accepted that already. I must say, you took to all these girly things remarkably quickly.”

The shock of what Aunt Vera had just said stole away my voice. I just curtsied and looked down, my face reddening. The thought of seeing my mother again dressed as a girl had not even crossed my mind.

“You can pack any of the clothes, makeup and underwear you want. I will drive you home and help you get settled in.” She cocked her head to one side as if she was waiting for me to faint. “Are there any questions?”

“No, Mrs McCarthy.”

“Johnson, the handyman, will be up to collect your luggage at 7 in the morning. You will follow him down to the car.”

“Yes, Mrs McCarthy.”

“Very good. Now, return to your room and start packing. The cases should already be there. You are dismissed.

Again, I curtsied and turned to leave. I could feel the tears welling up as I got in the lift. I hoped to God that no one else got on. When I got back to my room, I sat on the bed and bawled my eyes out. It was like my whole world had suddenly caved in. What was going to happen to me now? The thought of facing my mother filled me with dread.

I showered and changed into a sheer white nightie and peignoir set. In the corner of the room were three large suitcases. I was to take my girly clothes with me. And the lingerie and makeup, of course. I lay back and consoled myself by playing with my breasts gently, wishing that Sophie was here. I turned over and opened the bedside drawer to get one of Sophie’s ‘toys’.

They were all gone. Only a small slip of paper remained. I picked it up. There was a note on it.

I will find you. S.

My heart lifted, and then I burst into tears again.


Fourteen

As we drew up to mother’s detached cottage in the idyllic village of Chopham in the West Country, a sense of dread filled me. I wondered if she was still seeing that hulk of an idiot, Nathaniel and, if she was, how I was going to react when I saw him again, dressed as a pretty girl.

Without thinking, I pulled down the passenger sun visor and opened the mirror, adjusting my hair. Aunt Vera laughed gently: “Such a girly girl.”

She got out of the car and stretched. I took a deep breath and opened my door, stepping elegantly out onto the street I had left a few short weeks ago. How quickly things had changed. I was wearing a peach halter-neck dress with a flowing skirt and matching high heels. Of course, I was wearing expensive lingerie underneath. A silk teddy with gorgeous lace detailing around the breast area and lace top holdups. When I had put it on that morning and looked at myself in the mirror, I had been filled with joy.

Now, I felt self-conscious, nervous.

My mother appeared at the door an instant later, and the sight of her shocked me. It seemed she had turned into a Stepford Wife in my absence. Instead of the usual pant suit and blouse, she was dressed in a floaty summer dress with high heels. Her hair had been carefully coiffured, and she was wearing more makeup than I had ever seen before. While I was being irrevocably changed, so was she it seemed.

Unfortunately, leaning against the door jamb behind her was Nathaniel. He wore jeans and a t-shirt, his biceps bulging through the arm holes like escaping behemoths. He grinned maliciously, and I felt his eyes physically undress me right there in front of everyone.

My mother rushed forward, gushing. “Oh, my, don’t you look so pretty. Oh, Vera, she’s so beautiful. Let me look at you.” She made me do a twirl, and then she hugged me and kissed me on the cheek while Nathaniel waited in the doorway.

She ushered me towards the house. “Well, don’t be silly, give Nathaniel a kiss hello.”

He pushed away from the door and said, “Hello, Brittany,” grabbing me by the waist and kissing me full on the lips. He was much taller than I, and I felt drawn up by his strength. For a moment, we lingered together, girl and boy. Then he let me go and went to the back of the Range Rover to get my bags. His strength seemed to send something through me, and I blushed.

“Oh, you walk so well,” said Mother as we went into the hallway. “You’re so natural, I don’t believe it.” I forced a smile and tried to think of something to say. “We’ve redecorated your room. Come and see.” As I climbed the stairs, the dress swished against my smooth thighs. That natural wiggle of the hips was so much a part of me that it could never be anything else.

The room couldn’t have been more different. A few weeks ago, it had been a site of chaos, clothes all over the place, tea and beer stains on side cabinets, and curtains closed. My computer was gone, as was all semblance of who I had been. On the walls were pictures of fashion icons and film stars.

The moment I stepped inside, I felt as though I had wandered into someone else’s dream. The bedroom was so feminine, so delicate, so unapologetically pretty that it made my breath catch. Everything seemed soft, warm, and inviting in a way I had never quite experienced before. It felt like walking into the version of girlhood I used to imagine but never believed could be real.

The first thing my eyes landed on was the bed. It wasn’t just a bed. It was a statement of softness. A huge, plush thing with a tufted velvet headboard in pale blush pink. The velvet caught the light in gentle ripples, and I reached out instinctively to touch it. My fingers sank into the fabric like it was made of warm clouds. The duvet was just as extravagant, folded in perfect layers of satin and cotton, all in shades of cream and rose. Pillows were stacked near the headboard, some embroidered with tiny flowers, some in soft faux fur, some shimmering faintly like they had been dusted with gold.

The room glowed with the kind of light that made everything feel gentle. Lamps on the side tables were covered in lace-trimmed shades, and the bulbs inside gave off a warm, honeyed glow that softened all the edges. It made the whole space feel safe, almost ethereal.

Then my eyes were drawn to the vanity. I think my heart actually fluttered. It was the most beautiful piece of furniture I had ever seen: a curved, antique-style dressing table with a three-panel mirror and ornate little drawers. The surface was covered in carefully arranged makeup brushes, bottles of perfume with crystal tops, pastel lipsticks standing like tiny jewels, and trays holding earrings and delicate bracelets. Everything was neat, curated, and breathtakingly feminine. Even the chair looked like something from a fairy tale: cushioned in pale pink velvet, with carved legs painted in soft ivory.

A wardrobe stood to the side, tall and elegant, its doors panelled with mirrors. I could almost imagine the swish of satin and the rustle of tulle every time the doors opened.

The floor was covered with a thick, cream-coloured rug that felt like stepping into warm snow. My heels sank into it when I walked, and just for a moment I imagined myself barefoot, curling my toes into the soft pile. I could already picture how comforting that would feel at the end of a long night.

Little details were everywhere. A small vase of pink peonies on the windowsill. A silk throw draped over the foot of the bed. A delicate glass dish holding hairpins shaped like tiny flowers. Even the air smelled sweet, a mixture of vanilla and something floral, like stepping into a warm embrace.

I stood there, my fingers curling slightly against my dress, suddenly shy. The room felt like the idea of femininity made real. Softness. Beauty. Warmth. Everything I secretly wanted but had never allowed myself to imagine was meant for me.

Nathaniel broke the spell, pushing past to drop my suitcases on the carpet. I sat down on the bed, looking at the three of them: Mother, Aunt Vera and Nathaniel. I was numb. I was defeated. I was a girl now, and they had deemed that I remain that way forever and ever.

They filtered out of the room and left me there. I heard footsteps as they went downstairs and then some whispered voices. Finally, I heard the front door close. One set of footsteps came back up the stairs, and my mother suddenly appeared at the door. “Aunt Vera is heading back, and Nat is off to the pub with his friends.” She sat on the bed next to me. “I’m sorry if it’s a bit of a shock, my darling, but we always thought you were desperately unhappy as a boy. Vera tells me you seem to have thrived as a girl. I do hope so. I always wanted a daughter.”

When I didn’t reply, my mother got to her feet and opened the wardrobe. “Why don’t we get you unpacked. You’ll feel better then. I was going to buy you some things, but Aunt Vera said you had plenty of nice, pretty clothes.” She smiled like someone had turned a switch somewhere. “Let’s get this done, and then we can get ready for tonight.”

I looked up: “Tonight?”

“Yes, we’re having dinner with Mr Finch next door. Well, you are mostly. I’ll just make the introductions. You remember Mr Finch, Alan, I should say. He’s a very nice man. I’m sure you two will get on like a house on fire.”

I didn’t quite know what to say. Mr Finch, or Alan if you like, had moved into the house next door a couple of months before I became Brittany. He was tall, handsome and assured. It looked like he could click his fingers, and the world would fall at his feet.

“Yes, mother,” I said, a little bitterly. “How long have you been planning this?”

“Oh, Brittany, my dear. It was your aunt’s idea originally, and to be honest, I wasn’t too fond of it. Then Alan turned up and…” she shrugged. “Well, I thought, why not. You seem to be going nowhere.”

“And where does ‘Alan’ fit into all of this?”

Mother smiled sweetly like the Stepford Wife she had become: “Oh, he’s going to marry you.” My mouth dropped open. “I’ve bought you a dress for the evening. Alan helped me choose it.” She pulled out a hanger from the mostly empty wardrobe. It was a scrumptious, feminine dress with a pure silk top in pink and a flowing taffeta skirt.

When I saw it, I could almost feel it caressing me as I walked down the stairs to my fate.


Fifteen

I stood under the shower for far longer than I needed to. The water was hot, almost too hot, beating down on my shoulders in tight little pulses that matched my heartbeat. I kept telling myself to calm down, to breathe, to stop imagining every possible way this date could go wrong. I was in another dream and there was no escape. I just had to get through it.

