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Chapter One

The bus smelled faintly of damp coats and stale coffee, and every jolt of it sent a dull throb through his temples. Toby sat hunched forward on the cracked vinyl seat, hands folded around his small rucksack as if it might anchor him somehow, as if letting go would mean he might simply drift away and disappear into the ether.

His suit creased where it shouldn’t, the fabric shiny at the elbows and cuffs, the colour once navy but now something tired and washed out. It had been cheap when he bought it, and it showed. Everything about him showed.

His mouth tasted sour, his head thick and slow. The hangover pressed in from all sides, making the bus feel too bright, too loud. Last night had been meant to be a quiet one, just a couple of drinks to take the edge off the nerves. It never was. He had stood in front of the mirror afterwards, tie already loosened, telling himself that this job could be different, that he just needed to try harder this time.

The mirror hadn’t looked convinced. Neither did Toby now, with the bus grinding closer to his stop and his stomach tightening with every passing street.

He caught his reflection in the window. The suit hung wrong on his frame, shoulders too narrow, trousers sitting oddly on his hips. His face looked younger than it should have, softer, his eyes too large and uncertain. Even trying to sit still, he looked like someone waiting to be corrected. He straightened his tie, then loosened it again, unable to decide which version of himself looked more convincing.

When the bus finally hissed to a stop, Toby stepped down onto the pavement, and the building rose in front of him, all glass and steel and sharp lines. Kopek International dominated the street, its name picked out in clean, modern lettering above the entrance. It was the kind of place that announced success without needing to shout about it.

Everything about it looked deliberate. There was no room in that façade for mistakes or second chances.

Toby paused for a moment, staring at his own small reflection in the mirrored doors. Inside that building was Trent Starc. Even thinking his name made my shoulders tighten. Toby had only met him briefly, just long enough to know that he noticed everything and approved of very little. He had looked at him the way you might look at a misfiled document, something that didn’t belong where it had been placed.

Tall, immaculate, and utterly sure of himself, he seemed to fill space just by standing in it.

The thought of walking back into his office made his stomach churn. Toby already knew he didn’t measure up, that something about him grated against the rules, even if he couldn’t quite name what it was. He took a breath, smoothed his tired suit as best he could, and pushed through the doors, already bracing himself for whatever scrutiny waited inside.

The office opened out before Toby in a sweep of pale carpet and glass partitions, all clean lines and soft lighting. It was quieter than he expected, the low hum of computers and the distant whirr of a printer filling the air. Everything looked curated, deliberate, from the neatly arranged desks to the framed abstract prints on the walls.

They were already there, the four women who seemed to belong to the space in a way Toby never could. Madeline sat at the central desk, posture straight, fingers moving decisively across her keyboard. She wore a fitted skirt and a crisp blouse, her heels neatly tucked beneath her chair even as she sat. Something was commanding about the way she held herself, as if the office bent subtly around her will.

Which it did.

Josie was nearby, perched on the edge of her desk with a mug cradled between both hands. Her dress was softer, lighter in colour, cinched at the waist and paired with sensible but stylish flats. She glanced up at me with an easy smile, eyes flicking briefly to my face before dropping away again, as if she had already taken in everything she needed to know.

Fran sat further back, half-hidden behind a tall monitor. She wore tailored trousers and a simple top, understated but perfectly put together. She didn’t look up straight away, but he felt her attention all the same, a quiet awareness that made his skin prickle.

At the reception was Simone, legs crossed neatly beneath the desk, dressed in a way that felt almost glamorous for so early in the morning. Her skirt was shorter, her blouse silky, her makeup immaculate. She looked up slowly, her gaze lingering on Toby for just a second too long, lips curving into something unreadable.

Madeline’s eyes lifted last. They ran over me in one efficient sweep, from the scuffed shoes to the rumpled suit, lingering just long enough to make the heat creep up my neck.
 

“Rough night, Toby?” she said, her tone light but edged with something sharper. “You’re looking a bit worse for wear.”

A couple of the girls glanced over again. Josie bit back a smile. Simone didn’t bother to hide hers.

“I’m fine,” Toby muttered, already regretting how small his voice sounded.

Madeline hummed softly, unconvinced. “Try to keep it together today. Mr Starc’s in early.”

That did it. Any lingering warmth drained out of Toby at the mention of his name. He nodded quickly and retreated to the filing cabinets at the side of the room, grateful for the excuse to put his back to everyone. The files were colour-coded and meticulously labelled, and he clung to them like a lifeline. The paper didn’t judge. The paper didn’t look him up and down derisively.

Toby focused on the simple rhythm of it, pulling folders, checking names, slotting them into place. He kept his head down, shoulders tucked in, trying to make himself smaller, quieter, easier to overlook. If he stayed busy, if he stayed useful, maybe he could pass the morning without drawing attention. Maybe he could just be another anonymous shape in the office, someone no one felt the need to correct or comment on.

Still, even as Toby worked, he was painfully aware of the room around him, of the way he didn’t fit into it. The girls laughed softly over something Toby couldn’t hear. Heels clicked against the floor. Somewhere behind a closed door, Trent Starc usually occupied his office, and the knowledge of his presence would press in on him like a weight he couldn’t shrug off.

Later that morning, the atmosphere in the office shifted, subtle at first, like a change in air pressure. Conversations died down, chairs straightened, and screens of laptops and computers were adjusted. He didn’t need to look up to know who had arrived.

Trent Starc rolled in with the inevitability of a storm front. The glass doors swung open, and he crossed the office floor with long, confident strides, his presence devouring all space before he said a word. He wore a charcoal suit that looked custom-made, the fabric sharp and immaculate, his tie perfectly centred. His hair was dark, neatly groomed, not a strand out of place. Toby doubted he had ever left the house with a button undone or his collar askew. The idea of him doing so felt almost absurd.

His eyes were flinty and assessing, missing nothing. They swept the office with practised ease before landing on Toby. He felt the moment his gaze fixed there, like a hand pressing down between his shoulders. Disdain was too mild a word for it. It was the look of a man confronted with something he hadn’t ordered and didn’t want.

Starc was self-made; everyone knew that. He had started Kopek International from nothing, a single desk and a ruthless determination to succeed. He had clawed his way up through sheer force of will, crushing obstacles rather than navigating around them. There was a story, often repeated in hushed admiration, about him firing a senior partner on the spot for turning up late to a meeting. Go-getting didn’t even begin to cover it.

“Good morning, ladies,” he said, his voice smooth, warm even, as he moved further into the office. It softened when he spoke to them, the edges rounded off. “Madeline. Everything in order?”

“Of course, Mr Starc,” Madeline replied instantly, sitting a little straighter. There was satisfaction in her smile, the kind that came from pleasing him.

“Excellent,” he said, nodding once. His gaze settled on Josie. “You’re early.”

She smiled brightly. “Thought I’d get a head start.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” he said, approving. To Fran, he offered a brief nod, to Simone a polite smile that made her positively glow.

Then his attention returned to Toby.

“And you,” he said, the warmth gone entirely. His voice cooled, sharpened. “Why are you still here?”

Toby swallowed. “I’m…I was assigned again today. The filing…”

“I didn’t ask what you were doing,” he cut in, his eyes dropping briefly to his suit, his shoes, his posture. “I asked why you’re still here.”

The girls were silent now. Toby could feel them in the background. Watching. Maybe hoping something would happen.

Starc exhaled through his nose, a sound of clear irritation. “This office functions on efficiency and presentation,” he continued. “My clients expect a certain image when they walk through that door. You disrupt that.”

The word landed heavily. Disrupt.

He turned away from Toby as if he were already dismissed and addressed Madeline again, his tone reverting instantly. “I want the Rotterdam figures on his desk by noon. And make sure the client from Milan is looked after properly when he arrives.”

“Of course,” she said smoothly.

He spared Toby one final glance before disappearing into his office and closing the door behind him.

Toby stood there for a moment longer than necessary, his heart thudding uncomfortably hard. He was such a damn woos. It was clear enough now. In a space Starc had carefully curated with femininity and control, Toby wasn’t just out of place. He was an affront.


Chapter Two

By the time Toby got home, the day felt like it had hollowed him out. The girls and Trent Starc had largely ignored him for most of the day, which somehow felt worse than being corrected or criticised.

Toby existed on the edges of the office, filing, photocopying, answering emails no one cared about, drifting through the hours like a ghost. No connection puncturing his day or making it bearable, just indifference. When five o’clock finally came, he left without anyone noticing and was grateful to escape.

Toby’s flat was quiet and dim, the air stale from having been shut up all day. The curtains were closed, and the peace lily on the table had decided to give up the ghost. It was wilted and brown, which kind of summed up Toby himself. He dropped his keys into the bowl by the door and stood there for a moment, jacket still on, bag skewed over his shoulder. He felt diminished, smaller somehow than he had that morning. That seemed hardly possible. But it was true.

Toby poured himself a drink without really thinking about it. The glass clinked softly against the counter as he filled it, the amber liquid catching the light. He took a long swallow and welcomed the burn, the way it briefly drowned out everything else.

At least there was that. At least there was the weekend. Two whole days where he didn’t have Trent Starc’s eyes on him, didn’t have to feel like an inconvenience, taking up space.

And yet even as Toby consoled himself with that morsel of hope, Monday morning already loomed. The thought of stepping back onto that bus, wearing his tired suit, and walking into that immaculate office made his stomach knot. It felt inevitable, like something he couldn’t escape no matter how much he dreaded it.

Toby’s life was a mess, a series of half-starts and quiet failures, and Kopek International was just the latest proof that he didn’t fit anywhere.

Toby finished his drink and wandered over to the bed, not entirely sure why. He stood before the wardrobe for a moment, staring at the door, a sense of unease creeping up on him. Slowly, he reached out and pulled it open.

The dress hung there, bright and impossible to ignore.

Red. Vivid. A tight bodice that narrowed sharply at the waist, flowing down into a soft tulle skirt that seemed far too delicate for this room. It looked expensive, dramatic, utterly out of place. Toby’s heart sank the moment he saw it.

The silence pressed in around him. Whatever problems he had at work, whatever dread waited for him on Monday morning, that dress felt like something else entirely. Something he had been trying very hard not to think about.

Toby hadn’t planned on it happening. That was the part he kept telling himself, as if intention mattered. A couple of months earlier, he had been killing time online, drifting from one video to another the way he always did when he was avoiding something. Somewhere along the way, the algorithm had nudged him towards a handful of YouTube videos. They were innocuous enough on the surface, people talking about transformation. Men who spoke calmly and thoughtfully about dressing as women, about stepping outside themselves for a while.

He had watched one, then another. Then more than he cared to admit.

What had caught Toby wasn’t anything overt. It was the idea of becoming someone else entirely. Of slipping out of himself, of not having to carry the weight of being Toby Jenson for a few hours. The men in the videos looked freer somehow when they talked about it. They spoke about control and a blessed release, about choosing a version of themselves that felt more honest than the one they showed the world every day. That part had lodged itself uncomfortably deep within him.

Toby told himself it was curiosity. Nothing more than that. But that wasn’t true.

The dress had arrived a week later, ordered late at night after a few too many whiskeys. Toby had chosen it without much thought beyond how striking it looked on the model. Red. Bold. A tight bodice that promised structure and shape, and a soft tulle skirt that seemed almost playful. It was sexy and otherworldly. At the time, he had simply wanted to possess it.

Along with the dress, a few other things arrived, added to the basket almost absentmindedly while he was shopping. Lingerie. Lacey and delicious. Stockings that felt impossibly sheer between his fingers. And a pair of high heels, ordered half a size too small by mistake, which he had tried on but had to squeeze in.

When the packages had arrived, Toby had hidden them like contraband, half-expecting someone to knock on the door and ask questions. It was stupid, he knew. Who cared about what Toby Jensen was up to? He hadn’t worn anything. Mostly, he had just opened the wardrobe, looked at it, and closed it again. The idea had been enough. The possibility.

Standing there now, drink warming his chest, the dress hanging silently in front of him, that possibility felt more than a certainty. Toby thought about Starc, about his immaculate certainty, his unnerving masculinity and about how effortlessly he inhabited his role. He thought about the girls in the office, how they belonged in their symbiotic femininity, how natural it all seemed for them. And he thought about how tired he was of trying and failing to be something he clearly wasn’t.

Toby shut the wardrobe door gently and crossed back to the sofa, the drink still in his hand. The flat felt too quiet, the kind of quiet that made thoughts echo louder than they should. He set the glass down beside his laptop and opened it, the familiar hum oddly comforting. Toby told himself he was only checking something, killing time, the same way he always did when he didn’t want to sit with his own thoughts for company.

The page loaded, and there it was. Pretty Young Things. The name still made his stomach flip in a way he didn’t quite have words for.

There were twelve notifications waiting. Twelve.

Toby stared at them for a while. A week earlier, there had been none. Before that, there hadn’t even been a profile. It had started the same way everything else seemed to start with Toby, late at night, half bored, half restless, pretty drunk. He had stumbled across an AI image creator and, on a whim, uploaded a photo of himself. He had messed around with different images and then had the bright idea of seeing what he looked like as a girl.

The result had stopped Toby cold.

The software softened him, refined him, reshaped things he had always felt unsure about. Slightly bigger eyes. Smoother skin. Lips fuller but still recognisably his. When Toby paired that face with a stock image of a woman in lingerie, the app produced something else entirely. Not a joke. Not a caricature. A stunning portrait. Someone who looked confident, desirable, and real. Someone who didn’t look like she apologised for existing.

It looked like Toby. At least a version of Toby.

It sparked a frenzy of outfits and hairstyles. He had stared at the images for a long time.

Pretty Young Things had followed not long after, another late-night decision made with his heart thudding and his better judgment strangely quiet. Creating the profile had felt unreal, like roleplay taken a step too far.

He had chosen the name Natasha without much thought, typed it in and sat back as if he’d crossed some invisible line. Toby uploaded a handful of AI-generated images he particularly liked, each a variation on the same impossibly composed young woman. Him, but not him. Posing in lingerie, looking delicious.

The bio had been simple. Safe. New in town. Looking to make friends and see what happens. He’d written it quickly, fingers trembling slightly, then hit save before he could talk myself out of it.

Natasha was born, at least in a digital sense, and she was popular almost immediately.

Every time Toby opened the app now, there was another request. Another message waiting to be read. Compliments. Curiosity. Invitations to chat. Men wanting to know her, wanting her attention, her time. He never replied to any of them. He didn’t dare. Just seeing their photos was enough, a strange, heady mix of validation and fear that made his stomach squirm.

Toby looked at the screen now, the twelve unread messages stacked neatly beneath Natasha’s smiling face and lacy green teddy and stockings. Somewhere between the office, the dress, and Trent Starc’s disdain, he had drifted further than he ever intended.

Natasha felt dangerously real for someone who didn’t exist at all. He had a few more drinks but the lure was too great.

When he opened the messages, curiosity getting the better of him, the variety was unsettling. The older men were the easiest to spot. Their photos were carefully chosen, expensive watches and half-smiles, profiles full of success and confidence. They talked about dinners, weekends away, and wanting someone pretty on their arm. They wrote as if Natasha were already an accessory, something to be displayed.

The younger ones were different. More earnest. Longer messages, questions about music, about what it was like being new somewhere, about what she was looking for. Some of them hinted at more without quite saying it, the kind of words that lingered just long enough to feel intimate. They wanted connection, or at least the idea of it.

And then there were a couple that made his stomach tighten. Messages that were blunt, explicitly sexual, and entitled. Demands instead of introductions. Toby scrolled past them quickly, heat rising in his face, a sharp mix of embarrassment and something darker he didn’t want to name.

He highlighted the messages one by one and deleted them, watching the inbox empty itself until there was nothing left but Natasha’s smiling profile picture and the quiet hum of the laptop. It had become a ritual of sorts. As if deleting them might also erase the thoughts they stirred.

Toby reached for the bottle again and poured another drink. The room blurred at the edges as he sank back into the sofa, the weight of the day finally catching up with him. Starc’s voice, the office, the dress in the wardrobe, Natasha’s face on the screen, it all folded in on itself until it was impossible to separate one from the other.

He drank until the warmth spread and the sharp edges dulled, until his head felt pleasantly distant and his limbs heavy. At some point, Toby must have lain down, the ceiling swimming slowly above him. Sleep came thick and ungraceful, dragging him under without dreams, leaving the unanswered questions waiting for morning.


Chapter Three

The next day, Toby made a decision, though it didn’t feel like a big one at the time. It felt more like something already in motion, something deep inside that he had finally stopped resisting.

He was in the supermarket for ordinary things. Bread. Milk. Something easy for dinner. He wandered the aisles aimlessly, head still thick from the night before, hands pushing the trolley without much thought. Then he turned a corner and almost walked straight into the cosmetics display.

Rows of colour and gloss and promise stared back at Toby under bright lights. Faces on the packaging smiled with effortless confidence, skin flawless, eyes perfectly framed. He stood there, heart beating just a little faster, aware of a strange pull low in his stomach. Toby told himself he was just curious. Just looking. Nothing wrong with that.

He wasn’t fooling anyone. A woman looked at him strangely as his eyes flickered over the products.

Toby reached out and picked up a bottle of foundation, turning it over in his hands, trying to judge the shade against his wrist the way I’d seen women do. It felt unreal to hold it openly in a supermarket aisle, with other shoppers drifting past.

He dropped it into the basket quickly, like someone might call him out if he didn’t. Lipstick followed, a soft red that made his throat tighten when he imagined putting it on his lips. Then blusher. Mascara. There was no stopping him now. Each item went into the basket with less hesitation than the last.

Toby added a blending sponge after a moment’s pause, then a packet of false eyelashes. His cheeks were warm now, his face flushed in a way that had nothing to do with the shop lighting. He hesitated longer over the nails, fingers hovering, then grabbed them anyway and added them to the basket.

Further down the aisle, tucked away between razors and body wash, he found the epilation cream. Toby stared at it for a few seconds, pulse thudding in his ears, then took it too. He didn’t even try to rationalise that one.

By the time Toby reached the checkout, his full basket made him feel a little embarrassed. Groceries mixed in with cosmetics didn’t make it any less obvious. He queued up, acutely aware of every item as they slid along the conveyor belt.

The girl at the till scanned them one by one, her expression neutral until she reached the makeup. Her eyes studied Toby briefly, curious but not unkind, then back down to her till. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t have to. But Toby could feel it.

He paid quickly, mumbled thanks, and left with a bag, his heart still racing. Outside, the air felt colder. He stood there for a moment, knowing that whatever he’d been circling around for weeks, he’d just taken a step straight towards it.

Toby opened the door of his flat and set the bag on the table, taking each item and placing it carefully, almost reverently. The groceries went into the kitchen almost absentmindedly, but the makeup stayed where it was, lined up in a neat, row. Foundation. Lipstick. Blusher. Mascara. The sponge, the lashes, the nails. Even the names gave him a thrill deep down. They looked unreal, sitting there in his living room, like props from someone else’s life. From Natasha’s life.

His attention kept drifting back to the wardrobe now. He didn’t open it straight away, but the knowledge of what was inside pressed on him. He contemplated having a drink. Didn’t that always settle things down? Finally, Toby crossed the room. When he pulled the door open, the red dress caught the light again, impossibly vivid against the muted colours around it. It felt like it was waiting for him.

Toby moved to the chest of drawers. His fingers hesitated on the handle before pulling it open. Inside, folded carefully, was the lingerie. Lace, red to match the dress, delicate and sensual. He lifted it out, feeling the material between his fingers. He reached back in for the stockings. They slid through his hands, thin and fragile and delicious.

Toby laid the lingerie on the bed, the dress hanging nearby now, the makeup on the table. His heart was beating faster now, a low thrum of anticipation and nerves. He went to his laptop, sat on the bed, and typed in a search without thinking too much about it.

For the next hour, Toby watched makeup tutorials on YouTube. Foundations blended into flawless skin. Contour reshaped faces with a few careful strokes. Mascara transformed lashes, lipstick redefined mouths. He absorbed it all hungrily, rewinding sections, watching hands move with confidence and ease. The women on screen spoke calmly, reassuringly, as if this were all perfectly normal. As if anyone could do this if they just took the time.

The longer Toby watched, the harder it became to sit still. Something tight and restless coiled in his chest, a sense of urgency that grew with every minute. This wasn’t just curiosity anymore. It wasn’t abstract or distant. Everything he needed to begin was here. Wouldn’t it be a relief to be someone else for a change? To step into another world?

Toby closed the laptop slowly and stood up. The flat felt charged now, heavy with possibility. Whatever line he had been hovering at the edge of, he knew he was about to step over it.

He began to undress, movements slow and deliberate, as if giving myself time to stop. His male clothes crumpled on the floor, Toby caught sight of himself in the mirror. He was pale and slight, hardly masculine at all. He picked up the tube of epilation cream, read the instructions, then began applying it, spreading it over his legs and arms, everywhere. He wasn’t blessed with lots of hair at the best of times, but he could soon feel the cream working.

Toby stood there, waiting. Ten minutes felt far longer than it should have. He poured a drink and used it to steady his growing nerves. It was like he was doing something illicit.

Finally, he stepped into the shower. As the water ran over his skin, he began to rub at the dissolving hair. He passed his hands over his legs again and again, startled by how smooth they felt. Not just hairless, but soft, almost silken, like he’d uncovered something that had been there all along. Toby turned slightly under the spray, testing the sensation, a quiet, disbelieving laugh escaping him before he could stop it. It felt amazing.

Once dry, he returned to his room. The red lace bra felt light in his hands, deceptively delicate. Putting it on took longer than it should have; his fingers fumbled with hooks, his breath held as if that might help. The panties followed, the fabric hugging him in a way that felt intimate and strange and undeniable. Toby pulled on the holdup stockings carefully, rolling them up his legs, smoothing them into place. Each step felt like a small commitment.

He sat down at the table where the makeup waited and stared at it again, nerves fluttering in his chest. This was the part he was most unsure about. He went to the dresser and stared at the mirror. Toby opened the foundation first, dotted it onto his skin the way he’d seen in the videos, then began blending with the sponge. It wasn’t as easy as the videos made it out to be. Too much here, not enough there. He wiped away mistakes, reapplied, and tried again. Mascara was easier, and fitting the false eyelashes was tricky. Blusher went on heavier than intended and had to be softened.

Time slipped by without Toby noticing. It was like he was transported to another world.

When he stepped back and really looked at himself, It wasn’t perfect, not even close, but it was okay. Better than he’d expected. His features looked smoother, softer, and more feminine.

The lipstick was last.

He twisted the tube slowly, revealing the red bullet, and his hands trembled just a little as he applied it. The colour was bolder than he initially thought, impossible to ignore. When Toby pressed his lips together and looked up, something shifted inside him. It wasn’t dramatic or explosive. It was quieter than that. A subtle realignment. As if a piece he hadn’t known was missing had slid into place.

Toby sat there for a long moment, breathing slowly, aware that he didn’t feel quite the same as he had an hour earlier. The lingerie and the stockings clung to his body, and it felt suddenly right.

The dress waited on its hanger.

Toby took a deep breath and stepped into it, drawing the fabric up over his hips and settling the bodice and straps in place. It hugged him closely, the tightness at the waist forcing a posture he wasn’t used to, shoulders back, chest lifted. The tulle skirt flared out softly around his thighs, brushing against his legs when he moved. Toby turned slightly, watching the red fabric sway, his breath catching.

He reached into the back of the wardrobe. His fingers brushed against something synthetic and light. The wig. Blonde, shoulder-length, a little warmer in tone than he’d originally planned. He remembered finding it at a second-hand market a few weeks earlier, tucked between scarves and costume jewellery. It was an impulse. He’d just bought it, without thinking.

