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The Night Shift

The fluorescent lights buzzed faintly overhead, casting a sterile glow over the empty aisles of the department store. It was just past midnight, and the sprawling building was eerily quiet, save for the occasional hum of the refrigeration units in the grocery section.

Jack adjusted the strap of his security badge, feeling the weight of it against his chest. It was his first night on the job, and he already felt out of place.

Jack was a slim young man in his mid-20s, with a boyish face and a nervous demeanour that made him seem younger than he was. He wasn’t ideally suited to this kind of work. His dark hair was neatly combed, and his uniform—a stiff, ill-fitting polo shirt and khakis—hung loosely on his frame.

He had never imagined himself as a security guard, but after months of fruitless job searching, he’d taken the position out of desperation. The overnight shift at least meant fewer people to interact with, which suited him just fine.

He glanced around the store, his eyes darting nervously as if expecting someone to jump out at him. The other guards had already gone their separate ways to patrol different sections, leaving Jack to cover the east wing. He clutched his radio tightly, the static crackling faintly as he walked. The store was massive, a labyrinth of aisles and displays that seemed to stretch on forever. Jack felt small and insignificant in the vast space, like a mouse scurrying through a maze.

As he turned a corner, he found himself in the women’s clothing section. Mannequins dressed in sleek dresses and blouses stared blankly at him, their plastic faces frozen in perpetual smiles.

Jack’s heart skipped a beat as he caught sight of the lingerie display just ahead. The delicate fabrics and lace seemed to glow under the soft lighting, and he felt a strange pull toward them. He hesitated, glancing around to make sure no one was watching, before taking a few tentative steps closer.

The bras and panties were arranged neatly on racks, their colours and patterns a stark contrast to the drab uniformity of his security uniform. Jack’s cheeks flushed as he reached out to touch a silky nightgown, the fabric smooth and cool against his fingertips.

He quickly pulled his hand away, as if burned, and took a step back.

What was he doing? This was his job, his responsibility. He couldn’t afford to get distracted.

But the allure was undeniable. Jack had always been fascinated by femininity, though he’d never dared to explore it. Growing up, he’d been too shy, too afraid of what others might think. Now, standing in the quiet solitude of the store, he felt a flicker of something he couldn’t quite name, a longing, perhaps, or a curiosity that had been buried for far too long.

He forced himself to turn away, his heart pounding as he continued his rounds. The rest of the store seemed dull and lifeless in comparison, and he found his thoughts drifting back to the lingerie section.

What would it feel like to wear something like that? To slip into the soft, delicate fabrics and feel them against his smooth skin? The thought sent a shiver down his spine, and he quickly shook his head, trying to dispel the image.

As Jack approached the break room, he heard voices inside.

He paused outside the door, listening. It was Frank, the head security guard, and a couple of the other guys. Frank’s deep, gruff voice carried through the door, and Jack felt a knot of anxiety tighten in his stomach.

Frank was everything Jack wasn’t. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and exuded confidence. He had a way of commanding attention, of making everyone around him feel small. Jack had only met him briefly during orientation, but he’d already decided that Frank was someone to avoid.

Too late.

“Hey, new guy!” Frank’s voice boomed as Jack stepped into the break room. The other guards turned to look at him, their expressions ranging from indifferent to mildly amused. Jack froze, feeling like a deer caught in headlights.

“Uh, hi,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He clutched his radio tighter, as if it could somehow protect him.

Frank leaned back in his chair, his arms crossed over his chest. “You’re Jack, right? The overnight guy?”

Jack nodded, his throat dry. “Yeah, that’s me.”

Frank studied him for a moment, his gaze piercing. “You look like you’ve never lifted anything heavier than a pencil. You sure you can handle this job?”

The other guards chuckled, and Jack felt his face heat up. “I think so,” he managed to say, though he wasn’t entirely sure himself.

Frank smirked, clearly enjoying Jack’s discomfort. “Well, don’t let us down, kid. We’re counting on you to keep the place safe.”

Jack nodded again, feeling like a child being scolded. He quickly grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and made his escape, the sound of Frank’s laughter echoing in his ears.

As he resumed his rounds, Jack couldn’t shake the feeling of inadequacy that Frank’s words had stirred up. He knew he wasn’t like the other guards. He wasn’t strong or assertive or confident. But maybe, just maybe, he could find a way to prove himself. And maybe, in the quiet solitude of the night, he could explore the part of himself that he’d always kept hidden.

The lingerie section called to him again, its siren song impossible to ignore. Jack hesitated, glancing around to make sure no one was watching. Then, with a deep breath, he stepped closer, his heart racing as he reached out to touch the delicate fabrics once more.

This time, he didn’t pull away.

The nights began to blur together, each one a carbon copy of the last. Jack would arrive at the store just before midnight, clock in, and begin his rounds. The routine was monotonous, but it gave him a sense of purpose, a reason to get out of bed.

Yet, as the days turned into weeks, Jack found himself increasingly drawn to one particular part of the store, the women’s section.

It started innocently enough. He would pause for a moment to admire the mannequins, their elegant poses and stylish outfits catching his eye. But soon, those brief pauses turned into longer stops, and before he knew it, Jack was spending entire shifts lingering in the aisles, his heart racing as he imagined what it would be like to wear the clothes himself.

The lingerie section was his favourite. The delicate fabrics, the intricate lace, the soft colours, it all called to him in a way he couldn’t explain.

He would run his fingers over the silky nightgowns, the satin bras, the lace-trimmed panties, feeling a thrill of excitement mixed with a deep sense of shame. He knew he shouldn’t be doing this, that it was wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. The pull was too strong.

One night, as he stood before a display of silk robes, Jack found himself lost in a daydream. He imagined slipping into one of the robes, the cool fabric sliding over his skin, the softness enveloping him. He could almost feel the weight of it, the way it would drape over his body, making him feel elegant, beautiful, feminine. The thought sent a shiver down his spine, and he quickly shook his head, trying to dispel the image.

But it was no use. The fantasy had taken root, and it was growing stronger with each passing night. Jack began to stay longer in the women’s section, his rounds taking twice as long as they should have. He would stand in front of the mirrors, imagining himself dressed in the clothes, his reflection transformed into something entirely new. The excitement was intoxicating, but it was also terrifying. He knew he was crossing a line, but he couldn’t stop himself.

The dreams started soon after. At first, they were vague, fleeting images that slipped away as soon as he woke up. But as the nights went on, they became more vivid, more detailed. In his dreams, Jack was no longer himself. He was someone else. Someone beautiful, confident, and feminine. He would wake up with his heart pounding, the images still fresh in his mind, and he would lie in bed, staring at the ceiling, trying to make sense of it all.

One night, the dream was particularly vivid. He was standing in front of a mirror, dressed in a sleek black dress that hugged his body in all the right places. His hair was long and flowing, his makeup perfect, his lips painted a deep, sultry red. He looked stunning, and he knew it. The confidence he felt was intoxicating, and he couldn’t help but smile as he admired his reflection.

But then, the dream took a darker turn. He heard footsteps behind him, and when he turned around, he saw Frank standing there, his arms crossed, a smirk on his face. Jack’s heart raced as Frank stepped closer, his eyes raking over Jack’s body with a mixture of amusement and something else, something that made Jack’s stomach twist with a strange, unfamiliar feeling.

“Well, well,” Frank said, his voice low and teasing. “Look at you. Who would’ve thought?”

Jack woke up with a start, his heart pounding, his sheets tangled around him.

He sat up, running a hand through his hair, trying to calm his racing thoughts. The dream had felt so real, so vivid, and it left him feeling unsettled and confused. He didn’t know what to make of it, but he couldn’t deny the thrill that had coursed through him as he stood there, dressed in that black dress, feeling so confident, so beautiful.

The next night at work, Jack found himself drawn to the women’s section once again. He stood in front of the mirror, his reflection staring back at him, and he couldn’t help but imagine himself dressed in one of the outfits he’d been admiring. The temptation was overwhelming, and he knew he was teetering on the edge.

He glanced around, making sure no one was watching, and then, with a deep breath, he reached out and grabbed a dress from the rack. It was a simple black dress, similar to the one from his dream, and he held it up to his body, his heart racing as he imagined what it would look like on him.

The excitement was almost too much to bear, but so was the shame. He knew he shouldn’t be doing this, that it was wrong, but he couldn’t help himself. The pull was too strong, the desire too deep. He needed to know what it would feel like, just once.

With trembling hands, Jack slipped the dress over his uniform, his heart pounding as the fabric slid over his body. It fit surprisingly well, and he couldn’t help but smile as he looked at himself in the mirror. He looked different. Beautiful, even. The confidence he felt was intoxicating, and for a moment, he forgot about the shame, the fear, the consequences.

But then, he heard a noise behind him, and his heart stopped. He turned around, his eyes wide with panic, and thought he saw a shadow move. Quickly, he pulled off the dress and shakily put it back on its hanger.


The store was quieter than usual, the silence pressing in on Jack like a heavy blanket. He had just finished his first round of patrols, his footsteps echoing softly in the empty aisles.

As he approached the women’s section, his heart began to race, the familiar pull of temptation tugging at him. He tried to resist, telling himself he would just walk past, but the allure was too strong. Before he knew it, he was standing in front of the lingerie display, his eyes tracing the delicate fabrics and intricate lace.

Jack glanced around nervously, his grip tightening on his radio. The store was empty, and the other guards were nowhere to be seen. He was alone, just him and the mannequins with their frozen smiles. The thought sent a shiver down his spine, but it also emboldened him. This was his chance, his opportunity to finally give in to the curiosity that had been gnawing at him for weeks.

He reached out, his fingers trembling as they brushed against a silky nightgown. The fabric was cool and smooth, and he felt a thrill of excitement as he imagined what it would feel like against his skin. His heart pounded in his chest, and he glanced around once more, making sure no one was watching. Then, with a deep breath, he grabbed the nightgown and hurried to the fitting rooms.

The small, enclosed space felt like a sanctuary, a place where he could finally let go of his inhibitions. Jack’s hands shook as he unbuttoned his uniform shirt, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. He told himself it was just a one-time thing, just a way to satisfy his curiosity and put an end to the fantasies that had been haunting him. But deep down, he knew it was more than that. This was a step into the unknown, a leap into a world he had only ever dreamed of.

He slipped the nightgown over his head, the fabric sliding over his skin like a whisper. It was softer than he had imagined, and he couldn’t help but smile as he looked down at himself. The nightgown fit perfectly, the hem brushing against his thighs, the straps resting lightly on his shoulders. He felt a sense of freedom he had never known before, a lightness that made him feel almost giddy.

Jack stepped out of the fitting room and stood in front of the mirror, his heart racing as he took in his reflection. The person staring back at him was both familiar and foreign, a version of himself he had only ever seen in his dreams. He ran his hands over the fabric, marvelling at the way it clung to his body, the way it made him feel beautiful, confident, alive.

The experience was exhilarating, and Jack felt a surge of boldness he had never known before. He hurried back to the lingerie section, his earlier hesitation forgotten. This time, he grabbed a satin bra and matching panties, his hands trembling with excitement as he returned to the fitting room.

The bra was a bit trickier to put on, but after a few moments of fumbling, he managed to fasten it. The cups were padded, giving him the illusion of curves, and he couldn’t help but laugh softly as he looked at himself in the mirror. The panties fit snugly, the lace trim delicate and feminine. He felt a thrill of excitement as he admired his reflection, the person staring back at him more confident and beautiful than he had ever felt before.

Jack’s boldness grew with each passing moment. He began to experiment with different outfits, pulling dresses, skirts, and blouses from the racks and trying them on one after the other. Each new outfit brought a fresh wave of excitement, a new sense of freedom. He twirled in front of the mirror, the fabric swirling around him, and he couldn’t help but smile as he imagined what it would be like to wear these clothes in the real world, to step outside and show the world who he really was.

But as the night wore on, the reality of his situation began to sink in. He was a security guard, responsible for keeping the store safe, and here he was, playing dress-up in the women’s section. The shame and guilt he had been pushing aside began to creep back in, and he felt a pang of anxiety as he thought about what would happen if he were caught.

Jack quickly changed back into his uniform, his hands trembling as he folded the clothes and returned them to their racks. He glanced at the clock and realised he had been in the fitting room for far longer than he had intended. The other guards would be wondering where he was, and he couldn’t afford to raise any suspicions.

As he hurried back to the break room, Jack’s mind was a whirlwind of emotions. The exhilaration of his experiment still lingered, but it was tempered by the fear of being discovered. He knew he couldn’t keep doing this, that it was too risky, but he also couldn’t deny the sense of freedom and joy he had felt while dressed in those clothes.

When he reached the break room, Frank was there, leaning against the counter with a cup of coffee in his hand. He raised an eyebrow as Jack walked in, his expression unreadable.

“You’re late,” Frank said, his voice low and gruff. “Everything okay?”

Jack nodded, his heart racing as he avoided Frank’s gaze. “Yeah, everything’s fine. Just lost track of time.”

Frank studied him for a moment, his eyes narrowing slightly, but he didn’t press the issue. “Alright. Just don’t let it happen again.”

Jack nodded again, his hands trembling as he grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge. He could feel Frank’s eyes on him as he left the break room, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that Frank knew something was off.

As he resumed his rounds, Jack’s mind was still racing. He knew he had taken a risk, that he had crossed a line he couldn’t uncross. But he also knew that he couldn’t go back to the way things were before. The experience had awakened something in him, a part of himself he had been hiding for far too long.

And as he walked past the women’s section once more, he couldn’t help but feel a sense of longing, a desire to step back into that world, even if just for a moment. The temptation was still there, stronger than ever, and Jack knew that this was only the beginning.

One evening, as the store’s lights dimmed and the other guards dispersed to their patrols, Jack found himself standing in the cosmetics aisle. The rows of lipsticks, eyeshadows, and foundations seemed to glow under the soft lighting, beckoning him closer. His heart raced as he picked up a tube of deep red lipstick, the sleek packaging cool in his hand. He had never worn makeup before, but the idea of it thrilled him. It felt like the final piece of the puzzle, the key to unlocking the fantasy that had taken hold of him.