But the more I tried to settle, the more jittery I became. Mr Finch, elegant, self-possessed, effortlessly successful, had invited me for dinner. What plan was now being put in place? Marriage? He didn’t even know me.

I let the water run over my face and tried to let the steam wrap around me like a cocoon. When I finally turned the taps off, the sudden quiet made the house feel too big and too still. I stepped out onto the bathmat, towelled myself dry, and padded nervously down the landing to my bedroom.

When I opened the door, my breath caught.

Laid out on the bed, perfectly arranged like a magazine spread, were the foundations of the evening: a set of pale-pink lingerie trimmed with delicate lace, a matching suspender belt, sheer nude stockings, and a soft satin robe the colour of rose petals.

“Good timing,” she said making me jump. She laughed softly. “Darling, I’ve done this before. Come on, sit at the vanity.”

I wrapped the robe around myself, savouring the way the satin slid over my skin, and took my seat. Mother stood behind me with a strange, focused look as if she were about to paint a portrait rather than helping her nervous new daughter get ready for a date.

She started with my foundation, smoothing it in gentle circles, humming under her breath. Then came the light pink blush, the soft smoky eye, the subtle highlight on my cupid’s bow. I watched myself transform once again.

“Hair next,” she murmured. She brushed it out slowly, arranging it over my shoulders in loose, romantic waves. When she pinned back one side, exposing my neck, she smiled in the mirror. “There. Perfect.”

My stomach fluttered.

Then came the moment I’d been half longing for and half dreading. The dress. With girlish movements, I put on the underwear and stockings while my mother watched, a look of admiration on her face.

The dress hung from my wardrobe door, and when I stood up to slip into it, the room felt suddenly reverent, as though everything had gone quiet in anticipation. The gown was breathtaking. The neckline draped gently across my collarbones, leaving my shoulders bare and feminine. Below the fitted waist, layers of chiffon cascaded down in airy, flowing skirts that swished at the slightest movement, each layer catching the light with a soft, dreamy shimmer. It was obviously expensive.

Mother helped me step into it, guiding the bodice up my torso with practised, gentle hands. The satin felt cool at first, then warmed instantly against my skin. She zipped me in slowly, making sure the fabric sat perfectly, smoothing the bodice until it hugged me in all the right places.

When I finally turned to the mirror, my throat tightened. The gown didn’t just fit, it transformed me. The chiffon skirts floated around my legs like pink mist, whispering with every breath I took. The off-the-shoulder neckline framed me in a way that felt at once elegant and impossibly intimate.

“Shoes?” Mother said softly.

On the floor beside the bed sat the final touch: pink high heels, shiny and slender, with a heel that would make me walk with that graceful little sway I always tried to hide but secretly adored. I slipped my feet into them, feeling myself lengthen, lift, become something poised and deliberate.

When I stood, dressed fully at last, Mother placed her hands on my shoulders and looked at me with quiet pride. “Brittany,” she said, “you are going to take his breath away.”

And for the first time all afternoon, I believed it.

Mother insisted on walking me next door, though I suspected she was enjoying this far too much to pretend it was merely maternal responsibility. The evening air was cool against my bare shoulders, the chiffon skirts brushing softly against my legs with each carefully balanced step in my pink heels.

Mr Finch’s cottage looked even grander up close. Tall windows framed by immaculate stonework, a dark oak door polished to a gleam, and gardens so perfectly maintained they might have been arranged with tweezers rather than gardening tools. It was elegant without being ostentatious. As we reached the doorstep, the door opened before Mother could even knock.

There he was.

David Finch. Tall, handsome and devastatingly polished in an expensive charcoal suit that fit him like it had been tailored to his very bones. His tie was subtle, his cufflinks unmistakably costly, and his smile warm but measured, the smile of someone accustomed to being in control of a room before he even entered it.

“Good evening,” he said, his eyes settling on me. They widened just the slightest fraction, enough to make my stomach perform a nervous little flip. “You must be Brittany.”

Mother beamed. “Doesn’t she look lovely, David?”

His gaze travelled respectfully over my gown, the satin bodice, the chiffon cascading around me. “She looks exquisite.”

My cheeks burned.

There was a moment before Mother clasped her hands, murmured a polite goodbye, and left me standing in the doorway with him. I stood awkwardly as he stared at me. “Come in,” David said, his voice low and sure.

I followed him inside, heels tapping lightly against the polished wooden floors. The interior was even more impressive than the outside: soft lighting, rich colours, and art that clearly cost more than my mother's entire house. Framed oils, sculptures on plinths, antique pieces that whispered of old money and impeccable taste.

He led me through to a dining room overlooking an expansive back garden. The sort of lawn that remained flawlessly green no matter the season. Beyond it, warm light spilt from a distant kitchen where the faint sound of cooking drifted through the house, sizzling, clinking, the subtle hum of activity. Of course, David Finch was the sort of man who would have a chef and someone to serve his meals.

“Please, sit,” he said, pulling out a chair for me at the elegantly set table. The tablecloth was crisp white linen, the silverware gleaming. Candles already flickered, bathing the room in a flattering golden glow.

As soon as I settled, he poured me a glass of sparkling wine, something pale and delicate, bubbling softly like tiny bells. “To a beautiful evening,” he said, raising his own glass.

I felt shy and fluttery but managed a smile as we clinked glasses. Again, that strange feeling of wanting, of needing to be touched by a masculine hand grew up in me.

“I have to say,” he began, taking his seat across from me, “you look absolutely stunning tonight. The gown suits you perfectly.”

The compliment washed over me like warmth. “Thank you… I was nervous.”

“No need,” he said, his tone calming, confident without being overbearing. “You carry yourself beautifully. Mrs McCarthy…well…she’s a magician.”

He took the lead effortlessly as the evening unfolded. He told me about his work in finance, though he spoke without bragging, more as though explaining a world he navigated with ease. His voice was smooth, precise, and every now and then softened with humour that caught me unexpectedly.

Courses arrived one by one: delicate amuse-bouches, perfectly seasoned seafood, melt-in-the-mouth beef served with sauces so rich I wanted to lick the plate. Every dish was a small revelation. It was the best food I’d tasted in years, each bite a reminder that I had stepped into a completely different world.

He seemed pleased by my reactions, watching with a quiet smile as I tried not to appear too dazzled.

“You enjoy good food,” he observed.

“I… think I’ve just never had anything quite like this,” I admitted, slightly embarrassed.

“There’s plenty more where this came from,” he said, eyes lingering on mine before he took another slow sip of wine.

The drinks loosened me bit by bit. The initial trembling nerves faded into a soft, warm relaxation. My shoulders lowered, my laughter came more easily, and I found myself leaning in a little closer as he spoke.

He was charming. Not in a showy way, but in a steady, grounded way that made me feel seen. He asked thoughtful questions, listened attentively, and every so often his gaze would drift to my neckline or the soft fall of my gown, only to return to my face with gentlemanly restraint. By the time the third course arrived, I no longer felt like a prisoner in chiffon.

I felt like Brittany.

After the last plates were cleared away, David rose smoothly from his chair. “Would you like to sit outside for a while? The evening’s quite pleasant.”

I nodded, grateful for a moment of fresh air. He offered his hand, helping me stand in my heels, and then guided me through a set of French doors opening onto the back garden.

The night was cool, but not cold, the kind of crisp air that kissed the skin lightly without biting. The garden stretched out, beautifully lit with small pathway lanterns and soft uplighting beneath the trees. The chiffon skirts of my gown stirred gently in the breeze, whispering around my ankles as we walked.

A small wrought-iron table stood beneath a pergola covered in climbing roses. Someone had already set two delicate porcelain cups upon it, steam gently unfurling from each.

David gestured for me to sit. “Coffee for a little warmth,” he said with a faint smile.

The first sip filled me instantly with comfort. I folded my hands around the cup, letting the warmth seep into my fingers. My long nails glistened in the evening light.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Brittany?” he asked, leaning back in his chair, one ankle casually crossed over the other.

“Yes,” I admitted, feeling a soft flush rise in my cheeks. “More than I expected. You’ve been incredibly kind.”

He studied me for a moment, eyes thoughtful but gentle. “It’s easy to be kind to someone worth knowing.”

That made something flutter in my chest. I looked down into my cup, unsure of how to respond. Compliments from him felt richer than the wine had and far more intoxicating.

We spoke for a while longer, about little things this time favourite films, childhood memories, places we hoped to travel. The conversation drifted easily, like a slow current carrying us both without effort. Now and then, he chuckled softly, and the sound warmed me more than the coffee. Then, as the silence settled into something comfortable, he reached into his jacket pocket.

“Brittany,” he said, his voice measured, calm but threaded with something deeper. “There’s something I’d like to give you.”

He drew out a small velvet box. Dark green, elegant, unmistakably expensive. My breath caught.