Toby shook it out gently, the fibres settling into place, then lifted it and set it on his head. He adjusted it carefully in front of the mirror, nudging it back, tucking it just right around right face. When it finally sat properly, framing his cheeks and falling softly against his shoulders, he froze.

The person looking back at him wasn’t pretend.

His features had changed, not physically, but in the way they came together. The makeup, the hair, the dress, it all aligned into something coherent. Feminine. Soft in a way he had never allowed himself to be. Toby leaned closer to the mirror, turning his head slightly, testing angles, half expecting the illusion to fall apart. It didn’t.

He sat down and picked up the packet of false nails. His hands were steadier now as he applied them one by one, pressing each into place and holding it until it set. They lengthened his fingers, made his hands look elegant. Finished. A beautiful red.

Natasha had arrived.

She wasn’t just an image on a screen anymore, or a name typed late at night or a thought in his head. She was here for real, reflected back at him in red and blonde and quiet confidence. Toby sat there for a long time, aware that something had crossed from fantasy into reality, and that he had no idea what that meant for the boy he’d been that morning.

She practised walking first, pacing the length of the flat, trying to smooth out her movements. The heels pinched her toes, especially on her right foot, a sharp reminder with every step that they were just a little too small. Still, she persisted, placing one foot in front of the other, hips swaying awkwardly at first, then a little more naturally as she adjusted. The mirror at the end of the room reflected her prettiness, red skirt shifting, blonde hair bouncing softly. She corrected her posture, slowed herself down, and experimented with shorter steps. It felt strangely important to get it right.

Before long, the limitations of the flat began to close in on her. There was only so much practising she could do in such a small space. The initial rush faded, replaced by a restless boredom that sat heavy in her chest. She perched on the edge of the sofa, crossed and uncrossed her legs, then stood again for no real reason.

Eventually, she poured herself a drink, holding the glass carefully, mindful of her nails. The alcohol settled her nerves just enough to take the edge off the anticipation that had been building. After a moment, she reached for her laptop again.

Pretty Young Things loaded quickly.

There were more messages waiting now than there had been the night before. Her heart beat faster as she scrolled, a nervous, almost fluttering sensation low in her chest. Each username felt like a door she could open or close with a single click.

SilverFox68 had written first.
You’re absolutely stunning, Natasha. I’d love to take you out to dinner sometime. I think you’d look perfect on my arm.

Liam22 followed.
Hey! You seem really cool. I’m new here too. Fancy chatting and seeing if we click?

MrExecutive was more direct.
I can offer you a very comfortable lifestyle if you’re the right sort of girl. Discretion guaranteed.

She scrolled further.

JayD89: Wow. You’re gorgeous. What made you move here?

FunTimesOnly: Bet you look even better out of that dress.

Her fingers hovered over the trackpad. Her breath felt a little shallow now, each message making Natasha feel more solid, more seen. She didn’t reply. She just sat there, drink in her hand, staring at the screen, aware that this time the pull was stronger than ever.

She switched on the laptop camera and watched herself appear on the screen, the image slightly flatter than the mirror but still recognisably her. Natasha. She adjusted the angle, tilting the screen down a fraction, then reached up to smooth her hair, tucking a strand back behind her ear. The red lipstick looked vivid under the room light, her eyes darker, more deliberate.

She cleared her throat and spoke.

“Hi. My name’s Natasha.”

The sound of her own voice startled her. It was lighter than she expected, not forced exactly, but careful, placed higher without her really thinking about it. She tried again, a few simple sentences this time, talking about nothing in particular. The words felt awkward at first, her mouth shaping them differently, her posture changing subtly as she spoke. She stopped the recording and played it back, heart thudding.

It wasn’t perfect, but it wasn’t wrong either.

She adjusted the lighting next, switching off the harsh overhead bulb and pulling a lamp closer, angling it to soften her features. The difference was immediate. Warmer. Kinder. She sat back down, crossed her legs, uncrossed them again, then folded them neatly to one side the way she’d seen other women do without thinking.

For a long moment, she just sat there, hands resting lightly on her lap, nails catching the light. Nervous energy buzzed under her skin, making it hard to stay still. Her stomach fluttered, not unpleasantly, just enough to remind her that something was about to happen. The need to reach out, to be seen and heard as Natasha rather than imagined, grew stronger by the second.

She looked at herself one more time on the screen. She looked…passable. More than that, really. She looked like someone who could exist in the world without explanation. Her finger hovered over the trackpad. One message. One conversation. That was all it would take.

What harm could it do?

Another notification chimed softly, making her jump. She looked back at the screen, pulse quickening as the new message slid into view. It was MrExecutive again.

No pressure to rush into anything, he had written. We don’t even need to see each other. We can just text here until you feel confident.

A pause, then another line appeared.

I’m very interested in you. Your profile sounds perfect.

Natasha stared at the words, her throat suddenly dry. There was something about the tone that felt measured, patient, almost reassuring. He wasn’t demanding anything. He wasn’t asking for proof. Just offering to chat. That made it harder, not easier. She checked his profile. He was an entrepreneur, so he said. In his thirties and looking for that special someone.

She picked up her glass and took another drink, feeling the warmth spread through her chest, loosening the tight coil of nerves just enough. The room felt very still around her: the soft lamplight, the faint hum of the laptop, the quiet weight of the dress against her legs.

She clicked into the chat room.

The screen changed, simpler now, emptier. Her name sat at the top. Natasha. She sat up a little straighter, hands hovering uncertainly over the keyboard. She waited, breathing slowly, listening to the sound of her own heartbeat.

A few seconds passed. Then the cursor blinked.

Another moment.

Then the words appeared, one by one.

Hello Natasha, how are you?

She stared at the message, fingers tingling, aware that this was the first time anyone had spoken to her like this. Not as Toby. Not as a mistake or an inconvenience. But as someone worth addressing carefully. She swallowed, brought her hands to the keys, and paused, the weight of the moment settling in as she prepared to answer.

She rested her fingers on the keys for a moment before typing, forcing herself to slow down, to breathe.

Hello. I’m doing well, thank you. Just having a quiet evening.

The reply came almost immediately.

I’m glad to hear that. Quiet evenings can be the best ones. I hope I’m not intruding.

She felt a small, unexpected warmth at that. The care in the phrasing. The absence of pressure.

Not at all, she wrote. I’m just a bit new to all this.

That’s perfectly fine, he replied. There’s no rush. We can talk about anything you like. Or nothing important at all.

Natasha shifted slightly, crossing her legs more carefully this time. Her heart was still beating quickly, but the edge of panic had softened into something else. Anticipation, maybe.

Thank you, she typed. That’s kind of you.

There was a pause, just long enough for her to wonder if she’d said the wrong thing, and then another message appeared.

I appreciate honesty, MrExecutive wrote. It’s refreshing. Tell me, how are you finding your new surroundings? Being new in town can feel lonely.

The question landed gently, but it still made something stir in her chest. She thought about the flat, the dress, the quiet, the person she’d been before tonight.

It can be a bit lonely, she admitted. But I think that’s part of starting over.

As soon as she sent it, she felt a small thrill. The words were true, even if she hadn’t fully realised it until she’d typed them.

That’s a very healthy way of looking at it, he replied. Starting over takes courage. Many people never do.

Compliments had always made Toby uncomfortable, had always felt misplaced. This didn’t. This felt nice. She became more aware of her body as she sat there, of the way the dress rested against her, of her smooth skin, of the careful voice she’d practised earlier.

They exchanged a few more messages, nothing personal, nothing explicit. Books. Work, vaguely. The city. Each response from him was respectful, and with every line, Natasha felt herself settle more fully into being present. The anxiety didn’t vanish, but it transformed, becoming a low, pleasant hum.

When there was a brief lull in the conversation, she leaned back and let out a slow breath she hadn’t realised she’d been holding. She played with her hair and smiled to herself

Being Natasha, even just like this, felt different. As if she’d stepped into a version of herself that wasn’t bracing for failure or rejection at every turn. For the first time in a long while, she didn’t feel invisible or stupid.

The drink loosened something in her that usually stayed tightly reined in. It always did. Natasha knew that about herself already, even if Toby had learned it the hard way more times than he cared to count. Alcohol made her brave in the wrong directions, made impulses feel reasonable, even necessary when they probably weren’t.

They talked a little more. Safe things. Neutral things. And then, without warning, the tone shifted.

Would you mind if I saw you? On cam? MrExecutive typed. Only if you’re comfortable, of course.

Her heart lurched. She stared at the message, pulse hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. She told herself she didn’t have to. That she could say no. That this was exactly the moment she should stop.

She didn’t.

Her hand moved almost of its own accord as she clicked the webcam icon. The little indicator light flicked on. For a second, nothing happened. Just her own image on the screen, the red dress vivid against the soft light, her face suddenly very real.

There was a pause.

Then the message appeared.

You look stunning.

A beat.

Do you always get dressed up for the evening?

Her breath came fast and shallow now, fingers trembling as they hovered over the keyboard.

Sometimes, she typed.

The reply came quickly.

You suit it very well. Would you stand up so I can see you properly?

She hesitated, then pushed herself to her feet, stepping back just enough for the camera to catch more of her. The heels pinched sharply, but she barely noticed. She was too aware of being seen.

That dress is beautiful on you, he wrote. Really flattering. Would you do a little twirl for me?

The word twirl sent a spike of panic straight through her chest. The room suddenly felt too small, too bright. The reality of what she was doing crashed down all at once, the thin line between control and exposure snapping tight.

She dropped back into the chair abruptly, breath hitching.

I’m sorry, she typed quickly. I have to go.

Before another message could appear, she closed the Pretty Young Things app, then shut the laptop entirely, the screen snapping to black as a door slammed in a hurry.

She sat there in silence, heart racing, hands clenched in her lap. The mirror across the room reflected back at her, red dress, blonde hair, carefully applied makeup. Natasha, frozen in the aftermath of a choice she hadn’t fully thought through.

After a while, her breathing slowed. She leaned back slightly, staring at nothing, replaying the moment over and over. The compliments. The request. The sudden fear.

She hadn’t been ready. That much was clear.

But what unsettled her most wasn’t the panic. It was the fact that, even now, part of her wondered what might have happened if she hadn’t closed the app at all.


Chapter Four

That night, drifting in and out of a drunken stupor, Toby dreamed he was Natasha.

She was in an office, bright and orderly, sunlight slanting through tall windows onto polished desks. The air smelled faintly of perfume and paper. She sat behind a desk of her own, posture perfect, legs crossed neatly and encased in a pencil skirt. Her blouse was soft, feminine, buttoned just low enough to feel intentional rather than daring. Her hair fell around her shoulders in gentle waves, and every movement she made felt natural and perfectly feminine.

People came to her with questions, and she smiled as she answered them, voice light, reassuring, quietly competent. She typed quickly, efficiently, nails clicking softly on keys. When she stood to fetch files or carry documents, she moved with an effortless grace, hips swaying just enough to feel expressive rather than exaggerated. No one questioned her presence. No one looked at her with confusion or disdain. She was exactly where she belonged.

In the dream, she wasn’t trying to be feminine. She simply was. And in that certainty, there was peace.

When Toby woke, it was late morning, and his head felt stuffed with cotton wool. Light leaked in through the curtains, too bright for a moment. He squinted and groaned and turned away. The drink was going to finish him off, he thought. The empty bottle and glass still sat on the bedside table. He lay there for a long time, staring at them, stomach sour, limbs heavy, replaying fragments of the night before without quite wanting to focus on any of them.

Eventually, he pushed up on his elbows. The red dress lay crumpled on the floor, its vivid colour the brightest thing in the room. One high heel was tipped over on its side; the other was kicked halfway across the floor. The lace lingerie was tangled in a corner, stockings twisted into soft knots. It looked less like a fantasy now and more like a tragedy.

He spent most of the morning doing nothing at all. No phone. No laptop. Just lounging around, drifting, nursing the hangover and the vague, unsettled feeling that clung to him no matter how much he tried to push it away. When he finally forced himself up, it was with the dull determination of someone tidying up a mess rather than resolving anything serious.

He gathered the dress first, smoothing it instinctively before he could stop himself. For a moment, he held it, the fabric cool and light in his hands, and a flicker of last night’s dressing and the way it made him feel, stirring in his chest. He shut that down quickly. Folded the dress and opened the wardrobe.

He threw it churlishly into the back. Then the lingerie. The heels. Finally, the makeup was swept up from the table and thrown on top. He closed the wardrobe door firmly.

Out of sight, out of mind, he told himself.

It was a lie, and he knew it even as he thought it. The rest of the day passed in a haze of distraction, but the feeling from the night before lingered stubbornly beneath everything else. No matter what he did, he couldn’t quite shake the memory of how natural it had felt to be someone else. Or the troubling thought that maybe it hadn’t been someone else at all.

By early evening, the restlessness had become impossible to ignore. Toby had tried distracting himself with television, with food, with anything that didn’t require thinking, but his mind kept circling back to the same place. Eventually, he gave in. He reached for his phone, hesitated only a second, and opened Pretty Young Things.

The notifications were waiting.

There were more messages than before, names he recognised and others he didn’t. Compliments, questions, casual hellos stacked neatly beneath Natasha’s profile picture. His pulse quickened despite himself.

Then he saw the one message from MrExecutive. It was long. Longer than any of the others, at least. He opened it and read slowly.

MrExecutive apologised first. He said he was sorry if he had scared her, that it hadn’t been his intention to push her or make her uncomfortable. He explained that he had experience with girls like Natasha, special girls, as he put it, and that he understood how overwhelming the beginning could be. He wrote that she was a journey, one that required patience and guidance, and that he respected how cautious she was being.

Toby’s chest felt tight as he continued reading.

MrExecutive said he believed Natasha had great potential. Her femininity, confidence, and presence could be nurtured, developed, and refined. He said compatibility mattered to him, that he wasn’t interested in rushing, only in talking, getting to know her, seeing where things might lead. And then, carefully, almost gently, he offered something else.

He could help her. He could guide her if she would let him.

Toby lowered the phone slowly, staring at nothing. The room felt very quiet again, the words repeating in his head. Special. Potential. Guide. Part of him recoiled instinctively, bristling at the implication that he needed shaping, correcting, directing or anything.

Another part of him felt an undeniable pull.

All day, he had tried to bury the memory of how right it had felt to be Natasha for just a moment and how natural the dream had been, how effortless that imagined office life had seemed. Trent Starc’s disdain. The girls’ indifference. His own constant failure. Against all of that, the message felt like an answer to a question he hadn’t consciously asked.

Toby sat there, phone warm in his hand, and one thought kept returning, uncomfortably persistent.

What if being guided was precisely what he’d been missing all along?


Chapter Five

Monday morning felt like a punishment rather than a fresh start.

Toby woke too early, heart already thudding, the taste of dread sharp in his mouth. The hangover was mercifully mild this time, but the emotional weight more than made up for it.

He lay still for a few minutes, trying to summon the energy to get up, shower, and put the suit back on, to become that apologetic version of himself again. The notion of Natasha and MrExecutive’s offer lingered like a bruise you kept pressing just to check it was still there.

Eventually, he dragged himself out of bed.

The suit went on reluctantly, every crease and sag an accusation. By the time he boarded the bus, he already felt behind, already felt like he was walking into something designed to catch him out. The city slid past the window in dull greys and muted colours, and when Kopek International finally came into view, his stomach tightened instinctively.

The office doors opened onto a wall of tension. Madeline was the first to look up, her eyes glancing at the clock before they settled on him. Her lips pressed together.

“You’re late,” she said.

“I’m not,” Toby replied, glancing back at the time. “It’s—”

“You are,” she cut in smoothly. “We start at nine sharp. Be at your desk and ready, not just physically present.”

He swallowed and nodded, murmuring an apology as he moved past her. Josie glanced over, offering a sympathetic smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Morning, Toby,” she said lightly. “Could you grab me the blue folder from the archives? The one marked Q2. I need it now.”

“Of course,” he said quickly, relieved to have something to do.

By the time he returned, slightly out of breath from hurrying, Josie was no longer at her desk.

“Oh,” Simone said from reception, voice sweet. “She’s just popped into a meeting. You can leave it on her chair.”

He did so carefully, then turned, only to hear Madeline’s voice again.

“Toby. Why are you wandering around?”

“I was just—”

“Fran asked you to update the shipping spreadsheet first thing, I seem to remember,” Madeline said. “It should already be done.”

Fran looked up. He didn’t remember her asking him anything. She didn’t say a word now, just smiled as if to say ‘poor you’.

Toby’s shoulders slumped. “I’ll do it now.”

He sat down at the computer assigned to him and opened the spreadsheet, fingers hovering uncertainly over the keyboard. The file was more complex than he remembered, tabs layered within tabs, abbreviations he didn’t fully understand. He worked carefully, double-checking everything, aware of eyes on him even when no one was visibly watching.

“Make sure you don’t overwrite the formulas,” Madeline called without looking up.

“I won’t,” he said quietly.

“Good,” she replied. “Because if you do, it’ll be a problem.”

The morning unfolded like that. Small requests. Conflicting instructions. Things that seemed deliberately timed to overlap. Josie would ask him to fetch something just as Madeline reminded him he was meant to be somewhere else. Fran would quietly change a process halfway through, then look at him expectantly when he faltered. Simone rang the desk phone repeatedly, insisting he take the calls, even though Madeline had explicitly told him not to.

Every mistake felt magnified. Every hesitation drew attention.

And then Trent Starc arrived.

The effect was immediate. The office straightened collectively, like a body responding to a sharp intake of breath. Starc strode in, immaculate as ever. His eyes swept the room, landing on Toby for just a fraction longer than anyone else.

“Toby,” he said finally. “My office. Now.”

The words dropped like a death sentence.

Toby followed Starc down the corridor, the click of polished shoes echoing ahead of him. Inside the office, everything was spare and precise. Starc sat behind his desk and gestured curtly.

“Sit.”

Toby perched on the edge of the chair, hands clasped tightly in his lap.

“I’ve had reports,” Starc began, steepling his fingers. “Of disorganisation. Of errors. Of a lack of professionalism.”

“I’m trying my best,” Toby said, the words tumbling out before he could stop them.

Starc’s eyes hardened. “Your best is not sufficient.”

He stood, moving slowly around the desk until he was directly in front of Toby. Up close, his presence was overwhelming, all certainty and control.

“You are on your last warning,” Starc said flatly. “I do not tolerate disruption. You have already tested my patience more than most.” Toby nodded, throat tight. “From now on,” Starc continued, “there will be no ambiguity. You will address me as Sir. At all times.”

“Yes, Sir,” Toby said automatically.

Starc’s mouth twitched, just slightly. “You will also address the women in this office as Miss. Miss Madeline. Miss Josie. Miss Fran. Miss Simone. If there are visitors present, you will address them according to their status. Clients, directors, partners. You will not guess. You will not improvise. You will ask.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“This is not a suggestion,” Starc said. “It is a corrective measure. If you are incapable of navigating basic professional respect, then it will be imposed.” He paused, letting that settle. “You will also speak only when spoken to, unless you are carrying out a direct instruction. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good,” Starc said. “You may go.”

Toby left the office on unsteady legs, the weight of the new rules pressing down on him immediately. The girls looked up as he returned, expressions carefully neutral.

“Miss Madeline,” he said quietly, testing the words. “Is there anything you need me to do?”

Her eyebrow arched. “That’s better,” she said. “Yes. You can start by redoing the filing you did earlier. Alphabetical. And don’t forget international codes.”

“Yes, Miss Madeline.”

As the day wore on, the rules became traps.

“Miss Josie,” Toby said carefully, “where should I place these invoices?”

She smiled sweetly. “Just pop them on my desk.”

He did, only for Madeline to snap moments later.

“Why are those there? They go in outgoing.”

“I was told—”

“No excuses,” Madeline said. “You should know better.”

When a client arrived unexpectedly, Toby froze.

“Good morning,” the man said briskly.

Toby hesitated, then blurted, “Good morning, Sir.”

Starc appeared almost instantly. “He is Mr Hargreaves,” he said coldly. “You will use names, not assumptions. How are Frank, just breaking in a new member of staff.”

“I’m sorry, Sir,” Toby said, mortified.

Starc’s gaze lingered on him for a long moment. “One more error like that,” he said quietly, “and we will have a very different conversation.”

By mid-afternoon, Toby’s nerves were shot. Every word felt dangerous. Every task carried the risk of failure. The girls moved around him with effortless confidence, occasionally correcting him, occasionally watching to see if he would slip.

And the worst part was the feeling that this was intentional. That the rules were not about improvement, but about pressure. About shaping him into something smaller, more careful, more obedient. Or getting rid of him altogether.

As he filed documents for the third time, hands trembling slightly, a thought surfaced unbidden.

Natasha would never be treated like this.

The idea startled him, lodged in his chest like a secret. He pushed it away quickly, but it lingered, unsettling and persistent.

By the time the day finally ended, Toby once again felt wrung out as if every part of him had been scrutinised and found lacking. He gathered his things quietly and left without anyone stopping him.

But even as he walked away from the building, the rules echoed in his head, mixing with the memory of red fabric, soft voices, and the dangerous thought that perhaps someone else entirely would have known precisely how to survive that office.


Chapter Six

Toby sat on the edge of the sofa, staring at the closed laptop, elbows on his knees, hands hanging uselessly between them. The flat was quiet again, that same heavy quiet that always seemed to settle after a bad day. Monday replayed itself in fragments. Madeline’s tone. Josie’s smiles that weren’t quite kind. Starc’s voice in his office, calm and merciless. Sir. Miss. Those words echoing louder than any others.

He poured a drink and swallowed it too quickly, barely tasting it. Then another, slower this time. The tight knot in his chest loosened just enough to let him breathe.

Without quite deciding to, he stood and walked into the bedroom.

The wardrobe door creaked softly as he opened it. At the bottom, half-hidden in shadow, the red dress and lingerie lay where he’d thrown them. For a moment, he just stared down at them, feeling the pull, the memory of how it had felt to wear them, to move differently, to exist without bracing for correction.

To be Natasha.

He crouched and lifted the dress out carefully. The fabric slid through his fingers, lighter than he remembered. He smoothed it, shook it out gently, and placed it neatly on a hanger. It looked better like that, waiting. The lingerie followed, folded and placed back into the drawer, stockings untangled and rolled properly. The heels he set side by side at the bottom of the wardrobe.

Order restored. Control, of a sort.

Back in the living room, the bottle of scotch was already lighter. He poured again and sank into the sofa, the room starting to blur at the edges. His thoughts drifted, unanchored now, and without really arguing with himself, he reached for the laptop.

It woke with a soft glow.

Pretty Little Things loaded almost instantly, as if it had been waiting. Natasha’s profile appeared, composed and calm, looking nothing like the boy who had endured the office all day.

MrExecutive is online.

The notification made his stomach flip. He stared at it, finger hovering over the trackpad. He told himself he should close the laptop. He didn’t have to do this. Tomorrow would come whether he messaged or not. And it would still be bad.

The drink, as usual, made that voice quieter. Before he could stop himself, he clicked into the chat and typed a single word.

Hi.

The message was sent.

Toby leaned back and felt a strange sense of relief. A few moments passed, each second stretching while Toby’s anticipation grew. Then the notification appeared.

Hello again, Natasha.

Relief and nerves washed over her at the same time. She shifted on the sofa, bottle within reach, fingers hovering before she replied.

Hi. I’m sorry about before. I panicked.

The response came quickly, calm and measured.