With a quick glance over his shoulder to ensure he was alone, Jack tucked the lipstick into his pocket and made his way to the fitting rooms. He had already gathered a few items from the women’s section, a sleek black dress, a pair of heels, and a delicate pearl necklace.

But tonight, he wanted to go further. Tonight, he wanted to see what it would feel like to truly become someone else.

Inside the fitting room, Jack’s hands trembled as he laid out his chosen items. The dress was simple yet elegant, with a fitted waist and a flared skirt that swayed when he moved. The heels were a bit too big, but they would do. The necklace added a touch of sophistication, and the lipstick. The lipstick was the finishing touch. Jack stared at the small tube, his heart pounding as he unscrewed the cap and twisted the lipstick up. The colour was bold, daring, and it made him feel a thrill of excitement.

He slipped the dress over his head and smoothed it down over his body. The fabric hugged his frame in a way that felt both foreign and exhilarating. The heels clicked softly against the floor as he stepped into them, and he couldn’t help but smile as he fastened the necklace around his neck. Finally, he picked up the lipstick and leaned closer to the mirror, his hand steadying as he carefully applied the colour to his lips.

The transformation was immediate. The bold red lips contrasted sharply with his pale skin, and the dress accentuated his slim figure in a way that made him feel beautiful, powerful, and undeniably feminine. Jack stared at his reflection, his breath catching in his throat. The person staring back at him was a stranger, yet somehow more familiar than the face he had seen in the mirror his entire life.

He twirled in front of the mirror, the skirt of the dress flaring out around him, and he laughed softly, the sound light and carefree. For the first time in his life, Jack felt truly alive. The confidence he had always lacked seemed to radiate from him, and he couldn’t help but marvel at the way the clothes and makeup made him feel. It was as if he had stepped into a new skin, one that fit him perfectly.

Jack sat down on the small bench in the fitting room, his eyes still fixed on his reflection. Who was this person staring back at him? Was this just a fantasy, a temporary escape from the monotony of his life? Or was it something deeper, something that had been buried inside him all along?

The questions swirled in his mind, each one more daunting than the last. What did this mean for his future? Could he ever truly embrace this side of himself, or was it destined to remain a secret, hidden away in the shadows of the night?

The thought of stepping into the daylight as this version of himself was both thrilling and terrifying. He imagined the reactions of his coworkers, his family, the world at large. Would they accept him? Or would they reject him, forcing him back into the box he had spent his entire life trying to fit into?

Jack’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps outside the fitting room. His heart leapt into his throat, and he froze, his eyes wide with panic. The footsteps grew closer, and he could hear the faint murmur of voices. He glanced at the clock on the wall and realised with a sinking feeling that his break had long since ended. The other guards would be looking for him.

With trembling hands, Jack began to undress, his movements frantic as he tried to erase any trace of his transformation. The dress slipped off his body, the heels were kicked aside, and the necklace was hastily unclasped. He wiped the lipstick from his lips with the back of his hand, his heart pounding as he listened to the voices outside. They were getting closer.

Just as he pulled his uniform shirt back on, the door to the fitting room swung open. Jack’s heart stopped as he turned to see Frank standing in the doorway, his arms crossed and a smirk playing on his lips.

“Well, well,” Frank said, his voice low and teasing. “What do we have here?”

Jack’s face burned with shame, and he quickly looked away, unable to meet Frank’s gaze. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly defenceless. But as he stood there his mind racing, he realised something unexpected. Despite the fear and embarrassment, there was a part of him that didn’t want to hide anymore. A part of him that wanted to stand tall, to own the transformation he had just experienced.

Frank stepped closer, his eyes raking over Jack’s dishevelled appearance. “You’ve got some explaining to do, kid,” he said, his tone a mix of amusement and something else—something that made Jack’s stomach twist with a strange, unfamiliar feeling.

Jack swallowed hard, his heart pounding as he tried to find the words to explain himself. But deep down, he knew that no explanation would be enough. This was who he was, or at least a part of who he was. And as terrifying as it was, he couldn’t deny the truth any longer.

“I… I can explain,” he stammered, though he had no idea what he could possibly say.

Frank raised an eyebrow, his expression a mix of amusement and something else—something that made Jack’s stomach twist. “Oh, I’m sure you can,” Frank said, his tone dripping with sarcasm. “But let’s hear it. What’s the explanation for this little performance?”

Jack’s mind went blank. He opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. What could he say? That he had been curious? That he had wanted to see what it felt like? That he had been drawn to this side of himself in a way he couldn’t fully understand? None of it sounded like enough, and he knew Frank wouldn’t buy it anyway.

Frank took a step closer, his presence overwhelming in the small space. Jack instinctively took a step back, his back pressing against the mirror. He felt trapped, like a cornered animal, and his panic only grew as Frank leaned in, his face inches from Jack’s.

“You know,” Frank said, his voice dropping to a near whisper, “I’ve had my eye on you for a while now. Always sneaking off, always disappearing when you’re supposed to be on patrol. I figured you were up to something, but this this is something else.” Frank looked at the dress and smiled.

Jack’s breath hitched, and he squeezed his eyes shut, as if that could make the situation go away. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly defenceless. Frank’s words cut through him, each one a reminder of how foolish he had been to think he could keep this secret forever.

“I’m sorry,” Jack whispered, his voice barely audible. “I didn’t mean…I just…”

Frank chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that sent a shiver down Jack’s spine. “You didn’t mean to get caught, is that it?” he said, his tone mocking. “Well, guess what, kid? You’re caught. And now you’ve got a choice to make.”

Jack’s eyes snapped open, and he finally looked at Frank, his heart racing. “A choice?” he asked, his voice trembling.

Frank smirked, his gaze raking over the pretty dress with a mixture of amusement and something darker, something that made Jack’s stomach churn. “Yeah, a choice,” Frank said. “You can either let me report this little incident to management, or we can keep this between us. Just you and me.”

Jack’s mind raced as he tried to process what Frank was saying. The thought of being reported to management filled him with dread; he would lose his job, his reputation, everything. But the alternative… the way Frank was looking at him, the way he was leaning in so close… it made Jack’s skin crawl.

“What do you mean?” Jack asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Frank’s smirk widened, and he reached out, his fingers brushing against the fabric of the dress. “I think you know what I mean,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “You’ve been playing dress-up, pretending to be something you’re not. But maybe you don’t have to pretend with me.”

Jack’s heart pounded as he realised what Frank was suggesting. He felt a surge of panic, but also something else—something he couldn’t quite name. The situation was terrifying, but there was a part of him that felt a strange, twisted thrill at the idea of being seen, of being acknowledged, even in this way.

But before he could respond, Frank stepped back, his expression hardening. “Think about it,” he said, his tone cold and final. “But don’t take too long. I’m not a patient man.”

With that, Frank turned and left the fitting room, the door clicking shut behind him. Jack stood there, his legs trembling, his mind spinning. He felt like the ground had been ripped out from under him, and he had no idea what to do next.

The transformation had been exhilarating, but now it felt like a trap. Jack stared at his reflection in the mirror, the bold red lips suddenly felt like a mask he couldn’t take off. He had been caught, and there was no going back.

The question now was: what came next?

The store was quiet, the usual hum of the fluorescent lights the only sound breaking the silence. Sarah stood in front of the mirror in the fitting room, her heart pounding as she adjusted the straps of the emerald dress she had chosen for tonight. The fabric hugged her figure perfectly, the colour complementing her skin tone in a way that made her feel radiant. She had spent hours perfecting her makeup, the bold red lip and smoky eyes giving her a confidence she had never known before. Tonight was different. Tonight, she wasn’t just playing dress-up. Tonight, she was Sarah.

Frank leaned against the doorframe, his arms crossed as he watched her with a small, approving smile. “You look stunning, pretty girl,” he said, his voice low and warm. “You ready for this?”

Sarah’s hands trembled as she smoothed down the skirt of the dress. She glanced at Frank, her heart racing. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “What if someone sees me? What if they figure it out?”

Frank stepped closer, his presence steady and reassuring. “They won’t,” he said firmly. “And even if they do, so what? This is who you are, Sarah. You’ve got to stop hiding.”

Sarah swallowed hard, her mind spinning. Frank had been pushing her for weeks to take this step, to head outside the safety of the store and embrace her true self in the real world. She had resisted at first, the fear of being exposed too overwhelming to even consider. But as the days went on, the desire to live authentically had grown stronger, until it was all she could think about.

“I’m scared,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Frank reached out, his hand resting on her shoulder. “I know,” he said. “But you’re stronger than you think. And I’ll be right here with you, every step of the way.”

Sarah took a deep breath, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked at herself in the mirror, at the woman staring back at her. This was who she was, who she had always been. She couldn’t keep hiding, not anymore.

“Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the fear coursing through her.

Frank’s smile widened, and he stepped back, giving her space. “That’s my girl,” he said, his tone proud.

Sarah took one last look in the mirror, her reflection staring back at her with a confidence she had never seen before. She felt beautiful, powerful, and undeniably herself. With a deep breath, she turned and followed Frank out of the fitting room, her heels clicking softly against the floor.

The store was empty, the aisles dark and quiet as they made their way to the employee exit. Sarah’s heart raced with every step, the fear of being seen still lingering in the back of her mind. But Frank’s presence beside her was steady and reassuring, and she clung to that as they stepped out into the cool night air.

The city was alive with activity, the streets bustling with people despite the late hour. Sarah felt a surge of panic as they walked, her eyes darting around nervously. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet there was a thrill that came with it, a sense of freedom she had never known before.

Frank led her to a small café a few blocks away, the warm glow of the lights spilling out onto the sidewalk. Sarah hesitated at the door, her heart pounding. “What if someone recognises me?” she asked, her voice trembling.

Frank turned to her, his expression serious. “They won’t,” he said. “And even if they do, it doesn’t matter. This is who you are, Sarah. You’ve got to own it.”

Sarah took a deep breath, her hands trembling as she reached for the door. She stepped inside, the warmth of the café enveloping her. The place was cozy, with soft music playing in the background and the smell of coffee filling the air. A few people glanced up as they entered, but no one seemed to pay them much attention.

Frank led her to a table in the corner, his hand resting lightly on the small of her back. Sarah felt a surge of gratitude for his steady presence, for the way he always seemed to know exactly what she needed. They sat down, and Frank ordered for them, his voice calm and confident.

As they waited for their drinks, Sarah felt a strange sense of peace settle over her. She looked around the café, at the people chatting and laughing, and for the first time, she felt like she belonged. She wasn’t hiding anymore. She was Sarah, and she was finally living her truth.

As they sipped their coffee, a group of people walked into the café, their voices loud and boisterous. Sarah’s heart skipped a beat as she recognised one of them, a coworker from the store. Her stomach twisted with panic, and she quickly looked away, her hands trembling.

“Frank,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “That’s someone from work.”

Frank glanced over, his expression calm. “So?” he said. “You’re not doing anything wrong, pretty girl. Just be yourself.”

Sarah’s heart raced as the group approached, their laughter filling the café. She felt like she was going to be sick, her mind spinning with fear. But then, something inside her shifted. She thought about everything she had been through, about the courage it had taken to get to this point. She wasn’t going to let fear control her anymore.

As the group passed their table, Sarah looked up, her eyes meeting her coworker’s. For a moment, there was a flicker of recognition, but then the moment passed, and the group moved on. Sarah felt a surge of relief, but also something else, a sense of pride. She had faced her fear, and she had come out stronger on the other side.

Frank reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “You did it,” he said, his voice warm with pride. “I’m proud of you, Sarah.”

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes, but she blinked them away. She had done it. She had stepped into the light as her true self, and for the first time, she felt like she was truly alive.

The night of revelation had come, and Sarah knew that there was no going back. She was ready to embrace her new identity, to live her truth, no matter what the future held. And with Frank by her side, she felt like she could face anything.

The days following Sarah’s night of revelation were a whirlwind of emotions. She had taken the first step toward living her truth, but the consequences of that decision were only just beginning to unfold. Her coworkers at the store had started to notice the changes in her,t he subtle shifts in her demeanour, the way she carried herself with a newfound confidence. Whispers followed her as she made her rounds, and she could feel the weight of their curiosity pressing down on her. But for the first time, she didn’t care. She was Sarah now, and she wasn’t going to hide anymore.

Frank, as always, was her rock. He stood by her side, his presence steady and reassuring. He had been the one to push her to take that first step, and now he was there to help her navigate the fallout. But as the days went on, Sarah began to notice something different about Frank. There was a new intensity in the way he looked at her, a possessiveness that both thrilled and unnerved her.

One evening, after their shift ended, Frank suggested they go back to his place. Sarah hesitated, her heart racing at the thought. She had never been to Frank’s flat before, and the idea of being alone with him in such an intimate setting filled her with a mix of excitement and anxiety. But she trusted Frank, and she knew he would never push her into anything she wasn’t ready for.

“Come on, pretty girl,” Frank said, his voice low and warm. “I’ve got something to show you.”

Sarah nodded, her hands trembling as she followed him out of the store and into the cool night air. The walk to Frank’s flat was quiet, the city lights casting a soft glow over the streets. Sarah’s mind raced as she tried to imagine what Frank had in store for her. She had come so far in such a short time, and she couldn’t help but wonder what the next step in her journey would be.

When they reached Frank’s flat, he unlocked the door and stepped inside, holding it open for her. Sarah hesitated for a moment before following him in, her heart pounding in her chest. The flat was cozy and masculine, with dark furniture and warm lighting. But what caught Sarah’s attention was the small pile of shopping bags on the couch, their contents spilling out onto the cushions.

Frank gestured to the bags with a small smile. “I’ve been doing a bit of shopping,” he said. “Thought you might like to see what I picked out.”

Sarah’s eyes widened as she stepped closer, her hands trembling as she reached for one of the bags. Inside was a beautiful dress, the fabric soft and luxurious. She pulled it out, holding it up to the light, and felt a surge of excitement as she imagined how it would look on her.

“Frank, this is amazing,” she said, her voice trembling with emotion.

Frank’s smile widened, and he reached for another bag, pulling out a pair of high heels. “I figured you’d need something to go with the dress,” he said, his tone teasing.