He didn’t open it right away. Instead, he set his coffee cup down, shifted a little closer across the table, and gave me a look I couldn’t quite read. Not fear, not hesitation, but something contemplative and sincere. “I know we’re only beginning to understand each other,” he said quietly, “but sometimes one recognises significance early.”

Then, slowly, he opened the box. A ring gleamed inside. It was beautifully crafted, with a delicate band and a small, shimmering stone that caught the garden lanterns like captured moonlight. My lips parted, but no sound came out. I could hardly blink. David held the open box toward me and waited.

I could feel the emotion welling up inside me. He smiled. “You’ve become such a beautiful young lady, it’s a shame to let all that go to waste. You’re mother and I, and Mrs McCarthy, have decided that marriage is the best option.”

He took out the ring and slipped it onto my finger. It fit perfectly. Then he leaned forward, lifting my chin gently and kissed me on the lips. Without realising it, my lips parted slightly, and my shoulders relaxed.

He withdrew with a smile. “You’ll not want for anything.”

“How…how long…”

“A few months. Since I first set eyes on you.” He took my hand, and we stood. His other arm gently circled my waist and pulled me close. “I know you prefer being a girl. I’ve followed your transformation closely. A little resistance at first, but then you realised it was who you were meant to be.”

I found myself melting into his arms, my arms around his neck as he kissed me again, this time more passionately.

When he pulled away again, he said, “I have to go away for the next two weeks. But we are due to be married when I return. Mrs McCarthy is handling the details. You will be the perfect wife for me, Brittany.”

And then he kissed me again. Whether it was the drink or the surroundings or even the dress, I felt myself aroused by his touch and wanted more.

I kissed him, our tongues meeting passionately. Then he pulled away again: “You’re a naughty girl,” he smiled. “I am, however, a traditionalist and nothing more will happen between us until after our wedding day.”

That night, while lying in bed wearing a sheer white nightdress, I couldn’t get David out of my mind. It was like I had been infected by a virus. Part of me wondered who was going to save me now. The other part, really didn’t mind.


Sixteen

The weeks leading up to the wedding seemed to blur into one long breathless countdown. An appointment had already been booked for me to try on wedding dresses the next day, and as I stepped out of the car in front of Maison de Lys Bridal Couture, my heart fluttered so hard I thought it might shake the chiffon of the blouse I wore.

Mother seemed to be so ecstatic all the time that it was hard to keep her calm. She had burst into tears when I showed her the ring that David had given me.

The shop itself was intimidatingly beautiful. Frosted glass, soft gold lettering, tall windows displaying gowns that looked more like dreams than clothes. Mother squeezed my arm.

“Ready, sweetheart?”

“Not at all,” I whispered. “But… yes.”

Inside, the air smelled faintly of jasmine and new silk. Rows of gowns hung in soft-lit alcoves, each one gently glowing as though enchanted. A consultant approached us, tall, elegant, with a warm smile and a tape measure draped around her neck.

“You must be Brittany. And this must be Mother. Welcome. We have your appointment ready. Come with me. I’ve curated a selection based on your notes, but we can explore absolutely anything.”

Notes? I suspected the hand of Aunt Vera in this. My stomach tightened. Wedding dresses. My wedding dress.

I followed them into a private fitting suite, a soft, plush chamber with a mirrored platform, velvet seating, and rails already filled with gowns in shades from crisp white to soft rose.

Mother gasped. “Oh, Brittany… look at them.”

The consultant lifted a gown made of shimmering satin, with a full ballgown skirt and a bodice embroidered with tiny pearls. When I stepped into it, and she fastened the back, the skirt exploded around me in volume — layers upon layers of satin and tulle that made me feel instantly, overwhelmingly bridal.

Mother’s hands flew to her mouth.

“Oh! Oh, you look like you’ve stepped out of a fairytale.”

I turned slowly in front of the mirror, watching the skirt ripple like liquid moonlight.

“It’s beautiful,” I breathed, “but I feel like I’m drowning in fabric.” Was I being critical now? How girly that was.

Mother laughed. “Yes, maybe a teeny bit much.”

The next gown was all fluid lines: silk crepe that clung softly to my curves, a cowl neckline, and a back that dipped daringly low. When I walked out wearing it, Mother’s eyebrows shot up. “Goodness. That is very grown-up.”

I couldn’t deny I felt confident, elegant, almost statuesque, but again, it wasn’t quite me. Too severe. Too modern. I was an ultra-feminine girl now.

The consultant nodded knowingly. “Let’s find the one that makes you stop breathing for a moment. That’s how you know.”

The next gown was exquisite. Ivory lace, fitted through the bodice, with delicate floral appliqué trailing down into a soft A-line skirt. The sleeves were sheer, lace-edged, and fell off my shoulders in a romantic drape. When the zipper closed, I felt something shift inside me. I stepped onto the platform, and Mother actually teared up.

“Oh, Brittany… darling, you look like yourself. This is you.”

I looked into the mirror — the lace embracing me like a whisper, the skirt floating with every breath, the off-the-shoulder sleeves giving me that exposed-but-safe feeling I always adored.

“I… I really love this one,” I said, voice shaking.

But the consultant, ever gentle, shook her head.

“You love it. But it’s not the dress. Not yet. I think you’ve been waiting for something a little more… magical.”

She brought the next dress out with both hands, reverently, as though handling something sacred.

Soft blush-white. Layers of airy tulle. A bodice covered in hand-stitched floral appliqué that shimmered softly with tiny crystal beads. The neckline dipped gracefully, but not too low, and the skirt fell in soft romantic waves that seemed to float rather than hang.

I stepped into it, feeling the cool whisper of the tulle against my legs. The bodice settled against me like it already knew my shape. When she fastened the back, something in me went still.

I walked out, and Mother didn’t gasp this time. She simply pressed her hand over her heart.

“Oh sweetheart,” she whispered. “That’s the dress you’ll marry him in.”

I turned to the mirror.

And there she was.

Me, but also the bride. A soft, elegant woman stepping fully into the world, whole. The blush tone warmed my skin. The skirt moved like a sigh. Every detail felt like a promise. I was a girl now. As Aunt Vera said: I had always been a girl. How pretty I looked. How could any man resist? I felt my eyes dampen.

“Mother…” I whispered, unable to finish the sentence. She hugged me from behind, careful not to crush the delicate tulle.

“It’s perfect,” she murmured. “Absolutely perfect.”

The consultant smiled, her eyes warm and knowing. “Shall we say yes to the dress?”

I nodded, tears slipping freely now.

“Yes,” I whispered. “This is the one.”

I had woken that morning again, dreaming of David, his strong arms around me, his lips pressed to mine. I spent several delicious minutes playing with my nipples, pretending it was him touching me. It was as if that switch could not be turned off, and I was now completely and utterly a girl in every way.

The moment we stepped out of Maison de Lys, everything felt lighter, maybe because I’d just said yes to the dress I would marry David in, or maybe because the afternoon sun had burned away any lingering nerves.

I’d changed back into the outfit I’d worn that morning: a floral summer dress with a sweetheart neckline and thin straps, the fabric soft and floaty, brushing mid-thigh when I walked. We decided to walk into town for lunch, my dress catching the breeze and my sandals tapping lightly along the pavement.

It didn’t take long to notice. Eyes. Not just glances. Looks. Men at café tables paused mid-conversation. A pair of builders leaning against their van tracked my walk with open interest. Even an older gentleman on a bench let his gaze linger far too long before pretending to check his watch.

Mother laughed softly, not unkindly. “Darling, that’s what happens when you’re a pretty girl in a pretty dress.”

I glanced around again. The looks hadn’t stopped. Some were appreciative, some admiring, but a few had that unmistakable hungry edge, the kind that made me feel both flattered and flustered all at once.

“You don’t have to like all of it,” Mother added, looping her arm through mine as we walked. “But you will have to get used to the attention. Women deal with this every day — some good, some annoying, some downright uncomfortable. And you, sweetheart, are beautiful. They’re going to notice.”

We crossed the small square toward a little bistro with outdoor seating. A young waiter nearly tripped over a chair trying to greet us, his face turning the colour of beetroot when his eyes met mine. Mother smirked the moment he walked away.

“Oh stop,” I whispered, laughing despite myself.

“I’m not doing anything,” she said, still smiling. “You’re the one causing accidents simply by existing.”

I sank into my seat, smoothing my dress over my thighs, suddenly very aware of the neckline, the soft floral fabric, the bare skin of my shoulders. The feeling wasn’t unpleasant. Of course, it wasn’t. A heightened awareness of being seen, marked, and considered.

“You have a natural softness. Men respond to that.” Mother reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “You’re stepping fully into who you are, Brittany. The world can see it.”

As we ate, salads for both of us, though I could barely focus on mine, the stares came and went. Some were shy, some bold, some quickly averted when I caught them. I realised, gradually, that Mother wasn’t just teasing. She was preparing me. Teaching me something quietly profound:

This is part of the life I was walking into.