There’s no need to apologise. What matters is that you came back.

They talked for a while after that, gently at first. He asked how her day had been. She answered carefully, vaguely. He listened, or at least gave the impression of listening, responding with understanding rather than judgement. It soothed her more than she expected. The tension in her shoulders eased. She felt herself slipping back into Natasha without effort.

After a pause, he asked a simple question.

Are you dressed tonight?

Her eyes flicked instinctively towards the bedroom. The wardrobe. The dress hanging there, waiting.

No, she typed. Not tonight.

There was a longer pause this time. When his reply came, the tone had shifted. Still polite. Still controlled. But firmer.

Then we should talk about expectations.

Her heart began to beat faster again.

Feminisation is not something to approach casually, he continued. If you want to explore this properly, it requires commitment. Structure. Rules. Without those, you will only confuse and frustrate yourself.

She swallowed, fingers tightening around the glass.

If you choose to continue, he wrote, these are my parameters.

The next message came through as a list, one line at a time, each appearing deliberately, as if he wanted her to read and absorb every word before moving onto the next.

You will commit fully to your transformation.

Her breath caught.

You will address me as Sir at all times.

Something in her reacted to that immediately, a strange mix of nerves and recognition.

You will stop drinking and eat healthily.

She glanced down at the glass in her hand.

You will exercise regularly. I will provide exercise videos designed to improve poise, posture, and femininity.

She shifted again, suddenly very aware of how she sat, how she held herself.

When you are at home, you will always dress as a girl.

Her pulse quickened.

You will remove all male clothing except that required for work.

The words now felt heavy, irreversible.

Once we begin training, when you are at work or out in public as a man, you will wear clean panties and a bra beneath your clothes.

Her cheeks burned, even though she was alone. Something delicious stirred deep within her.

You will begin a skincare routine, completed every night and every morning.

You will learn to do your makeup and style your hair correctly.

She thought of the tutorials, the mirror, the feeling of lipstick settling into place.

That made her hesitate, a flicker of doubt rising briefly.

You will download the MP3 file I will shortly send you and listen to it overnight.

The list ended. The chat went still.

Natasha stared at the screen, heart racing, thoughts tumbling over one another. The rules were strict. Intimate. Controlling in a way that should have frightened her more than it did. Part of her recoiled instinctively, bristling at the loss of autonomy and at the sheer scale of what he was proposing.

And yet.

Another part of her felt an undeniable sense of relief. Someone else was setting the framework. Someone else was telling her what was expected. No ambiguity. No guessing. No chance to get it wrong if she simply followed instructions.

The memory of Trent Starc’s office flashed through her mind. Sir. Miss. Rules designed to humiliate, to shrink her. These felt different. Purposeful. Directed. Almost caring, in their own way.

Her fingers hovered over the keys again, the weight of the moment pressing down on her. She knew that whatever she typed next would change things. One way or another.

She stared at the cursor for a long moment, her heart beating so hard she could feel it in her throat. The rules still glowed on the screen, orderly and uncompromising. This was the point of no return. She knew that. Some quiet, rational part of her whispered that this was reckless, that this was far too much, far too fast.

Her fingers moved anyway.

Okay, Sir.

There was an immediate sense of relief and she wasn’t sure where it came from. It didn’t take long for MrExecutive to reply.

Good. Then we proceed properly.

Another message followed almost immediately.

I will need your address and your mobile number. I will personally curate your clothing, shoes, lingerie, and makeup. Everything you wear will support the woman you are becoming. And I have a clear idea of who that woman should be.

She thought of the wardrobe. Of the tired suit. Of the red dress hanging neatly now, like it was waiting to be joined by others. This was the Rubicon. She could feel it as clearly as a line drawn across the room.

And still, she couldn’t resist.

Her hands shook slightly as she typed out her address. Then her number. She checked them twice before sending, the strange calm settling over her even more as soon as she did. The decision, once made, brought a tear to her eye.

The reply came back with a soft chime.

Thank you, Natasha. I’ll take care of everything.

Another ping followed almost immediately. A file appeared in the chat window.

Download this onto your phone, he wrote. Listen to it tonight as you fall asleep. Do not skip ahead. Just let it play it and fall asleep. Your training will begin tomorrow evening, he continued. For now, get a good night’s sleep. You’ll need it.

She swallowed, fingers hovering for just a second before replying.

Goodnight, Sir.

There was no response after that. The chat window remained still, his presence withdrawn as cleanly as it had arrived.

Natasha downloaded the file to her laptop and transferred it to her phone, watching the progress bar inch slowly across the screen. When it finished, she tapped on the details almost without thinking.

Eight hours long.

She stared at the duration, a quiet shiver running through her. It wasn’t a song. It wasn’t a meditation. It was something meant to last the entire night.

She set the phone down on the bedside table and sat there for a while, dress still untouched in the wardrobe, makeup still packed away, her reflection faint in the darkened screen. The flat felt different now. Charged. Expectant.

Whatever tomorrow evening held, she knew one thing with absolute certainty.

Nothing was going to stay the same.


Chapter Seven

Toby woke luxuriously, not with a jolt but with a sense of being gently surfaced, as if something had guided him back rather than dragged him out of sleep. The room was dim, the morning light filtered and soft, and for a few seconds, he lay still, listening. The audio on his phone had faded into silence, the last words dissolving into the quiet as naturally as breath as he came back to the real world.

He felt…centred.

That was the only word that came close. His thoughts weren’t racing. His chest didn’t feel tight. There was no immediate spike of dread about the day ahead, no familiar urge to burrow back under the duvet and disappear. He lay there, aware of his body in a calm, neutral way, and realised with mild surprise that he wasn’t clenching his jaw. He felt warm and comforted and surprisingly hangover-free.

In the bathroom, steam gathered quickly as the shower ran. He stepped under the hot water and let it wash over him, shoulders dropping as the heat soaked in. He moved more slowly than usual, not out of lethargy but intention. He enjoyed the smooth feel of his skin. When he reached for the towel afterwards, he caught sight of himself in the misted mirror.

His face looked the same. And yet it didn’t.

There was a softness there he didn’t remember noticing before. Not physically different, not exactly, but quieter. Less braced. He looked less haggard. He leaned closer, peering through the condensation, trying to pinpoint what had shifted. His eyes looked steadier. His expression less tense.

By the time he boarded the bus, he noticed something else. He wasn’t fidgeting. His hands rested loosely in his lap instead of twisting together. He sat straighter without forcing himself to. When the bus lurched, he adjusted naturally rather than jolting awkwardly. It was subtle enough that he might have dismissed it entirely if it hadn’t felt so centring.

The office was different too.

Madeline looked up when he arrived, eyes moving briefly to the clock again before returning to him. There was no comment. No sharp intake of breath. She simply nodded.

“Morning, Toby,” she said.

“Good morning, Miss Madeline.”

Josie smiled openly when she saw him, not the tight, amused smile from before but something easier. “Hey,” she said. “Can you help me with something in a bit?”

“Of course, Miss Josie,” he replied automatically, then hesitated, waiting for correction.

None came.

Even Trent Starc’s arrival lacked its usual theatrical weight. He still dominated the space, still immaculate and severe, but his gaze slid over Toby without lingering. When Toby addressed him as Sir, Starc acknowledged it with a curt nod and moved on. No commentary. No pointed disapproval.

It was disorienting for a while.

Mid-morning, as Toby crossed the office with a stack of files, Simone leaned back slightly in her chair, watching him pass.

“Okay,” she said lightly, “what’s different?”

He stopped short. “Different?”

She gestured vaguely with her pen. “You. You’re…smoother today. Is that the word?”

Fran glanced up from her screen, then assessed him with her usual quiet intensity. “You’re moving differently,” she said. “More…controlled.”

Heat rushed to his face instantly. “I—I don’t know what you mean.”

Josie laughed, not unkindly. “Relax, Toby. It’s not a bad thing.” She tilted her head, studying him. “Honestly, if you made a bit of effort, you’d probably make quite a pretty girl.”

The words hit him harder than he expected. His blush deepened, spreading hot and unmistakable across his cheeks. He opened his mouth to respond, then closed it again, unsure what to say, painfully aware of how exposed he suddenly felt. Simone grinned, clearly pleased with herself, while Fran’s gaze lingered a second longer before she returned to her work.

No one pressed it. No one laughed cruelly. The moment passed.

But it stayed with him.

As Toby returned to his desk, he realised something else had changed. The comment hadn’t crushed him. It hadn’t sent him spiralling into embarrassment and self-loathing the way it usually would have.

The rest of the day passed in blissful peace and when he boarded the bus back home, he felt relieved. He climbed the stairs to his pokey little flat without that telltale lack of energy. There was actually a spring in his step.

He stopped short of his front door.

Two suitcases stood neatly against the wall. Large new ones. Their sides were still unscuffed, the handles stiff and the plastic gleamed. For a moment, he wondered if he’d gone to the wrong flat, a flicker of disorientation passing through him. Then he saw the envelope resting carefully on top.

His name wasn’t on it.

Natasha’s name was.

The handwriting was neat with every letter carefully formed. Seeing that name written so confidently made his stomach flutter in a way that made his excitement rise. He picked up the envelope, fingers suddenly very aware of their own movement, and opened it slowly.

Inside was a single sheet of paper. The letter was brief and precise.

Mr Executive told her they were her new clothes. All of them. He had selected each item carefully, with her development in mind. She was to remove all male clothing from the wardrobe and drawers, except for essential work items. Everything else was to be replaced with what he had provided.

There was no ambiguity in the instruction. No suggestion that this was optional.

After that, she was to change into something simple. A skirt, blouse, and high heels. Simple white underwear. Nothing dramatic. Practical. Feminine. Appropriate. Then she was to clean the flat thoroughly so that it was presentable. Order, he wrote, encouraged clarity.

Before bed, she was to lay out her nightwear on the bed. A simple silk gown for tonight.

Finally, she was to contact him at ten o’clock that evening for a short update.

Toby lowered the letter slowly, his pulse loud in his ears. He looked back at the suitcases, at how deliberately they had been placed, as if they had always belonged there.

Quietly, he picked up the first suitcase and carried it into the bedroom.

Natasha stood in the middle of the bedroom for a long moment before touching anything, the letter still folded in her hand, the two suitcases resting on the floor like a promise and a challenge all at once. They were larger than she had first realised, the kind used for long trips, their hard sides pristine, their zips still stiff. There was something gorgeous about their presence, as if they had been measured precisely to contain not just her clothing, but a whole other life.

She knelt and unzipped the first one.

The lid lifted slowly, and for a moment all she could do was stare.

Inside, everything was arranged with care. Garments were folded and layered neatly, separated by tissue paper, colours coordinated rather than jumbled. The first thing she noticed was the palette. Soft creams, pale blushes, greys, blacks, muted blues. Nothing garish. Nothing accidental. These weren’t costumes or novelties. They were clothes meant to be worn, lived in.

She lifted out the top dress.

It was simple but elegant, knee-length, with a gently fitted waist and a soft drape to the skirt. The fabric felt smooth beneath her fingers, heavier than it looked, the kind of material that would fall properly rather than cling. She held it up against herself instinctively, imagining how it would sit on her shoulders, how it would shape her figure. Just holding it made her aware of her body in a different way, made her stand a little straighter without thinking.

Beneath it were more dresses. Some with sleeves, some sleeveless. A wrap dress in a deep, flattering colour. A shirt dress that looked almost office-appropriate. A simple black dress that felt quietly powerful just to look at, unadorned and confident. Natasha felt something warm and steady bloom in her chest as she realised that someone had imagined her wearing these. Moving through the world in them.

She placed the dresses carefully onto the bed and moved on.

The skirts came next. Pencil skirts that promised structure and discipline. Softer A-line skirts that suggested movement and ease. One pleated skirt that felt almost playful, its fabric whispering softly beneath her fingers. Blouses followed, light and fluid, some with delicate buttons, others with gentle gathers at the neckline. She imagined pairing them together, creating outfits rather than disguises.

The second layer revealed lingerie.

Natasha hesitated here, breath catching slightly, before lifting the first piece free. The lingerie was feminine without being excessive. Bras in soft fabrics, some lightly structured, others delicate and minimal. Panties folded into neat stacks, lace-edged but practical, beautiful without being fragile. Colours ranged from pale neutrals to deeper tones, each piece feeling like it belonged to a set, a system. There were some more exotic items, a red lace teddy with suspenders.

As she touched the lingerie, she became acutely aware of how different they felt from the things she’d bought herself before. Those had been impulsive, chosen in moments of secrecy and nerves. These felt…normal. Everyday. The kind of underwear someone might wear without thinking twice.

Stockings were tucked carefully into their own compartment. She slid one free, the fabric cool and fine, and let it run through her fingers. She imagined the ritual of putting them on properly, the awareness they would bring to her movements, the way they would encourage her to be mindful of how she sat, how she crossed her legs.

She opened the second suitcase, and there were more dresses, skirts, and blouses. Beneath, she found high-heeled shoes, arranged side by side, each pair nestled in its own dust bag. Different heel heights. Different shapes. A pair of delicious stilettoes that could easily pass in an office environment. A softer, more delicate pair in a neutral tone. One pair that was unmistakably elegant, slender heels and graceful lines that made her heart beat faster just looking at them.

She lifted one shoe out and felt its weight, the solid reassurance of it in her hand. These weren’t toys. They were commitments.

Tucked into a side pocket was a shoebox containing a new blonde wig.

She opened it reverently. The wig was lighter than the one she already owned, the colour more natural, the fibres softer and more realistic. She lifted it and shook it gently, watching the hair fall into place. This wasn’t a costume-shop blonde. This was subtle. Convincing. She could already imagine how it would frame her face, how it would change her silhouette even from behind.

Another pocket revealed makeup.

Not random items, but complete kits. Foundations in carefully chosen shades. Palettes of soft, wearable colours. Brushes arranged in rolls, each one pristine and unused. Lipsticks that leaned elegant rather than dramatic. Everything spoke of learning, of refinement, of consistency.

Perfume followed.

She uncapped one and sprayed some on her wrist. The scent was light, clean, unmistakably feminine without being overpowering. It settled into the air gently, and she closed her eyes as it reached her, imagining it becoming part of how she was perceived.

Nightwear lay at the bottom of the case.

Several nightdresses, soft and flowing. Folded in tissue was an elegant silk gown. Natasha touched it last, the fabric impossibly smooth, cool against her fingertips. She imagined slipping it on at the end of the night, the quiet ritual of preparing for sleep, of being consistent even when no one was watching.

Night creams and skincare products filled the final compartment. Bottles and jars labelled with instructions, steps clearly indicated. Morning. Evening. Cleanse. Moisturise. Care.

By the time she sat back, surrounded by carefully arranged clothing and open suitcases, Natasha felt overwhelmed in a way that was almost dizzying. Her flat no longer felt like Toby’s space with a secret hidden in the wardrobe. It felt like a place in transition. A place being rewritten.

She looked around the room and imagined removing the old clothes. The old jeans. The shapeless jumpers. The things that were worn out of habit rather than intention. The idea didn’t scare her the way she might have expected. Instead, it brought a surprising sense of relief.

Natasha pressed a hand to her chest and noticed how steady her breathing was. There was fear there, yes, but it was quieter now, threaded through with something else. Gratitude. Anticipation. A strange, profound sense of being taken seriously. Someone had looked at her, at the idea of her, and thought: this is worth investing in.

She began with the lingerie.

White this time. Clean. Intentional. The bra was soft against her skin, supportive without being restrictive, and as she fastened it she noticed how sure her movements were. The panties followed, smooth satin hugging her hips in a way that felt quietly sensual.

The skirt came next, cotton and light, falling just below the knee. She stepped into it and pulled it up carefully, smoothing it into place, adjusting the waistband until it sat properly. The blouse was silk, pale and fluid, its delicate straps resting lightly on her shoulders. As she slipped it on, the fabric cooled her skin and settled against her torso with an ease that made her exhale without realising she’d been holding her breath. A hint of bra could be seen through the material and it made her think of the girls at the office.

She reached for the heels.

They weren’t dramatic, but they were unmistakably feminine. As she slid her feet into them and stood, her posture changed instinctively. Her weight shifted. Her legs straightened. She took a few careful steps, then another, the soft click against the floor sounding less alien than it once had. The shoes felt wonderful, not because they were uncomfortable or exciting, but because they asked something of her, and she met that expectation naturally.

She turned towards the mirror.

For a moment, she simply stood there, taking herself in. The silhouette was different now. Softer. More cohesive. She didn’t look like she was wearing borrowed clothes. She looked dressed.

She sat down at the small table and opened the makeup box, selecting only what she knew how to use well. Lipstick first, applied with care, the colour subtle but defining. A light sweep of eyeshadow blended gently. Mascara, applied slowly, lashes darkening and framing her eyes. Her movements surprised her. They were confident. She didn’t fumble.

When she finished, she leaned back and studied her reflection again.

Then she reached for the wig.

The blonde hair felt soft and cool as she lifted it, lighter than she expected. She placed it on her head carefully, adjusting it until it sat correctly, then refined it further, shaping. When she finally looked up, the change was almost glorious.

The hair framed her face, softened her features, shifted the balance of everything. The woman in the mirror looked pretty. Feminine. She tilted her head slightly, watching how the hair moved, how it completed the picture. Natasha stared back at her, unmistakable now.

Now, she moved through the flat methodically, cleaning as she went. Surfaces wiped. Floors cleared. The space began to feel lighter, less cluttered, less tied to habits she no longer wanted. With each small task, she felt a quiet satisfaction settle in her body. This wasn’t punishment or loss. It was preparation.

When she reached the wardrobe, she didn’t hesitate.

She opened it fully and began removing the clothes that no longer belonged. The old jumpers. The worn shirts. Anything shapeless, anything chosen out of resignation rather than preference. She folded none of it. She simply placed each item into a large black bin bag, one after another, the sound of fabric landing dull and final.

The suit stayed, of course. A few practical pieces for work. The rest went.

The dresses, blouses and skirts now had space.

She tied the bag firmly, the knot tight beneath her fingers, and carried it out to the hallway. When she set it down by the door, she paused for just a moment. Then she opened the door and placed it outside. When she closed the door again, the sound felt definitive.

Next, it was time to put her new clothes away. She did so carefully, making sure that dresses and skirts hung in order, shoes were neatly place and lingerie put away in colour order. When she was finished, she exhaled slowly and felt the pleasure rise in her.

At ten o’clock precisely, Natasha sat down in front of the laptop, hands folded neatly in her lap. The flat was clean now the air faintly scented with the perfume she sprayed earlier. The wardrobe stood closed but full, heavy with its new contents, and the knowledge of that felt exciting and life affirming.

She logged into Pretty Little Things.

MrExecutive was already there.

Good evening, Natasha, the message appeared almost immediately. Turn on your camera.

She hesitated for just a second, then did as she was told. Her own image filled the screen first, sitting upright, skirt smoothed carefully beneath her, shoulders back without conscious effort. She swallowed and waited.

Then his image appeared.

He was a rugged-looking man, older than she had imagined, with well-groomed hair touched lightly with grey at the temples. His face was composed, confident, the kind of face that suggested decisiveness and certainty. He looked directly into the camera, as if meeting her gaze without hesitation.

“Good evening,” he said. His voice was calm, even. “I can see you.”

“Good evening, Sir,” Natasha replied, the words coming more easily than she’d expected.

“Good,” he said. “Now, show me the room.”

She lifted the laptop carefully and stood, heels clicking softly as she moved. Her hands trembled just a little as she panned the camera around the flat. The clean surfaces. The orderly shelves. She paused briefly on the wardrobe, then opened it.

Inside, the dresses and skirts hung neatly, arranged by length and colour. Blouses were spaced evenly. Everything looked deliberate. She moved the camera down to the drawers next, opening them one by one to reveal the neatly folded lingerie, stockings rolled and aligned, nightwear laid out carefully.

When she turned the camera back to herself, he was watching intently.

“Very good,” he said after a moment. “You’ve followed instructions properly.”

Warmth spread across her cheeks before she could stop it. She felt herself blush, a physical response she couldn’t control, and the awareness of being seen like this made her pulse quicken.

“How do you feel?” he asked.

She thought for a second before answering. “A little strange,” she admitted. “But calmer than I expected.”

“That’s normal,” he replied. “You’re adjusting. Change often feels unfamiliar at first.”

She nodded, absorbing the words.

“When we finish this call,” he continued, “you will change into your nightdress. The silk gown. Then you will go to bed and listen to the audio file again. All the way through.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“In the morning,” he went on, “you will wear lingerie beneath your work clothes.”

Her stomach fluttered, but she nodded again. “Yes, Sir.”

“Training will begin in earnest tomorrow evening,” he said. “Seven p.m. sharp. You will be suitably attired and ready to start.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He studied her for a moment longer, then gave a single, satisfied nod. “Good. That will be all for tonight.”

The screen went dark as the call ended.

Natasha remained standing there for a few seconds, laptop still in her hands, heart racing but steady. Then she set it down, looked at the nightdress laid out on the bed, and prepared for bed, the words ready to start echoing softly in her mind.


Chapter Eight

Once again, the change was noticeable the moment Toby stepped into the office. No sharp remarks. No exaggerated sighs. No deliberate corrections delivered just a little too loudly so everyone could hear.

Madeline simply nodded. Josie smiled as she passed him a file. Fran acknowledged him with a brief look that felt more observant than critical. Even Simone’s expression, usually poised somewhere between amusement and appraisal, seemed softer, as if she were in on a joke that hadn’t yet been shared.

Toby kept his jacket buttoned all day.

Beneath it, the white bra sat snugly against his chest, the straps hidden but unmistakably present every time he moved his shoulders. The panties hugged his hips in a way that was impossible to forget. They weren’t uncomfortable. Quite the opposite. They were a constant, gentle reminder, grounding him in femininity.

He felt lighter on his feet again. He realised there was no hangover because he hadn’t had a drink last night.

He noticed that his posture had changed. He walked with a little more care, a little more awareness of how his shoes met the floor, how his weight shifted when he stopped at a desk or turned a corner. He found himself standing straighter without forcing it, shoulders back, movements smaller and more controlled. It wasn’t something he consciously tried to do. It simply happened. Sometimes, he even wiggled his hips a little.

Every so often, he caught the girls exchanging glances.

A giggle, quickly suppressed.

A look passed between Josie and Simone.

Madeline’s lips curving briefly before flattening again when she noticed him looking.

It made him a little more self-conscious, but it didn’t paralyse him the way it once would have. If anything, it left him oddly alert, aware of himself in a new way. Aware of how the fabric beneath his suit moved when he sat. How the bra reminded him not to slump. How the soft pressure at his waist kept him focused.

By early afternoon, his thoughts kept circling back to the evening ahead. He forced himself to concentrate on the spreadsheet job Simone had given him.

Seven p.m. Suitably attired. Ready to start. Yes, Sir.

He didn’t know what that meant exactly, and the not knowing sat heavily in his chest. Anticipation and apprehension braided together until he couldn’t quite separate them. Part of him felt eager, curious about what the training would look like. Another part felt uneasy, aware that the structure he’d accepted so readily was beginning to extend beyond clothing and posture. It was exciting though and it filled him with a new energy that he hadn’t experienced in a long while.

When the day finally ended, he left the office quietly as usual, jacket still buttoned, steps measured, head full. The journey home felt longer than usual. He found himself looking more critically at young women travelling on the bus or walking outside. Checking their outfits and deciding whether they worked or not or what he could imagine wearing.