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes as she looked at the items Frank had bought for her. It wasn’t just the clothes, it was the thought, the care, the understanding. Frank had seen her, truly seen her, in a way no one else ever had. And he had embraced her, supported her, in a way that made her feel like she was finally home.

But there was more. Frank led her to the bedroom, where he opened a drawer to reveal a collection of lingerie, each piece more beautiful than the last. Sarah’s breath caught in her throat as she ran her fingers over the delicate fabrics, the intricate lace. It was like a dream come true, a world of beauty and femininity that she had only ever imagined.

“And this,” Frank said, pulling out a makeup bag, “is for you. Everything you need to keep looking as stunning as you do now.”

Sarah felt a surge of emotion as she looked at Frank, her heart swelling with gratitude and something else, something deeper, more intense. She had never felt so seen, so understood, so cherished. And in that moment, she knew that she wanted to be with Frank, in every way.

“Frank, I…” she began, her voice trembling.

But before she could finish, Frank stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek. “You don’t have to say anything, pretty girl,” he said, his voice low and warm. “I know. And I feel the same way.”

Sarah’s heart raced as Frank leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a soft, tentative kiss. It was the first time they had kissed, and it felt like the world had stopped turning. Sarah melted into the kiss, her hands reaching up to grip Frank’s shoulders as the passion between them ignited.

The kiss deepened, their bodies pressing together as the intensity of their emotions spilled over. Sarah felt a surge of desire, a need to be closer to Frank, to feel his warmth, his strength, his love. And Frank, for all his dominance and control, was gentle with her, his touch tender and reverent.

When they finally pulled apart, Sarah felt breathless, her heart pounding in her chest. She looked up at Frank, her eyes wide with wonder and emotion.

“Stay with me,” Frank said, his voice low and earnest. “Be mine. Be my girlfriend.”

Sarah felt tears prick at the corners of her eyes as she nodded, her heart swelling with joy. “Yes,” she whispered. “Yes, Frank. I’ll stay with you.”


A Night With Dominic

The door to the apartment clicked shut behind Jamie as he stripped off his work shirt and let it fall to the carpet. He walked over to the bathroom, rubbing the back of his neck and grimacing.

His muscles ached, the tension from the day's work still knotted up in his shoulders. The hot shower he was about to take would help him relax, but not as much as what he planned to do afterwards.

He’d spent most of the day hunched over his desk at the call centre, dealing with every angry customer you could think of.

All through the day, his anticipation had grown. That squirm in the pit of his stomach and the mounting excitement – and, yes, fear – wouldn’t go away. It was almost delicious.

Tonight was going to change everything.

Stepping into the shower, he adjusted the water temperature and let it wash away the grime of the office. He reached for his razor and began shaving his body, taking his time to ensure he didn't miss any spots.

He wanted to be perfectly smooth for that first date. There were still two hours to go before that knock at the door but there was so much to do.

He had waited for this moment for a long time, and he wanted everything to be perfect. At 28, he thought he would never have enough courage to reach out. He wondered what Alice would think of him. She was the one who had first created Amelia. Her Baroness Frankenstein had forged this amazing, ultra-feminine ‘monster’.

As he rinsed off the last of the shaving cream, he felt a sense of excitement and nervousness wash over him again. It was stronger this time. His hands were even shaking.

Yes, tonight would be the night.

Tonight, he would become her, and she would become complete. And maybe she would stay forever.

He turned off the shower and wrapped a towel around his waist. Condensation covered the mirror, and he wiped it gently, but all he could see was a faint blur of a figure. A metaphor for her, he thought. Coming slowly into view.

He went into the bedroom, poured himself a large glass of whiskey and sat on the bed. A little Dutch courage to take the edge off his nerves. Over the last year, his bedroom had gradually become more feminine. There were more dresses in the wardrobe, much, much more lingerie in the dresser drawers.

On the bed next to him, the feminine lingerie, the beautiful dress, the high heels, and the wig were laid out, just as he had left them that morning.

He finished the whiskey, walked over to the dresser and sat in front of the mirror.

She was in there somewhere. Close to the surface. The beautiful, irrepressible Amelia.

He took a bottle of coconut moisturiser and put a small amount into the palm of his hand. He massaged it gently into his face, taking his time. Then he applied it to the rest of his body. Working downwards, slowly and purposefully.

He poured another whiskey – just one more, don’t want to be tipsy for your date, honey – and let the cool of the room wrap around him. His nipples hardened, and he took a moment to stroke them, eyes closed. That got his ardour rising. He moaned slightly and then stopped. That would not do. That would not do at all!

As he sipped the whiskey, he practised in the mirror.

“Hi, nice to meet you.” Smile. You have a nice smile. Always smile as much as possible. Brush your hair back. Touch your necklace. Little mannerisms like that were so feminine.

“Hello, Dominic, it’s nice to meet you.”

Light, slightly breathless. A little sexy sounding, really. You minx! How could any man resist?

Taking a deep breath, he sat down and began to apply the makeup that would transform him into Amelia.

This was the most essential part. If you got the face right, then all else followed. He held out his palm.

There, steady as a rock. Well, maybe a slight trembling.

Jamie began the meticulous process of transforming himself, starting with the foundation. With a gentle touch, he spread the creamy mixture over his face, blending it seamlessly with his skin. He took extra care around his nose and under his eyes, ensuring that every imperfection was concealed.

Next, he moved on to the eyes, working the different shadows to create a sultry, smoky look that was to die for. He carefully lined the lid and under eye in dark brown, creating a thin, precise line that finished the look to his satisfaction.

He applied false lashes and a coat of mascara, creating plenty of beautiful volume. Jamie sat back and made sure it was all perfect, touched up a little here and there and smiled at the mirror.

He added a touch of blush to his cheeks, blending it so it gave a natural, rosy glow.  Finally, it was the lips. They were always last. Sometimes he left them until he was completely dressed. It was like a switch going off, but this time he couldn’t wait. He lined them in a dark rose and then added a slightly lighter shade of red, blending it in.

Once finished, he stepped back from the mirror, taking a moment to admire his handiwork. He hardly recognised the face staring back at him.

She was nearly there.

The transformation was almost unbelievable.

This was Amelia's face, and she was about to embark on her first date with a man she had met online. She giggled and smiled and whispered something to the mirror.

The nails will be last this time. That will be the switch. Or the wig. Maybe the wig.

I need some clothes, she cooed from the darkness.

She took a deep breath, put on the red lace bra, and adjusted it to fit perfectly. She slipped on the matching silk panties, feeling a shiver of excitement run down her spine as she tucked herself away. Next came the garter belt, which she fastened around her waist, before sitting on the bed to pull on the black lace stockings. The silk felt smooth and luxurious against her skin, and she couldn't help but run her hands up and down her legs as she admired them.

Is that good enough for you?

Amelia sat back at the dresser and began working on her nails. She had always kept them long, telling everyone that she played guitar. It made sense to her anyway. The varnish seemed to take an age to dry, but when she had finished, her nails were perfect. She put on a couple of rings and held her hands out before her.

Amelia picked up the pretty red silk dress she had chosen for this evening and slipped it over her head, letting it fall over her body. She took a moment to appreciate the way the fabric hugged her body just enough, accentuating her girlish figure in all the right places and flaring delightfully at the thighs.

She turned. Nice butt, honey. She wiggled it and felt the suspenders gently squeeze her upper thighs.

She stepped into the high heels, wobbling slightly as she adjusted to the new height. A few steps up and down and she was back into the groove. Swinging her hips, moving fluidly like a real girl. The way Alice had taught her all those years ago.

Without looking in the mirror, she picked up the long blonde wig, her heart pounding. She had never felt so beautiful, so desirable. She took a deep breath, slipped it over her head, fluffed and stroked it, and finally let it drop across her shoulders; her anticipation merged into euphoria.

With a confident smile, she turned to the mirror, adjusted her hair a little more and gasped with pleasure.

Perfect.

So sophisticated, with just a hint of raunchy red bra showing.

She sprayed perfume on her wrists, inhaling the delicate scent as she did so. She felt ready, more than ready.

Which was good. Because at that moment the doorbell rang.

Dominic was a little early. Her heart nearly stopped. She put her makeup and other bits in a slim leather bag and took a last look. Had she missed anything? Now her heart was really pounding.

With a deep breath, she walked over to the door and opened it.

There he was.

Dominic.

"Hello, Amelia," he said, his eyes tracing over her body with a look of hunger. "You look amazing."

She smiled, feeling a rush of excitement and terror as he complimented her.

"Thank you," she said, her voice soft and sultry.

From Dominic's point of view, the moment was surreal. He had been searching for the perfect sissy for a long time, and when the door opened, he had been prepared to be disappointed.

The vision of Amelia, however, instantly took his breath away.

She was stunning, a perfect blend of femininity and seduction. She wasn’t too tall, and the way she held herself, slightly trembling, was just perfect.

He couldn't wait to get his hands on her, to feel her soft curves against his body.

To finally turn her to his will.

"Shall we go?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Sorry, yes, let's," he replied, taking her hand in his and leading her out of the apartment.

As they walked down the street, she squeezed his hand. People passed them by, oblivious that the pretty girl in the cute red dress was a little more complicated than she seemed on the surface.

He leaned towards her: “I want you to do something for me?”

She looked slightly up at him, her red lips parting a little.

“Walk ahead of me for a bit,” Dominic added.

“Why?” She felt a little scared.

“I just want to see you walk.”

He let go of Amelia’s hand and slowed. She drew a deep breath and began to walk, swaying her hips and looking divine. He wondered how long she had practised in front of the mirror, but it was certainly something to behold. She was almost perfect.

Dominic couldn't take his eyes off her. She looked so natural in her feminine attire, her hips swaying gently with each step. He thought of her kneeling before him in just her lingerie, doing his bidding, and felt his groin stir.

"Sway your hips some more," he said. She dutifully complied. He watched her cute butt wiggle; the heels clicking on the pavement. He knew she was going to be a compliant little whore once he'd finished with her.

“That’s perfect,” he smiled as he caught up to her. “You’re perfect.”

The bar was called L’Homme Chic, and she’d passed it many times before without having the courage to go in. The neon sign glimmered above the dark cobbled road.

The reason it made her nervous became clear as the door opened onto a dimly lit room, with masculine Alpha males talking confidently while a host of pretty women fawned over them.

Male eyes turned, as if mentally undressing Amelia as she entered.

Dominic acknowledged a couple of people but seemed content to stand there behind Amelia as she suddenly became centre stage. Some of the women sneered, perhaps a little jealously, but the men didn’t.

It was like one of those scenes from a western where the cowboy enters the saloon, and everything goes quiet.

Only she was a cowgirl, and she was dressed like a pretty little slut. Wasn’t that the effect she wanted to create? To make herself irresistible to Alpha males like these.

Amelia felt about 20 pairs of eyes, to a man, mentally undressing her, and it was almost too much to take. It could only have lasted a few seconds, but seemed to drag into an eternity.

Then Dominic stepped forward, putting a hand around her waist, and the spell was suddenly broken.

He acknowledged the waiter, a good-looking young man serving drinks to patrons at a nearby table. The man nodded back with a smile as they made their way to a booth in the corner. Amelia was thankful (at least she thought she was) to be away from the gaze of most of the men in the bar.

There was a steady hum in her ears, and she suddenly recognised it as binaural beats that were hidden within the music. Amelia had often used sissy hypnosis to get her into the mood to dress, and she knew it could be a powerful tool in changing one's viewpoint. This particular beat seemed to drill deeper into her psyche, though, and she wondered if it was used to keep the girls in the bar under control. The thought gave her a frisson of excitement. Wasn’t that what she really wanted?

"What would you like to drink?" Dominic asked as he sat next to her, his hand on her knee, slowly moving his fingers up her leg.

The press of his manly fingers on her flesh would have made her swoon had she still been on her feet. Instead, an electric thrill ran up her spine.

Amelia swallowed hard, her heart pounding in her chest. "Whatever you're having," she replied, her voice trembling.

He ordered a round of drinks, and they sat in silence for a moment, the tension between them palpable. He watched as she fidgeted with the hem of her dress with her left hand, her nerves evident.

“Why did you decide to meet me?” He asked.

She couldn’t think of an answer at first. All she could feel was the bra and panties, the silky stockings, and the garter belt. His hand, still halfway up her thigh, lingered there. The binaural beats in the music seemed to intensify, and she could feel a strange heat between her legs.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I thought it was time.”

“I’ve been thinking about you all day.”

“So have I…thinking about you, I mean.”

The drinks arrived, and she reached too quickly for hers and took a gulp of Chardonnay. It was cold and sharp. She put the glass down and noticed he was still smiling.

“Let me tell you what I think. I think you’re a little submissive, aren’t you? Now that we’ve met in person.” She was about to reply, but he squeezed her thigh, and she stopped. “You like your man to take control. So, you don’t have to think too much. Would that be true?”

Amelia blushed. “I suppose.”

He leaned forward, and she could smell his musky scent. "Look at all the girls," he said. "How attentive they are. You know, I bet they spent hours getting ready for their men. Making sure everything was perfect, so they wouldn’t disappoint. Do you understand?”

“Yes.” Now she felt small and vulnerable and…even more aroused. He seemed to be touching all the right buttons without even trying.

“I give you permission,” he said.

“For what?”

“To be like them.” He took a sip of his wine. “You are to behave like them. Smile at me, play with your hair, flutter your eyelashes. Make me happy. That’s all you need to achieve.” She hadn’t realised how piercing his eyes were. She felt herself blush. “Do you think you can manage that, young lady?”

She obeyed his command, her heart racing as a strange mixture of emotions surged through her. The unease and self-consciousness that had settled upon her were unfamiliar, making her feel as though she were standing on shaky ground.

She had never been one to submit so easily, and the vulnerability that came with this newfound obedience left her feeling exposed and so utterly feminine.

But as she looked into Dominic's eyes, she couldn't help but be drawn in by the dominance and control that radiated from him. It was a force of nature that was both intimidating and alluring, and she found herself unable to resist its pull.

"Okay," she said.

"You'll address me as Sir whenever you talk to me."

"Yes...Sir." She smiled and touched her necklace. Then she fluttered her long lashes slightly. These simple actions made her feel almost completely feminine and pretty.