Part of being seen as a woman.

Part of being seen as beautiful.

And for the first time, instead of shrinking from the attention, I sat a little straighter, let the breeze lift my hair, and allowed myself to feel just a touch proud.


Seventeen

With two weeks to go until the wedding, one thing I had not counted on was how I was going to cope with not having anyone touch me. I realised that Sophie had helped in controlling my growing feminine urges.

Ever since I had been changed into a girl, I had struggled with these. My nipples would suddenly harden, and my stomach would squirm, and I would feel every inch of my skin as if it needed to be scratched.

What I didn’t know was that there were already plans in place to help me cope with this. Three days after returning home, my mother casually explained it over breakfast. “I know you have ‘urges’, darling. Your Aunt Vera and Mr Finch have tasked Nathaniel with helping you cope.”

My mouth dropped open, and my eyes widened. Up until that moment, Mother and I had been getting on quite well. I had settled into being her daughter and had even confided in her a few things.

“I don’t think so,” I said a little hoarsely.

She smiled as if I had said something stupid. “Nat has strict instructions on what he can and cannot do.”

I blushed: “Mother!”

“He really is very gentle, for a man of his size.” She laughed when she saw the look on my face.

The trouble was that my newfound girly sexuality was not something that ebbed and flowed that much. It seemed to rise and become increasingly difficult to manage. By the fourth day, I was in a state of agitation. I woke that morning from a dream of my wedding day, with David taking me back to his hotel room. I stood staring in the mirror as he gently unzipped my dress and let it fall to the floor. The caress of his hands on my breasts made me gasp with pleasure. When I opened my eyes in the morning, I was playing with my titties through the sheer material of the nightdress.

When I showered, I allowed myself to stroke my smooth body and gently moaned with pleasure. But it wasn’t enough. It was never going to be enough. That morning, Mother said she was going to stay overnight at a friend's who was celebrating some anniversary. She said that Nathaniel was not going with her and asked if I would cook for him in the evening.

The thought of preparing a meal for Mr Misogyny didn’t fill me with joy, of course. I had been learning to cook under Mother’s direction and found that I had a natural ability and could easily follow a recipe.

So it was, I stood in the kitchen stirring the gravy, doing my best not to think too much about the evening ahead. Mother had left a few hours ago, excited and glowing at going to a party with friends, leaving me with the job of cooking dinner for Nathaniel. The small joint was already in the oven, filling the kitchen with warm garlic and thyme, but even that comforting scent couldn’t calm the tight little knot in my stomach.

Nathaniel was a bull of a man, all grunts and broad shoulders and absolutely no refinement. A builder through and through, which would have been fine if he hadn’t acted as if every room belonged to him simply because he was the biggest presence in it. To be honest, he simply intimidated me.

I’d just started setting the table when the front door crashed open. Not opened. Crashed. Nathaniel’s trademark entrance. Heavy boots thumped down the hallway, followed by his usual loud exhale, like the world had personally conspired to ruin his day. He kicked off his boots, and I heard them tumble across the parquet floor in the hallway.

I kept my eyes on the cutlery as I set out the table, silently praying he might walk past the kitchen without noticing me. No such luck.

He appeared in the doorway, filling it, dusted with plaster and smelling faintly of sweat and sawdust. His neon work jacket hung open, and he sniffed the air like a dog.

“Well,” he grunted, dropping his tool bag straight onto the wooden floor, “at least it smells like you can cook.”

“Hello to you too,” I muttered a little shakily. Being alone with him, without Mother, suddenly made me feel vulnerable.

He either didn’t hear it or chose not to. Probably the latter. He walked straight past me, opened the fridge, and grabbed a beer without so much as a nod in my direction.

“Your Mother said you’d be doing dinner,” he said, inspecting the casserole in the oven with a doubtful expression. I was wearing a floral silk dress with a short, flared skirt. He eyed me up and down and grinned. “Didn’t think you had it in you.”

I folded my arms because my nipples had decided to harden. “Why is that, Nathaniel?”

He snapped the ring on the can and took a swig of beer, then waved the bottle vaguely at me. “You know. You don’t seem the... domestic sort.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Domestic sort. Right. And what exactly is that meant to mean?”

He smirked. “Just saying, girls like you mostly have other things on their mind.” I couldn’t stop blushing and turned to busy myself at the stove.

“Us girls are all terrible disappointments, I suppose. I thought you liked women who were a little more subservient.” I immediately regretted talking to him that way, as if I had jumped over a line and wouldn’t be able to get back.

He stared at me for a moment, clearly deciding whether to be offended. “Feisty today, aren’t we?”

“I’ve had a long day.”

He snorted. “Doing what? Painting your nails?”

My hands tightened around the edge of the counter. “If I had, they’d still look better than anything you’ve ever touched.” A voice in my head said that goading Nathaniel was a very bad idea.

He gave a low, disbelieving laugh. “You know, you’d be a lot easier to live with if you learned when to keep quiet…like a good girl.” He took another swig of beer and turned. “I’m going to take a shower.”

“And you’d be a lot easier to stomach if you learned manners,” I muttered as he disappeared up the stairs.

When he returned, he was wearing jeans and a tight t-shirt that showed of his muscles. The sight of them sent my stomach into a squirm, and I was genuinely flustered for a moment. He noticed but seemed to like the effect he had on me.

Nathaniel sat down heavily, chair groaning under the weight of him as I put down the plates. “Get me a beer, will you, Brittany?” he said. I dutifully complied, pouring the beer into a glass and setting it down next to his plate. I took the seat opposite, every inch of the table feeling like disputed territory.

We started eating in silence, frosty, brittle silence. He kept looking up from his plate at my cleavage, and embarrassingly, that made my nipples perk up and press the silk material of my bra.

Finally, he cleared his throat. “Not bad,” he said, nodding at the food. “Didn’t expect it.”

“Well,” I said, folding my napkin, “I like to exceed your extremely low expectations where possible.”

He gave me a look. “One of these days, Brittany, that mouth of yours is going to get you in trouble.”

“Maybe,” I replied, meeting his stare without flinching, “but it won’t be tonight.”

He grinned. “Are you wearing your pretty stockings for me, young lady?” I had finished my plate and got up to take it to the sink. Before I could pass him, he grabbed my waist and pressed a hand against my stocking top. “Yes, you are.” It brought back memories of the hotel and lunchtime serving in my pretty maid’s uniform. My breasts, the nipples jutting out, were almost in front of his face. “Such a pretty thing,” he growled and let me go. I was almost breathless by the time I reached the sink. Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to goad him.

He finished his meal and told me to bring him another beer in the lounge, even though the fridge was behind him. He got up and disappeared, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I made a point of washing the dishes before taking his beer in. He was sitting on the plush leather sofa, his legs apart. I handed him the beer and turned to go.

“You’ve got such a sexy little wiggle, so feminine,” he said. I turned and forced a smile. He patted his right thigh and said: “Come and sit down, for a moment.” My eyes widened. I could see quite a substantial bulge in his jeans and felt my cheeks grow hot. “Don’t make me come and get you, girl.”

I couldn’t refuse. There was a switch inside me, the perfect subservient girl, and he had somehow just turned it on. I went back to him and sat on his knee, brushing the hair away from my eyes and placing a supporting hand on his muscular shoulder. He put a hand on my knee as I stared straight ahead. “Part your legs a little, girl.”

I did so, and his rough hand slipped under my skirt and over my stockinged thighs, lingering near the lace stop and then slipping gently in between my legs until his hot flesh pressed against my panties. I couldn’t help but shiver. “There, isn’t that better?” he said. His free hand came up and gently pressed my right breast, stroking against the hard nipple. “Look at me.”

His face was partly in shadow and handsome in a rugged, stone-jawed kind of way. His lips were full, and I could smell his strong cologne. He had less sophistication than David. But suddenly I saw something different in him. “Now, kiss me,” he instructed with a low growl. I bent forward and gently pressed my lips to his. Automatically, my free hand came up and cupped his bull neck. His rough hand pressed harder against my panties, and I let out a squeal of pleasure. “Good, girl,” he said. “Now, stand up in front of me.” I groaned softly and did as he told me. “Let’s see what you’re wearing under that pretty dress. Why don’t you do a little strip for me?”

As I had done for Sophie before, I began to sway my hips and seductively dance, my hands roaming over my girly body and through my hair. I smiled and licked my lips as I pulled my skirt up to show a hint of stocking top. He looked at me appreciatively and watched closely as I slipped the top of the dress down over my shoulders to my waist, turning and bending as I pulled it over my pantied behind and down over my stockings. I stepped out of the dress and stood before him, close, my legs parted. I felt his rough hands on my stockings, sliding up and down, and the sensation sent a thrill of pleasure through me.