As he reached his door, keys already in hand, he noticed the parcel waiting on the mat. It was medium-sized, plain cardboard, sealed neatly. No branding. No return address he recognised. He bent to pick it up. It was heavier than he expected.

Inside the flat, he set it down on the table. Another gift from his mysterious benefactor. He grabbed a knife from the kitchen and slit open the tape. Amid the foam packing, there was a box containing a camera and some cables.

Carefully arranged components. It was a compact CCTV, wireless operated with a mounting bracket.

The sight of it sent a flicker of unease through him, sharp enough to make him sit down. This wasn’t clothing. This wasn’t skincare or makeup or even instruction. This was something else entirely. Something that crossed from guidance into observation.

He ran a hand through his hair and exhaled slowly. He had agreed to rules. To structure. To being guided. But this?

He looked at the clock. No time to think now. She had to get ready.

Natasha took her time.

There was no clock-watching now, no sense of rushing to meet a deadline. Whatever nervous energy lingered in her body had softened into something quieter, more purposeful, even with the delivery of the camera. She closed the bathroom door and turned the shower on, letting the sound of running water fill the small space before stepping under it. The warmth spread across her skin immediately, steam rising, blurring the edges of the room until everything felt distant and private.

She washed slowly, deliberately. The water ran over her shoulders, down her back, along her arms and legs, and she paid attention to how it felt instead of letting her mind wander. When she shaved lightly where she needed to, her hands were steady.

She stepped out of the shower, skin warm and faintly flushed, and dried herself carefully and reached for the moisturiser. The lotion was thick and luxurious, absorbing slowly as she worked it into her legs, her hips, her arms. The scent was subtle but unmistakably feminine, something floral without being sweet. As she massaged it in, she noticed how familiar the act already felt, how natural it seemed to attend to her body this way.

She slipped into the silk robe next, letting it fall around her shoulders and tied it loosely at the waist. The fabric moved fluidly against her skin, cool and smooth, and she enjoyed the sensation of it following her movements rather than restricting them. Wrapped in it, she felt more like a girl again.

At the dressing table, she paused.

The surface was no longer cluttered. Bottles and jars were arranged neatly after she tidied last night. These weren’t things bought on impulse. MrExecutive obviously had expensive tastes. She picked up one of the perfumes, uncapped it, and let the scent bloom briefly in the air before applying just a touch to her wrists and the hollow at her throat.

She opened the makeup case.

There was no hesitation this time. She began with foundation, applying it smoothly, blending with practiced ease as if she had done it all her life. She suddenly knew when enough was enough, when to stop before it became a mask. Eyeliner and shadow followed, soft pinks and gentle neutrals that enhanced rather than transformed. She blended carefully and was pleased with the effect.

Mascara came next, her lashes darkening, her eyes gaining definition. She thought about the false eyelashes and decided against them. She blinked slowly, letting the mascara dry, and then ran some blush across her cheeks, just the smallest amount. Natasha applied lipstick, a flattering shade of pink that warmed her face without overpowering it.

She stood and turned towards the bed, where the lingerie had already been laid out.

The pink set was delicate and distinctly feminine. She slipped into it piece by piece, the bra fitting beautifully. The panties followed encasing her in silk and lace. Then the garter belt, fastened carefully, four straps adjusted until they lay flat and even. Rolling the stockings up her legs was a slow, meditative act, fastening each clasp with attention.

She took a breath and reached for the dress.

The chiffon was light as air, flowing between her fingers as she stepped into it. She drew it up slowly, adjusting it until it settled just right. The off-the-shoulder neckline rested delicately against her collarbones, exposing just enough skin to feel a little risque. The skirt fell beautifully, moving with the slightest shift of her hips, whispering softly as she walked.

She turned in front of the mirror, watching how the fabric responded to her movement. It didn’t cling. It flowed. She found herself moving more carefully, more fluidly, because the dress seemed to ask for it.

The heels waited beside the bed.

They were higher than she was used to, slender and elegant, and she slipped her feet into them with anticipation. They fit perfectly and she briefly wondered how he knew her size. Standing, she adjusted her balance, feeling her posture lift, her spine lengthen. She took a few careful steps, then another, the rhythm of movement settling into her body.

She returned to the dressing table and applied her false nails, one by one, pressing them into place with steady hands. They lengthened her fingers, changed the way her hands looked as she moved them, making even small gestures feel deliberate. She added jewellery next. The pearly necklace rested cool and reassuring against her skin, the matching earrings catching the light when she turned her head.

She lifted the wig and gently, shook it out, and placed it on her head, adjusting it carefully. Once again, it framed her face perfectly, completing the image so thoroughly that she barely recognised the transformation. She gently brushed it gently and wondered what it would be like to have her own hair.

Natasha stood there fully assembled now, every element working together. The dress, the heels, the hair, the subtle makeup.

She posed again, shifting her weight, turning slightly, watching how the skirt flowed, how the heels shaped her stance. Her heart filled with something warm and expansive. She felt a deep joy to be dressed like this. A deep joy she had never before experienced.

She smiled at her reflection. She was ready.

Ten minutes stretched like an hour.

Natasha sat perfectly still on the edge of the chair, hands folded neatly in her lap, back straight without effort. Every detail of the room around her felt sharpened by anticipation. The soft tick of the clock on the wall was suddenly loud, each second landing with deliberate weight. She was acutely aware of her body, of the way the dress settled when she breathed, of the gentle pressure of the stockings, of the heels planted carefully on the floor.

She checked the time again.

6:55.

She resisted the urge to fidget, to adjust something that didn’t need adjusting. Good girls didn’t fidget. That made her giggle. The sound was feminine. Everything was in place. She was ready. That knowledge only made the waiting harder. Each minute felt longer than the last, her thoughts circling back on themselves, wondering what would happen now, how it would begin, how much of her would be asked of her tonight.

At last, she opened her laptop and logged into Pretty Little Things. The familiar interface loaded, offering no hint of the significance it held for her now. She sat there, eyes moving between the screen and the clock.

6:58.
6:59.

The final minute crawled. Then the clock ticked over.

7:00.

At that exact moment, a notification appeared.

MrExecutive is online.

A message followed immediately.

Hello Natasha.

Her fingers hovered over the keyboard for half a second before she typed her reply.

Hello Sir.

Natasha sat very still, knowing that whatever came next marked the true beginning.


Chapter Nine

She saw only herself, framed by the camera, standing in the centre of the room. Then his image appeared beside it, steady and composed, watching her with an attentive calm that made her straighten instinctively. He smiled. “Let me see all of you, young lady.”

She put the laptop on a table and stepped back, turning so that he could see her. He studied her stance, her posture, the way her weight rested slightly too evenly across both feet.

“You look very pretty, Natasha,” he said. “Good girl.”

Warmth rose into her cheeks at once. “Thank you, Sir.”

“Now we begin,” he said. “Are you ready?”

He asked her to step back to the bed and turn to face him.

“Walking,” he said, simply. “Everything starts there.”

He told her to begin moving, slowly at first, back and forth across the room. Her first steps were careful, in high heels, self-conscious, the memory of years spent trying not to be noticed still clinging to her muscles. She moved correctly, but stiffly, hips restrained, arms held too close to her sides.

“Relax,” he said, not unkindly. “You’re holding yourself in.”

She inhaled, then let the breath out deliberately.

“Smaller steps,” he continued. “Let your feet land closer together. You don’t need to cover ground quickly.”

She adjusted, shortening her stride. Immediately, something shifted. The movement felt less like marching and more like gliding, her balance changing subtly as she went. “Good,” he said. “Now your hips. Don’t force them. Just allow them to respond.”

She tried, tentatively at first. A slight sway crept into her movement, hesitant and uncertain.

“Don’t exaggerate,” he corrected gently. “Think fluidity. Think grace.”

She focused on the rhythm of her steps, on how the skirt brushed her legs, how the heels dictated pace and placement. Gradually, the sway became more natural, less deliberate. Her hips began to move because the motion demanded it, not because she was trying to perform it.

“Yes,” he said. “Look at me, as if you are walking towards me. And smile. That’s excellent. Good girl.” The sound of a man calling her good girl sent a squirm of pleasure through her. It seemed to make her more willing to please him for a reason she didn’t quite know.

Next the focused on her arms.

“They’re part of your balance, but they’re also a part of your feminine personality,” he explained. “Let them move. Softly. No tension.”

She became aware of how rigid she’d been holding them, hands slightly clenched, shoulders tight. She let her arms loosen, letting them swing gently with her steps, wrists relaxed, fingers uncurling.

The difference was immediate.

Her walk softened. Her whole body seemed to flow as a single, continuous line rather than separate parts failing to cooperate. She felt heat bloom low in her chest, a quiet excitement at how right it suddenly felt.

They went on like this, minute by minute.

He adjusted her posture, asking her to lift through her spine without stiffening, to imagine a line drawing her upward from the crown of her head. He reminded her to keep her shoulders relaxed, her chin level, her gaze forward but soft. When she faltered, he corrected her calmly. When she improved, he acknowledged it without effusiveness, each “good” landing like reassurance.

Time slipped past unnoticed.

At some point, she stopped thinking about each instruction individually. Her body began to remember. The steps linked together smoothly. The sway settled into an easy rhythm. Her arms moved naturally, counterbalancing her hips, her whole frame working in quiet harmony.

There was a moment, brief but unmistakable, when something clicked.

It felt like a warmth spreading through her, a sense of perfection that was almost physical. As if something essential, something that had always been there but suppressed, was finally being allowed to surface.

Her feminine essence, she thought suddenly, surprised by the clarity of the phrase.

By the end of the hour, when he finally told her to stop, she was lightly breathless, cheeks flushed. She stood there in front of him and her weight settled naturally into one hip, arms relaxed at her sides.

“Very good, Natasha,” he said. “You’re learning very quickly.”

She smiled before she could stop herself.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said.

Next they worked on Natasha’s voice.

MrExecutive asked her to sit, feet together, spine long, shoulders relaxed. “Voice follows posture,” he told her. “If your body is tense, your voice will be too.”

She nodded, swallowing, suddenly very aware of her throat.

“Don’t force pitch,” he continued. “That’s the mistake most people make. You’re not trying to sound like someone else. You want to be you. The girl you are.”

He asked her to take a breath low into her body, then to speak on the exhale. Simple words at first. Her name. A greeting. A sentence about the room she was in. The first attempts came out tentative, her voice thin and uncertain, climbing awkwardly at the end.

“Stop,” he said gently. “Reset.”

She breathed again, slower this time.

“Imagine your voice floating forward,” he said. “Not up. Forward. Let it resonate behind your lips, not in your chest.”

She tried again.

The difference surprised her.

Her voice was still recognisably her own, but lighter. Softer around the edges. He guided her next through intonation, encouraging her to vary her pitch naturally rather than keep it flat. Upward inflexions when inviting. Gentle downward ones when reassuring. He reminded her to slow down, to let words land instead of rushing past them.

“Good,” he said after a while. “You hear it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

They practised for some time, reading simple phrases, answering imagined questions, letting her voice find a rhythm that felt expressive without being exaggerated. By the end, her throat felt warm rather than strained, her voice settling into place as if it had always known where to go.

“Now your body language,” he said.

She stood before him again, hands relaxed at her sides.

“Femininity is communicated in small things,” he said. “Not big gestures. Not noise. Subtlety.”

He asked her to look directly into the camera.

“Eye contact,” he said. “Hold it. Don’t stare. Just stay present.”

She did, heart fluttering as she met the lens and his face. Her instinct was to glance away too quickly, to retreat.

“Stay,” he said quietly.

She stayed.

“Now smile,” he instructed. “Not wide. Just enough.”

She let her lips curve gently. He had her practise holding it while listening, letting it soften rather than freeze. She became aware of how a small smile changed her entire expression, made her look open and receptive.

“When someone speaks to you, especially a man,” he said, “this tells them you’re engaged. That you’re warm. That you’re worth continuing to talk to.”

Her pulse quickened at that thought, but she listened carefully.

“Hands,” he said. “They should never be idle. But they should never dominate.”

He showed her how to lift a hand to her hair, how to let fingers slide lightly through it and then fall away. How to touch her necklace absently, to adjust an earring, to rest her fingertips briefly at her collarbone. Each movement was to be small, almost unconscious.

“Practise,” he said.

She did.

At first it felt artificial, like she was imitating something she’d seen rather than it really being her. But as she repeated the motions, something shifted again, like jigsaw pieces falling into place and showing the real picture. The gestures began to flow into one another, no longer separate acts but part of a continuous language.

Her body softened. Her shoulders dropped. Her head tilted slightly when she listened. Her weight settled naturally into one hip.

“Yes,” he said. “That’s it.”

He asked her to combine it all. To walk a few steps, stop, turn, meet the camera’s gaze, smile, speak a short sentence, then let her hand drift to her hair as if without thought.

She did. This time, there was no hesitation.

The movements linked together seamlessly. Her voice emerged light and controlled. Her smile felt genuine rather than practised. The woman on the screen didn’t look like she was performing femininity.

She was feminine.

For a moment, Natasha felt a strange, quiet certainty bloom in her chest. A sense of promise realised, similar to what she’d felt while walking earlier, but deeper now, more intimate as if layers were settling into place rather than being added.

“Very good,” MrExecutive said after a pause. “You’re learning how to communicate without effort.”

She exhaled, a soft, breathy sound she hadn’t meant to make.

“Thank you, Sir,” she said, and this time her voice carried warmth and a subtle grace she no longer had to search for.

As the clock edged closer to ten, the tone of the evening shifted again.

MrExecutive glanced at the time and nodded slightly, as if making a decision. “Good,” he said. “You’ve worked hard tonight. Now we do something different. Put on some music,” he instructed. “Something lively. Something with rhythm.”

She hesitated only a moment before moving to phone, selecting a playlist she barely remembered saving. The speaker over by the bed burst into life. The first notes filled the room, upbeat and flowing, a steady pulse that seemed to settle immediately into her chest.

“Now,” he said calmly, “I want you to stop thinking.” She turned back to the centre of the room, heels planted, dress swaying softly around her legs. “Don’t analyse. Don’t correct yourself. Just be in the moment,” he continued. “Let your body respond as a girl would.”

The music swelled.

At first, her movements were tentative again. Then, amazingly, she let them go. Her hips began to sway gently, side to side, following the rhythm without direction or intent. Her shoulders loosened. Her arms lifted slightly, wrists soft, fingers relaxed.

She closed her eyes.

The beat carried her, each note inviting motion. The chiffon skirt moved with her, light and responsive, brushing against her legs as she shifted her weight. Her hair swayed around her shoulders, catching air as she turned slowly, then faster, then slowed again.

She stopped trying to dance.

She simply moved.

Her body found its own language. A girly roll of the hips. A soft bend at the knee. A gentle arch of her back as she stretched upward, arms lifting briefly before floating back down. She smiled without realising it, a private smile, one meant for no one else.

She felt connected to herself in a way she never had before, not split between thought and action, not monitoring or correcting. Just present. Just being. The femininity she’d learned wasn’t something she had to summon now. It flowed through her naturally, expressed in the sway of her body, the softness of her movements.

When the song finally faded, she came to a stop, breath slightly quickened, cheeks warm, body loose and alive. She opened her eyes and stood there, grounded and glowing, the last echoes of the music still resonating through her.

“Well done, Natasha,” MrExecutive said softly. “That’s what it feels like when you stop resisting.”

She nodded, unable to find words just yet.

He asked her to sit.

Natasha moved back to the sofa, smoothing her skirt automatically before lowering herself into it. Her movements were calm now, unhurried, her posture composed without conscious effort.

“There’s something we should discuss before we finish for tonight,” he said. “The camera I sent you.”

Her stomach tightened slightly, the parcel flashing back into her mind.

“It’s optional,” he continued evenly. “This is your choice. But monitoring your environment and your behaviour can be very helpful in training. Not to punish. To reinforce consistency.”

She nodded slowly, listening. “Yes, Sir.”

“Femininity isn’t something you switch on and off,” he said. “It becomes effective when it’s habitual. When it’s your first thought and last, and then no thought at all. How you sit. How you move. How you react when you’re alone as well as when you’re seen.”

She absorbed that quietly, aware of how naturally she was already holding herself.

“If you choose to use the camera,” he went on, “it will help you remain mindful. It will remind you that you are practising at all times. That you act femininely not because you’re being watched, but until it no longer feels like acting.”

She swallowed, then nodded again. “I understand, Sir.”

“Good,” he said, satisfied. “You don’t need to decide tonight.”

There was a brief pause, then his tone softened.

“For now, we end the session properly.”

He instructed her to begin her nightly skincare routine.

Natasha stood, carrying the laptop carefully so the camera could still see her, and moved to the dressing table. She removed her jewellery first, setting it down neatly. Then she cleansed her face slowly, methodically, massaging gently, rinsing, patting dry. She applied the night cream with deliberate care, working it into her skin with light, practised motions.

She was aware of being watched, but it didn’t make her nervous. If anything, it made her more composed. When she finished, she turned back to the bed.

The silk nightdress lay waiting, exactly where she had placed it earlier. She slipped out of the dress, took off the bra and stockings and stepped into the gown, the fabric gliding over her skin, settling around her body with quiet elegance. She adjusted the straps, smoothed the hem, then returned to the chair.

She looked at the screen.

“I’m ready, Sir,” she said softly.

He watched her for a moment without speaking, his gaze steady, evaluative, calm.

“Very good, Natasha,” he said at last. “You did well tonight. Thank you for listening. Thank you for applying yourself. And thank you for being a good girl.”

She couldn’t help but blush.

“Get into bed now,” he said. “Listen to the audio. Sleep. Tomorrow, you simply maintain. We’ll continue tomorrow evening.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

The screen went dark.

Natasha stood there for a moment in the quiet, silk brushing softly against her legs, skin warm, mind clear. Then she turned off the lights, climbed into bed, and reached for her phone.


Chapter Ten

The rest of the week unfolded with a strange, dreamlike consistency. Letting go was the biggest challenge, but the deeper Natasha went down the rabbit hole the easier it seemed to become.

Each evening at seven, Natasha logged on.

Each night, MrExecutive was waiting.

The training followed a similar pattern, but it never repeated itself exactly. New outfits were tried, carefully selected and increasingly demanding. One night, a tight-fitting pencil skirt and blouse forced her posture into something sharper and more deliberate. Another, a softer dress, encouraged more unrestricted movement and fluidity.

He experimented with colours, fabrics, heel heights. Sometimes he asked her to change midway through a session, to feel the difference immediately, to understand how clothing shaped not just her body but her behaviour. Her mind.

Each time, he pushed her a little further.

As a result, her walk became smoother, her movements smaller and more intentional. He corrected habits she hadn’t realised she still had: standing too squarely, gesturing too broadly, letting tension creep back into her shoulders.

He refined her voice further, asking her to soften consonants, to slow her speech, to let emotion colour her tone instead of flattening it. He taught her how to sit without thinking, how to cross her legs neatly, how to occupy space as an ultra-feminine young woman.

Now, instead of drinking herself into a stupor, she had her training. In the mornings, she got up early, put on a pale-green leotard, and did yoga or Pilates. She was eating healthily, and it showed in her complexion. The flat was perfectly tidy all the time now, and was beginning to transform into something far more feminine.

What surprised her most was how quickly it stopped feeling like instruction.

By Wednesday, Natasha didn’t need to be reminded to move the way she did. Her body simply responded. By Thursday, the mirror no longer felt like a checkpoint or a test. It felt like confirmation of her newfound girlhood. Each night she slipped into bed wearing a delicious silk nightdress, with the audio playing softly, and each morning she woke feeling slightly more settled in herself.

By Friday, the change was no longer confined to the flat. Toby felt it the moment he stepped into the office.

There was an awareness in the room that hadn’t been there before. He caught it in glances that lingered a fraction longer than usual, in smiles that carried a private edge. Josie’s eyes followed him when she thought he wasn’t looking. Simone looked him up and down openly, lips curving with something like satisfaction. Fran said nothing, but her gaze was sharper, more assessing than ever.

Even the way Toby moved through the space had changed.

He didn’t rush anymore. Didn’t hunch or apologise with his shoulders. He walked carefully, deliberately, his steps smaller, more controlled. When he stopped at a desk, his weight settled naturally into one hip. When he stood listening, his hands didn’t fidget. They rested lightly, fingers relaxed.

He felt it too. The constant, quiet reminder of the lingerie beneath his clothes. The way it kept him present in his body, mindful of how he sat and moved. He kept his jacket buttoned, but not defensively now.

The touch point came late in the afternoon.

Trent Starc approached his desk with a file in hand, expression unreadable as ever. “Toby,” he said. “I need you to stop what you are doing and finish these figures.”

“Yes, Sir,” Toby replied automatically.

But something slipped. As he took the file, he smiled.

Not a nervous, apologetic smile. Not the tight, ingratiating one he’d learned to wear. It was softer than that. Warmer. It was Natasha’s smile. And without thinking, his hand lifted briefly, fingers brushing his hair back from his face in a small, unconscious gesture.

The movement was subtle. It was unmistakable.

Starc’s eyes narrowed slightly. He didn’t comment, simply nodded once and moved on. But the room had gone very still. Toby felt it immediately.

Heat rushed to his cheeks. He glanced up and saw the girls watching him. Simone’s grin was wide and unashamed. Josie bit her lip, clearly enjoying the moment. Fran’s eyebrow lifted.

Madeline rose from her chair.

She walked over and sat on the edge of Toby’s desk, crossing her legs slowly, deliberately. She looked at him with a smile, mimicking the small movement he had just made.

“You really are becoming quite girly, aren’t you?” she said lightly.

Toby’s blush deepened. He opened his mouth to respond, then closed it again, suddenly very aware of how he was sitting, the feel of the bra and panties, how his hands rested, how his posture had softened without him noticing.

It wasn’t cruel exactly, either. There was a sense of satisfaction. As if she were watching something inevitable finally take shape.

And in that moment, with his heart racing and his face warm, Toby realised something he couldn’t quite put into words yet. What had begun in private was no longer invisible.

They all knew it.

That evening, Natasha moved through the flat with quiet purpose, setting up the camera. She followed the instructions carefully, angling it so that it covered the main living space as much as possible. When she finally connected it and checked the feed on her laptop, she felt a small flutter in her chest. This was another threshold crossed, another choice made tangible.

When MrExecutive logged on and opened the live feed, he nodded slowly.

“Good,” he said. “I’m glad you decided to install the camera; it shows commitment on your part.”

She wore a strappy black dress, simple yet undeniably elegant. The fabric skimmed her figure rather than clinging, the neckline was modest but clearly feminine. Her heels were higher than she’d worn earlier in the week, narrow and confident, changing the way she stood and shifted her weight. She felt composed now, balanced, aware of her posture without having to correct it.

They went through their routine as they had each night that week. Walking, posture, voice. Refinement rather than correction now. He gave fewer instructions and, instead, talked to her about her day. She told him about the moment of recognition, and he responded that she was becoming a girl, so it was not unusual for people to start to notice.

By the time the session drew towards its close, Natasha felt warm and calm, the pleasant fatigue of focus settling into her limbs. MrExecutive watched her for a moment longer than usual before speaking again.

“Sit down,” he said.

She did, smoothing her dress automatically before lowering herself into the chair, hands resting lightly in her lap. She looked at the screen, attentive.

“Tomorrow is Saturday,” he said, “so we’re going to do something different.”

Her heart skipped, a quick, bright pulse of anticipation mixing with nerves.

“I’m pleased with the progress you’ve made,” he continued. “You’re no longer practising but becoming proficient. You’re ready to take the next step.”

She swallowed, eyes fixed on the screen. “Yes, Sir.”