As she followed his instructions, she felt a strange sense of longing and desire building within her. It was a state of being that was both exhilarating and terrifying, and she couldn't help but wonder what it was about Dominic that made her feel this way. She had never experienced anything like it before. It was exciting and unnerving.

As they sat in the booth, sipping their drinks, Dominic continued to make suggestive comments, reaching out and touching her in almost delicate ways. Amelia, in her turn, giggled at his jokes and smiled radiantly like the good girl she was.

As they had another drink, she began to feel separate, as if some other part of the girl in her had pulled free from the boy. Was this the moment when she would finally tip over the edge into complete femininity?

Amelia could feel the heat of his touch and the throbbing in her core, and she couldn't help but respond. She leaned in closer to him, her breasts pressing against his shoulder, and she could feel the bulge in his pants as her hand accidentally passed over his groin.

Another drink, and she had relaxed completely, letting the place's atmosphere wash over her. The girls dancing in skimpy outfits seemed like her now, not something different. The men were all tall, strong, handsome, as if they had been hewn from the same rock. The Alpha male fraternity. How wonderful and controlling they were!

She felt a little lightheaded now, the alcohol coursing through her veins and making her feel more confident than she had in a long time. She couldn't help but be drawn to Dominic, his confidence and strength making her feel safe and secure. He would protect her, and she would do everything to make sure he was happy.

As they continued to drink, she noticed a giggling girl in a crop top, rah-rah skirt and impossibly high heels being dragged towards the men's room by her muscular date.

She watched as they disappeared into the room, the door closing behind them. She couldn't help but feel a little jealous of the girl, imagining what was happening behind that closed door.

The binaural beats strengthened, and Amelia felt an uncontrollable need grow within her.

"Sir," she whispered, leaning in close to Dominic. "I want to try something new."

He looked at her with a raised eyebrow and a smile. "Oh?"

She nodded. "Yes. I want to go into the men's room and...do what that girl is doing."

He smirked. She could feel her sexy lingerie even more now, the stockings, lacy garter belt, bra and panties clinging to her body, and there was a deep warmth between her legs.

What was happening to her?

"As you wish, Amelia,” he whispered in her ear. At that moment, all she wanted was for him to touch her.

To release her, once and for all.

He stood and held out his hand. Without hesitation, a smile still on her face, Amelia took it.

As they made their way towards the men's room, she could feel her heart pounding, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her hips seemed to move in one fluid motion, and the sexual energy screamed between her legs like never before.

She could feel the eyes of the other patrons on her, but she didn't care. She was beyond the point of no return. What a little whore she was. She wiggled her hips and clung to his arm like a fawning princess and finally went where Amelia had never been before.

Once inside the men's room, she found herself surrounded by the musky scent of men at their most basic. The area was tiled in pure white, pristine. There were four booths, an equal number of urinals, and a sink with gold taps.

He led her over to the sink and turned to face her. For that moment, she had doubts, but he leaned forward and pushed his lips roughly into hers. She automatically opened her mouth, and he forced his smoky tongue at hers. His hands rode up her butt and under the skirt, squeezing her flesh. She melted for a moment, unable to take it all in. He held her tightly and then withdrew as she fell back against the sink.

“Play with your titties, little slut,” he growled. “I want to see those nipples.”

She reached up and began touching her breasts, squeezing the nipples and gyrating her hips slightly. She licked her red lips and put her head back, moaning with pleasure. She could feel her nipples harden almost instantly, and she could see the pleasure on his face.

"Take off your panties," he said, his voice low and commanding.

She hesitated for a moment, her heart racing as she looked up at him. But there was no turning back now. Amelia had chosen this path to wanton abandonment, and she needed to be indulged. She reached under her dress and slowly slipped off her panties, handing them to him with trembling hands.

He took them and dropped them into his pocket, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Now you’re mine, his eyes seemed to say.

He turned her around so that she could see herself in the mirror, a pretty little thing about to be fucked by a man for the first time.

Her reflection stared back at her, a vision of delicate femininity and fear, and she couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement over what was going to happen next. She almost laughed, but he grabbed her hair and pushed his face close.

"Look at yourself," he said, his voice low and husky. "You're beautiful."

She blushed, feeling a surge of heat flood her cheeks. She had never been called beautiful before by a man, not really. She had always fantasised about being the shy girl, the one who was overlooked by the popular boys. But here, in this moment, she felt different. She felt desirable, wanted. “I’m beautiful,” she said.

His grip relaxed a little as he turned her again and took her hand and guided it to his crotch, pressing it against the hard ridge of his erection. My God, it was large, she thought. She gasped with feminine pleasure.

She could feel the heat and hardness of him. He was huge, much bigger than she had expected. She looked up at him with wide eyes, and he smirked down at her.

"Do you think you can handle it, girl?" he asked, his voice low and seductive. In one of the cubicles, she could hear the woman who had gone in before crying with pleasure. There was a rhythmic banging as her Alpha male went to work. The screams of ecstasy grew and rattled off the tiled walls.

She nodded, unable to find her voice. She was terrified, but excited at the same time. She had never been with a man before, let alone one as well-endowed as Dominic. But now she couldn't wait to feel him inside her, filling her up and making her his own. Amelia needed to be complete at last.

He led her into one of the cubicles, closing the door and pushing her up against the cold, metal door. She could hear the sounds of the bar outside. The music and laughter seemed to fade away as all of her attention was focused on the man in front of her. The woman in the next cubicle had quietened down and was moaning with pleasure.

Amelia’s heart raced, and she could feel the warmth increasing between her legs as he pushed her harder against the toilet door. His lips caressed her neck as his hands groped her lower body, squeezing her tiny clitty. She moaned with pleasure, too, and showed her exasperation as he eventually pulled her away.

"Sit down," he ordered, his voice low and commanding. She did as she was told, staring submissively up at him as she perched on the edge of the toilet seat.

He towered over her, his eyes dark with desire as he reached down and undid his pants. She gasped as he pulled out his cock, her eyes widening at the sight of it. It was so huge, much larger than she had imagined when touching it, and she couldn't help but feel a little apprehension as she looked up at him.

"Take it in your hand," he commanded, his voice husky with desire. She reached out tentatively, her fingers wrapping around the hard length of him. It was the first time she had touched a man’s cock. Her fingers seemed too small, and her blood-red nails glittered under the lights.

"Are you my girl?"

"Yes, Sir," she gasped. “I’m your girl.”

She wrapped her fingers around his thick shaft, feeling the heat and hardness of him pulsing in her hand. She couldn't believe she was doing this, touching a man in such an intimate way. She felt another shiver of excitement run down her spine as she began to stroke him slowly.

He groaned as she touched him, his hips bucking forward as he thrust himself into her hand. The veins pulsed beneath her fingers, the head of his cock shimmering with pre-cum as she continued to stroke him.

"That's it, Amelia," he growled, his eyes locked on hers as he watched her touch him. "Just like that."

Her arousal was growing as she touched him, the desire spreading between her legs as she stroked his cock.

"Look at me and smile. That's it. Lick those pretty lips." She complied, feeling a deep joy at pleasing her man. "Beg me to let you suck my cock, whore."

Amelia stared up into his eyes. "Please, Sir. I want to suck your lovely cock. Please let me suck your cock, Sir," she begged, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Dominic's eyes, in turn, gleamed with lust and manly satisfaction. "You've practised before, haven't you?"

"Yes, Sir. On…things, but this...this is something else."

He leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Then you're ready, aren't you, my little slut?"

She nodded eagerly, feeling a surge of excitement at the thought of finally taking him into her mouth.

He stepped closer to her, his erect cock falling across her right cheek, then skirting a route towards her open mouth. She gazed up at him.

She opened her mouth wider, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Dominic smiled, a wicked glint in his eyes. "Good girl," he murmured, as she guided his cock into her waiting mouth.

Her lips wrapped around the head of his cock, and it was a moment of pure, sexually charged revelation. It filled her mouth, and she could taste the salty tang of his precum. She swirled her tongue around the head, feeling the veins pulse, and the heat fill her mouth.

Dominic groaned, his hands gripping the sides of her head as he thrust deeper into her mouth. She gagged slightly, but he held her in place, forcing her to take him deeper.

She attempted to find a sense of calm, focusing intently on the sensation of him, his manhood, slowly and rhythmically entering and exiting her mouth.

She could sense the tension building in his loins, the muscles tightening, and she knew that he was nearing his climax. With a determined effort, she began to bob her head back and forth, moving at a steady pace, her hands wrapped firmly around his hips for support. She could feel the swollen veins beneath her touch, a clear indication of his impending release.

The taste of him, the saltiness on her tongue, was a strange yet familiar sensation. The added warmth of his body, the sweat glistening on his skin just above the belly, as he moved closer to her, his hips thrusting in time with her movements. The soft moans escaping his lips thrilled her, a testament to the pleasure he was experiencing.

"Good girl, good girl," he gasped. “Look at me. Look at me.” She thought he was about to explode and prepared herself for a gush of semen that might well drown her. Instead, he pulled his massive cock from her lips.

He pushed her back and lifted her as if she was light as a feather, turning her so that she faced the back of the cubicle, her hands flat on the cistern, butt in the air and legs spread. "Do you want me to fuck you, girl?" He snarled. “Tell me!”

She couldn’t help it. "Yes, Sir. Please fuck me, Sir!" She cried back. And she sounded like a girl, a girl that was desperate to be fucked by her man.

She begged again, her voice quivering with desire.

"Not yet, my little slut," he murmured, his hand cupping her chin and tilting her head back to look at him. " I want to watch you beg for it."

Amelia whimpered, feeling that wave of heat between her legs as she spread her thighs wider, revealing her bare, tight ass to him. She could feel the wetness spreading there, and she couldn't help but squirm as she thought about the enormous cock that was soon to fill her.

"Please, Sir," she moaned, her voice low and husky. "I need you inside me. Please, Sir, I beg you." Two men came into the toilet, laughing, but Dominic told her not to stop. “Fuck me with your cock, Sir. I’ll do anything if you fuck me.”

Dominic leaned down and kissed her neck as he reached down to stroke her pussy.

"Please, Sir," she begged, her voice low and husky.

With a growl, he pushed her shoulders down, lifting her dress around her waist as he did so. She felt the hard length of his cock pressing against her wet, aching sissy pussy.

"Please," she whimpered, her head thrown back in ecstasy as she felt the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance. It was going to split her apart, she was sure. But she didn’t care. This was Amelia’s moment. Her coming of age.

He thrust forward, burying himself deep inside her with one powerful stroke.

She gasped as he filled her, the sensation of him inside her almost too much to bear. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust to his size before he began to move, slowly at first, back and forth.

Then he pulled out a little more quickly, almost to the tip, before thrusting back in, filling her again and again. She cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the sink as he began to fuck her in earnest.

With each powerful thrust, he drove his manhood deep within her, filling her to the brim. The sensation was overwhelming, as his massive cock stretched her tight pussy to its limits.

She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the pinnacle of pleasure, her body quivering with each wave of ecstasy that washed over her. The rhythm of his movements was now relentless, as he pounded into her with a primal intensity.

The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the room, a testament to their raw, unbridled passion.  The heat between them was palpable as if they were the only two people in the world. He gripped her hips tightly, pulling her closer to him, as he continued to drive himself deeper and deeper within her with an animal, even primordial force. 

She could hear the wet sounds of their fucking, the slap of his hips against her ass, and the moans that escaped her lips as he took her. It was as if she were having an out-of-body experience. Her stocking tops seem to tighten, her titties bounced up and down in the bra.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, his hands gripping her hips as he continued to fuck her. "Tell me you're my girl!"

"I'm your girl, Sir. I'm your girl!" She cried.

Her body convulsed as waves of pleasure washed over her, building and building until she could take it no longer. She felt him tense, felt him throb, and knew that he was reaching the peak of his pleasure. With a final, powerful thrust, he released inside her, filling her even more. The sensation was indescribable, a mixture of pain and pleasure that left her breathless and weak. She collapsed against him, her legs shaking, as he pulled and held her close, still inside her.

For a moment, they stayed like that, two bodies entwined, hearts beating wildly, sweat glistening on their skin. The room seemed to spin around them, the sounds of the bar fading away. For a breath or two, they were one and the same organism.

He pulled out of her almost brutally, and she collapsed against the side of the toilet with a groan. He took the panties out of his pocket and told her to put them on. His hot semen dribbled from her sissy pussy and trickled down the inside of her thigh.

Shaking, Amelia managed to stand and put on the silk red panties.

Dominic led her back to the bar and the cubicle, sitting her down and telling her to smarten up her makeup while he ordered some more drinks. The other Alpha males knew what had just happened. They leered and joked at the little sissy slut in the cubicle.

She opened her bag, her hands shaking, and took out a compact mirror. Her eyes were smudged, and lipstick was all over the place. She did her best to repair the damage. After all, she didn't want to upset Sir. She could feel his cum still seeping out into her panties, and her hands seemed to have no control.

What had she just done?

The realisation slowly dawned on her.

She had never done anything like this before, and the guilt and shame were overwhelming. But as she looked at Dominic, his eyes filled with confidence and satisfaction, she couldn't deny that a part of her still felt exhilarated.

It had been raw and animalistic, and she was suddenly completely drawn back into the sensations and thoughts that had consumed her during their encounter.

He ordered another round of drinks and smiled: “The night is still young, my girl.” The binaural beats began to work on her again, and suddenly the night seemed endless. There was more to come, and now, more than ever, Amelia would not be able to resist.

Jamie woke the next morning with a jolt.

He didn't remember anything that his alter-ego Amelia had gotten up to the night before. At least, not for the moment. His whole body felt like it had been through the wringer, and his brain was fogged.

Jamie rolled onto his back, groaning and stretching.

He was still wearing the garter belt, and it tugged at his flesh as he moved. His throat was sore, and there was a dull, terrible ache behind his eyes. He pushed up onto his elbows and looked down at his pale, smooth body. He wiggled his red-painted toenails.

It’s a workday, a voice said in his head. Get up, get up.