Nathaniel pulled me to him, and I straddled his thighs. He gently pulled down my bra straps, and my breasts fell free into the cool air, the nipples large and intensely sensitive. Our mouths met, and his hot tongue pushed my lips apart as his hands cupped my buttocks. He turned me effortlessly onto my back, spreading my legs as he forced his tongue deeper into my mouth. I groaned with delight and reached down to feel his hard cock confined in his jeans. Almost achingly, I pulled down the zip and let it free. His hot, large cock settled in my hands as he sucked on my nipples, sending waves of ecstasy through my body. I stroked his cock passionately as he finally reached into my panties and pressed a finger against my pussy, gently pushing it in as my back arched and I gasped again. His cruel eyes stared down at me as he moved his thick finger back and forth, and I almost immediately orgasmed, every cell in my body seeming to explode all at once. He saw the expression on my face and suddenly came, spurting his hot seed over my stomach and breasts.

Without thinking, I rubbed his cum into my flesh and shuddered again as a second, gentler orgasm rocked through me. I opened my eyes to see that he was smiling. It was a cruel expression as if he had taken something from me, gained some power.

Which he had, of course.

In the days before the wedding, Nathaniel would regularly ‘ease my frustration’, and I would even begin to look forward to our little sessions. I also, naturally, became more subservient, following his instructions without question and always with a smile on my face. Three days before the wedding, he stopped, even though I wanted him to touch me.

“You need to be primed and ready for your big day, my girl,” he said.


Eighteen

The morning light poured through the tall windows of the hotel suite, soft and golden, warming the silk rug beneath my bare feet. The room was impossibly opulent, like something plucked from a dream with high ceilings painted with pale cherubs, gilt-edged mirrors leaning against the walls, and a chandelier dripping with crystals that scattered rainbows over everything they touched. This was a hotel favoured by the rich and shameless, whose ranks I was about to join.

But all of this paled next to the wedding dress.

It hung from an ornate hook on the far wall, displayed almost reverently, its layers of ivory tulle and lace glowing in the sunlight.

It looked impossibly delicate, impossibly perfect, like a beautiful omen waiting for me to step into it and seal my fate. Every time I looked at it, my heart fluttered so hard I thought it might bruise my ribs.

I stood in front of one of the mirrors in nothing but my wedding lingerie, trying to stop my hands from trembling. The corset, soft ivory satin embroidered with tiny pearls, hugged my waist so tightly I almost didn’t recognise the shape it carved out of me. Matching lace panties sat high on my hips, their edges scalloped and feminine, and the sheer stockings clung to my legs with the help of satin garters that made me feel both elegant and suddenly, terrifyingly me as I was meant to be.

A knock at the door broke my trance.

My mother swept in first, cheeks flushed with worry and excitement, her hair pinned up but already loosening in little wisps. “Oh, darling, you look divine,” she breathed, then immediately fussed with one of the corset ribbons. “This bow isn’t even. Hold still, oh heavens, my hands are shaking.”

Behind her, Aunt Vera entered like a general inspecting the troops. She was her usual calm, upright, immaculate self, dressed in a deep navy suit. She clapped her hands once. “Right. Let’s have a proper look at the bride to be.”

I turned toward them, feeling suddenly shy under their scrutiny. Mother pressed a hand to her chest. “She looks like something out of a magazine. Doesn’t she look like something out of a magazine, Vera?”

Aunt Vera stepped closer, adjusting my posture with a gentle but firm tap on the shoulder. “Magazines wish they had her. Now tilt your chin up, dear. Graceful, not timid.” She ummed and ahhed for a moment. “Time to get started with your makeup, Brittany. Put on that robe and sit in front of the vanity mirror.”

My heart twisted again. There was excitement, fear, and disbelief that this day was really happening. That in just a short time, I would walk down an aisle toward David Finch, toward the life waiting for me. A man I hardly knew. And what’s more, I was doing it willingly. It had been three days since I had been subject to Nathaniels' ministrations, and I could feel every part of my body almost humming with anticipation.

Mother put her hands on my shoulders, and we both stared into the mirror. “We’ll go slowly, sweetheart. Just breathe. You’re doing beautifully.”

Aunt Vera nodded approvingly. “Shoulders back. And stop fiddling with your garter, it’s meant to sit high. Trust me.”

I froze, my fingers mid-adjustment. “I wasn’t fiddling.”

“You always fiddle,” she said. “Nerves make your hands rebellious.”

Mother laughed gently. “She’s right, love.”

The smell of powders and perfumes mixed in the air as they set to work. Mother hovered just behind me, twisting a handkerchief between her fingers, her expression a mixture of pride and nerves, while Aunt Vera got to work. “She already looks so beautiful,” she murmured, as though she couldn’t really believe it.

Aunt Vera ignored that, leaning in with the calm confidence of a woman who had overseen more weddings than the hotel staff combined. She examined my face closely, tilting my chin a fraction left, then right. Her toolkit unfurled like an artist’s palette. There were brushes in every size, powders, creams, and tiny pots of shimmering colour. She began with the foundation, sweeping it lightly across my skin in soft, circular motions and, wanting to say something, I asked her how she had become so good at makeup.

“You’re not my first rodeo,” she muttered. She saw the shocked expression on my face. “Oh come, now, Brittany. Hadn’t you figured that out?”

“Sophie said…”

“Sssh about Sophie,” she said a little more sternly.

Mother clasped her hands beneath her chin. “Vera, I must say, you’re making her glow.”

“I’m revealing what was already there,” Aunt Vera replied without looking up. “Now hush both of you. I need to concentrate.”

I tried to hold my breath as she moved on to contouring, adding the faintest warmth beneath my cheekbones. Her fingers were steady, precise, as if she were sculpting rather than painting. Then came the blush. It was a delicate rose, barely there, but enough to make me look somehow more alive.

“You’re trembling, sweetheart,” Mother whispered gently. “Take a breath.”

“I’m trying,” I whispered back.

Next came the eyes, a sweep of eyeliner and shadow that proved to be magical in Aunt Vera’s excellent hands.

I watched the change in the mirror. The way she seemed to make my eyes larger, softer, yet more defined. She added a faint shimmering champagne shade to my lids, then deepened the outer corners with a gentle brush of taupe.

Mother stepped closer, breath catching. “Oh Brittany… you look like…”

“A bride,” Aunt Vera finished for her, applying mascara with swift, confident strokes. “Now lips.”

She chose a soft pink gloss, turning my face slightly toward the light before dabbing it on. The colour made my mouth look full and delicate, almost porcelain.

I blinked at my reflection. The young woman in the mirror looked radiant and touched by a special kind of magic. My chest tightened with emotion.

Aunt Vera rested a hand beneath my chin, lifting it slightly. She took out her phone and stepped back, pointing it at me. “There. Hold that. That is the face of a woman ready for marriage.” I heard the camera shutter click and looked down demurely. She looked at her watch. Your mother and I will be back in a while to help you into the dress. The bridesmaids will be up with a drink for you to stiffen your resolve shortly. Try to relax, in the meantime.”

My pulse hammered like a drum. This was it. The moment I stepped fully into my new life. I rose slowly, my stockings whispering against each other, the corset holding me tall. The dress was waiting for me like a promise.

There was a knock at the door. Two girls appeared, carrying a bucket of champagne and some glasses. They smiled and giggled as I recognised them as two of the girls from Aunt Vera’s hotel. They wore similar pink, elegant bridesmaids' dresses to those Sophie and I had worn just a few weeks ago.

The girl called Lila popped the cork on the champagne and poured three glasses. It was cold, and bubbles tickled my mouth, refreshing me in an instant. “You look absolutely fabulous, darling,” she gushed. “How do you feel?”

Nessa was staring at the dress with a look of awe. She looked back at me with a tear in her eye. “You’re so lucky,” she said. We drank our champagne and talked like excited girls until Aunt Vera and Mother reappeared.

Aunt Vera clapped her hands: “It’s time for the dress, ladies.”

My legs felt unsteady as I stepped toward the dress, the satin of my garter straps brushing softly against my thighs. Each step made the corset shift slightly, reminding me of the feminine posture it demanded. I paused before the gown, staring at it as though it were some enchanted creature I needed to approach carefully.

Mother’s voice came gently behind me. “Take your time, darling.”

“All right,” Aunt Vera said, lifting the gown. “Step in. Slowly.”

Lila and Nessa each knelt on one side, lifting the skirt. Their hands were warm as they steadied me, guiding my legs through the cloud of fabric.

The first touch of the dress against my skin was a shock of emotional electricity. The underskirt brushed my calves like whispers, and as I eased deeper into it, the bodice rose to meet me, structured and elegant, ready to hold me in place.

“Now the arms,” Nessa said softly.

I obeyed, feeling strangely childlike and queenly all at once, as they allowed the bodice to wrap around me. The satin-lined interior slid across my shoulders, snug but comforting. I could feel every seam, every bit of boning, guiding my body into a shape that felt impossibly feminine.

Aunt Vera stepped behind me to fasten the long row of pearl buttons. Each click of a button sliding into place felt transformative. Mother watched with both hands pressed over her mouth, her eyes bright with emotion.