“In the morning,” he said, “you will dress as if you are going out to the shops. Nothing dramatic. Something simple. Feminine. Appropriate for daytime.”

She nodded slowly, already picturing possibilities.

“You will go out as Natasha,” he continued calmly. “I’ll let you choose where. A supermarket. A café. A shopping centre. Somewhere ordinary.”

The idea of going out into the world as Natasha thrilled her. She had thought about it, of course. She wondered what it would be like to walk into the office one day, dressed as a girl. He envied Madeline. Loved the way she dressed. Wanted to be the same.

“You will take images of your adventure,” he said, “and send them to me as you go. Moments. Details. Proof of experience.”

Her fingers curled slightly in her lap.

“I may also call you,” he added, “and have a conversation with you while you’re out. Nothing complicated. Just to hear you. To see how you carry yourself.”

A rush of heat spread through her chest, fear and excitement tangled together so tightly she couldn’t separate them.

“Yes, Sir,” she said softly.

He watched her for a moment, his expression unreadable but intent.

“This is about integration,” he said. “You won’t rush. You won’t hide. If you are going to be the girl you want to be, then this is the logical next step.”

She breathed in slowly, then out again, grounding herself.

“Very good,” he said at last. “That will be all for tonight.”

The call ended shortly after, leaving Natasha alone in the quiet flat, camera still watching her in the background. She stood for a long moment without moving, heels planted, heart racing gently.

Tomorrow, the boundary between private and public would begin dissolve. There was no resistance from Natasha. She was in too deep now. She couldn’t find her way out of the rabbit hole even if she wanted to.


Chapter Eleven

Sunlight filtered through the thin curtains, pale and warm, spilling across the pink duvet cover in a way that felt almost deliberate. Natasha stirred beneath it, awareness returning slowly, gently, as if she were being invited back into her personality. As usual, she removed the earbuds and had a moment to reflect on her new world.

She was becoming so girly now, that it was frightening. It was also exciting and delicious.

She slipped out of bed, the silk nightdress gliding down over her thighs as her feet touched the floor. She stood there for a moment, letting the light fall across her skin, amazed at how she was beginning to notice the world more.

Nervousness fluttered in her chest, unmistakable and sharp, but it was threaded through with excitement. Today mattered.

She moved through her morning routine with care.

The bathroom filled with steam as she showered, movements almost reverent. She followed her skincare steps exactly as she’d been taught, cleansing, patting dry, applying moisturiser with light, upward motions. The mirror showed a face that looked subtly more feminine each day. She ran her fingers through her hair and wondered how long it would be before she could get it styled properly.

Makeup came next, light and appropriate for the day. A sheer foundation, just enough to even her skin. Soft eyeshadow, barely there. Mascara to define her lashes. A natural lip colour that added warmth without drama. She wasn’t trying to be striking. She was trying to be real. And she was really getting good at this makeup thing.

When she dressed, she chose carefully.

Black panties and bra first, lacy and familiar beneath her hands now, settling against her body in a way that felt almost provocative. Then a strappy top that showed her bra strap, followed by a full summer skirt that swirled with her walk. She stepped into her heels, not the tallest pair she owned, but high enough to remind her to move with feminine intention. Standing, she adjusted her balance, feeling the familiar shift as posture and girly presence aligned.

The wig transformed her as usual. She was always amazed how it made such a difference.

She looked just right. Pretty. Polished. Like any other woman with a love of fashion, heading out for errands on a bright morning. There was nothing exaggerated about her. Nothing theatrical. That ordinariness made her heart flutter harder than any dramatic transformation ever had.

She gathered her bag, slipping her purse inside along with a small makeup pouch and her phone. The ordinary weight of these things felt reassuring. She slung the bag over her shoulder, checked herself one last time in the mirror, then turned towards the door, then stopped.

She glanced around the flat, suddenly conscious of her movements, of how she stood, how she breathed. A small shiver ran through her, not entirely fear, not entirely thrill. She looked at the camera up on the wall.  She wondered if MrExecutive was watching now, if he could see her poised by the door, dressed and ready, heart racing softly. Of course, he was watching her. She smiled.

Whatever else she felt, she knew one thing as she reached for her keys.

She was about to step outside as Natasha.

And there was no turning back now.

Natasha stepped out into the morning light and felt it immediately. The openness of it. The exposure. The world was louder and brighter than her flat, full of movement and sound and people going about their lives, unaware of how monumental this moment felt to her.

Her first steps were cautious.

She was acutely aware of her heels on the pavement, of the skirt moving around her legs, of the way the strap of her bag rested on her shoulder. This was not the level floor of the flat. There were uneven paving stones, even a few cobblestone areas.

Every sensation seemed magnified. She kept her head level, gaze forward, posture as she had been taught, but her heart raced all the same. For a while, she half expected someone to stop her, to stare too long, to say something sharp or cruel.

No one did.

People passed her as they always did in town. Shoppers with bags, couples talking, parents herding children along. A woman brushed past her without a second glance. The ordinariness of it was disorienting in the best possible way.

She let out a breath she hadn’t realised she was holding.

With each step, her body began to relax. Her stride shortened naturally, heels clicking in a steady rhythm. Her hips started to move with the motion, not exaggerated, not deliberate, just fluid. She felt herself settling into it, letting the dress and shoes dictate the pace rather than fighting them.

She passed a shop window and caught her reflection by accident.

She slowed, then glanced again more deliberately.

The woman looking back at her looked right. The full skirt swayed gently. The strappy top sat neatly against her shoulders. The blonde hair framed her face convincingly. She didn’t look like someone playing dress-up or testing a disguise. She looked like a girl out for a morning shop.

A quiet thrill ran through her.

As she walked further into town, she noticed the looks. Not stares. Not scrutiny. Just fleeting glances that lingered for half a second longer than usual. A couple of workmen smiled openly as they passed her. One let go of a gentle wolf whistle. She felt a warm flush bloom in her cheeks, but this time it wasn’t embarrassment.

She lifted her phone and took a photo in the reflection of another window. Then another, capturing her shoes on the pavement, the hem of her skirt catching the light. Each small act made the experience feel more real, more anchored.

Her phone buzzed.

She stopped near a café, heart fluttering as she checked the screen.

MrExecutive: You look very pretty.

The words sent another rush of warmth straight through her. She stood there for a moment, phone in hand, sunlight on her skin, people flowing around her, and felt something settle deep inside her chest.

Could anything be more perfect than this?

Natasha slipped the phone back into her bag and continued on, steps surer now, smile softer but more confident, her reflection appearing and disappearing in the glass around her as she moved through the town, as if she had always belonged there.

The department store felt cavernous after the open street, bright and orderly, filled with soft music and the low murmur of shoppers moving between displays. Natasha paused just inside the entrance, letting herself acclimatise, then adjusted the strap of her bag and walked further in, heels clicking lightly against the polished floor.

She began with the dresses.

Racks of fabric stretched out in neat rows, colours shifting gradually from pale neutrals to deeper tones. She let her fingers brush lightly over sleeves and skirts as she passed, feeling the textures, imagining how different cuts might look on her body. Some dresses were playful, others for work, others quietly elegant. She lifted one from the rail, holding it up against herself in a nearby mirror, heart fluttering as she assessed the silhouette.

She didn’t try anything on. She wasn’t that brave!

The idea of taking garments into a changing room, of undressing in such a public space, still felt like a step too far. She told herself it was fine. This wasn’t about pushing every boundary at once. Just being here, browsing openly, was already a victory. She replaced the dress carefully and moved on.

Eventually, without quite planning to, she found herself drifting into the lingerie section.

The lighting softened here, warmer and more intimate, the displays arranged with quiet elegance rather than spectacle. Silk and satin hung alongside lace, mannequins posed tastefully, everything suggesting confidence rather than excess. Natasha slowed instinctively, suddenly very aware of herself again.

She pretended to browse at first, lifting a hanger, examining it, then setting it back. But she didn’t feel out of place. No one stared. No one questioned her presence. She was just another woman considering her options.

“Can I help you at all?” a voice asked gently.

Natasha turned and met the assistant’s smile.

“I’m… looking for something special,” Natasha said, surprised by how easily the words came. “For a date.”

The assistant’s expression warmed immediately. “That’s exciting,” she said. “Do you have anything in mind?”

They talked quietly, moving between racks together. The assistant listened, asked thoughtful questions, suggested fabrics and styles without assuming anything. Natasha found herself relaxing as they spoke, nodding, smiling, and engaging in a way that felt natural and unforced.

Eventually, the assistant held up a silk teddy, simple but undeniably elegant, the fabric catching the light softly.

“This would be lovely,” she said. “It’s comfortable, but it still feels special.”

Natasha looked at it, fingers brushing the smooth material, and felt a small thrill of recognition. This wasn’t something she was buying in secret or on impulse. This was a choice made openly, confidently.

“Yes,” she said. “I think that’s the one.”

At the till, her heartbeat faster again, but she kept her head high as she paid. The assistant folded the item neatly, slipped it into a bag, and smiled once more.

“I hope your date goes wonderfully,” she said.

“Thank you,” Natasha replied.

As she left the department store and stepped back into the sunlight, shopping bag swinging lightly at her side, she felt taller somehow, not because of the heels, but because of what she’d just done. She hadn’t hidden. She hadn’t rushed. She had simply existed as herself, and the world had accepted her without question.

Natasha wasn’t ready for the morning to end.

The simple act of being outside, of moving through the world as herself, had given her a lightness she didn’t want to surrender yet. She spotted a small café just off the main street, its tables set out in the sun, and chose one near the edge where she could watch people pass. Sitting down, she crossed her legs neatly and smoothed her skirt, feeling quietly pleased with how natural the movement felt now.

She took another picture, the sunlight catching her hair, the curve of her shoulder, the coffee cup just visible on the table, and sent it before she could overthink it.

As the barista placed her coffee down in front of her, her phone rang.

Her heart fluttered.

She answered, lifting the phone to her ear, conscious of how she held herself, how she smiled even before she spoke.

“Hello?” she said softly.

“Hello, Natasha,” came his voice. Calm. Familiar now.

“Yes,” she replied, then laughed lightly, a small, breathy giggle escaping before she could stop it. “I’m just sitting at a café. It’s really nice.”

“Good,” he said. “Now I want you to talk to me as if you’re talking to your boyfriend.”

She felt a warm rush spread through her chest at the word. Boyfriend. She shifted slightly in her chair, angling her legs towards the street, her posture open and relaxed.

“Oh,” she said, smiling into the phone. “That’s easy.”

She let her voice soften, brighten, letting it rise and fall more freely. She talked about the coffee, about the sunshine, about how nice it felt just to sit and watch people. She laughed more than she usually would, little giggles punctuating her sentences, playful and unguarded. She twirled a strand of hair around her finger without even thinking about it, then let it fall again. Natasha was perfectly giddy.

“Mmm,” she said at one point, glancing down at the cup. “I should have ordered cake. I always do that. I pretend I won’t want it, and then I do.”

She laughed again, and could hear the faint amusement in his response.

As she spoke, she became aware of the couple at the following table. A man and a woman, leaning towards each other, smiling. The woman glanced at Natasha and smiled warmly, the man following her gaze. They weren’t staring. They weren’t judging. They were simply witnessing a moment that, from the outside, looked entirely ordinary.

A woman on the phone. Talking to her boyfriend. Laughing. Enjoying life.

She smiled again, nodding as she listened.

“Yes,” she said softly, almost playfully. “I’ll tell you all about it when I get home.”

When the call ended, she set her phone down slowly and took a sip of her coffee, sunlight warming her skin. The couple beside her returned to their own conversation.

Natasha sat there for a while longer, heart whole, aware that something had shifted again not just in how she looked, or how she moved, but in how the world responded to her.

And how easily she responded back.

She almost floated up the stairs when she finally returned home.

The door closed behind her with a soft click, and she leaned against it for a moment, breathing out slowly, letting the joy wash through her. She had done it. She had gone out, walked through town, shopped, sat in a café, talked and laughed and been seen. Nothing terrible had happened. No one had challenged her existence. The world had simply accepted her.

She smiled to herself, cheeks still warm, heart light.

Then she noticed the parcels in the post basket.

They sat neatly, small and unassuming, as if they had always been there. Her smile faltered, curiosity replacing the buoyant glow as she bent to pick it up. One box was light, sealed carefully, no branding beyond a simple label. The other was plastic wrapped and seemed to be heavier.

Inside the flat, she set down the boxes on the table and stared at them for a few seconds before opening.

Nestled in bubble was a tub container. The label was understated, the wording careful. Breast Enhancement Cream. She turned it slowly in her hands, reading the instructions without quite absorbing them yet, a faint flutter starting low in her stomach.

The other box contained something entirely different.

Her phone chimed.

She glanced at the screen.

MrExecutive: I trust you found your gifts. It’s time to start the next phase of your training. The breast cream is self-evident. It should be applied twice a day, in the morning and at bedtime. Once you begin to develop more sensitivity, you will, of course, feel more sexually active. That is what the cage is for. If you agree, you will put it on. I understand this might be a big step, but it is necessary. If you do put the cage on, you must lock it and send the key to me in the envelope provided.

Natasha lowered the phone and sat down slowly, the morning replaying itself in her mind. The smiles. The café. The ease with which she’d moved through the world. She looked down at the small container in her hands, then back up at her reflection in the darkened screen of her phone.

Was she ready for this? The small cage was made of cool steel.

She looked at the instructions in the box, then made her decision. As seemed to be the case nowadays, she didn’t put things off. Natasha pulled up her skirt and pulled down her black panties.

She attached the cage, made sure it was secure, and then locked it. It looked strange, sitting there between her smooth legs. She stood, pulled up her panties and arranged her skirt. It didn’t feel too uncomfortable.

She looked at the key for a moment, then slipped it into the envelope. The address was a PO Box. Natasha was entirely sure if she waited, she would chicken out. Instead, she checked herself in the mirror and walked down to the post box at the bottom of the road.

In the blink of an eye, the key was gone, and she was caged.


Chapter Twelve

The new week began with an unexpected turn.

Toby arrived on Monday morning, braced for endings. His contract had been clear from the start, a short placement, nothing permanent, and he had already begun preparing himself for the familiar ritual of quiet dismissal.

He was halfway through putting his bag under the desk when Madeline appeared beside him, clipboard tucked under her arm, expression maddeningly casual.

“Oh, Toby,” she said lightly, as if she were commenting on the weather. “So that you know, your contract’s been extended. Another two weeks.”

He blinked. “It has?”

She smiled, slow and deliberate, her eyes flicking over him with a particular sinful delight in a way that made his stomach tighten. “Yes. You’ve been such a good girl.”

Behind her, Josie let out a soft laugh. Simone didn’t even try to hide hers. Fran looked up briefly, took in the scene, and returned to her screen with the faintest hint of a smile at the corner of her mouth.

Heat rushed to Toby’s face, his predictable blush immediate and undeniable. He opened his mouth to respond, to correct her, to say thank you or okay or anything at all, but the words tangled uselessly in his throat.

Madeline patted his desk once, brisk and proprietary. “We’ll be needing you a bit more this week.”

And with that, she moved on.

She was quite the bossy boots, more than usual. She began issuing instructions with sharp efficiency, reorganising workflows, and redistributing tasks. Toby found himself saddled with extra duties almost immediately – filing, scheduling, running errands. Fran began training him on the online import/export system. Madeline corrected him often, though not harshly. There was an edge of satisfaction in it too, as though she were shaping him rather than disciplining him.

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” he found himself saying more than once, the words slipping out automatically.

He felt it all keenly.

Not just the way the girls watched him now with open amusement, or how they seemed to delight in nudging him just a little off balance. But the changes happening beneath his clothes, quiet and persistent.

His breasts had begun to ache after just a few applications of the cream.

It wasn’t dramatic, not yet, but there was a fullness there that hadn’t existed before, a subtle weight that made him suddenly aware of her chest whenever he moved. The bra he wore felt tighter, more necessary. His nipples had become sensitive in a way that was distracting, catching on the lace of the bra, sending little jolts of sensation through him occasionally that left him breathless and flustered for reasons he didn’t quite know.

It caused all sorts of strange emotions.

Toby felt more vulnerable, more present in his body, more aware of himself in space. He sat differently. Held his arms closer without meaning to. He wondered, not for the first time, if the girls could see it. Really see it. If they noticed the way his silhouette had softened, the way he protected his chest unconsciously when he laughed or leaned forward.

Madeline, for her part, seemed entirely aware of everything. She even corrected his posture once with a light tap at his shoulder, guiding him back, murmuring, “Stand properly,” as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

By the end of the day, Toby was exhausted.

He was heading towards the filing room when it happened.

He passed Trent Starc’s office, the door open more than usual. To his surprise, he saw Madeline standing by Starc’s large ornamental desk, obviously showing the CEO a file.

What was surprising was that Starc had his hand on her backside, gently rubbing it as he studied the file. Her hair was loose, and her blouse was open a little, revealing a hint of lacey bra and cleavage. She looked up as Toby passed and, instead of being embarrassed, she smiled. It was Toby who blushed and hurried to the filing room. When he returned, the door was closed.

Natasha sat down when MrExecutive asked her to, smoothing her skirt without thinking, folding her hands loosely in her lap. The cameras were on as usual, the flat calm and orderly around her, the week’s routines already embedded deeply enough that none of it felt unusual anymore.

He studied her for a moment before speaking.

“I want to pause tonight,” he said. “And I want to ask you something directly.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“How do you think everything is going?”

The question caught her slightly off guard. She had grown used to instruction, correction, and refinement. Being asked to reflect felt different. She considered it carefully, eyes drifting for a moment before returning to the camera.

“I think it’s going well,” she said slowly. “Better than I expected.”

“And are you happy?” he asked.

Natasha felt the answer rise almost immediately, surprising her with its certainty. “Yes,” she said. Then, after a beat, she added, “I can’t explain it. But I really am.”

She shifted slightly in her chair. Over the past few weeks, the changes had come quickly, almost seamlessly. What had once felt like effort now felt like a habit. What had once felt like performance now felt like presence.

“I didn’t think it would be this easy,” she admitted. “Settling into it, I mean. Being Natasha.” She gestured vaguely at herself, at the woman she had become in such a short time. “I thought I’d be fighting myself the whole time.”

“And you’re not,” he observed.

“No,” she said, a small smile touching her lips. “It feels like I stopped fighting. Everything. Even work is better. They’ve extended my contract.”

She thought about the office. About how she moved now without thinking, how her voice softened naturally, how her reactions had changed. About the way the girls watched her, not with confusion anymore, but recognition perhaps of who she was becoming. Was that too much to hope?

“I don’t feel like I’m pretending,” she continued quietly. “It feels like I just suddenly ended up on the right path.”

MrExecutive nodded slowly.

“That’s usually how alignment feels,” he said. “Not dramatic. Not forced. Just right.”

“I didn’t realise how tired I was before,” she said after a moment. “Trying to hold everything together. Making so many mistakes in life.”

Sitting there, poised and self-aware, Natasha understood something with quiet clarity. Happiness hadn’t arrived in a sudden rush or a dramatic revelation. It had crept in gradually, disguised as routine, as ease, as the absence of constant inner conflict.

“Now, we have to broach the subject of Natasha and men. How do you feel about that?”

She blushed. “I don’t know. I’ve been having feelings when a man looks at me or smiles. Even with Mr Starc. I don’t understand. I feel all flustered and, I don’t know, as if I want…I don’t know.”

He paused for a while as if thinking of the right words.

“I think you are submissive. That can be a challenging thing to come to terms with. You have been conditioned to think and act a certain way in your previous life. The truth is, that letting go of that notion is going to be even more liberating for you.” He considered Natasha for a moment. “When I sent you the cage, you put it on immediately. That’s a sign of your submission. The willingness to give over control of that side of your life. The reason I asked you to wear the cage is that I want you to experience sensual pleasure in a more feminine way. Once you do, I think you’ll come to realise how this new life is meant to be for you. I think you will understand.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“It means exploring things, here, in front of me. How do you feel about that?”

“It scares me I guess…but excites me too.”

“Good girl. I don’t want to rush you on this side as it’s the most important part of your feminine development. We’ll start with dancing. Tomorrow, you will dress in sexy lingerie and high heels. I will send you links to a few erotic dance classes, and you are to try to follow the moves. Not just the motion but the sentiment. You will do that between seven and nine in the evening. You may, on this occasion, have a few glasses of wine to loosen your nerves. I will be online at nine exactly, and you will give me a show. I’ll send you a playlist so you have something to dance to. How does that sound?”

“I’d like that, Sir,” I said, blushing.

“Good girl.”

Josie’s eyes lingered just a fraction longer than usual when Toby reached up to retrieve a file from a shelf. Simone’s gaze flowed down and then up again, her mouth curving into a knowing smile. Fran said nothing, as ever, but her eyebrow lifted once in a way that made Toby’s stomach flutter. Toby could feel the weight of his new breasts.

Then the comments came.

“Oh my god,” Simone said one morning, not bothering to lower her voice, “is it just me, or is Toby… filling out?”

Toby froze at his desk, fingers still on the keyboard.

Josie laughed. “I thought I was imagining it. But no. There’s definitely something going on there.”

Madeline looked up from her open diary slowly, eyes coolly assessing him. She took Toby in with deliberate care, her gaze travelling down his torso and lingering just long enough to make his cheeks burn.

“Well,” she said lightly, “we did say he was becoming quite girly.”

He swallowed, suddenly hyper-aware of the bra beneath his blouse, of the faint sensitivity that made every small movement feel amplified.

“I— it’s just the shirt,” he tried weakly.

Simone grinned. “Sure it is.”

Later, when Toby bent to pick something up from the printer, Josie leaned over and murmured, “Careful, sweetheart. You’ll have the wrong kind of attention if you keep developing like that.”

There was no cruelty in it. No sharpness. Just teasing. Familiarity. And somehow that made it worse.

Or better. Toby wasn’t sure which.

Madeline noticed everything.

At one point, she walked past Toby’s desk and stopped, tapping the edge of it with her pen. “You know,” she said casually, “if you’re going to insist on growing curves, you might want to invest in better support.”

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” he murmured, eyes fixed firmly on his screen.

The girls laughed again, softer this time, almost fond. As humiliating as it was, there was something else threaded through the embarrassment. A strange, quiet thrill. The fact that they saw it. That they weren’t questioning it. That the change was being acknowledged as inevitable rather than impossible.

He just carried on working, cheeks permanently warm, heart racing a little, aware that whatever was happening to his body was no longer a private secret.

On the bus home, his jacket fell open, and a man stared at him. Toby looked down and realised the outline of his bra was clearly visible. He blushed and got off the bus a few stops early. Walking the rest of the way, his breasts jiggled in the bra and sent a flush of embarrassment through him.

Now it was time to get ready. Natasha chose a red lace teddy with suspenders and red high heels, taking time over her makeup so that she looked suitably ‘erotic’. She lined her lips and made them fuller, and managed a decent smoky eyeshadow that looked alluring and hyper-sexual.

She linked to the videos MrExecutive had given her and began practising. Awkwardly at first and then more fluid once she’d had a few drinks of Prosecco. She checked herself in the mirror constantly and worked on her facial expressions.

All too quickly, nine o’clock came around, and it was time for her big show.

“Are you ready? You look fantastic, very sensual,” said MrExecutive when he finally joined her.

“I’m nervous, Sir,” she breathed.

“Don’t be. This is not a final audition. It’s a learning curve. And a chance to shine.” He let a pause hang for a moment and then said: “Dance for me, Natasha.”