Jamie reached blindly out for his phone. It wasn’t on the bedside table. He stretched over the edge and fumbled over the carpet until he finally found it. His nipples felt sore as he leaned back, squinting at the screen as it came to life. It was just after 8 in the morning.

Shit. He was going to be late. Again.

He had never been one for workday mornings, but this was ridiculous. He sat up and realised he was still pretty drunk. His head span. Was it worth calling in sick? He only got paid for the hours he worked, unfortunately, and he hadn’t done enough yet this month to cover the rent, let alone his food bills.

Jamie shook his head slowly and forced himself off the bed, trying to rid himself of the remnants of last night's alcohol abuse. There was only one thing for it. A hair of the dog. He picked up the whiskey bottle he kept by the bedside and took a swig. It seared the back of his throat, and he choked. For a moment, he thought he was going to throw up, but then everything settled and, surprisingly, he felt marginally better.

If a little light-headed.

He padded to the bathroom, caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror and almost cried out in horror. Lipstick was smeared across his face like The Joker, and his mascara looked as though he’d been crying all night. He took off the garter belt, dropped it into the laundry basket and then removed the remnants of makeup from his face and cleaned his nails.

As he showered, a terrible flashback came to him. His (her?) face pressed to the mirror as someone groped him from behind. His heart sank. Amelia, what the fuck!

Christ, he'd gone through with it.

He had never been one to be promiscuous, and he couldn't believe that he’d let himself be taken advantage of in such a way. The sudden realisation that his butt hurt more than it should came to mind. He felt nauseous and weak and nearly collapsed under the power of the water.

She did it. She finally went and did it! What would Alice think now? She’d be grinning and telling him he was such a slut, of course. Wasn’t that where she wanted to lead Amelia before Jamie regained control and drew back?

When he got out of the shower and walked into the bedroom, there was a text alert on the phone.

It was from Dominic.

Wear a bra and some nice panties to work today, whore.

He dropped down on the bed, head in hands. It had gone way too far. He’d expected a dance and a kiss with some sad sissy lover, not this.

How was he going to get out of this? He picked Amelia's clothes up and put them in the laundry basket. He found the panties and could smell Dominic’s strong musk on them. For a second or two, he felt that swoon, that desire to be grabbed and fucked and appreciated for being such a good girl.

He threw the panties in the basket and got dressed in his usual boring suit. He looked a little beaten up but normal. Wouldn't you look nice in a pretty miniskirt and blouse, showing a hint of stocking tops and bra outlines for the boys? He didn’t put on the bra or panties. He wasn’t going to play that game.

Dominic could go and fuck himself.

The memory of Dominic's hands exploring Amelia, the heat between her legs as he sang the wrong lyrics to "Sweet Child O' Mine." An unexpected shiver of anticipation ran down his spine as the memory resurfaced. The episode in the men’s room wasn’t the only one. The night had been long, and Dominic had been ravenous.

My God, he thought. Oh, my God. His face blushed as he looked at himself in the hallway mirror. That desire to let go, to be Her, was so strong for that moment. He almost turned back to put on the bra and panties. A lovely silk and lace pair in pale pink, he had been saving for a special occasion.

STOP IT!!!!

He hurriedly left the flat, pushing unseemly thoughts from his mind, and headed to the bus stop. It was a grim day; there was rain in the air, and stale city smell wafted across him on the breeze. Now, he kept seeing women in their office outfits and wondered what it would be like to be them. Walking down the street, wearing a nice, pretty blouse and a tight skirt, stockings and suspenders. Sweet, sexy Amelia is going to the office, her little titties bouncing and her butt swaying in the most luscious way.

On the bus to work, he got another text.

I will be sending Amelia some instructions later. Do not ignore them. Are you wearing your bra and panties, slut?

Jamie's heart sank as he read the text. He had hoped that the previous night had just been a one-time thing, a momentary lapse of judgment brought on by too much alcohol and an ill-advised decision to try something new.

But it seemed that Dominic had other plans. He closed his eyes and immediately felt that strength, those rough hands, that hot breath.

He wondered what the Alpha male would think if he knew that Jamie had ignored his instructions and wasn't wearing that nice bra and pantie set.

Would he even care, or was he only interested in the thrill of dominance and control? Just who was Dominic, and what did he want?

Somewhere at the back of his mind, Amelia giggled: He wants me, you fool.

Jamie’s stomach sank. He put the phone back in his jacket pocket, perspiration beginning to grow on his face.

As the memories flooded back one by one, another terrible and vivid flashback came to him. Amelia was on her knees, hidden beneath the heavy, wooden table in the dimly lit room. The air was thick with the scent of alcohol, cigar smoke, and the unmistakable musk of testosterone.

The room was also filled with the low murmurs of men and the soft giggles of submissive women, all of them revelling in the debauchery that was unfolding before them. She was still in Chic, the city's most notorious gentlemen's club, and she was about to take part in a spectacle that she would never be able to live down. 

She was putting on a real show.

She was feasting hungrily on Dominic's ample manhood while all the other men and their floozies cheered her on. As she choked and spluttered on the monster-cock, she felt such a sense of satisfaction at her innate sluttishness that nothing mattered anymore. She was past caring. Let people watch. I’m Amelia, whore and cocksucker extraordinaire. I love Alpha males. Yes, I’m the perfect girly slut.

As the bus moved slowly through city streets, there was more he remembered than he would ever be able to forget.

As the night went on, Amelia continued to follow Dominic's instructions, each more humiliating than the last. She felt herself drifting further and further from reality, into a world where she was nothing but a plaything for this Alpha male's amusement. Everyone whispered and pointed as she tottered by on sky-high heels, her short skirt barely covering her knickers.

“What a little slut,” she heard a woman say. Others giggled.

“Welcome to our special club, honey.”

She was a spectacle for the men to leer at and objectify. She felt embarrassed yet thrilled by the attention, knowing it was all part of Dominic's plan. He wanted her to let herself go, and she was only too happy to oblige.

The last memory almost made Jamie miss his stop. He banged his head on a bar as he pushed his way towards the door. He was chastised for being late again when he got to the office and went to his desk. All he wanted to do was hide behind his computer screen and ignore the world.

For a good thirty minutes, he pretended to be busy. Then a girl arrived with a small parcel for him. He opened it and was about to pull out the contents when he realised what was inside.

Another text pinged on his phone.

Go and put them on, girl. I won't tell you again. Text me a photo when you're done.

He looked around. Did he have cameras in the flat? How did he know? Jamie pulled the little package to his chest. He could feel the heat in his cheeks, and someone in the next cubicle was looking at him with a raised eyebrow.

He knew that resisting Dominic for the moment was futile, so he reluctantly headed to the men's restroom, telling his line manager that he felt sick. He found an empty cubicle and sat down, breathing heavily.

Another text arrived: Don’t let me down, slut.

He pulled off his suit and quickly slipped on the bra and panties from the parcel, taking a moment to admire the lace and silk. The set was expensive, not the cheap whorish underwear that he usually bought on the internet. He felt a mix of embarrassment and arousal as he realised that he was more comfortable with this than he should be.

Well, you gave in pretty quickly, didn’t you? Said Amelia somewhere in the darkness.

He took a quick selfie, making sure to capture the bra's lace trim and the matching panties. He sent it to Dominic with what he hoped was a snarky comment, trying to maintain some semblance of control.

There you go, sir. Your little slut is wearing your things as instructed.

Good girl. You have an appointment at 4 pm, I'll send you details shortly.

I'm working, Sir.

There was no reply for a moment. As Jamie was dressing again, his phone pinged.

A picture followed of Amelia on her knees, sucking on a massive, engorged cock. It seemed to show the front of L’Homme Chic, and in the background, a blurred couple were passing by, looking shocked. He knew that resisting Dominic was dangerous, but this was a step too far. He couldn't risk his job or his reputation for the whims of this Alpha male.

Jamie splashed his face with water and straightened his tie. He needed a plan. Something.

But as he looked again at the picture on his phone, he felt a stirring in his loins. The sight of Amelia on her knees, her lips wrapped around that huge cock, was almost too much to bear. He felt a mix of shame and arousal, knowing that he had been the one on the other end of that cock. That’s me. Oh, my God, that’s me!

The door to the restroom opened, and Jamie’s line manager popped his head through. “Are you alright?”

“Yes. Yes, I’m fine.”

Jamie shook his head, trying to clear all thoughts from his mind. He couldn't let himself get carried away like this. He’d plan something, an escape. Maybe even the police.

Oh, sure, like you’re going to reveal everything to the police about how you met a guy online and dressed up as a girl and gave him numerous fucking blow jobs.

As the morning wore on, however, he began to feign illness. A little towards midday, Dominic sent him an address which wasn't too far down the road. This was the moment. This was the time he could just turn off his phone and run away. Head to another fucking town and forget this ever happened.

But there was something else happening. It was as if Amelia was in there working on his resolve and self-respect. She wanted this. She really did.

By 3.30, Jamie was leaving the office, doing his best to sneeze and cough. He walked down the busy city street, trying to blend in with the crowds of people rushing to catch their buses and trains.

As he approached the address that Dominic had sent him, he felt his stomach sink a little. It was a beauty salon, nestled between a dry cleaners and a small Asian convenience store. The windows were tinted, making it impossible to see inside, but he could hear the sound of women chattering and laughing as he neared the door.

He took a deep breath and pushed open the door.

Mrs Franklyn, the proprietor of the salon, was a short, stout woman with a shock of bright red hair that stood out like a neon sign. She looked up from her perch at the reception desk as Jamie walked in, a sly smile spreading across her face.

"Ah, you must be Amelia," she said, her voice dripping with a false sweetness that made Jamie's skin crawl. “Everybody! It’s Amelia. You have quite the reputation, my dear. I've heard all about you from my girls here."

She gestured to three other women who were busily working on various clients. They stopped what they were doing and turned to stare at Jamie, their eyes wide with curiosity. He recognised one of them. The girl who had been taken to the men’s room before Amelia suddenly lost her mind (and her virginity).

"These are my girls, the best in the business," Mrs Franklyn continued. "They'll take care of you, make sure you're ready for your big debut."

“There’s been some mistake,” he countered.

“Oh no, young lady. There’s no mistake.” She said it in such a way that Jamie knew there was going to be no mistake at all. “Master Dominic has sent complete instructions, along with a few…interesting photos, you might say.”

Jamie blushed again. He tried to say something, but just looked at the ground and hoped it would swallow him up.

The girls were dressed in identical skimpy outfits, their makeup expertly applied, and their hair perfectly styled. Stepford Wives meet Dulwich, he thought. They all had bright sparkling eyes, but he didn’t know there was much behind them. Robot bimbos, he thought.

"Come, come, let's get started," Mrs Franklyn said, taking his arm. Jamie resisted, but she said, “We don’t want to sedate you, darling, so come along,” and began leading him towards a private room at the back of the salon.

The walls were painted a soft pink, and the floor was covered in plush white tiles. A large, padded table sat in the centre of the room, with stirrups attached to the bottom.

"Take off your clothes and hop up on the table, dear," Mrs Franklyn instructed, patting the leather surface. "We have a lot of work to do."

Jamie hesitated for a moment, but he knew that he had no choice. He stripped off and climbed onto the table, feeling a sense of vulnerability wash over him as he lay back naked and placed his feet in the stirrups.

Mrs Franklyn busied herself around the room, gathering various instruments and supplies. She approached the table with a small device in her hand.

"This is a laser," she explained, holding up the device for Jamie to see. "It will suppress all of your body hair beneath the skin at the root. It may be a bit uncomfortable, but it will be worth it in the end." She giggled to herself. “You have to be a perfectly smooth girly girl.”

He had never been one for pain, and the thought of having all of his body hair permanently removed was more than a little daunting. However, he had to go through with this if he wanted to please Dominic and keep his secret safe.

Mrs Franklyn began to work on his legs, the laser emitting a high-pitched buzz as it glided over his skin. Jamie gritted his teeth, expecting the burning sensation that followed in its wake. In the end, it was just a slight tingle.

The process took about 15 minutes to complete, after which he didn’t feel much different. She told him that he would need more sessions and hormone therapy before most growth was stopped completely.

She covered him with a silk blanket and left him alone, and he started to drift off in the heat of the room. He imagined walking down the street, wearing a pretty summer dress, his titties bouncing, heels clicking, and his hair blowing in the breeze.

Then came a rude awakening, and his eyes snapped open. "Now, my dear," Mrs Franklyn said, holding up a syringe filled with a clear liquid. "This is the next step in your transformation."

The syringe glinted in the soft pink light of the room.

"This is a breast enhancer, a kind of bee sting. It will help Amelia have the breasts she always wanted. And pretty quickly, too.”

He had never been one for needles either, and the thought of having this substance injected into his body was frightening. Although she was short, Mrs Franklyn was strong, however. The other girls held his arms and legs as she injected both pectorals in the blink of an eye. He screeched back at her, tears in her eyes. She had definitely done this kind of thing before.

He was instructed to put his bra and panties back on while the girls remarked how smooth and feminine he looked. Now the pampering could begin, Mrs Franklyn told him, and the girls giggled in chorus as if this was the most exciting time of their day. One leaned close to him and whispered: “You deserve it. Wherever did you learn to suck cock like that, darling?”

He blushed as another, spunkier girl, said: “Oh, she’s a natural, Saskia. Just look at those pretty lips. What else could she be?”

As the salon girls worked on him, a sense of defeat washed over him. If Dominic could arrange all this, what chance did he have of escape? He suddenly realised that the Alpha male had something more permanent in mind for pretty young Amelia. He had probably been planning it for some time. They had been talking for a few weeks online before Amelia agreed to meet him in the flesh, so to speak.

As it had been with Alice all those years ago, Jamie’s resolve was paper-thin.

As the girls worked, he couldn't deny that it felt good. They were gentle and skilled, their touch soothing.

For the first time since he began this transformation into the brand-new Amelia, he felt a sense of peace wash over him. He closed his eyes and let out a deep sigh, allowing himself to enjoy the moment.

When they were finished, the girls held up a mirror so he could see the results. His perfectly manicured nails were painted a soft pink, and his feet were smooth and silky. He looked down at his hands and feet, surprised by how much he liked them. The whole time during this latest transformation, he could feel his breasts enlarging and pressing against the material of the bra. He looked down and saw that he had a proper cleavage for once.