“Breathe normally,” Aunt Vera instructed, although she softened the words more than usual. “The dress is meant to hold you.”

Hold me. Yes, that was exactly what it felt like. The weight of the skirt settled around my hips, heavy but reassuring, as though anchoring me to this moment.

Lila stepped back first. “Oh… Brittany.”

Nessa exhaled sharply. “You’re radiant.”

Mother finally let a tear fall. “My beautiful daughter.”

I turned toward the nearest mirror, and my breath caught. The gown transformed me into someone ethereal. The sweetheart neckline framed my collarbone with an almost tender softness. The appliqué flowers climbing up the bodice shimmered in the light of the room. The skirt fell in layers of tulle and lace that drifted and floated as I moved, light as mist but regal in its fullness.

Aunt Vera wasn’t finished. She lifted the veil from its box. It was a long, cathedral-length piece edged in delicate lace. She unfolded it with reverence.

“Head forward,” she instructed.

The girls helped steady me as Aunt Vera positioned the comb into my hair. When she let the veil fall, it drifted around me like falling snow, settling over my face in the softest blur.

The world changed instantly, as though I were seeing it now through a dream. Only the glimmer of the chandelier lights and the outlines of the women around me reached through the veil in hazy gold.

Nessa nodded, eyes wide. “She looks like she stepped out of a painting.”

Mother stepped closer, lifting the veil slightly with her fingertips before letting it fall again. “Brittany, my darling. I have never seen you look so beautiful. So completely yourself.”

I swallowed, feeling the weight of the ensemble. There was something else, however. A feeling that this was truly me. As though the woman in the mirror had been waiting for this day far longer than I had ever realised.

Aunt Vera placed her hands on my shoulders and whispered. “You’re ready.”


Nineteen

Lila’s fingers trembled slightly as she adjusted the fall of my veil, and Nessa kept smoothing the satin of my skirt even though it lay perfectly still.

The three of us stood just inside the colonnade at the edge of the hotel’s enormous garden, waiting for the music to begin. I could see the guests from where I stood, a sea of unfamiliar faces arranged in perfect rows of white chairs that curved around the aisle like petals.

There must have been two hundred of them, glittering in the afternoon light. I recognised no one, yet somehow, I felt the weight of every eye as though I had stepped into a spotlight I had not asked for. Here and there, I caught a flash of someone I had seen on television or in a magazine, their features unmistakable even at a distance. Their presence made me catch my breath.

I felt suddenly too visible.

Nathaniel stood slightly ahead of us, broad and composed in his formal suit, offering me a reassuring nod whenever our eyes met. I clung to the quiet strength in his expression. He was here to escort me, to guide me down the aisle, and though I told myself I was ready for this moment, I could not shake the fluttering pulse in my chest.

The music shifted. Soft strings, the beginning of the processional. The guests seemed to inhale as one. Lila touched my arm.

“You look incredible, Brittany,” she whispered.

“You really do,” Nessa added, grinning. “You’re glowing. Honestly glowing.”

I felt my cheeks warm beneath the careful dusting of blush Aunt Vera had applied earlier. “I feel like I might fall over,” I admitted.

Lila laughed under her breath. “Then we’ll catch you.”

Nathaniel stepped back towards me and offered his arm. “It is time,” he said quietly, the corners of his mouth lifting in a gentle smile.

I placed my hand on his arm, and the solidity of him steadied me. The veil brushed against my shoulders, its lace catching the light like frost. Beyond the colonnade, the aisle stretched out like a ribbon laid across the grass, framed on either side by overflowing displays of white roses and pale peonies. The air smelled faintly of blossoms and warm summer earth.

Mother and Aunt Vera sat at the very front. I could see their hats bobbing above the crowd. Mother had her hand pressed to her mouth already as though bracing herself for tears. Aunt Vera, in contrast, sat upright and composed, her gaze fixed proudly on the spot where I would soon appear. This was the final stage of her transformation. Her opus.

Nathaniel shifted, guiding me forward. The bridesmaids moved behind us, their dresses in soft rose gold shimmering with each step as they carried the train. As we reached the beginning of the aisle, everything fell quiet. Even the birds seemed to hold their breath.

Each step felt unreal, as though I had stepped into a dream that had been waiting for me. The skirt of my dress whispered against the grass, layers of silk and tulle gliding with a weight that grounded me. My bodice hugged me, secure and elegant, the boning pressing lightly against my ribs with each breath. I felt the train trailing behind me, tugging softly like a hand reminding me to move gracefully.

Faces turned toward me. Smiles broke out like little suns. I heard murmurs, the rustle of fabric, the faint chime of jewellery as people leaned to get a better look. I kept my gaze forward, though now and then I felt compelled to glance aside. People I had never met dipped their heads to me, some with genuine warmth, others with a sort of curious awe. I felt exposed and exalted in the same instant.

Near the front, I caught sight of a well-known actor, his silver hair gleaming. A few weeks before my transformation began, I remembered watching him in a film. A prominent journalist sat beside him. Further along, an athlete I recognised turned to whisper something to her companion, both of them smiling. Why had David invited so many people of such stature? Or perhaps they had invited themselves. I could not tell.

The only person who mattered was standing at the end of the aisle.

David Finch looked devastatingly handsome in his suit, immaculate as always. His dark hair was perfectly styled, and the soft breeze stirred the edge of his lapel. His best man stood beside him, straight-backed and solemn.

For some reason, panic started to fill me. I suddenly wanted to turn and run. Nathaniel’s arm tightened slightly beneath my hand as if he sensed the tremor that went through me. I held it together by some unknown force of will. We reached the final stretch, and as we drew near, I could hear Mother’s soft sniffles and Aunt Vera murmuring something intended to steady her.

When we reached the front, Nathaniel stopped and turned to me. He lifted my hand with surprising care, his voice low so only I could hear.

“You are ready,” he said. “And he is waiting for you.”

The words anchored me. I nodded. Nathaniel kissed my hand, then placed it into David’s waiting palm.

David’s touch was warm, deliberate. He held my hand as though it belonged there, and the formality of the moment softened beneath the quiet intimacy of that gesture.

“Hello, Brittany,” he whispered. “You are breathtaking.”

My voice wavered. “Thank you. You look wonderful.”

We stepped together before the priest, who greeted us with a serene smile. The garden felt impossibly still. Even the wind seemed to pause as though reluctant to disturb the moment, but I could feel 200 eyes on me and me alone.

The ceremony began.

The priest spoke gently about commitment, union, the delicate weaving together of two lives. His voice carried easily across the garden, resonant and calm. I listened, but my attention drifted again and again to the feel of David’s hand wrapped around mine. The pressure of his fingers was firm, grounding.

At one point, he glanced sideways at me, the faintest smile tugging at his lips, and I felt something inside me melt.

I could sense Mother’s gaze burning into my back. I imagined her holding her breath each time the priest paused. Aunt Vera would be leaning forward, hands folded neatly in her lap, calculating every detail while still managing to be deeply moved. Lila and Nessa stood just behind me, their bouquets trembling slightly with anticipation.

The vows were approaching. I could feel them gathering like a swell in the air. My heart quickened.

The priest turned to me first. “Brittany,” he began, “do you take David Finch to be your husband, to stand beside him with honesty and compassion, to share in his joys and burdens, and to grow with him in the seasons of your life?”

I felt a wave of heat bloom across my chest. My voice wanted to fail me. The world seemed impossibly large behind me, yet David’s presence was all that kept me still. I looked into his eyes.

“I do,” I said, the words small but steady.

The priest nodded, then turned to David. “And do you, David Finch, take Brittany to be your wife, to stand beside her with honesty and compassion, to share in her joys and burdens, and to grow with her in the seasons of your life?”

“I do,” David replied without hesitation, his voice rich and certain.

A tremor of relief washed over me.

The priest stepped back slightly. “You may now exchange your vows.”

David shifted to face me fully. His hand tightened around mine, and with his other hand he drew a small piece of folded paper from his breast pocket. His fingers brushed lightly against my knuckles, sending a shiver through me.

“I wrote them down,” he murmured, almost apologetically. “I didn’t trust myself to remember everything I wanted to say.”

He unfolded the paper. It trembled slightly, though his voice did not.

“Brittany,” he began, “from the moment you stepped into my life, you brought with you a light I did not realise I had been missing. You changed my world with your presence, your gentleness and your strength. You taught me to see beauty in places I had forgotten to look. Today, I promise to honour you, to protect what we build together, and to stand with you in every season that comes. You are my heart, and I will cherish you for all my days.”

My eyes burned. I blinked rapidly; afraid the tears would blur everything.

I had not prepared vows as eloquent as his. I had struggled to find any words at all, everything I felt was too large and too fragile to express.

“David,” I said quietly, “you have given me a place where I feel seen and understood. You have shown me kindness, even when I was uncertain of myself. You make me feel cherished, safe, and strong. I promise to give you my best, to stand beside you, and to be the partner you deserve. I am honoured to be yours.”