The room was dim, lit only by a lamp in the corner and the glow of the city bleeding faintly through the curtains. She picked up her phone and pressed play on the songs MrExecutive had sent her. Music drifted from the speakers, low at first, a steady rhythm that pulsed rather than demanded attention. She adjusted the volume and put the phone down.

She stood in the middle of the room and closed her eyes.

The alcohol had warmed her, loosened the tightness that earlier lingered in her shoulders. It dulled the edges of self-conscious thought just enough for sensation to come forward. She breathed in, slow and deep, and felt the fabric of her outfit and the stockings move against her skin.

The first movement was barely a movement at all.

A shift of weight from one foot to the other. A soft bend in the knees. Her hips responding before her mind had decided to let them.

The music settled into her body gradually. A bass line thrummed low and steady, something she felt more than heard, vibrating faintly through the floor and up into her legs. She let her arms hang loosely at her sides, fingers relaxed, wrists soft, and allowed the rhythm to guide her rather than overpower her.

She rolled her shoulders once, then again, slow circles that loosened muscle and breath together. Her head tipped back slightly, throat exposed, chin lifted as if she were opening herself to the air. A faint sheen of warmth gathered at her collarbones, her skin catching the light as she moved.

She began to sway.

Her hips traced small arcs in space, responding instinctively to the beat. The movement felt natural, inevitable, as though her body had been waiting for permission rather than instruction. She let the sway deepen, the circle widen, her skirt following the motion in soft waves.

She opened her eyes and stared directly at the camera, as if she were dancing for a man sitting there.

Her arms lifted slowly, elbows bent, wrists loose, hands floating upward as if drawn by the music itself. She let one hand brush her hair back from her shoulder because it felt right, because the movement completed the line her body was already tracing.

A new song bled in seamlessly, heavier now, richer. The tempo slowed just enough to invite lengthier motion, deeper rolls of the body rather than quick steps. Natasha stepped forward, then back, looking over her shoulder and smiling, her feet sliding rather than lifting, her heels grounding her to the floor as her weight shifted smoothly between them.

She turned, her hips rolling as she stepped forward.

She let her spine lead now, a slow ripple beginning at her hips and travelling upward, vertebra by vertebra, until it reached her shoulders and finally her head. The sensation sent a shiver through her, not sharp or overwhelming, but deeply satisfying, like stretching after a long sleep.

A quiet sound escaped her lips without her realising it, not a word, not a sigh, just breath shaped by motion.

She turned slowly, letting her red nails play lightly around her thighs, bringing her hands up over her lingerie, to her breasts and then up through her hair.

She felt sweat begin to gather at the small of her back, along her ribs, a fine glisten catching the lamplight as her body warmed fully now. The sensation grounded her further, made everything more immediate. She was not abstract. She was not imagined. She was here.

The next song carried a sensual groove, playful and slow, inviting her hips to speak more boldly. She let them. The movement deepened, hips rocking forward and back, side to side, circles layered into one another. It wasn’t exaggerated or showy. It was controlled, confident, and deliberate in its softness.

Again, her hands traced the lines of her body without urgency. A palm gliding briefly over her waist. Fingers resting at her hip before lifting away. Her nipples hardened and poked gently through the material, and she stroked her nails against them, gasping with pleasure.

She felt deeply aroused now and could feel the cage tighten.

The music wrapped around her, rhythm aligning with heartbeat, with breath, with intention. She felt feminine and sexual in a way that was profound and delectable and amazing. She turned again, slower this time, letting the movement resolve naturally rather than forcing it to continue. Her arms drifted down, her shoulders relaxed, her head tilted slightly as she listened to the final notes of the song fade into the next. She pouted at the screen. She bit her bottom lip gently.

She swayed one last time as the playlist came to an end, then came to stillness, breath rising and falling steadily, skin warm, hair slightly damp at the nape of her neck.

She stood there for a long moment, eyes closed, hands resting lightly at her sides. And then she laughed and put her hands up to her face. “Oh, my God!”

“That was beautiful,” said MrExecutive. “You really are so feminine.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Her nipples were jutting forcefully through the lace of the teddy, and something burned between her legs. She had gotten herself excited, and now she felt frustrated that she could not release. MrExecutive seemed to sense it.

“Tonight, I want you to wear the sheer white nightie and lie on the bed. I want you to play with your nipples and only your nipples. I don’t want you to hurry. I want you just to accept the pleasure. Don’t try to force it as a man would. Don’t focus on anything but the sensation.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He left a few minutes later, and she sat on the bed in her pretty lingerie, catching sight of herself in the mirror. She really looked like a sexy whore.

Natasha sat at the vanity, settled the wig on its stand and began to remove her makeup. She took off the delicate teddy and laid it across the back of a chair, along with the panties and the stockings. The garment hugged her all over, and it would be different wearing it under her clothes for work, not least because it pushed her breasts up so they were more noticeable. But she intended to wear it nonetheless.

She cleaned her teeth, put on the silk nightie, and then lay on the bed.

For a moment, she was too exhausted to play. It was as if the dance had sapped the energy from her.

Finally, she let her hands raise gently to her breasts, catching the nipples with her nails, and a delicious shiver of pleasure ran through her. She felt the cage tighten again, and it brought a little pain, but she ignored it, stroking and pinching her breasts.

The nipples hardened, and she gasped, arching her back as the sensation rose and fell with each touch. The soft material of the nightdress hung loosely around her breasts, stroking the flesh like a feather.

Natasha writhed and moaned and let the sensation consume her, nothing else. It was all about the touch. There was no guilt, no rush to finish.

There was just this sublime moment when she accepted her feminine sensuality and began to learn how to manage it, embrace it, and love it.


Chapter Thirteen

The bus ride felt longer than usual.

Toby sat rigidly in his seat. His jacket was buttoned all the way up despite the mild warmth of the morning. Beneath the familiar weight of the suit, he was acutely aware of what he was wearing underneath.

The sexy red lace teddy hugged his body closely, the fabric delicate and unmistakable, the suspenders holding the stockings in place with a gentle, persistent tension that reminded him of every small movement he made. When he put it on that morning, he had felt a thrill. Now, he wasn’t so sure.

It was more risqué than he had ever dared for work.

Every bump in the road, every shift of his weight, sent a quiet jolt of awareness through him. He resisted the urge to adjust himself, keeping his hands folded neatly in his lap, posture careful and contained. He glanced down once, just to make sure his jacket was fully closed, his tie straight, everything outwardly respectable.

From the outside, he looked like any other young man on his way to work. Underneath, he was the unadulterated Natasha.

By the time he reached the office, the self-consciousness had settled into a low, constant hum. He stepped inside and was immediately met with the familiar sight of the girls already at their desks, the office alive with quiet chatter and the clack of computer keys.

Madeline looked up first and smiled. “Well,” she said lightly, eyes giving him the once over for a full appraisal, “you’re glowing this morning.”

Heat rushed to his cheeks instantly as Simone burst into giggles, Josie covering her mouth with a grin, Fran glancing up just long enough to smirk before returning to her screen. Did they know?

“I’m just tired,” Toby muttered, hurrying past to his desk.

“Oh, sure,” Simone said cheerfully. “That must be it.”

He sat down quickly, smoothing his jacket, acutely aware of the warmth building beneath it. The office seemed hotter than usual, the air heavier, and as the morning wore on, he found himself growing increasingly uncomfortable. The lace beneath his shirt clung to him, the stockings a constant reminder every time he shifted in his chair. It made him irritable and incredibly horny.

Josie noticed.

A little before lunch, she leaned over his desk, her cleavage on full view and smiled at him brightly. “You know, you can take your jacket off,” she said. “It’s boiling in here. The air con’s up the duff.”

Toby swallowed.

“I’m fine,” he said quickly, shaking his head a little too emphatically. “Really.”

Josie raised an eyebrow, her smile turning knowing. “If you say so.” He could smell her perfume and inside, Natasha wondered where she could get it.

Josie leaned back in her chair, exchanging a glance with Simone that made his stomach flip. Toby kept his eyes firmly on his screen, jacket still buttoned tight, trying to focus on his work while the heat, the lingerie, and the girls’ quiet amusement made it harder and harder to remember why he’d ever thought it was a good idea to dress as he was.

The nightly ritual continued for Natasha. She would prepare for bed, put on a silk nightie and play with her nipples.

The intensity seemed to grow each night and carried over to the next day. Her sensitivity was increasing, either because of the stimulation or the cream or both. At work, she found it difficult to concentrate, and her nipples would often have a mind of their own.

At one point, he gasped. The girls looked up, and he realised it had been loud enough to cut through the office noise.

Even while he did his yoga in the morning, the tension was palpable. The cage would start hurting again, as if there was a big explosion of an orgasm on the way. Which there was.

On the fourth night, she lay down and was consumed with the passion of it. She had selected a cute baby doll with lace cups and a sexy matching thong. She delicately began to play with her nipples, gasping almost as soon as she touched them.

Her breasts had real weight now, and when she settled onto her knees, stroking them, the sensation was almost painfully unbearable. The silk of the nightie tickled her upper thigh and sent a small cry of frustration through her. She reached down to her panties, pressing her pubic bone. Across the room, the surveillance camera watched her, it’s little red light glowing. She didn’t care that He might be watching. She couldn’t stop.

She lay back, bending her knees and parting her legs. She stroked her breasts and thrust her hips back and forth, feeling the pressure against her cage. There was pain there, but not unbearable. Now she was thinking of a man between her legs, his hot thrusting cock touching her, and her back arched, and she screamed several times with the rhythm of her movement.

She imagined him pressing on top of her, muscular and hot and sweating. Telling her she was a good girl, over and over again. Pounding into her with masculine strength that seemed to turn her to submissive jelly. Her voice filled the dark room as she gyrated more frantically, pinching her nipples and pulling the delicate nightdress up.

And suddenly it exploded.

It filled her. There was a searing tightness in the cage a moment before she came. Her body shuddered uncontrollably, again and again. She tried to stop the loud sounds that emitted from her throat as the multiple orgasms racked through her. Her juice dribbled hotly between her buttocks and dampened the bed sheet. When she thought it had finished, another shudder of pleasure seared through her, travelling from her groin up through her breasts and into her brain. It was something she had not experienced before in all her life; it was like a beautiful release of emotion and energy.

She gasped, and a tear rolled down her cheek as she settled back, gasping.

The camera stared at her. Natasha rolled onto her side, her hands seeking out the sticky wet patch between her legs. The cage was throbbing, and the damp patch on the bed seeped into the lace of her babydoll. Her breasts hung heavily to the side. The nipples were still erect.

She didn’t care.

The next morning, while she was at work, her phone pinged with a text. Josie said something snarky like: “Is that your boyfriend?” 

The text said simply: I hope you enjoyed last night?

She smiled and replied: Yes, Sir. It was followed by the inevitable blush.

Seven o’clock arrived with a quiet inevitability.

Natasha sat at the laptop as instructed, the room softly lit, the day finally loosened from her shoulders. She wore only a silk robe and a simple pair of panties beneath it, the fabric pooling lightly around her thighs as she settled into the chair.

The robe was loosely tied, more about comfort than concealment, and she was keenly aware of how exposed she felt after last night.

She folded her hands in her lap and waited. The past few weeks had taught her that evenings rarely unfolded the way she expected anymore. Each session had brought something new, something that pushed her just a little further into herself.

The screen chimed softly.

MrExecutive appeared, calm and familiar, his presence grounding.

“Good evening, Natasha,” he said.

“Good evening, Sir,” she replied, her voice light, relaxed.

They exchanged pleasantries for a few moments. He asked how her day had been. She told him about the office, about the heat, about keeping her jacket firmly on, and that no one seemed able to come and fix the air conditioning. He listened, amused, attentive. The ease of the conversation settled her nerves further.

His expression shifted slightly.

“There’s something I’d like to discuss with you tonight,” he said.

She straightened a little. “Yes, Sir?”

“I have a proposition,” he continued evenly.

The word made her pulse quicken.

“A friend of mine is in town for one night only,” he said. “He’s someone I trust. He is interested in girls like you. Gentlemen like him don’t come along often.”

Natasha felt a flicker of uncertainty ripple through her chest.

“He would be delighted to meet you,” MrExecutive went on. “For a date. Nothing more.”

She hesitated, fingers curling slightly into the silk at her knees.

“I don’t know…” she began, then stopped, searching for the right words.

He nodded, as if he’d expected it. “Let me be very clear. He’s an older gentleman. Polite. Respectful. He won’t attempt to seduce you or push you into anything inappropriate. This is not about physical contact.”

She listened carefully, her mind racing.

“It’s simply a date,” he said. “Conversation. Dinner. Being seen with a man as yourself. It’s time to find out how you really feel about that.”

The words lingered. Natasha thought about the café. About the phone call. About how natural it had felt to talk, to giggle, to be regarded without fear. She thought about how much of herself she had already given space to, how little of that frightened her now. She thought about last night and the imagination that had led her finally to orgasm – the thought of a man on top her, thrusting powerfully.

“I would never suggest this if I thought it would harm you,” MrExecutive added. “The choice is entirely yours.”

Silence stretched between them.

Then Natasha felt it. The flutter of excitement beneath the nerves. The image of getting dressed at night, of stepping out not for errands or a simple walk, but for something openly feminine and intentional. Of being chosen, talked to directly as a girl by a man.

She took a breath.

“I… I’d like that,” she said softly. “I think I’d really like to go.”

A smile touched MrExecutive’s lips.

“Good,” he said. “Then we’ll arrange it.”

Her heart lifted, a thrill rushing through her that she didn’t try to suppress. As the call continued, Natasha sat there wrapped in silk, cheeks warm, mind already racing ahead. For the first time, the idea of an evening date didn’t feel impossible or dangerous.

It felt exciting.

And she realised, with a quiet sense of wonder, that she couldn’t wait.

Natasha moved to the bedroom slowly, carrying the laptop with her so the camera still framed the bed. The silk robe brushed softly against her legs as she walked, and she felt a familiar flutter in her chest. This felt different from the other evenings. More deliberate. More real.

She sat on the edge of the bed and took a breath.

“Start with the lingerie,” MrExecutive said calmly.

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Opening the drawers, she paused for a moment, fingers hovering as she looked over the carefully folded sets inside. Colours, textures, intentions. Each one represented a different mood, a different version of herself. She took her time, aware that this choice mattered.

Finally, she lifted out a white silk set.

The bra was simple but elegant, smooth and softly structured, the silk catching the light as she laid it out carefully on the bed. The matching panties followed, light and delicate in her hands. She added the garter belt next, arranging it neatly, then selected a pair of sheer nude stockings, rolling them gently and placing them alongside the rest.

She stepped back slightly so he could see.

“These,” she said quietly.

MrExecutive studied the arrangement on the screen. “Very good,” he said after a moment. “That’s an excellent choice.”

A small smile touched her lips.

“Now the dress.”

Natasha turned back to the wardrobe. This decision took longer. She slid hangers aside, considering each option carefully. Something too modest wouldn’t feel right. Something too dramatic would overwhelm the moment. She wanted something that felt confident, feminine, and intentional.

At last, she settled on the satin dress.

She laid it out slowly on the bed, smoothing the fabric with her hands. The dress was figure-hugging without being excessive, the satin soft and luminous. The hem fell to mid-thigh, elegant rather than provocative, and the Bardot-style neckline promised bare shoulders and a clean, feminine line.

She stood back again, heart beating faster now.

MrExecutive didn’t hesitate this time.

“Those are perfect,” he said simply. “That’s exactly right for the occasion.”

Warmth spread through her chest at the approval.

“You know what you’re doing now,” he continued. “Go and get ready. Take your time. I want you to enjoy this.”

“Yes, Sir,” Natasha said, her voice light, almost breathless.

She closed the laptop gently and stood there for a moment, looking at the clothes laid out on the bed. White silk. Soft satin. An evening that promised something new and affirming.

Then she untied the robe and began to get ready, her hands steady, her heart full, knowing she was stepping into something she had once thought impossible.

Night had settled fully by the time Natasha stepped onto the busy street.

The air was cool against her bare shoulders, a welcome contrast to the flat's warmth. The taxi drew up, and she got in elegantly. The driver peered back at her and took a less than nonchalant look at her smooth legs.

She headed to where all the entertainment was, a string of places where it always got lively at night. She got the driver to drop her off at the top of the road. Lights from bars and restaurants spilt onto the pavement, golden and inviting, mixing with laughter, music, and the low, constant murmur of people out enjoying themselves. It felt alive in a way the daytime never quite managed.

She walked carefully but confidently, heels clicking in a steady rhythm that felt almost like punctuation to her thoughts. The satin dress hugged her as she moved, the fabric responding to every step, every subtle shift of her hips. She loved the way it felt, the way it encouraged her to move with feminine grace. Her hair brushed lightly against her back when she turned her head, and she caught the faint scent of her perfume in the air, grounding and familiar.

She loved how she felt.

Not just dressed up, not just noticed, but real. As if her body and mind were finally working together instead of at odds. She passed groups of people standing outside bars, conversations punctuated with laughter and clinking glasses. A couple of men glanced her way, their looks appreciative. She met one gaze briefly and smiled, then looked away again, heart fluttering pleasantly.

Ahead of her, the soft glow of a bistro sign came into view.

Rigaleto’s.

The windows were warm with light, the interior visible through the glass. Tables set neatly. People leaning in close, talking quietly. The kind of place where time slowed down just enough to make moments feel special.

Natasha slowed as she reached the door.

For a second, nerves fluttered back into her chest. This was it. Not a rehearsal. Not a daytime test. An evening. A date. A moment where she would sit across from someone and simply be seen as herself.

Her shoulders relaxed. Her spine lengthened. She felt the reassuring weight of the dress, the gentle pressure of her heels on the floor, the steady rhythm of her breathing. Whatever happened next, she had already crossed the most important threshold.

With quiet resolve, Natasha reached for the door handle and walked into Rigaleto’s, the warmth and low hum of the restaurant closing around her as the night truly began.

The bistro was busy in an intimate way that made every table feel like its own small world. Candlelight flickered across glass and polished wood, voices blending into a warm murmur that wrapped around Natasha as she stepped inside. The scent of wine and food hung softly in the air.

She spotted him almost immediately.

Corbyn Joyce rose from his table as soon as he saw her, tall and elegant, his presence calm and assured. He was in his fifties, broad-shouldered, smartly dressed in a way that suggested confidence and success. There was nothing hurried or predatory about him, just a quiet certainty that made Natasha feel unexpectedly at ease.

He smiled as he approached her with genuine warmth.

“Natasha,” he said, as if savouring the name.

He leaned in and kissed her lightly on the cheek. The gesture was brief and respectful, his cologne subtle, his manner impeccably polite. The simple courtesy of it sent a small flutter through her chest.

“It’s lovely to finally meet you,” he added.

“Thank you,” she replied, her voice soft but steady. “It’s nice to meet you too.”

He guided her back to the table, pulling out her chair for her before she sat. The candle between them cast a gentle glow, catching the satin of her dress and the curve of her shoulders. She smoothed the skirt automatically as she settled, crossing her legs neatly, aware of how natural the movement felt now.

“May I get you a drink?” he asked, taking his seat opposite her.

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “A Prosecco, please.”

“Excellent choice,” he said, signalling to the waiter with easy familiarity.

As he did, Natasha took a quiet breath. She felt composed, feminine, and entirely herself, sitting there in the candlelight with a man who looked at her not with curiosity or challenge, but with simple appreciation. For the first time that evening, she realised she wasn’t nervous anymore.

The Prosecco arrived chilled and bright, the glass catching the candlelight as the waiter set it down in front of her. Natasha wrapped her fingers lightly around the stem and took a small sip, the bubbles sharp and celebratory on her tongue. She smiled, feeling herself relax even further into the moment.

They began with small talk.

Corbyn asked her how her evening had been so far, whether she liked the area, if she came into town often. Natasha found herself answering easily, her voice softening naturally as she spoke. She laughed lightly at one of his observations, a quiet giggle escaping before she even realised she’d made the sound.

As she listened to him, she caught herself playing absently with her hair, letting a strand slide between her fingers before smoothing it back behind her shoulder. At another point, her hand drifted to the pearl necklace at her throat, thumb brushing over the beads as she nodded along. The gestures felt unforced, instinctive, part of a language her body seemed fluent in now.

The waiter returned with menus, placing them neatly on the table. Natasha glanced down, but before she could study it properly, Corbyn leaned in slightly, speaking in a low, conversational tone.

“The sea bass here is excellent,” he said. “Very fresh. And the risotto is beautifully done if you’re in the mood for something lighter.”

“That sounds lovely,” she said, smiling up at him.

He watched her for a moment, then gave a small nod. When the waiter passed again, Corbyn raised a hand and called him over with practiced ease.

“We’ll have the sea bass and the risotto,” he said calmly. “And perhaps another Prosecco for the lady, and a glass of red for me.”

The waiter nodded and moved away.

Natasha felt a small, unexpected thrill at having the decision made for her. Not because she couldn’t choose, but because she didn’t have to. She lifted her glass again, smiling across the table, aware of how comfortably she had settled into the rhythm of the evening.

The meal unfolded easily, unhurried and warm.

The food was excellent, each course arriving beautifully presented, flavours rich without being heavy. Natasha found herself genuinely enjoying not just the dishes, but the rhythm of the evening itself.

Corbyn was very good company. He listened attentively, asked thoughtful questions, and spoke with an ease that made conversation feel natural rather than performative. They talked about travel, about music, about favourite places to escape when the city felt too loud. Natasha found herself laughing more than she expected, her nerves long since replaced by a quiet confidence.

At one point, between sips of wine, she smiled and tilted her head slightly.

“You know,” she said lightly, fingers brushing the stem of her glass, “it’s funny. I still haven’t actually met our mutual friend. Not in real life, anyway.”

Corbyn’s smile deepened, something knowing passing briefly through his eyes.

“I’m sure he’ll reveal himself soon,” he said calmly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

The moment passed without weight, the conversation flowing on, but the words lingeredin the back of her mind.

When the plates were cleared and the candle had burned low, Natasha felt the familiar, practical tug of needing the restroom. She hesitated for just a moment. It would be her first time navigating something so ordinary in public.

“Excuse me for a moment,” she said softly, rising from the table.

“Of course,” Corbyn replied, standing slightly out of courtesy before sitting back down.

The restroom was softly lit, clean, and quiet compared to the hum of the dining room. Natasha stepped inside and exhaled slowly, grounding herself. After she had finished, she felt relief in more ways than one. She opened the cubicle door and set her bag down at the sink, washing her hands.

She looked in the mirror and took out her lipstick, touching up her lips with a smooth sweep. Pressing her lips together. Her reflection looked composed, a little flushed from wine and conversation, eyes bright.

The door opened behind her.

Another woman entered, heels clicking lightly as she crossed the room and stopped at the mirror beside Natasha. She glanced over and smiled.

“I just have to say,” she began warmly, “I love your dress. It really suits you.”

Natasha felt a small surge of warmth at the compliment. “Thank you,” she replied, smiling back. “That’s very kind.”

“Is it a special night?” the woman asked, adjusting her own hair.

“Yes,” Natasha said, her smile widening slightly. “A date.”

“Oh,” the woman said, delighted. “Lucky you. He looks like a gentleman.”

Natasha laughed softly. “He really is.”

They exchanged a few more easy words, the kind of small talk that seemed to fill Natasha with an inner joy. Nothing probing. Nothing uncomfortable. Just two women sharing a brief, ordinary moment in front of a mirror.

As they finished and headed back out into the restaurant, Natasha felt a quiet sense of accomplishment.