Mrs Franklyn made him pull down his panties and stand with his legs apart. She placed a plate over his sissy clit and applied heat to it. It seemed to pull everything up and envelope it in some kind of prosthetic vagina. He pulled his panties back up, and it felt strangely natural.

When Jamie looked in the mirror, there wasn't much of him left. He nearly burst into tears.

Mrs Franklyn sat him down in a hairdressing chair and looked at his hair. He had always had it relatively long if a little unruly. Blonde, I think, she mused to herself. Dominic loves blondes. Of course, he did.

“Oh, before I forget,” she said. Before she got to work on his hair, Mrs Franklyn instructed one of the girls to inject Jamie's lips.

"That will plump up your lips a little."

They started on his hair, cutting and then colouring, an operation which took an hour or so. Jamie sat there in his bra and panties, wondering what was next. When the hair was done, the girls got to work on his makeup, thinning the eyebrows and explaining the best way to achieve particular looks. They chatted incessantly. Was this Amelia’s fate, eventually? Would she end up working in this bizarre salon?

Mrs Franklyn, her eyes shining with pride and satisfaction, stepped back from her workstation around 8 in the evening. She admired her handiwork, taking in every detail with a critical eye.

With a sense of accomplishment, she turned to face Jamie, who was still seated in the chair.

"Look at yourself, young lady," she said, her voice filled with a mixture of excitement and anticipation. 

Jamie turned to face the mirror. His eyes widened even further. He couldn't believe what he was seeing.  In the mirror, he saw a woman's reflection, a woman who was nothing short of breathtaking.

Her full, sensuous lips, painted a shade of red that was both bold and alluring, seemed to beckon him. Her chest, now full and ample, was accentuated by a delicate lace bra that appeared to be made for her alone. With extensions, her blonde locks now cascaded down her back in soft, loose waves, shimmering in the salon light. Her skin, glowing and smooth, seemed to exude an inner ultra-feminine radiance. 

"Well, my dear," Mrs Franklyn said, clapping her hands together. "I think we're nearly done here. You're a beautiful woman now, ready to take on the world."

Jamie stood up slowly, still getting used to the new body he was inhabiting. He felt strange but also exhilarated. He couldn't believe that he had gone through this transformation, but was now glad that he did. Even the hangover of that morning had disappeared entirely.

The clothes were next. He was led into a room where a beautiful cocktail dress, new underwear and white heels waited. That was the moment Jamie seemed to disappear, perhaps forever.

Amelia couldn't believe her eyes as she looked at the outfit laid out before her. It was a stunning cocktail dress, with a plunging neckline that would show off her newly enhanced cleavage. The dress was made of a soft, silky fabric that felt luxurious against her skin. She could already imagine the material brushing against her legs as she walked, the hem of the dress swishing around her knees.

She picked up the dress and held it against her body, admiring herself in the mirror. She looked like a completely different person, a confident and sultry woman who was ready to take on the world.

The underwear was equally as seductive. A lacy bra and panties set, with delicate straps that crisscrossed over her newly enhanced breasts and hips. OMG! She was in heaven.

At that moment, Mrs Franklyn came over and said, "Your date is waiting, young lady. Please get dressed."


Jennifer’s New Uniform

Dave adjusted his tie nervously as he stood outside the imposing glass doors of Hanson & Co., a prestigious law firm nestled in the heart of the city. The building was sleek and modern, with its name etched in bold silver letters above the entrance.

He had been thrilled when the temp agency called him about a two-week assignment at a law firm. The pay was good, and it was a chance to gain some experience in a professional environment. With good jobs about as scarce as a rabbit with a spaceship, it would at least look good on his CV. Even if the gig only lasted a couple of weeks.

What he didn’t know was that the firm had been expecting someone else entirely.

Taking a deep breath, Dave pushed open the door and stepped into the lobby. The reception area was pristine, with polished marble floors and a large desk manned by a receptionist who looked up with a polite smile.

“Can I help you?” she asked.

“Uh, hi,” Dave said, clearing his throat. “I’m here for the temp position?”

“Oh,” she exclaimed and looked me up and down. Finally, she sighed and gestured toward a set of double doors to her left. “Second floor, first office on the right. They’re expecting you.”

Dave thanked her and made his way up the stairs, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. As he reached the second floor, he was greeted by the sight of three young women huddled around a desk, chatting animatedly. They looked up in unison, their expressions shifting from curiosity to confusion.

“Can I help you?” asked one of the women, a brunette with a sharp bob and a no-nonsense tone.

Her name tag read Claire, Senior Secretary.

“Yes,” Dave said, feeling suddenly self-conscious under their scrutiny. She had a way of looking at you as if you had just crashed into her rear end. “I’m Dave. I’m here for the temp position?”

The three women exchanged glances. Claire frowned. “Dave? Are you sure? We were expecting a Jennifer.”

Dave’s stomach dropped. “Jennifer? No, it’s definitely Dave. The agency sent me.”

Claire sighed and picked up the phone. “Mrs Hanson isn’t going to like this.”

While Claire picked up her mobile and called the agency, the other two women introduced themselves. The bubbly redhead was Sophie, and the quiet blonde was Mia. Sophie leaned in with a mischievous grin. “So, Dave, how do you feel about wearing a skirt?”

Dave blinked. “What?”

Before he could process the question, Claire turned to him with a grim expression. “Okay, here’s the situation. Mrs. Hanson only employs women. She was expecting a Jennifer, not a Dave. If you want this job, you’re going to have to be Jennifer.”

Dave stared at her, his mind racing. “You’re joking, right?” He looked at all three.

Claire crossed her arms. “Do I look like I’m joking? Mrs Hanson has very specific standards, and one of them is that her secretary is a woman. If you walk out that door, you’re walking away from two weeks of pay. But if you stay,” She gestured to a garment bag hanging on the back of the door. “You’ll be wearing that.”

Dave’s eyes followed her gesture to the bag, which presumably contained the infamous uniform. His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. On one hand, the idea of dressing up as a woman was absurd, humiliating even. On the other hand, he really needed the money. Rent was due soon, and his savings were running dangerously low.

Sophie, sensing his hesitation, chimed in. “Come on, Dave. It’s just for two weeks. And we’ll help you! It’ll be fun.”

Mia, who had been quietly observing the exchange, added, “You’d make a pretty Jennifer.”

Dave groaned, running a hand through his hair. “This is insane.”

Claire shrugged. “Your call. But if you’re staying, we need to get started. Mrs Hanson will be here first thing tomorrow, and you need to be ready.”

Dave looked at the three women, their expressions a mix of amusement and determination. He thought about the bills piling up on his kitchen table, the empty fridge, and the dwindling balance in his bank account. With a resigned sigh, he nodded. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

The girls erupted into cheers, and Sophie clapped her hands together. “This is going to be amazing!”

Claire grabbed the garment bag and handed it to Mia. “Let’s get to work. Follow us.”

Dave trailed behind the girls as they led him to a small break room. The space was cosy, with a table, a few chairs, and a mirror on the wall. Claire unzipped the garment bag, revealing the uniform: a white silk blouse, a black flared skirt, a pair of stockings, and shiny black high heels.

“First things first,” Claire said. “We need to get rid of all this.” She gestured to Dave’s stubble and the faint hair on his arms.

Dave’s eyes widened. “Wait, what?”

Sophie produced an epilator from her bag, and Mia held up a bottle of hair remover. “Trust us,” Mia said with a sly smile. “You’ll thank us later.”

Dave opened his mouth to protest, but the girls were already moving. Before he knew it, he was seated in a chair, his arms pinned down as Claire and Sophie went to work on his facial hair. The epilator buzzed ominously, and Dave winced as it made contact with his skin.

“Relax,” Sophie said, patting his shoulder. “It’ll be over before you know it.”

The break room at Hanson & Co. had become Dave’s temporary sanctuary, or prison, depending on how you looked at it. The three girls, Claire, Sophie, and Mia, had taken charge with the efficiency of a military operation and he was fairly sure they were prepared long before he arrived. Dave sat awkwardly in a chair, surrounded by an array of beauty products, hair tools, and the dreaded uniform hanging ominously on the door. He felt like a lab experiment, but the girls were clearly enjoying themselves.

“Alright, Dave,” Claire said, clapping her hands together. “Let’s get started. Now, it’s time for body hair removal.”

He was taken to a small shower room and told to apply the epilation cream to his entire body. Reluctantly, he began to smear the cream into every area where there was hair. He had to wait 10 minutes, during which the girls shouted instructions through the door about how he/she should talk now that he was a girl. When he had showered and all the hair was removed, one of the girls handed him a silk robe through the door.

He stepped sheepishly back into the step-out room wearing the garment.

“There,” Claire said, stepping back to admire their work. “Phase one complete. You’re officially hairless.”

Dave rubbed his arms. “I can’t believe I let you do this.”

Sophie grinned. “Oh, this is just the beginning. Next up: lingerie.”

Dave’s face turned bright red as Sophie pulled out a lacy bra and matching panties from a shopping bag. “Oh, come on!?” he said, his voice rising an octave.

Sophie smiled gleefully, holding up the bra. “This is essential. You need the right foundation for the uniform.”

Dave groaned, burying his face in his hands. “This is so embarrassing.”

Mia, who had been quietly observing, handed him the panties. “Just think of it as costume design. You’re playing a role.”

Dave hesitated, but the thought of losing the job and the money was enough to spur him into action. He grabbed the lingerie and disappeared back into the bathroom. A few minutes later, he emerged, red-faced and tugging self-consciously at the straps of the bra.

The girls erupted into applause. “Looking good, Jennifer!” Sophie said, giving him a thumbs-up. I wondered what kind of drugs they were one.

Claire circled him, adjusting the bra straps. “We’ll need to pad this a bit to give you some curves,” she said, pulling out a set of silicone inserts. Dave groaned again but allowed her to make the adjustments.

Next came the stockings and the suspender belt. Dave struggled to figure out how to put them on, leading to more laughter from the girls. Finally, with their help, he managed to get everything in place.

“Okay,” Claire said, stepping back. “Now you’re starting to look the part.”

With the lingerie in place, the girls moved on to the next phase of the transformation: makeup. They sat Dave down in front of a mirror and began unpacking an array of products.

“First, we’ll start with foundation,” Claire said, squeezing a dollop of liquid onto a sponge. “This will even out your skin tone and give you a flawless base.”

Dave watched in awe as she expertly blended the foundation over his face, covering any imperfections. Next came blush, which Sophie applied to the apples of his cheeks, giving him a healthy glow.

“Now for the eyes,” Mia said, picking up an eyeshadow palette. She chose a soft brown shade and began blending it into Dave’s eyelids. “This will make your eyes pop.”

Dave sat still, trying not to flinch as Mia applied mascara to his lashes.

“You’re doing great, and you’re really quite pretty,” Sophie said, painting his nails a soft pink. “Just wait until you see the final result.”

Finally, Claire applied a coat of lipstick, choosing a subtle rose shade that complemented the rest of the look. “There,” she said, stepping back. “What do you think?”

Dave looked in the mirror and gasped. The person staring back at him was undeniably feminine, with soft features and a delicate smile. It was both thrilling and terrifying.

Dave’s hair was just long enough to style, and the girls wasted no time in transforming it. Claire sprayed it with water and began blow-drying it, using a round brush to create soft waves.

“We’ll add some volume here,” she said, teasing the roots with a comb. “And maybe a few curls at the ends.”

Sophie handed her a curling iron, and Claire carefully wrapped sections of Dave’s hair around the barrel, creating loose curls. Once the curls were set, she brushed them out, leaving Dave with a soft, feminine hairstyle.

“Almost there,” Claire said, spritzing his hair with hairspray to hold the style in place.

The final piece of the transformation was the uniform. Dave hesitated, but the girls were already helping him into the outfit.

The blouse fit surprisingly well, thanks to the padded bra, and the skirt hugged his hips in a way that made him feel strangely confident. The stockings and suspender belt seemed to cling sensually to his legs as the girls handed him the final touch: a pair of shiny black high heels.

Dave struggled with the heels at first, wobbling unsteadily as he took his first steps. But with a little practice and a lot of encouragement from the girls, he began to get the hang of it.

By the time they were finished, Dave looked like Jennifer. The girls stepped back, admiring their handiwork.

“Wow,” Sophie said, her eyes wide. “You look amazing.”

Dave turned to the mirror and stared at his reflection. The person staring back at him was unrecognisable. Soft curls framed a delicate face, and the uniform hugged his figure in all the right places. He looked pretty.

“I can’t believe it,” Dave said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I actually look like a woman.”

Claire grinned. “You are a woman, Jennifer. At least for the next two weeks.”

With Dave now fully transformed into Jennifer, the girls shifted their focus to preparing him for his role as Mrs Hanson’s secretary. The break room had become their makeshift training ground, and the atmosphere was a mix of laughter, encouragement, and the occasional exasperated sigh from Dave.

“Alright, Jennifer,” Claire said, clapping her hands to get everyone’s attention. “Time for your crash course in femininity. We’ll start with the basics: walking, talking, and acting like a woman.”

Dave groaned, unconsciously smoothing down the sides of his skirt. “Do I really need to do all this? Can’t I just sit at a desk and type?”

Sophie shook her head, her red curls bouncing. “Nope. Mrs Hanson has high standards. You need to be the perfect secretary, and that means mastering the art of being a lady.”

Mia, ever the quiet observer, sashayed across the floor. “Let’s start with walking. You’ll need to get comfortable in those shoes.”

Dave stared at down at the high heels “You’ve got to be kidding me. I can barely stand in these things, let alone walk.”

Claire rolled her eyes. “Stop being dramatic. It’s not that hard. Just follow my lead.”

She walked gracefully across the room again with her hips swaying slightly. “See? It’s all about balance and confidence.”

Dave attempted to mimic her, but his first step was more of a wobble. He grabbed onto the table for support, earning a round of laughter from the girls.

“Okay, okay,” Sophie said, stepping forward to steady him. “Let’s break it down. Stand up straight, shoulders back, and take small steps. And for heaven’s sake, stop stomping like a caveman.”