David’s eyes softened. He folded his vows and slipped them back into his pocket, though he never looked away from me.

The priest gestured to the rings. Lila stepped forward, offering them on a small silver cushion. David took the smaller band and slid it gently onto my finger, his voice low and steady as he repeated the words the priest gave him. When it was my turn, I took his ring with trembling fingers and eased it onto his hand, feeling the warmth of him through the metal.

And then it happened.

“By the power vested in me,” the priest said, “I now pronounce you husband and wife.”

A collective breath swept through the crowd.

“You may kiss your bride.”

David stepped closer, his hand lifting to the side of my face with exquisite care. His thumb brushed my cheek, and my veil fluttered slightly as the breeze stirred it. I felt him hesitate for the briefest moment, as though savouring the pause before something irreversible.

Then he kissed me.

It was not a hurried kiss nor a timid one. It was steady, warm, deliberate, filled with a tenderness that made my knees weaken beneath the weight of my dress. I felt the world dissolve around us. The applause, the rustle of fabric, the gasps of guests. None of it mattered.

For that moment, there was only David and the certainty of his lips against mine, sealing the promise we had just spoken.

When we finally drew apart, the garden erupted into applause. My cheeks were flushed, my heart racing, but I felt buoyant, shining, anchored in something profound and terrifying and beautiful.

David kept my hand in his as we turned to face the gathered crowd. I could see Mother wiping her face, utterly undone. Aunt Vera dabbed at her eyes with a handkerchief, composed even in her emotion. Lila and Nessa were beaming. Even Nathaniel allowed himself a small, rare smile.

I had never felt so seen. So vulnerable. So extraordinarily alive.

And as David led me back down the aisle as his wife, the breeze catching my veil and the applause rolling around us, I realised that this moment, this impossible, luminous moment, would stay with me forever.

The reception unfolded like a series of bright, shifting scenes that never quite settled into focus. One moment I was stepping into the marquee, its ceiling draped with ivory fabric and chandeliers that glowed like suspended stars, and the next, I was being embraced by people whose names I instantly forgot. Laughter rippled everywhere, glasses clinked, and the band played soft, elegant music beneath the hum of conversation. I drifted through it all as though suspended slightly above the ground, my hand in David’s or resting lightly on someone’s arm as they congratulated me.

I remembered tasting a canapé without really knowing what it was. I remembered the warmth of Mother’s hug, her perfume clinging to my veil. Aunt Vera pulled me close with surprising affection, whispering that everything had gone beautifully. Lila and Nessa swept in and out of my orbit, arranging my train, straightening my hair, laughing every time I whispered that I could hardly feel my feet anymore.

David never moved far from me. His presence was a steady shape at my side, guiding me from table to table, toasting with relatives and business associates, slipping an arm around my waist when the crowd grew too pressing. His smile never faltered, and each time he glanced at me the whole marquee seemed to glow a little brighter. I even got to meet a few of those famous people.

I barely tasted the meal. The speeches blurred into a haze of applause and gentle embarrassment, though I remembered the warmth in my chest when David spoke, lifting his glass toward me with a tenderness that made several guests sigh audibly. My cheeks ached from smiling. My heart buzzed with exhaustion and joy in equal measure.

By the time the afternoon sun dipped toward the trees and the staff began subtly preparing the marquee for the evening festivities, I felt as though I had lived an entire lifetime in a handful of hours. The celebrations paused so the space could be refreshed for the night’s dancing and drinks, and the guests drifted toward the gardens and lounge areas, chattering happily.

David touched my hand. “Come with me,” he said quietly.

I hardly had the strength to ask where. My feet were sore, my head light. But he smiled and nodded toward the hotel. “Just an hour. You need to breathe.”

I followed him inside, grateful for the relative quiet of the corridors after the constant murmur of the marquee. My dress rustled behind me, the train catching faintly on the plush carpet. When we reached the door to the bridal suite, David paused, turned to me, and lifted me effortlessly into his arms.

A startled laugh escaped me. “David, what are you doing?”

He smiled, his grip secure and warm beneath me. “Carrying my wife across the threshold.”

And before I could protest, he pushed the door open with his shoulder and carried me inside, the soft light of the suite washing over us as the celebrations continued somewhere far below, already feeling like another dream I had only just awakened from.


Twenty

The bridal suite was ostentatious. The walls were decorated in white and gold. Pictures that looked a hundred years old hung here and there, and the furniture was distinctly antique, expensively so. The air was lightly scented, and through a door I could see a large double bed. French doors looked out onto a stone balcony and the garden where I had just become Mrs Finch. Beyond was a large swathe of woodland with the city in the distance.

David stood behind me, his hands on my waist and his warm breath on my neck. Being touched by this man made my stomach squirm, and I closed my eyes and sighed as he pressed a little closer. He was tall and strong, and I was now his wife. I realised he was stronger and he would guide me. I would always do as he said and be the dutiful partner. That had always been my perfect role. Aunt Vera had taught me so much, and I was suddenly so grateful. What would I have done without her?

“Come with me,” he said and took my hand, leading me towards the bedroom. At that moment, I was so in touch with my femininity that this all seemed so perfectly natural. I was the perfect wife to this man, so it was time to fulfil my wifely duties. It filled me with a strange energy.

“Stand there,” he instructed, placing me in front of a large, ornate mirror. “Look at how beautiful you are.” I blushed and smiled coyly. There was no denying it, I was attractive, feminine, the model woman. I watched David loosen his collar and take off his jacket. He never took his eyes off me. “Now, it’s time to complete you.” He added and kissed my shoulder several times while his fingers began to unbutton my dress.

My heart was pounding, and that sexual energy that had been building over the last few days returned. The dress slipped deliciously off my shoulders, and I stepped out of it, standing there in front of the mirror, the white silk corset, silk panties and stockings shimmering in the light.

With one hand, he stroked my stockinged thigh while the other slid up from my waist to my breast. I almost swooned with the touch. Unlike Nathaniel, his hands were not rough, but they were still strong. His right hand came up to my silk panties and gently pushed down, pressing against my sex, pulling me into him. I could feel his hard cock against my panties then and pressed myself into it naturally, squirming a little.

“You are my girl,” he whispered. “Say it for me,”

“I am your girl,” I gasped. “I am your girl.”

He turned me and lifted me effortlessly onto a table in front of the mirror, pushing between my legs, kissing me passionately, his hands cupping my breasts. I groaned and began unbuttoning his shirt, my hands finding his flesh, nails digging gently into his hard, muscular pectorals. He pulled me to him, and I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me to the bed. I sat on the soft mattress, my nipples hardening and my ardour growing quickly. There he stood before me and took off his shirt, throwing it carelessly onto the floor.

His chest was hard, spare and muscular, tanned with a smattering of hair above the pectorals. His stomach was taught and defined without an ounce of spare fat.

I looked at him hungrily and then at the thick bulge in his dress suit pants. My mouth felt suddenly dry with excitement. I couldn’t resist and pressed my hand gently onto his pants, feeling the heat and girth and wanting it so much that I let go a squeal of pleasure.

My nails shimmered as I nervously unzipped his flies. He stepped out of his pants and kicked them away as I peeled down his boxer shorts and freed his magnificent cock. It stood erect and thick, and I looked up at him and smiled, taking it in my hand and bending to kiss its tip, gently at first, my tongue then flicking out to taste its meatiness.

I heard him gasp with pleasure, and his hand stroked through my blonde hair to the nape of my neck. Finally, I opened my mouth, my lips wrapping around the head. This simple act of sluttishness made me understand my role in life, and that sent another squirm of pleasure through my stomach. At last, I had taken a man’s cock in my mouth. Its weight and heat almost made me feel giddy. I pulled back and held it in both hands and stared up at David.

He gently pushed me back on the bed, spreading my legs and lowering himself down onto me, pulling down the straps of my corset and freeing my breasts. The nipples were hard and ultra-sensitive, and he licked and sucked them passionately as I wrapped my legs around him, feeling his hard cock rest on against my pubic bone and stomach. Now he was kissing me, pushing his hot tongue into my mouth and pressing my wrists back into the bed, pinning me there, helpless and perfectly submissive.

I wanted him so much there and then.

I wanted him inside me, and when he let my arms go, I reached down and took his thick cock and guided it towards my virgin pussy. He kissed my neck and gave a small thrust. At first, there was a little pain as the head of the penis entered me, but he took his time, moving slowly until I relaxed and let him move deeper into me. I groaned, and a tear came into my eye as he gently bit and sucked my lips and massaged my nipples.

Now he was fully in and began to move slowly back and forth, his huge cock filling me and stealing my breath. As I pulled my knees up a little more, I began to respond, pressing into him as he started to thrust more energetically. A sheen of sweat covered his body and the hairs on his muscular chest glistened. “Say it again,” he said hoarsely.

“I’m your girl,” I moaned. “I’m your girl.”