She returned to the table feeling pleased with herself, aware that she wasn’t just surviving these moments anymore. She was living them.

It was late by the time they stepped out onto the street.

The air had cooled further, the earlier bustle softened into something quieter and more intimate. Streetlights reflected off the pavement, and the sounds of laughter and music drifted faintly from doorways as people lingered over their evenings. Natasha walked beside Corbyn, heels clicking gently, her body still warm with wine, conversation, and something lighter she hadn’t felt in a long time.

When he held out his elbow without thinking, she didn’t think either.

Her hand slipped naturally through the crook of his arm, her fingers resting there as if they had always belonged. The ease of the gesture startled her only after it had already happened. It felt instinctive. Right. She glanced up at him briefly, half-expecting surprise.

He only smiled.

“I’ve had a wonderful night,” he said as they reached the cab rank. His tone was sincere.

“So have I,” Natasha replied softly, meaning it more than she could fully express.

A cab pulled up, its lights washing over them for a moment. Corbyn turned to her, his expression warm and composed. He leaned in and kissed her, a soft press of lips that carried affection.

Natasha’s breath caught, but she smiled as she stepped back.

“Goodnight,” he said.

“Goodnight,” she replied, her voice light as she slid into the back seat.

The door closed and the cab pulled away. Natasha looked back through the window as they drove off, catching sight of Corbyn standing there for a moment longer, watching. She lifted a hand in a small wave, smiling without restraint now, her reflection faintly visible in the glass beside his receding figure.

By the time she reached home, she felt almost giddy.

She kicked off her heels at the door, laughed softly to herself as she crossed the flat, and sat down on the edge of the bed, satin dress pooling around her thighs. Her heart was still racing, her mind replaying small moments from the evening. The linked arm. The kiss. The way it had all felt so easy.

Her phone chimed. She picked it up, smile already lingering as she read the message.

Corbyn seems quite taken with you. I will talk to you tomorrow.

Natasha lowered the phone slowly and lay back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, a quiet laugh escaping her lips. The night had been a success in every sense she could imagine.

And as she drifted toward sleep that night, still wrapped in that warm, buoyant feeling, she knew tomorrow would bring something new.


Chapter Fourteen

Morning light filled the flat, pale and warm, slipping through the curtains and settling across the floor in lines. Natasha stood in the bathroom, the air faintly scented with steam and perfume, finishing the last of her morning skincare routine with unhurried care.

She reached for the small jar on the shelf and warmed a little of the breast cream between her palms before applying it slowly, methodically. Her touch was deliberate, attentive to sensation. As she worked the cream in, she became aware again of how different her body felt now. There was a weight there that hadn’t existed before, a fullness that shifted subtly as she moved. When she straightened, she could feel it settle naturally.

She studied herself briefly in the mirror. The changes were real.

Makeup followed, light and summery. A sheer base, a hint of colour on her cheeks, mascara to frame her eyes, a soft gloss on her lips. Her movements were automatic, her hands steady, her decisions instinctive yet right. She knew what worked.

From the wardrobe, she chose a simple summer dress, a light fabric that moved with her as she walked and caught the morning air. Beneath it, pink satin lingerie, chosen without hesitation, the fabric cool and smooth against her skin. She stepped into her high heels and stood for a moment, adjusting her balance, feeling the familiar lift in posture and presence.

Back in front of the mirror, she turned slightly, checking the line of the dress, the way it enhanced her figure, the way her shoulders sat. She looked composed. Feminine.

Just as she was reaching for her bag, her phone chimed. She glanced at the screen.

A message from MrExecutive.

Appear before me online.

Her heart gave a small, anticipatory flutter. Natasha set the phone down, took one last look at herself in the mirror, then turned toward the laptop, ready to present herself, aware that the day was already beginning to shape in a new and exciting way. What adventure did he have for her this time?

Natasha switched on the laptop with a sense of delicious anticipation. The camera activated, her own image appearing first on the screen. She adjusted her posture automatically, shoulders relaxed, chin level, hands resting neatly in her lap. Whatever this morning held, she was ready to face it with joy.

A few seconds passed. Then the other camera connected.

Her breath caught sharply in her throat. The man on the screen was not MrExecutive.

It was Trent Starc.

For a split second her mind refused to accept what her eyes were seeing. The same composed face she knew from the office, the same flinty gaze, the same immaculate control, now framed in her private video call. The shock hit her physically. Her chest tightened, her eyes burned, and she felt herself recoil instinctively as she pulled back.

“Good morning, Natasha,” Starc said calmly.

The sound of her name in his voice was almost unbearable. She swallowed hard, blinking rapidly as tears threatened to spill over. Her hands trembled in her lap, but she forced herself to stay still, to breathe and hold herself together. Crying now felt like giving something away she wasn’t ready to surrender.

Starc watched her for a moment, his expression unreadable.

“Sit down,” he said evenly.

She obeyed, lowering herself into the chair, heart pounding so loudly she was sure he could hear it through the screen.

“I imagine this is a shock,” he continued. “But I need you to listen carefully.”

She nodded faintly, unable to trust her voice. If she spoke, she would start crying and she wasn’t going to allow that. Not after all the progress she had made.

“You’re not the only person capable of creating an online persona,” Starc said. “AI makes that remarkably easy, as you discovered. Identities can be built, refined, and curated.”

Her stomach dropped.

“When you came to work for me,” he went on, “you were vetted. All temporary staff are. It’s standard procedure. That includes online presence. We don’t want just anyone working for us. My legal team discovered the Pretty Little Things profile.”

The words landed heavily, one after another.

“I haven’t done this as a joke,” Starc said. “And I haven’t done it to be cruel.” His gaze softened just slightly, though his tone remained firm. “I found your profile compelling. And the idea of, shall we say creating you, too much to resist. I enjoyed the process of training you. Of seeing how you responded to structure, to guidance, to being taken seriously.”

Natasha’s breath came a little faster now, her chest rising and falling beneath the summer dress she had chosen so carefully. It was all about to end, she thought.

“But,” he continued, “we are past that phase.”

She looked at him, eyes shining, fear and confusion warring with a strange, reluctant recognition.

“It’s time to take things to the next level,” Starc said. “If you want to. I think you need to. Having seen you these past weeks.”

He paused, waiting for her reply. Natasha still didn’t speak. She just stared, her chest heaving slightly. Her eyes starting to redden as she fought the urge to cry.

“On Monday,” he said calmly, decisively, “you will attend work dressed as yourself. As Natasha.”

Natasha’s mouth slowly dropped open. The lips quivered. Starc held her gaze steadily through the screen. She closed her mouth, clasping her hands tightly.

“This isn’t a punishment,” he said. “And it isn’t an experiment. It’s an acknowledgement of who you’ve already become.”

The morning light still warm on her skin, real tears finally spilling over despite her efforts. She brushed them away quickly, ashamed of the reflex even as she felt overwhelmed by it. Her carefully constructed worlds had collided. And nothing, she realised in that moment, was ever going to be hidden again.

The room felt suddenly too small, too bright, as if everything she had carefully separated in her life had been forced into the same space at once.

“Look at you,” he said at last, not unkindly. “As you are now.”

She lifted her eyes to the screen despite herself. He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to.

“Is there really another option?” he asked calmly. “You’ve already crossed every meaningful threshold. You move as Natasha. You think as Natasha. You are recognised as Natasha. Pretending otherwise would only be a regression. I think it would also be a mistake.”

Her mind was racing. The office. The girls. The comments, the knowing looks. The way her body felt now, the weight at her chest, the unfamiliar but undeniable sense of rightness she felt when she stopped fighting it.

“You will be offered full-time employment,” Starc continued. “A permanent position. A salary that reflects your value to the team. That’s stability. That’s structure. That’s a future.”

He leaned slightly closer to the camera.

“But there is one condition,” he said. “You must be Natasha. Not part-time. Not selectively. From now on. All the time.”

Her throat tightened. She could feel her heart pounding everywhere at once, in her chest, her ears, her fingertips. This was too much. Too fast. And yet, as her thoughts whirled, one truth cut through all the noise with startling clarity. She had already said goodbye to Toby. She hadn’t even noticed when. He was just some odd vestige that got up every morning and went to work. He was the disguise.

Tears blurred her vision again, but this time they weren’t only fear. There was grief there, yes. But also recognition. Acceptance. A strange, quiet sense of inevitability.

Impulse carried her where logic could not.

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

The words were barely above a whisper, but they were steady. As soon as she spoke them, she felt a surge of relief.

Starc nodded once.

“Good,” he said simply.

Natasha sat there still shaking, tears slipping silently down her cheeks, but beneath it all was a feeling she couldn’t deny anymore.

“Later today,” he said, “your uniforms will arrive. They will include detailed instructions. You are to follow them precisely. I know I can trust you to do that.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said automatically, the response coming before she had time to question it.

“In the meantime,” Starc went on, “I want you to go into town. Find a good salon. Have your hair styled properly and your nails done. This is not indulgence. It’s preparation.”

She nodded slowly, absorbing each instruction as it landed.

“The rest of the weekend is yours,” he added. “I won’t be online. Use the time well. Rest. Adjust. Get used to being seen as yourself. And look forward to your new life.”

Her heart gave a small, uncertain lurch at that. No guidance. No monitoring.

“I will see you on Monday morning,” he said. “Nine a.m. prompt.”

“Yes, Sir,” Natasha replied softly.

For a moment, neither of them moved. Then the screen went blank. The sudden silence felt immense.

Natasha sat there staring at her own reflection in the darkened screen, the flat quiet around her, the weight of everything she had just agreed to settling slowly into her body. Her hands were still shaking.

She drew in a steadying breath, stood, and looked around the room that had once been Toby’s. Whatever came next, the path forward was no longer a mystery.


Chapter Fifteen

Natasha walked slowly, letting the pace match the tangle of thoughts in her head.

The breeze lifted the hem of her dress as she moved, cool against her legs, the fabric fluttering and settling again with each step. She was dimly aware of how she looked, of how she carried herself now, but her mind was elsewhere, replaying the morning over and over, trying to absorb what had just happened.

Suddenly, so many things made sense. The girls at the office. The looks. The giggles. Madeline’s knowing smile, the casual cruelty wrapped in familiarity. The way nothing had ever quite felt accidental.

They had known. All of them. Maybe at the beginning but certainly in the last two weeks.

The realisation sent a shiver through her that had nothing to do with the breeze. She felt exposed all over again, as if the safety of secrecy had been an illusion she’d only just noticed disappearing. Every teasing comment, every sideways glance, every remark about her body or her behaviour took on a new clarity. It hadn’t been guesswork or speculation.

It had been confirmation. Did they see her as a figure of fun? Someone to be pitied? She thought about some of the remarks Madeline had made in the last few days. Were they spiteful slights or an anticipation of what was going to happen to Natasha finally?

Fear rose up sharply then, sudden and visceral. Fear of being seen too clearly. Fear of how little room there now was to retreat. Fear of what would happen if she faltered, if she couldn’t live up to what had already been decided for her.

But alongside it came something else. Excitement.

It surprised her with its strength. Her mind raced, not just with anxiety but with anticipation. If this went on, she was going to have a nervous breakdown! Going to work, as Natasha had crossed her mind more than once in recent weeks, slipped into her thoughts when she wasn’t looking for it. Usually, she’d pushed it away, dismissed it as impossible, too risky, too exposed. But she had dreamed of it, sitting there with the girls, laughing, totally natural and accepted.

It had all seemed out of reach despite her progress towards femininity. And now it wasn’t.

Now it was real. It was actually expected.

The weight of that settled over her as she walked, each step carrying her further into a future that no longer diverged into two separate genders. Going to work as Natasha wouldn’t be a test or an experiment. It would be a final step to completion. A line drawn so clearly that there would be no stepping back across it. That meant something else, too.

It meant saying goodbye to Toby. Not gradually. Not quietly. Not with room for nostalgia or retreat. It meant instantly. From this moment on. For good. Forever.

The thought tightened her chest, grief flaring briefly for the version of herself that had drifted, failed, hidden, and never quite known how to exist comfortably in the world. Toby hadn’t been evil or foolish. He had just been lost. And would have remained so.

Natasha slowed, then stopped, standing there as the breeze tugged gently at her dress. She closed her eyes for a moment and breathed, feeling the weight of her body, the steadiness of her stance, the quiet certainty beneath the fear. When she opened her eyes again, she began walking once more.

The salon was small, tucked between a bakery and a charity shop, its front window filled with soft light and glossy photographs of smiling women. Natasha hesitated for only a second before pushing the door open and stepping inside.

The air smelled of shampoo and hairspray. A bell chimed overhead.

“Hi,” she said, “I know this is really short notice, but I was wondering if you might be able to fit me in? For nails and maybe some styling for the hair?”

The woman behind the counter looked up, took Natasha in with a quick, professional glance, and smiled.

“Of course,” she said easily. “Take a seat.”

Relief washed through Natasha so quickly it almost made her dizzy. She sat down on a salon chair, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her eyes were a bit red from where she had cried. The woman came up behind her and took a critical look.

They started with her hair.

A cape was draped over her shoulders, and she watched herself in the mirror as the stylist ran practised fingers through her hair.

“Have you thought about the shape?” the stylist asked. “Your face would really suit a bob, maybe. Clean lines. Modern. Also easy to manage”

Before she could overthink it, the words tumbled out. “I’ve always wanted to be blonde as well.”

The stylist’s grin widened. “Your wish is my command.”

Foils went in. Time stretched and blurred as the stylist worked, chatting lightly and explaining each step without making Natasha feel uneasy. The sound of scissors snipping was oddly soothing, each cut removing something old, something unnecessary.

When it was all finished, Natasha stared at her reflection and she smiled. Blonde. It looked beautiful and professional and, above all, very feminine.

“Oh,” Natasha breathed, putting a hand to her mouth before she could stop it.

“Trust me,” the stylist said. “That’s you.”

Next came the nails.

Natasha chose a length that felt elegant rather than dramatic, and a soft, flattering colour that complemented her skin. After they were shaped and dried, she flexed her fingers experimentally. The nails felt natural, balanced, like extensions of her hands rather than something added on.

When it was over, she stood, collected her bag, and stepped back out into the street.

The breeze caught her hair, lighter now, moving differently. She lifted her hands, watching the nails catch the light, how they moved with her. Everything felt finished.

When Natasha reached her flat, the hallway was quiet.

She almost missed it at first, her thoughts still tangled with salon mirrors and scissors and the weight of what Monday would bring. Then she saw it. A suitcase resting neatly against her door, upright and deliberate, as if it had been placed there with care rather than dropped off.

She picked it up and carried it inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. The flat felt different now, not just familiar territory but a space that had been steadily reshaped around her. It was Natasha’s pad. She would make it even more feminine, change the décor completely. She set the suitcase down at the foot of the bed and stood there for a moment, hands resting lightly on the handle.

Inside were short skirts, cut high and unapologetic, fabrics light and fluid. Blouses so sheer they barely pretended at modesty, the kind that would reveal the shape and colour of whatever lay beneath them. She ran her fingers over one, feeling how fine it was, imagining how it would fall against her body, how it would catch the light and reveal everything.

High heels, arranged carefully, each pair more daring than the last. Five-inch heels, narrow and elegant, their height unmistakable. Natasha lifted one out, surprised by its weight, by the way it demanded balance and confidence simply to be held. Wearing them would change everything. Her posture. Her walk.

Then she saw the lingerie.

Black lace bras and matching panties, intricate and deliberate, paired with garter belts and lace-top stockings. The sets were bold, clearly chosen to be seen, even if only partially. These were not meant to hide beneath clothes. They were meant to announce themselves or the wearer with subtlety.

She had seen it every day at the office without quite letting herself acknowledge it. The way the girls dressed. The short skirts. The blouses that revealed just enough. The heels that dictated how they moved, how they sat, how they were perceived. It had always been presented as confidence, as professionalism with an edge.

Now she understood.

This was how Trent Starc expected his secretaries to dress.

She sat down slowly on the edge of the bed, the open suitcase between her knees, and looked at the contents again. These clothes would leave no room for ambiguity. No room to retreat into neutrality or disguise.

This wasn’t random. It wasn’t arbitrary. It was consistent with everything she had already been guided toward. The way she moved. The way she spoke. The way her body had begun to change. The way the office had already started treating her as something other than Toby long before she’d been told the truth.

She lifted one of the skirts and held it up against herself, standing to look in the mirror. Even held loosely, it changed her silhouette. Suggested a version of her that was exposed, a male’s idea of ultra-femininity.

She closed the suitcase carefully and rested her hand on it, feeling the finality of the gesture settle in her body. Monday was no longer abstract. It had texture. Fabric. Height. Weight. And very short skirts.

And as daunting as it was, she couldn’t deny the quiet certainty rising beneath the nerves. She knew how to wear this. She knew how to be seen this way. Whether she was ready or not, she was no longer being asked.

Natasha noticed the envelope only after she had closed the suitcase.

It lay tucked neatly beneath the lid, cream paper folded once, her name written on the front in the same precise hand she now recognised. Her pulse quickened as she picked it up, already knowing this wasn’t a casual note. This was an instruction.

She unfolded it carefully and began to read.

These, it explained, were to be her uniforms from now on. She was expected to be properly dressed for work at all times. There was no mention of exceptions, no allowance for hesitation. Presentation was not optional. It was part of her role.

She was to address him as Sir or Mr Starc at all times. Madeline was to be addressed as Miss Madeline, without fail. The other girls, however, were different. They were her equals. She was permitted to be friendly with them. There was something quietly deliberate in that distinction, as though the hierarchy had already been decided and she was simply being informed where she belonged within it.

She was to travel to work by bus. As she always had. But she was not to wear a coat. Not to layer and hide. Not to cover herself up. There was no ambiguity in the wording. No attempt to soften it. The world should see who Natasha is.

She read that instruction twice. She must get used to being this girl in public. The words seemed to jump up at her. They felt inevitable. The bus rides. The office. The street. No more hiding behind neutrality or anonymity. No more passing unnoticed. This was about visibility. About ownership.

Then, finally, a simple instruction to get rid of the remaining male clothing in her home.

At the bottom of the page, the instruction ended simply.

I will see you on Monday morning.


Chapter Sixteen

Monday morning arrived without ceremony.

Natasha stood in front of the mirror, still, letting the reality of it settle over her. The woman looking back was dressed with an intent that quickened her pulse. The sheer white blouse clung lightly to her shoulders and arms, the puffed sleeves softening the line of it, but there was no mistaking what lay beneath.

The black lace bra showed clearly through the fabric, even intricate patterns visible whenever she shifted, the contrast stark and deliberate.

Her skirt was tight and short.

Standing, it just about behaved itself, skimming her hips and thighs in a way that was daring but controlled. Even so, she found herself tugging it down instinctively, smoothing it again and again as if willing it to be an inch longer.

She turned slightly, checking the line from the side, then sat carefully on the edge of the bed.

There was no ambiguity then.

The tops of her stockings were clearly visible, dark bands against her skin, revealed the moment she bent her legs. She swallowed, a flicker of nerves running through her, but she didn’t stand up again immediately. She let herself see it. Let herself accept it.

This was how she would be seen.

She rose and fixed her gaze on her shoes. The heels were higher than anything she had worn before, elegant but unforgiving. When she slipped her feet into them and stood, her posture changed instantly. Her back arched slightly, her weight shifted forward, her centre of gravity demanded attention and care.

She took a few tentative steps.

At first, her movements were cautious. Then she relaxed into it, letting her hips move naturally, letting the height of the heels dictate the rhythm, letting Natasha guide things. Each step felt feminine. She walked the length of the room and back again, the click of her heels sharp in the quiet flat. By the time she stopped, her confidence had grown just enough to steady her growing nerves.

Natasha reached for her handbag, checking that everything she needed was inside. Phone. Purse. Lipstick. She took one last look in the mirror, adjusting the fall of her blouse, lifting her chin.

There was no coat waiting by the door. There was no hiding from the world with this girl.

She opened the door and stepped out into the morning before she chickened out. The cool air brushed against her bare legs as she headed to work, every step carrying her closer to the life she had already agreed to live.

Natasha immediately felt the difference.

The morning was cooler than she had expected, the breeze brushing against her bare legs as she walked, the air slipping beneath the hem of her skirt and reminding her of how little there was between her and the world now. Every step felt exposed. She could feel the gentle movement of her body as she walked, the unfamiliar yet undeniable awareness of her chest beneath the sheer blouse, the bra's light support doing little to disguise her shape.

People noticed.

She felt it before she fully saw it. Heads turning. Lingering glances. Men slowed their steps just slightly as they passed her, eyes drawn to her without apology. Some stared openly, others tried and failed to be discreet. A few smiled, warm and approving, as if she were part of the morning scenery they were pleased to encounter.

She kept walking.

At the bus stop, the attention intensified. Standing there, heels planted carefully on the pavement, she became acutely aware of her posture, of the way she stood, of how visible she was from every angle. The breeze lifted her blouse just enough to make her shiver, and she folded her arms lightly for a moment before forcing herself to relax them again.

This was what she had been told to do. Be seen.

The bus arrived with a hiss of brakes. As she stepped on, the driver’s gaze swept over her without subtlety, his expression openly appreciative. He met her eyes briefly, smiled, then looked her over again before nodding for her to move down the aisle.

She found a seat halfway down and sat carefully, conscious of her skirt immediately riding up. She tugged it down a little, smoothing it over her thighs, feeling heat rise in her face as she realised how exposed she still was. When she looked up, she saw a man seated near her, his eyes fixed on her without embarrassment.

He didn’t look away.

She adjusted her posture, crossing her legs, pulling the skirt down again, even though it changed very little. She could feel herself blushing, colour blooming in her cheeks as she stared determinedly out of the window, pretending not to notice.

But she noticed. Every glance. Every smile. Every second she was seen.

The bus pulled away from the stop, carrying her closer to work, to Monday morning, to the life she had stepped into.

The bus ride felt endless.

Natasha sat rigidly in her seat, her phone held a little too close to her face, scrolling without really seeing anything. Words passed by on the screen without meaning, serving only as a shield, something to focus on so she didn’t have to meet the gazes she could feel pressing in on her from every direction.

She was acutely aware of her body in a way that bordered on overwhelming. The constant hum of sensation. The tightness of the skirt. The rumbling, swaying movement of the bus. The faint movement beneath her blouse whenever it jolted suddenly. The knowledge that she was being watched, assessed, consumed by strangers who knew nothing about her except what they could see.

When the bus finally slowed and pulled into her stop, relief washed through her so sharply it almost left her weak.

She stood carefully, smoothing her skirt one last time, and made her way toward the door. The driver glanced at her again as she passed, his look lingering just long enough to make her notice.

Outside, the air felt colder, sharper. For a second, she just stood there, disoriented, the street suddenly too open, too loud. Her heart pounded as she took her first step away from the bus stop, heels clicking on the pavement.

A workman standing across the street let out a sharp wolf whistle.

“Oi, love!” he called, followed by a comment that made her flinch despite herself.

She didn’t look back.

She lowered her head slightly and walked faster, heels striking the pavement with more urgency now, her pulse racing. But she did give an extra wiggle of her hips and wondered if the man enjoyed it. The office building loomed ahead, familiar and suddenly comforting in its solidity.

Natasha reached the doors, pushed them open, and stepped inside. The noise of the street fell away behind her. She took a steadying breath, shoulders squaring as she crossed the threshold. Whatever waited for her inside, at least here she knew the rules.

The office felt strangely quiet when Natasha stepped inside.