Dave tried again, this time focusing on his posture. He took a tentative step, then another, slowly gaining confidence. By the fifth attempt, he was walking, albeit awkwardly, without holding onto anything.

“Not bad,” Claire said, nodding in approval. “Now, add a little sway to your hips. It’ll make you look more natural.”

Dave frowned. “Sway my hips? How do I even do that?”

Sophie stepped in, placing her hands on his hips and gently guiding him. “Like this. Just let your body move naturally. You’re not a robot.”

After a few more tries, Dave managed to incorporate a subtle sway into his walk. The girls cheered, and even Dave had to admit it felt… kind of fun.

Next up was voice training. “Your voice is a dead giveaway,” Claire said, crossing her arms. “We need to soften it and make it more feminine.”

Dave groaned. “You want me to talk like a girl? Seriously?”

Mia handed him a glass of water. “Just try. Start by speaking in a higher pitch, but don’t strain your voice. It should feel natural.”

Dave took a sip of water and cleared his throat. “Uh hi, my name is Jennifer,” he said, his voice cracking awkwardly.

The girls burst into laughter. “Okay, that was terrible,” Sophie said, wiping tears from her eyes. “Try again, but this time, imagine you’re talking to a kitten. Soft and gentle.”

Dave sighed but gave it another shot. “Hi, my name is Jennifer,” he said, this time in a softer, higher-pitched tone.

“Better,” Claire said, nodding. “Now, add a little warmth to it. Smile while you’re talking—it’ll make your voice sound friendlier.”

Dave practised a few more times, gradually getting the hang of it. By the end of the session, he could introduce himself as Jennifer without sounding like a cartoon character.

With walking and talking covered, the girls moved on to mannerisms. “You need to be graceful,” Claire said, demonstrating how to sit elegantly in a chair. “No slouching, no spreading your legs. Cross your ankles and keep your back straight.”

Dave attempted to mimic her, but his movements were stiff and awkward. “This feels so unnatural,” he complained.

“It’ll get easier with practice,” Mia assured him. “Just remember to take your time and move deliberately.”

Sophie added, “And don’t forget about your hands. Keep them relaxed and use them to gesture when you’re talking. It’ll make you look more expressive.”

Dave practised sitting, standing, and even picking up a pen with what the girls deemed “feminine grace.” It was exhausting, but he was starting to see progress.

Once Dave had the basics down, the girls briefed him on office etiquette and Mrs Hanson’s expectations. “Mrs Hanson is particular,” Claire said, choosing her words carefully. “She’s very strict about professionalism, and she doesn’t tolerate mistakes.”

Sophie nodded. “And whatever you do, don’t let her find out you’re a man. She has a thing against men in the workplace.”

Dave raised an eyebrow. “A thing?”

“Let’s just say she’s had bad experiences in the past,” Mia explained. “So, keep your head down, do your job, and don’t give her any reason to suspect you.”

Claire handed Dave a list of tasks he’d be expected to perform, including answering phones, scheduling appointments, and organising files. “You’ll be shadowing me for the first day, so just follow my lead.”

As the training session wound down, Dave found himself relaxing more around the girls. Despite the absurdity of the situation, they had a way of making him feel at ease. Sophie’s constant jokes and Claire’s no-nonsense attitude balanced each other out, and Mia’s quiet support was a steadying presence.

“You know,” Dave said during a break, “this isn’t as bad as I thought it would be.”

Sophie grinned. “Told you it would be fun. Admit it, you’re enjoying this.”

Dave laughed. “Okay, maybe a little. But don’t let it go to your head.”

Claire smirked. “Don’t worry, Jennifer. We’ll make a proper lady out of you yet.”

To wrap up the training, the girls decided to put Dave through a mock workday. Claire played the role of Mrs Hanson, while Sophie and Mia acted as clients. Dave had to answer phones, schedule appointments, and interact with the “clients” while maintaining his Jennifer persona.

It was challenging, but Dave managed to hold his own. His walk was still a little awkward, and his voice occasionally slipped, but overall, he impressed the girls.

“Not bad,” Claire said at the end of the test. “You’ve got the basics down. Just remember to stay confident and keep practising.”

Dave smiled, feeling a strange sense of accomplishment. “Thanks, guys. I couldn’t have done it without you.”

Sophie patted him on the shoulder. “You’re going to do great, Jennifer. Just wait and see.”

As the day came to an end, Dave felt a growing sense of camaraderie with the girls. They had turned what could have been a humiliating experience into something fun and empowering. And as he looked in the mirror one last time, he couldn’t help but feel a flicker of pride. Jennifer was ready for her first day.

The morning sun streamed through the windows of Hanson & Co., casting a warm glow over the office. Jennifer sat at her desk, nervously smoothing out the fabric of her skirt. The girls had done an incredible job transforming her, but the real test was about to begin: meeting Mrs Ruth Hanson.

Claire, Sophie, and Mia had spent the last hour prepping Jennifer for the encounter. “Remember,” Claire said, her tone serious, “Mrs Hanson is sharp. She’ll notice if you’re even slightly off. So, stay calm, stay confident, and for heaven’s sake, don’t slip up.”

Jennifer nodded, her stomach churning with nerves. She adjusted the collar of her white silk blouse and took a deep breath. “I’ve got this,” she said, more to herself than anyone else.

The sound of heels clicking against the marble floor echoed through the office, and the girls exchanged knowing looks. “She’s here,” Sophie whispered, her eyes wide with excitement.

Mrs Ruth Hanson was every bit as imposing as Jennifer had imagined. She was a tall, elegant woman in her late fifties, with perfectly coiffed silver hair and a tailored navy suit that screamed authority. Her sharp blue eyes scanned the room as she entered, and Jennifer felt a shiver run down her spine.

“Good morning, ladies,” Mrs Hanson said, her voice crisp and commanding. She turned to Claire. “Is the new secretary here?”

Claire stepped forward, her professional demeanour in full force. “Yes, Mrs Hanson. This is Jennifer. She’ll be assisting you during her time here.”

Jennifer stood, her heart pounding as she forced a smile. “Good morning, Mrs Hanson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Mrs Hanson’s gaze swept over Jennifer, taking in her appearance with a critical eye. For a moment, Jennifer was certain she’d been found out. But then Mrs Hanson nodded, a hint of approval in her expression. “You look presentable. That’s a good start.”

Jennifer exhaled quietly, relief washing over her. “Thank you, Mrs Hanson. I’ll do my best to meet your expectations.”

The first hour of the day was a whirlwind of activity. Mrs Hanson wasted no time assigning tasks, and Jennifer did her best to keep up. She answered phones, scheduled appointments, and even typed up a few legal documents under Claire’s watchful eye.

But there were moments when Jennifer’s inexperience—and her true identity—almost came to light. While fetching a cup of coffee for Mrs Hanson, Jennifer accidentally spilt a few drops on the saucer. Her hands trembled as she handed it over, but Mrs Hanson didn’t seem to notice.

“Thank you, Jennifer,” she said, taking a sip without looking up from her paperwork.

Jennifer breathed a sigh of relief, but the close calls didn’t end there. Later, while organising a stack of files, she mispronounced a legal term. Mrs Hanson’s head snapped up, her eyes narrowing. “What did you say?”

Claire, who had been hovering nearby, quickly stepped in. “Jennifer’s still getting familiar with some of the terminology, Mrs Hanson. I’ll make sure she’s up to speed.”

Mrs Hanson studied Jennifer for a moment before nodding. “See that you do. I don’t have time for incompetence.”

Jennifer nodded, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Of course, Mrs Hanson. I’ll be more careful.”

Throughout the day, the girls went out of their way to support Jennifer. Sophie discreetly corrected her posture when she started to slouch, and Mia slipped her a note with the correct pronunciation of a tricky legal term. Claire, ever the leader, kept a watchful eye on everything, stepping in whenever Jennifer seemed unsure.

During a brief lull in the morning, the girls huddled together in the break room. “You’re doing great,” Sophie said, giving Jennifer an encouraging smile. “Just keep it up.”

Jennifer sighed, running a hand through her hair. “I don’t know how you guys do this every day. It’s exhausting.”

Claire chuckled. “You get used to it. And honestly, you’re holding your own better than most new hires.”

Mia nodded in agreement. “Mrs Hanson hasn’t yelled at you yet. That’s a good sign.”

Jennifer laughed, feeling a little of the tension ease. “Thanks, guys. I couldn’t do this without you.”

As the day went on, Jennifer began to find her rhythm. She typed up a lengthy legal document with surprising speed and accuracy, earning a rare nod of approval from Mrs Hanson. “Not bad,” she said, glancing over the printed pages. “You’re quicker than I expected.”

Jennifer smiled, a genuine sense of pride swelling in her chest. “Thank you, Mrs Hanson. I’ll keep improving.”

Later, when a client called to reschedule an appointment, Jennifer handled the call with ease, her voice calm and professional. She even managed to diffuse a tense situation when the client became frustrated, earning a raised eyebrow from Mrs Hanson.

“You have a knack for dealing with people,” Mrs Hanson remarked after the call ended. “That’s a valuable skill in this line of work.”

Jennifer beamed, feeling a flicker of confidence. “Thank you. I’ll do my best to keep up the good work.”

By the end of the day, Jennifer felt like she was starting to get the hang of things. The girls had been her lifeline, offering support and guidance whenever she needed it. And despite the occasional close call, she was beginning to feel more comfortable in her role—and in her new identity.

As they packed up for the day, Sophie slung an arm around Jennifer’s shoulders. “You survived your first day! How does it feel?”

Jennifer laughed, shaking her head. “Exhausting. But kind of amazing, too. I never thought I could pull this off.”

Claire smiled, a rare show of warmth. “You did great, Jennifer. Just remember, we’ve got your back.”

Mia nodded, her quiet support speaking volumes. “You’re one of us now.”

Jennifer felt a lump form in her throat. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged somewhere. “Thanks, guys. That means a lot.”

Jennifer was exhausted. Her feet ached from the high heels, her head was spinning from the sheer volume of information she’d absorbed, and her nerves were frayed from the constant fear of being discovered. But as she packed up her things, Sophie bounded over with a mischievous grin.

“So, Jennifer,” she said, leaning on the edge of the desk, “we’re all heading to this cute little bistro down the street for dinner. You’re coming, right?”

Jennifer hesitated, glancing down at her skirt and heels. “I don’t know I’m not really dressed for a night out.”

Claire, who had been listening in, rolled her eyes. “You’re literally wearing the most stylish outfit in the office. Come on, it’ll be fun. You’ve earned it after today.”

Mia nodded in agreement, her quiet smile encouraging. “It’ll be a good way to unwind.”

Jennifer bit her lip, torn between the desire to go home and the fear of breaking character. But the thought of spending more time with the girls, who had become her unexpected allies, was tempting. “Okay,” she said finally. “I’ll come. But only for a little while.”

Sophie clapped her hands in delight. “Yes! This is going to be so much fun.”

The bistro was a cosy, dimly lit spot just a few blocks from the office. Its warm ambience, complete with flickering candles and soft jazz music, made it the perfect place to unwind after a long day. The girls settled into a corner booth, with Jennifer sandwiched between Sophie and Mia.

“So, Jennifer,” Claire said, leaning forward with a smirk, “how does it feel to survive your first day as Mrs. Hanson’s secretary?”

Jennifer laughed, shaking her head. “Honestly? I’m still processing it. I never thought I’d be able to pull this off, but I guess I did.”

Sophie raised her glass. “To Jennifer, the most convincing secretary Hanson & Co. has ever seen!”

The girls clinked their glasses, and Jennifer felt a warm glow of camaraderie. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she belonged somewhere.

The conversation flowed easily as the girls shared stories from their own first days at the firm. Sophie recounted how she’d accidentally spilt coffee on Mrs Hanson’s desk during her first week, while Claire admitted she’d been so nervous she’d called a client by the wrong name.

“But you know what?” Claire said, sipping her wine. “You learn to adapt. And honestly, Jennifer, you’re doing better than most of us did at first.”

Jennifer smiled, feeling a flicker of pride.

As the evening went on, Jennifer found herself relaxing more and more. She laughed at Sophie’s jokes, listened intently to Mia’s quiet observations, and even traded a few playful barbs with Claire. For the first time since starting this crazy charade, she felt like she was truly part of the group.

Just as the group was finishing their main course, a man approached their table. He was in his late thirties, with slicked-back hair and a confident smile. “Evening, ladies,” he said, his eyes lingering on Jennifer. “Mind if I join you?”

The girls exchanged glances, and Claire was the first to respond. “Actually, we’re having a private conversation. But thanks.”

The man didn’t take the hint. He pulled up a chair and sat down, leaning toward Jennifer. “I couldn’t help but notice you from across the room. What’s your name?”

Jennifer froze, unsure how to respond. She glanced at the girls for help, and Sophie immediately stepped in. “Her name’s Jennifer, and she’s not interested. So, if you don’t mind.”

The man held up his hands in mock surrender. “Hey, no need to be rude. I just wanted to buy the lady a drink.”

Claire’s tone turned icy. “She doesn’t want a drink. Now, unless you want me to call the manager, I suggest you leave.”

The man hesitated, clearly not used to being dismissed so bluntly. Finally, he stood up, muttering something under his breath as he walked away.

Jennifer exhaled, her heart racing. “Thanks. I didn’t know what to do.”

Sophie patted her arm. “Don’t worry about it. We’ve got your back.”

Claire nodded, her expression softening. “You’re one of us now, Jennifer. And we look out for each other.”

The incident only strengthened the bond between Jennifer and the girls. As they shared dessert and more stories, Jennifer felt a growing sense of belonging. These women had taken her under their wing, and she was starting to see them as true friends.

“You know,” Jennifer said, her voice thoughtful, “I never expected any of this. I thought this job would just be a way to make some money, but it’s turned into so much more.”

Mia smiled, her eyes warm. “Sometimes life surprises you.”

Claire leaned back in her chair, studying Jennifer with a thoughtful expression. “You know, Jennifer, I’ve been thinking. If you’re going to pull this off for the next two weeks, you need to fully commit. That means living the role, even outside of work.”

Jennifer blinked, caught off guard. “What do you mean?”