His cock seemed to grow even more inside me, and the thrusting became more and more rhythmic as I clawed at his strong back, pulling him deeper into me. I began to groan and scream as I felt the end coming, pleading for him to cum inside me.

And then he did. His cock spasmed, and I felt something hot and fluid squirt into me. It seemed to go on forever as he pulled back and forth, driving his cock deeper into my girly pussy. As he came, he cried out and pulled me to him, all as my own orgasm rippled sensationally through my body. I tightened my legs around his waist and buried my head into his chest, laughing and crying at the same time.

“I am your girl,” I whispered. I stroked his face and kissed him gently on his lips. “I must look a mess now.”

He kissed me back. “You look perfect.” Gently, he pulled out of me and rolled onto his side. I felt a little of his cum dribble out, and it was such a delicious feeling that I let go another gasp. He reached out to a champagne bucket and poured two glasses, handing me one.

Over the next few hours, David began to teach me how to act and feel like a woman in every way, making love to me several times. The light was fading from the window when I climbed into the shower and began to get myself ready for the evening festivities. I was complete and content and, for the first time in my life, where I was meant to be.


Twenty-One

Morning light spilled across the bridal suite in pale ribbons, soft and golden, touching everything it could reach. I brushed the hair out of my eyes and watched David sleeping. I was perfectly happy at that moment and reached under the sheet to his cock and gently began to massage it.

The notion of his manhood gradually began to harden under my feminine touch made me feel so happy. I was hungry for it, almost all the time, I realised. David groaned, and I smiled and giggled like a girl, and then moved down so that I could begin to kiss his cock. It tasted strong and meaty, and all I wanted to do was put my lips around it. I felt my nipples harden deliciously and began to move my head back and forth. I felt his hand gently on the back of my head, pushing me down a little more. I fondled his balls and bobbed up and down a little more urgently, and his cock grew and began to twitch in my mouth. He came suddenly, gasping with pleasure and hot cum squirted against the back of my throat. I swallowed and giggled again and spent a few more minutes licking his cock.

“You’re a naughty girl,” he said and pulled me up out of the sheets, kissing me gently. “Thank you. I’m going to order breakfast and take a shower.”

I pulled on a silk robe and headed over to the dresser. I leaned toward the mirror, my fingers deftly smoothing away a faint line of eyeliner that had smudged during sleep. My reflection looked different today, though I could not quite explain why.

I was content. Grown up.  I was me. The person I’d always, deep down, wanted to be. Behind me, the shower hissed steadily, David humming over the rush of water. The way he had made love to me last night had finally cemented Brittany. She was real, and she was happy, and she was here to stay.

Or so I thought.

I inhaled, trying to steady the flutter in my chest. The suite felt too quiet, too still, as though everything in it waited for something I could not yet name.

The telephone rang. A sudden sharp note that cut through the soft hum of the shower. I blinked, staring at it for a moment before crossing the room to answer.

“Hello?” I said, my voice softer than I intended. “This is Mrs Finch.”

A breath crackled down the line, urgent and uneven. Then a voice I had not expected.

“Brittany, it is Sophie. I need to see you. Now.”

My stomach dropped. The sound of her name alone sent a tremor through me. “Sophie? What are you talking about? I am… I am married now.”

“I know,” she said, breathless. “Please. Come outside. There is a cafe across from the hotel. I will be waiting. You have to come. You have to hear this.”

Something in her voice broke, raw and cracking. It pulled at something deep in me.

“I… David is in the shower. I cannot just leave.”

“Brittany,” she whispered, “you must. This is your only chance.”

“For what?”

The line went dead.

I stood there for several seconds, the silence pressing against me like a weight. The shower still ran, water striking tile. David was singing again, unaware that the phone had ever been ringing.

Sophie. Oh, my God, Sophie.

Suddenly, I was moving without thought. I stepped into a pale summer dress that lay draped over a chair, and slid my feet into a pair of heels by the bed. I caught my own reflection again in the mirror as I passed. My face looked frightened. Determined. Confused.

With a deep breath, I slipped out of the suite.

The corridor was bright and empty. I moved quickly, my heels tapping a frantic rhythm that echoed off the walls. My heart hammered in my chest as I reached the lift and pressed the button again and again as though force alone would make it arrive faster. I kept expecting David to come running out to take me back to the room.

The morning air hit me the moment I stepped outside, cool and sharp. Across the road, the small cafe was already busy, tables spilling out onto the pavement. And there, at the furthest one, she sat.

Sophie. She wore a pair of jeans and a blue, Bardot-style top, her dark hair tied back. My heart lurched and I was suddenly crying.  She stood as I approached, her eyes wide, brimming with fear and something else, something achingly familiar.

“Brittany,” she whispered.

My throat tightened. “Why are you here?”

She reached for my hands and pulled me towards the table. “Because you need to know the truth. Because I could not let them keep you without trying.”

“Keep me?” I echoed. “What are you talking about?”

I nervously settled into the seat beside her, her grip fierce. “You have been brainwashed. Conditioned. They made you into this. Into someone desperate to be the perfect wife for David Finch. It was never real, Brittany. It was never your choice.”

I stared at her, the world tilting sharply. “That is impossible. I wanted this. I chose this life. I feel… I feel happy.”

“Damn it, girl, a week ago you were still talking about escaping. Don’t your remember? We were going to disappear together. Live another life.”

I was suddenly confused, shaking my head. “I have to get back. David’s…”

“That is the programming,” Sophie said, tears in her eyes. “You were part of a bet. A sick game between wealthy men and women with too much power. They wanted to prove that they could take an ordinary young man and turn him into a beautiful young woman. A devoted wife. A prize. Brittany, you were the prize.”

My breath caught. Heat flushed across my face. I shook my head because it felt too huge, too grotesque to believe.

“No,” I whispered. “No, I cannot accept that.”

She cupped my face, her touch trembling. “I loved you before any of this. I still love you. Please come with me. We can run now. We can start again. You do not have to stay trapped in their world.”

My heart twisted painfully. I remembered laughter with her, nights that felt infinite, her voice soft against my shoulder. Memories that had grown hazy over time, as though seen through fog.

But the fog was lifting.

“I do not know,” I whispered. “I do not know if I can walk away.”

Then Sophie’s eyes widened, her breath catching.

“Brittany, look.”

I turned.

Through the window, striding across the pavement with uncanny purpose, were David Finch and Aunt Vera. David’s expression was unreadable, darkening with each step. Aunt Vera looked furious, her composure cracking for the first time since I had known her.

The blood drained from my face.

Sophie gripped my wrist. “It is now or never. If you want to escape, you must come with me. Right now.”

My pulse roared in my ears. David was only seconds away. Aunt Vera’s eyes were fixed on me like sharpened blades.

Sophie yanked me up from my chair. “Run.”

We burst from the cafe and tore down the pavement, my heels slipping against the concrete as I struggled to keep up with her. A bus was pulling up at the stop, its doors opening with a hiss. People were boarding. It was our only chance.

Behind us, I heard David shout my name. Aunt Vera’s voice sliced through the air like an arrow.

“Brittany. Stop.”

I did not stop. I don’t know why. Five minutes ago, I was perfectly happy. I was content. Now, all of a sudden, I was swamped with doubts and fear.

Sophie dragged me onto the bus as the last passenger stepped aboard. The doors closed just as David’s hand slapped against the glass. His face was furious, panicked, and contorted with something I had never seen before. Aunt Vera was right behind him, gesturing wildly, her expression twisted with rage and disbelief. In the distance, Mother and Nathaniel were emerging from the hotel as well. I could see Mother crying.

The bus lurched forward.

Sophie pulled me toward the back seat. We collapsed into it, breathless, shaking, clutching each other as though afraid we might vanish.

I turned to look out the rear window.

David and Aunt Vera were running after the bus, their figures growing smaller with each passing second, their silhouettes framed by the morning light like something out of a surreal, broken dream.

My heart pounded. My breath stuttered. My world had cracked open in a single moment.

Sophie took my hand, her voice trembling. “You chose to run. That means you can choose the rest too.”

But as the bus carried us away and turned a corner, the hotel shrinking behind us, I could not tell whether I was escaping my captors or abandoning the life I thought I wanted. At the next stop, Sophie and I got out, and she led me to a car park where an old VW Beetle was waiting. “It’s not exactly what you’re used to, girl. But it will get us there.”

Twenty minutes later, we were heading North. Sophie had been staying with old school friends in Scotland, and we were going to hide up until everything died down.

All I knew was that nothing would ever be the same again.

Later, I heard Aunt Vera lost a lot of money, and her reputation was tarnished after I ran away. I took some comfort from that. One thing had not changed. I was a girl now. I was Brittany, and I didn’t want to lose that.

We now live as girls in a city far from the prying eyes of my aunt, mother and even Mr Finch. I heard that he remarried soon after I ran away and was now living in Saudi Arabia. I often wonder how my life would have been had I stayed. Would I be happy? I love Sophie, and we’re pretty good as a couple.

I’ve even taught her a girly thing or two.

About the Author:
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