Madeline’s desk was empty. Trent Starc’s door was closed, his absence immediately noticeable. For a heartbeat, Natasha wondered if she had arrived too early, if she had somehow misjudged the moment. If this was some dumb joke. Then she heard it.

A sharp intake of breath.

“Oh my god.”

Josie was on her feet before Natasha had entirely crossed the room. Simone followed instantly, Fran close behind, all three of them staring at her with open delight rather than scrutiny.

“Look at you,” Simone said, already reaching for her. “You look amazing.”

Before Natasha could react, Josie wrapped her in a quick hug, careful of the heels but enthusiastic all the same, planting a light kiss on her cheek. Fran smiled broadly and stepped back just long enough to take her in properly.

“That blouse,” Fran said approvingly. “Absolutely perfect.”

Simone caught Natasha’s hands and laughed. “Turn around. Go on. We need to see the whole effect.”

Still a little dazed, Natasha did as she was told, doing a small, careful twirl. The skirt drifted up slightly to reveal a stocking top, the blouse shifting with the movement, and the girls clapped softly, delighted.

“Welcome to the girls’ team,” Josie said warmly, squeezing her hand.

Natasha felt her throat tighten, emotion rushing up unexpectedly fast. She laughed, half from nerves, half from relief, and felt herself relax for the first time that morning.

“And?” Simone asked, leaning in conspiratorially. “How was the journey in?”

Natasha hesitated for only a second before smiling.

“An adventure,” she said.

The word felt exactly right.

The girls laughed, nodding knowingly, exchanging glances that said more than words ever could. They guided her toward her desk, still talking, still touching her arm, her shoulder, as if to reassure her that she belonged there.

And standing among them, surrounded by smiles rather than stares, Natasha realised that whatever fear she’d carried in with her was already beginning to loosen its grip. She wasn’t alone anymore. She was exactly where she was meant to be.

“Ah, there you are.”

Madeline’s voice cut cleanly through the easy chatter, crisp and unmistakable. Natasha turned instinctively as Madeline walked into the office, heels sharp against the floor, eyes already assessing. The room seemed to still slightly, the other girls falling quiet, their expressions shifting from excitement to interest.

“Let me have a look at you,” Madeline said, stopping a few feet away.

Natasha without thinking, shoulders back, hands coming together neatly in front of her.

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” she managed, her voice soft but clear.

Madeline’s gaze travelled over her slowly, deliberately. The sheer blouse. The short skirt. The heels. The posture. Nothing escaped notice. The appraisal wasn’t cruel, but it was thorough, the way one might inspect something that had been carefully prepared.

After a moment, Madeline nodded.

“Much better,” she said. “Much.”

Natasha swallowed, unsure whether to feel relieved or exposed.

“You look like someone who understands expectations now,” Madeline continued, her tone cool but faintly satisfied. “I think you’ll find it easier to be a more productive member of the team.”

Natasha smiled politely, though confusion stirred beneath the surface. Productive felt loaded somehow, as though it meant more than simply filing or answering phones. She wasn’t quite sure what Madeline meant by it, and something told her she wasn’t supposed to ask.

Madeline’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “Go and settle in,” she said. “We’ll talk later.”

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” Natasha replied automatically.

As Madeline moved on toward her desk, the girls exchanged glances behind her back, a mixture of amusement and anticipation. Josie leaned in slightly and whispered, “You passed inspection.”

Natasha let out a small, shaky breath and turned toward her workstation, her mind racing. She felt poised, accepted, undeniably seen. But beneath it all was the growing awareness that the rules of her working life had shifted in ways she didn’t yet fully understand.

Whatever productive meant now, she had a feeling she was about to find out.

The office gradually returned to its usual rhythm.

Keyboards clicked, phones rang softly, and the initial excitement around Natasha’s arrival settled into something more manageable. She focused on her work, letting routine steady her nerves. The girls worked efficiently around her, occasionally smiling or offering quiet reassurance, but otherwise treating her as precisely what she was now meant to be: part of the team.

The door opened, and Trent Starc walked in, immaculate as ever, his presence instantly commanding attention. He wasn’t alone. Another gentleman accompanied him, well-dressed, confident, and clearly important. Conversation in the office dipped to nothing as Starc crossed the room with purpose.

He headed straight for Natasha’s desk.

Her heart jumped, but her body reacted before her thoughts caught up. She stood immediately, chair sliding back softly.

“Good morning, Sir,” she said, her voice steady despite the rush of adrenaline.

Starc stopped in front of her, his expression stern. For a brief moment, he simply looked at her, taking everything in. Then he spoke, quietly but firmly.

“Turn around.”

Natasha obeyed without hesitation, pivoting carefully on her heels. She was acutely aware of the other man watching, of the office holding its breath. She kept her posture straight, her movements controlled, precisely as she had been taught.

“Excellent,” Starc said.

Without another glance, he turned and continued on, disappearing into his office with the other gentleman, the door closing behind them.

Natasha stood a second longer than necessary, then slowly sat back down. Around her, the office resumed its normal pace, though Josie caught her eye and gave her a small, encouraging smile.

Natasha exhaled quietly.

The inspection was over.

And she had passed.


Chapter Seventeen

Madeline made sure Natasha didn’t have a moment to drift.

From the moment Starc disappeared into his office, work was piled onto her desk with brisk efficiency. Filing, scheduling, printing, and small errands. Madeline moved around the office with clipped purpose, directing Natasha with a tone that was neither cruel nor kind, simply assured.

At one point, she stopped beside Natasha, who was filing, and looked down at her blouse.

“Hm.”

Before Natasha could react, Madeline reached out and undid a single button.

“There,” she said calmly. “You should always show a hint of bra and cleavage. It’s part of the look.”

Natasha froze for half a second and then smiled compliantly.

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” she said quietly.

She had thought she was showing quite enough already. The sheer blouse, the short skirt, the stockings that made no attempt at subtlety. But she didn’t protest. She simply adjusted her posture, suddenly very aware of the extra exposure, of the faint press of the bra against the her.

Madeline stepped back, satisfied. “Much better.”

By lunchtime, Natasha’s head was spinning, but when the girls suggested going out together, she felt a bit of relief.

They chose a nearby café, the kind that catered to office workers and didn’t linger over questions. Sitting together at a small table, Natasha felt herself relax in a way she hadn’t realised she needed. The girls chatted easily, laughing, sharing food, treating her not as a novelty but as one of them. She forgot that she was dressed for attraction.

“So,” Josie said lightly, stirring her coffee, “you probably guessed we knew, right?”

Natasha hesitated, then nodded. “I suspected. After the fact, I think.”

Simone smiled. “Starc called us in a couple of weeks ago.”

Fran picked up the thread. “He told us that you were going to become Natasha. That it was already happening, whether you realised it or not.”

“And you were… okay with that?”

Josie reached across the table and squeezed her hand briefly. “He said it was the best thing for you. That you’d be happier. Honestly?” She shrugged. “We could see it ourselves. You were struggling, hun. You’ve always got to go with your gut.”

Simone grinned. “You were miserable as Toby. You’re glowing now.”

Natasha swallowed, emotion rising unexpectedly. Hearing it said so plainly made it harder to argue with.

When they returned to the office, the afternoon settled into a quieter rhythm. Natasha worked steadily, her nerves no longer jangling quite so sharply. She was included. Anchored in a way she hadn’t been before.

Then, mid-afternoon, the door to Trent Starc’s office opened.

“Natasha,” his voice carried calmly across the room. “Come in, please.”

Her heart jumped.

She stood, smoothed her skirt automatically, and walked toward his office, aware of the girls watching her.

As the door closed behind her, Natasha took a steadying breath, knowing that whatever this meeting held, it would matter.

Trent Starc was seated behind his desk when Natasha entered, a neat stack of papers arranged precisely in front of him. He glanced up as the door closed and gestured casually.

“Come over here.”

She walked toward the desk and stopped in front of it, hands clasped lightly, heart beating faster than she wanted it to.

“No,” he said calmly. “Here.”

He pointed to the space beside him. Natasha hesitated for only a fraction of a second before stepping around the desk and stopping where he indicated. The proximity startled her. She could smell his cologne now, subtle and expensive, and being so close to him made her acutely aware of her own body.

“Relax,” he said quietly. “This is business.”

He slid the first document toward her.

“I have a few documents for you to sign. These are for my solicitor.”

He tapped the top page. “This is your contract. It outlines your duties, your remuneration, and other conditions, including dress code and expectations. I want you to read it carefully. All of it.”

She scanned it and then said, “Okay, Sir.”

He looked at her sternly. “No, read it properly.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said softly.

She picked up the papers and read. Her hands were trembling a little

The words swam a little at first, but she forced herself to focus. The contract was thorough, formal, and unambiguous. Her role was clearly defined. So was her salary, higher than she had ever earned before. There were sections on confidentiality, conduct, and presentation. The dress code was explicit but framed as a professional expectation rather than indulgence. Everything was precise. Deliberate.

As she was reading, Starc’s hand reached up and rested on the small of her back. She stiffened slightly but did not move. She felt his hand gently move down over her behind and settle at the top of her thighs.

“Undo a button,” he said softly.

She put down the papers and shakily undid a button, revealing more of her bra. Then she picked the document up again and continued reading. She could hear his breath as he gently stroked her buttocks.

Natasha felt it in every cell of her body. Her nipples hardened and she gasped a little. It was then that she noticed the door was still open. In the office beyond, Madeline was watching, smiling. Trent’s hand slipped to her stocking tops as she reached the end of the document.

She put it down. “Are you in agreement?” Starc asked. He rubbed gently up and down on her stocking top.

“Yes, Sir,” she said.

“Sign it,” Starc said simply. Her hand trembled as she took the pen. She looked at him, her lips parting slightly. “As Natasha Jensen,” he said.

She signed where indicated, her new name flowing more naturally than she expected.

Natasha Jensen.

The sight of it thrilled her.

Starc nodded once and slid the following document toward her.

“This,” he said, “is a change of name by deed poll.” He smiled. “It means you are becoming Natasha officially.”

Her breath caught, but she didn’t look away. His eyes were piercing, and she felt her nipples jut out a bit more. She turned her head to look at the door, but Madeline had disappeared. His hand continued to stroke. When he squeezed her buttock she moaned and moved slightly into his palm.

“Once this is completed,” he continued, “you’ll need to update your bank accounts, identification, and any other relevant records. My office will assist if necessary. You just have to ask”

“Yes, Sir,” she gasped. She read it. Slowly. Carefully. Perhaps more than needed. He worked his hand down to her inner thigh and then slid upwards, pressing against her panties. When she looked at him, she could see that he was unashamedly excited. The thought thrilled her. It wasn’t expected. But it had been there all the time, and Trent Starc had seen it in her.

She didn’t ask questions.

She picked up the pen again and signed.

Natasha Jensen.

Starc took his hand away from her, trailing a finger against her stocking top, gathered the papers neatly and placed them back on his desk.

“Good,” he said.

Natasha stood there for a moment longer, pulse racing, waiting for something else to happen.

Starc looked at her then, not as MrExecutive, not as a distant authority, but as a man who had just finalised a decision.

“You’re doing very well,” he said calmly. “You may go. For now.”

The dismissal hurt her, and she let go of a feminine groan, but she obeyed as he knew she would.

“Yes, Sir,” Natasha replied.

She stepped away from the desk, walked toward the door, and stepped back into the office. All the girls were there waiting and watching. Even Madeline.

The afternoon slipped by more quickly than Natasha expected.

As the day drew toward its end, a quiet sense of pride settled over her. She had made it through her first full day as herself. Not just endured it, but handled it. The nerves that had threatened to overwhelm her that morning had eased into something steadier. Purposeful. Sitting at her desk, heels tucked neatly beneath her chair, blouse still daringly sheer, she felt an unfamiliar but welcome certainty.

She had made the right decision. The moment of signing the documents with Starc was something she felt in her bones. The touch of his hand, at once gentle and firm, had driven an erotic thrill through her body. It wasn’t forced. It wasn’t resisted. It just was. She closed her eyes briefly and felt the thrill of it run through her body. Simone noticed and smiled, her eyes glistening as if Natasha were a butterfly emerging from a chrysalis.

She was gathering a few papers, already anticipating the simple relief of heading home, when Madeline appeared beside her desk.

“Natasha,” she said lightly. “Mr Starc would like you to stay behind for a little while after work.”

There could be no other reason, with what had happened earlier. She was a woman now and her Master had called. She could not resist.

“Yes, Miss Madeline,” Natasha replied automatically. She tried to keep her expression neutral, but nervous energy fluttered in her chest. She nodded, watching Madeline move away with her usual purposeful stride.

Around her, the office began to empty. Chairs slid back. Drawers were closed. Bags were gathered. Josie came over first, hugging her warmly.

“You were brilliant today,” she murmured.

Simone followed, squeezing her hand. “You’ve got this, babe.”

Fran smiled softly and leaned in for a quick hug. “See you tomorrow.”

Their support eased some of the tension curling in Natasha’s stomach, even as the implications of staying late loomed large. One by one, they left, the office growing quieter with each departure.

Madeline was the last to go. She paused at the door, turned back, and smiled at Natasha, a rueful, knowing smile.

“See you in the morning,” she said.

Then she was gone.

The door clicked shut.

Natasha sat alone at her desk, the hum of the office suddenly louder in the silence. She took a slow breath, straightened her skirt, and waited, nerves buzzing beneath the calm surface she had worked so hard to maintain.

Natasha stood outside Trent Starc’s office for a moment longer than necessary, steadying herself. Then she lifted her hand and knocked softly on the door.

She waited.

“Come in,” his voice called out.

She opened the door and stepped inside.

Starc wasn’t behind his desk this time. He was seated on the small sofa near the window, a laptop open on his knee, his attention fixed on whatever figures were on the screen. His jacket was off, folded neatly beside him, his tie loosened just enough to suggest the day was officially winding down.

“You wanted me for something, Sir?” she asked, keeping her voice respectful and even.

Without looking up, he said, “Why don’t you fix us a couple of scotches, Natasha. The drinks cabinet is over there. Put some music on too.” He nodded to a sound system in the corner.

“Yes, Sir,” Natasha replied immediately.

She crossed the office, aware again of the quiet intimacy of the space now that the rest of the building was empty. The drinks cabinet opened. She selected two crystal glasses, poured carefully, conscious of not overfilling them. There were old-fashioned tapes by the stereo, and she picked a compilation, slid it into the cassette slot, and pressed play. Music drifted through the office.

Carrying the glasses back, she felt a faint flutter of nerves but kept her posture composed. She handed one to him. He took it, finally looking up at her, then gestured to the space beside him on the sofa.

“Sit down.”

She did, perching neatly next to him on the edge of the sofa, knees together, placing her glass carefully in her hand. Starc closed the laptop and set it aside, turning his attention fully to her now.

“So,” he said, taking a sip. “How was your first day?”

Natasha exhaled softly, relieved by the simplicity of the question.

“Quite nerve-racking,” she admitted. “But…I’m glad I did it.”

He studied her for a moment, his expression thoughtful rather than critical.

“You are so feminine,” he said. “You understand that, don’t you.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She nodded, fingers tightening briefly around the glass before relaxing again. She took a sip.

Sitting there beside him, the office quiet, the day finally behind her, Natasha felt the weight of everything she’d done settle into something calmer. She had been frightened, exposed, and overwhelmed at times.

Trent Starc’s eyes softened slightly. He bent towards her and their lips met. She did not resist. She sat there as flesh pressed against flesh, her senses so alive she thought they might explode. Finally, her lips parted and, with that signal, he put his glass down and pressed his hand at the back of her neck. His strength made her submit as if suddenly a button had been pressed. She fell back on the sofa, her head back as he towered over and pushed his tongue into her mouth.

“God, you’re beautiful,” he said. His hand came up and cupped her breast. Her nipple was hard and sensitive, and when he touched it with his thumb, she gasped with pleasure, opening her mouth wider.

He pulled away, his face flushed with passion. “Strip down to your lingerie,” he growled.

She stood, and instead of simply removing her skirt and blouse, she began to dance. She let the music envelop her, and she stared directly at Trent, giving him her full attention. She could see the change in him, a slight swallow as if he had only just realised the Frankenstein monster he had just created. She could see that something was bulging in his pants, and she didn’t think that was bad; she could only think this was what she was created for.

To entice and attract men. To love them and nurture them and to be the ultra-feminine girl they had always desired.

She unbuttoned her blouse, swaying her hips, staring directly at him. She smiled. She pouted. She bit her lip and used all her feminine wiles to hold his attention. She slipped off her blouse, dancing with complete connection to the music, turned and bent over, gently pulling her skirt over her butt, down her stockinged thighs, before she turned and smiled, standing there in her lacey lingerie.

She danced now in her delicate lace lingerie, twisting and turning, watching his face and adjusting her moves to heighten his excitement. He picked up his glass and took a sip but he didn’t take his eyes off her.

He seemed to restore his resolve, and his eyes darkened a little. He separated his legs and tapped one thigh. “Come and sit down.”

She smiled, knowing this was the moment. The moment that all routes back were finally closed off to Natasha. She sat on his leg, her hand resting on his shoulder, her perfume permeating the air. He stroked her stockinged thigh and played with the lace top as she smiled sweetly and played with her hair.

“Spread your legs for me,” he said huskily.

Her eyes widened. But she gently parted her legs. His hand stroked the inside of her thigh. When it worked up gently and touched her panties, she gasped. Her nipples grew and jutted out in the bra, and he reached up and gently flicked them. She bent forward and then back, unsure what would give her the most pleasure.

“You like to be touched.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Tell me who you are.”

She gasped and writhed on his need as he touched her. And then she said: “I am your girl. I am your girl. I am your girl.”

His breath was sharp, but he took her wrist gently and pulled it down, pressing her hand against his trousers. His cock felt hot and hard and large in her fingers. She gasped again.

“Is this what you want?”

Her heavy breath held the answer: “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

She slipped off his knee and knelt between his legs, her eyes glistening, her mouth slightly open. Without thinking, because this was who she was now, she reached across and unzipped his pants. His enormous cock coiled out like a serpent, and her eyes widened with joy.

He smiled at her. “You have my permission,” he said.

The words released a passion that filled her and never seemed to end. She reached out with her long, pink fingernails, gently released the clasp and pulled down his zip. Natasha reached in with a gasp of pleasure and slipped her hand around his cock.  She stared at it with complete joy as it appeared before her, and her mouth opened, and she smiled as if so amazed by it that she didn’t quite know what to do.

She bent forward slightly and kissed the tip. The she drew back slightly and stared up at her Master. She smiled and giggled and then leant forward again and gently let her tongue run slowly across the head.

She smiled and cocked her head. “You’re so big,” she said and giggled.

Now she couldn’t resist herself, and her red lips opened, and she placed them over the head of his cock. She could feel her garter stretching across her thighs, the cage throbbing with a slight pain, her nipples rubbing against the soft material of her bra. He tasted strong and meaty and she closed her eyes with pleasure before looking up and smiling as she opened her mouth wider. She let the cock settle on her tongue briefly and then withdrew and licked the shaft, moaning all the time.

He took hold of the back of her head and pushed her deeper onto his cock, forcing it at the back of her throat. Her eyes widened as he looked down at her, and for a moment, she fought the urge to gag. Then his huge cock twitched, and a flood of cum burst down her throat. She felt it hot and amazing, and her eyes widened a bit more. He let go of her head as the cum dribbled down her throat, and her expression softened visibly.

“Thank you,” she said, smiling.

He settled back onto the sofa, and she fell back on her haunches. A strand of cum settled at the corner of her mouth. He smiled and picked it off with his finger and then offered it to her. She parted her lips and devoured it, her eyes wide and grateful.

“Good girl,” said Trent Starc.


Epilogue

Looking back, Natasha understood now. There was no single morning where she woke up fully formed, no sharp line where one life ended and another cleanly began.

Instead, it was a steady accumulation of days, habits, choices and quiet affirmations that gradually shaped something solid and real.

But that late afternoon with Trent Starc made her.

By the time she realised she was happy, she had already been for quite some time.

Work became routine in the best possible way. The early nerves faded, replaced by confidence that grew naturally from competence and belonging. She learned the rhythms of the office, the unspoken expectations, the way to anticipate needs before they were voiced.

Her presentation became effortless rather than deliberate. The clothes were no longer a challenge to be endured, but something she genuinely loved. Short skirts, sheer blouses, heels that once terrified her now felt like extensions of her body. Fashion stopped being armour and became expression.

She loved it.

Loved choosing outfits in the morning. Loved the way fabric moved against her skin. Loved the subtle rituals of getting ready, of seeing herself reflected back as someone she recognised and accepted. There was pleasure in it that could not be denied. She was no longer hiding behind shapelessness or neutrality. She was visible, intentional, and unapologetic.

The girls became friends in a way she hadn’t experienced before.

It started with lunches and coffees, then stretched into evenings out, shared bottles of wine, laughter that spilt onto pavements long after midnight. They went dancing. They went to bars and restaurants and places Natasha would once have watched from the outside, convinced she didn’t belong there. With them, she belonged effortlessly.

Josie was the confidante, endlessly supportive and quick to defend. Simone brought mischief and boldness, pushing Natasha to try things she never would have dared alone. Fran, quieter but deeply loyal, became a steady presence she could rely on without question.

Even Madeline changed.

It took time. Natasha never expected it to happen quickly. Madeline’s sharpness softened gradually, transforming from scrutiny into something closer to respect. Then, one evening after work, they shared a drink together. Another night followed. Then another. Madeline laughed more than Natasha ever thought she would, and when she finally admitted, in her own clipped way, that she admired how far Natasha had come, it meant more than Natasha had expected.

They became friends, too.

The nights blurred together into memories Natasha cherished. Dancing until her feet ached. Sharing secrets in bathroom mirrors. Walking home arm in arm, shoes dangling from their fingers, laughter echoing down quiet streets. These moments didn’t feel borrowed or temporary. They felt earned.

And Toby?

Toby became a distant memory.

Not painful. Not shameful. Just distant. Like a version of herself she could acknowledge without wanting to return. She didn’t hate him. She didn’t regret him. She simply understood that he had been a necessary step, not a destination.

She barely thought of him anymore.

Her life expanded in ways she hadn’t imagined possible. With a steady income and a role she excelled at, she found herself planning for the future rather than merely surviving the present. Eventually, she bought her own place. A small but beautiful flat that was entirely hers. Light-filled, carefully chosen, styled exactly how she wanted.

Trent Starc helped with the down payment.

He did it quietly, without fanfare, framing it as an investment rather than a favour. Natasha understood it for what it was anyway. Support. Belief. A continuation of the same force that had first pushed her to stop hiding.

He remained a formidable presence. A force of nature, as she often thought of him. Demanding, exacting, uncompromising. But also fair. And, in his own way, deeply protective of the people who thrived under his leadership.

Natasha loved him for it.

Not in a romantic or straightforward sense, but in a profound, grateful way. He had seen something in her when she hadn’t been able to see it herself. He had challenged her, structured her transformation, and refused to let her retreat when retreat would have been easier. He hadn’t saved her. He had insisted she save herself.

For that, she would always be grateful.

Standing in her new flat one evening, dressed for another night out with the girls, Natasha caught her reflection in the mirror. Long blonde hair styled just right. Clothes chosen with care. Confidence settled comfortably into her posture. She smiled at herself, not out of vanity, but recognition.

This was her life.

She didn’t regret changing it. Not for a second.

She had traded uncertainty for intention. Fear for belonging. Isolation for connection. She had stepped into herself fully, without apology or hesitation.

Toby was gone, gently and permanently.

Natasha remained.

And she had never been more alive.
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