“I mean,” Claire said, her tone serious, “you should come stay at my flat for the duration of the assignment. It’ll be easier to maintain the act if you’re not switching back and forth between Dave and Jennifer.”

Sophie’s eyes lit up. “That’s a great idea! It’ll be like a two-week sleepover.”

Jennifer hesitated, the idea both thrilling and terrifying. “I don’t know… that’s a big commitment.”

Claire shrugged. “It’s up to you. But if you want to make this work, it’s the best way.”

Jennifer looked around the table at the girls’ expectant faces. They had supported her, encouraged her, and even protected her. How could she say no?

“Okay,” she said finally, a smile tugging at her lips. “I’ll do it.”

The girls cheered, and Sophie raised her glass. “To Jennifer’s two-week transformation!”

As they clinked their glasses, Jennifer felt a surge of excitement. This was going to be an adventure—one she would never forget.

As the group left the bistro and walked toward Claire’s flat, Jennifer couldn’t help but feel a sense of anticipation. She had survived her first day, bonded with the girls, and even embraced her new identity. And now, with Claire’s offer, she was about to dive even deeper into the role of Jennifer.

For the first time in a long time, she felt like she was exactly where she was meant to be.


Maya and Lena Dress Up

Maya had already cleared a space around the bedroom chair as if it were a small stage, a pair of sheer tights folded like a whisper, a soft black slip, a neatly stacked bra with smooth cups and a little satin bow at the bridge, and a dress the colour of plum, its skirt heavy and promising.

Besides these, on the dressing table lay brushes, a fan of eyeshadow pans, a wedge sponge, and a bottle of foundation lying on its side like a note left open. She’d drawn the curtains so the late afternoon made a gentle theatre of the room, and when Daniel hesitated in the doorway, she didn’t look up—she just pointed at the bathroom with a ringed finger. “Shower. Hair damp, not dripping. Pat your face dry, don’t rub. Moisturiser is already on the sink.”

Her voice was warm but left no room to argue. That helped. Instructions were steps; steps made fear smaller. Daniel obeyed, feeling the nerves moving through him like a secret current. Under the shower’s hiss, he counted the seconds the way she’d shown him—thirty on the arms, thirty on the legs, a minute over the chest where anxiety liked to sit.

When he came back, wrapped in a towel, Maya was leaning on the dresser with her arms folded, assessing him the way designers assess fabric.

“Good,” she said, then crooked a finger. “Stand here. Towel off properly. Moisturiser, then this.”

She pressed a primer into his palm. He tried to slow his breathing, focusing on the ordinary acts: smoothing the cream over his jaw and cheekbones, tapping at the under-eyes. Each touch was a quiet rehearsal for what was coming.

His reflection didn’t look different yet, only gentler, as if the glass had softened him by a few degrees.

Maya watched with slight nods. “See? Not scary. Now—pants on. The high-waisted pair.”

She turned and, without ceremony, snapped the waistband of a pair of black high-rise satin briefs. Daniel flushed, but she only arched a brow as if to say, ‘We are not writing letters to your nerves today.’

He stepped into them, tugging them up; the fabric hugged and tidied, not harsh, just firm.

“Good. Now your tights.”

She held the hosiery in a careful gather and showed him how to roll, toes pointed, rising slowly so the fabric didn’t twist. When he wobbled, she caught his elbow, the touch light and steadying, and the closeness of her—cologne and shampoo, the coil of her hair brushing his shoulder—put a kind heat in his chest.

“Now the slip,” she said. “You’ll thank me when the dress doesn’t cling in the wrong places.”

The slip whispered down his sides. His hands learnt a new vocabulary: coaxing the hem straight with the backs of his knuckles, smoothing the fabric over his thighs, checking for static with a quick, shy brush.

Maya guided each motion, fingers tapping, voice low and decisive. “Shoulders back. Not stiff. Think… buoyant.”

She stepped behind him and fitted a soft, stretchy bralette against his ribs, fastening it with brisk competence. “Arms up.” When he obeyed, she smiled. “You like being told what to do,” she said, not unkindly.

Daniel’s breath caught. “I like… not getting it wrong.”

“Then listen,” she said. “And I’ll handle the wrongs.”

She fitted silicone forms into the cups—cool at first, then warming to his skin—and adjusted the strap length with tiny clicks. The curve was subtle, a suggestion more than a proclamation, but when he looked down, his body seemed to answer a question that had been hovering for years.

Maya noticed the shift in his face and softened. “There you are,” she murmured. “Hello.”

He swallowed. “Hello.” She lifted the plum dress from its hanger and held it at his shoulders.

“You’ll step in.”

He stepped in; the lining kissed his hips, the fabric fell with a sweet, heavy weight. Maya guided the zipper up in one unbroken pull, and the sound was so ceremonial his skin prickled.

At the top, she patted the back of his shoulder.

“Turn.” He turned. The dress skimmed without clinging, carved a waist he’d never seen on himself.

“It fits,” he said, awed and small.

“Of course it fits,” she answered. “I chose it.”

Makeup began with Maya tipping a dot of foundation onto the back of her hand. “Even light. We’re not painting a mask; we’re meeting the face that’s already here.”

She worked with soft, firm strokes, the sponge calm and rhythmic, the brush a hush along jaw and hairline. She moved his head with fingertips under his chin, like a ballet teacher placing a student into alignment.

He felt strangely safe in the quiet control of her hands. “You’re allowed to put your trust somewhere,” she said, almost to herself. “It doesn’t weaken you.”

He nodded, and she smiled without looking down. Concealer dabbed away the night-thin shadows beneath his eyes. A powder veil calmed shine. She chose a neutral rose for his lips—“hydrating, not fussy”—and pressed it on with her fingertip, then added the faintest gloss.

He learned not to purse, not to stretch his mouth weirdly; he followed her demonstration in the mirror, and when he did it right, she said “Yes” in a way that felt like a hand on the small of his back, guiding him forward.

Brows were next, a gentle coaxing rather than a redraw. “You already have the shape,” she said. “We’re just combing the voice into it.”

He laughed, nerves loosening. For eyes, she chose satin taupe and a touch of plum at the outer corners.

“Trust the process,” she said when he flinched at the first brush near his lashes. Her knuckle rested against his cheekbone as she worked, a point of contact that held him still. When he opened his eyes, he found them somehow larger, more articulate. He hadn’t known eyes could look like they were speaking until now.

“Mascara,” she said, holding the wand like an ink pen. “Blink for me.”

He blinked; she timed her movements to meet his lashes, each stroke tidy and exact. “Now chin up. I want to see your confidence find your posture.”

He obeyed, and the change was immediate: the dress remembered its shape, his chest rose more easily, the borrowed curves settled into a believable story.

“Shoes,” Maya announced. She knelt beside the bed and pulled out a box. Inside waited block heels in a dusky nude, the sort that added poise without punishing. She set them at his feet and tapped the arch of his right foot lightly.

“Point, then down. Don’t stomp.”

The moment his weight found the heel, his calves woke; his balance shifted; he felt a thread lift him from the crown of his head. He took a tentative step, then another. Maya circled him, eye narrowed, adjusting the line of the dress with two quick tugs.

“There,” she said. “Now walk to the door and back. Small steps. Let the skirt move, don’t fight it.”

He walked. The air seemed to move differently around him, offering less resistance, as if the room had decided to be kind. He caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror—tights smoothing the line of his legs, dress curving, hair damp but tucked neatly behind his ears—and felt the shock of recognition, the way you recognise a melody on the radio before you place where you first heard it.

Maya joined him at the mirror, her chin level with his shoulder.

“Name,” she said. “We should talk about it.” He blinked, startled.

“Now?”

“Now,” she said. “Names are how we catch ourselves when we’re falling into old stories. What do you want to be called tonight?”

He opened his mouth, closed it. “I don’t know.”

“Then we try some on,” she said simply, as she did with dresses. “Turn your head. Imagine someone calls to you across a bar. What makes you look?”

She offered them, one at a time, like pearls placed on velvet. “Eliza.” He shook his head. “No.” “Rae.” He tilted. “Maybe, but… not quite.”

“Lena,” she said, and it was nothing special, just a sound in the room, but Daniel felt something answer, a small bell struck at the bottom of a lake.

“Lena,” he repeated, testing the taste of it. The mirror seemed to lean closer. Maya watched his mouth shape the syllables and nodded once.

“Lena,” she agreed. “Hello.”

He swallowed. “Hello.”

“Repeat it,” she said.

He did, and with it came a loosening under his sternum he hadn’t known he’d been bracing against. He wasn’t sure if it counted as joy exactly—it had the salt of tears in it—but it sat in him like a lantern.

“We’ll keep Daniel for the deliveries and the dentist,” Maya said briskly. “But today, you’re Lena.”

He smiled, small, luminous. “Tonight, I’m Lena.”

“And because Lena has standards,” Maya went on, already turning to the dresser, “we’re blow-drying this hair properly and giving you a parting that’s too girly by far.”

She worked with the dryer on low, comb guiding each section, heat and air and patience turning the damp into shape. She tugged, lifted, smoothed, then stepped back and tilted her head.

“Side part. Tucks behind the ear. We’ll leave the other side soft. You don’t need a wig; you need intention.”

He laughed, surprised by the relief the decision gave him. She misted a light hairspray; it settled like a promise.

“Jewellery,” Maya said. “Minimal: small hoops, thin bracelet, nothing jangly. Lena doesn’t need to announce herself; she arrives, and the room pays attention.”

She slid the hoops through his ears, cool metal followed by a click, then clasped a bracelet that lay like a line of quiet light on his wrist. He watched his own hands move, the way the bracelet made even an ordinary gesture—pushing hair back, smoothing the dress—look deliberate.

“Perfume,” she said, meeting his eyes in the mirror as she held up a bottle. “One at the wrist, press—not rub—and one at the base of the throat.”

The scent was warm skin, pear peel, the ghost of cedar; it made him think of leaving a room and being remembered.

“Bag,” she added, handing him a small crossbody in soft leather. “Phone, keys, lip colour. Compact. Tissues. Safety pin. Don’t look so alarmed—half of womanhood is a well-timed safety pin.”

He smiled, anxiety and delight braided so tightly they were indistinguishable. “What if I mess it up?”

“You will,” she said, without malice. “You’ll smudge something, you’ll trip a little, you’ll forget how to stand when someone compliments you. Then you’ll take a breath, adjust, and keep going. That’s the whole game.”

“I like it when you tell me what to do,” he confessed, voice soft, eyes on the line of his own shoulder.

“I know,” she said, meeting his gaze in the mirror. “And I like that you let me.”

She touched his chin, angled his face. “But Lena chooses. I can steer; you decide to walk.”

“Okay,” he whispered. “Okay.”

Maya flicked off the last light by the dresser, leaving only the amber pool of the bedside lamp and the muted daylight through the curtains. The room looked like an orchestra pit after tuning, waiting for the conductor’s lift of hand.

“Shoes on properly,” she said, and he slipped his heel home with a small, decisive click. “Now show me your walk again.” He crossed the room with that thread through his spine, the dress waking and settling around his thighs.

Maya’s smile was not sentimental; it was pleased, the smile of a craftsperson seeing a seam lie flat.

“You’ll take my arm down the stairs,” she said. “Outside, we’ll go slow. If anyone looks, that’s because you look good.”

“Do I?” The question left him before he could stop it. She met his eyes, and for a second her bossiness yielded to something tender, private.

“Yes,” she said. “You look exactly like yourself.”

He stood in front of the mirror one last time, and it was strange: he could still find Daniel there, if he looked—Daniel’s eyes, Daniel’s chin—but the arrangement of them, the tilt, the softness around the mouth, the way the dress taught his body a new grammar of standing and being seen—all of it answered to Lena now.

He breathed in, perfume rising, fabric whispering, and let the name settle.

“Ready?” Maya asked.

He nodded, then stopped and shook his head, panic fluttering. “I—what if I can’t keep it up? What if it’s a costume and I can’t hold it, and everyone sees me? What if I hate it?”

Maya didn’t argue with the feelings; she set her hands on his shoulders, the rings cool against the dress’s neckline. “If you hate it, we come back upstairs. If you wobble, you hold my hand. If someone looks too long, look back like you have better things to do. And if you forget who you are, I’ll say your name, and you’ll come back to me.” She squeezed. “That’s the plan. Do you consent to the plan?”

He let out a shaky smile. “I consent.”

“Good girl,” she said softly, and his knees nearly went out from under him.

The words landed like a blanket and a jolt at once. She felt the shift and, wickedly satisfied, slid one hand down his forearm until her fingers laced with his.

“Door,” she said, voice returning to brisk. “Keys. Cross your bag over your body so it doesn’t slip. Lift your chin. We’re going to get coffee and sit by the window like we own the daylight.”

He followed, steps careful, hand snug in hers. At the threshold, he paused, suddenly aware of the tiny details: the weight of the bracelet, the precise cradle of the bra, the silk of the slip where it met his thighs, the pliant press of the shoes, the perfume rising each time his pulse moved.

He had never been this attentive to his own edges. He had never known that the edges could be so soft and still hold. Maya tugged gently.

“Lena,” she said, like a reminder and a blessing. He answered before he could think.

“Yes.” The stairwell smelled like warmed wood and a neighbour’s laundry soap.

On the second step, he stumbled; Maya steadied him with a hand at the small of his back, a pressure that said both I have you and keep moving. Outside, the air had that late-afternoon coolness that finds your wrists first.

They walked. Heads turned; he felt them and didn’t shrink, surprised to find that he didn’t need to. A shop window offered a quick, fractured mirror: a tall woman in plum with an intent gaze, and beside her a woman with a captain’s stride. He watched his reflection laugh at something Maya said, watched his hand touch the curve of his own hair by instinct, and understood that even if tonight frayed at the edges, even if the gloss wore or the tights snagged, there would still be this: a name that fit like a well-chosen dress, a hand steady on his back, a set of steps he could take again tomorrow.

At the café window, Maya chose the table without asking, the one that framed them like a photograph. She set the bag between his feet, slid a napkin towards him, lifted his chin with a knuckle when the first smudge of self-doubt tried to return.

“Sip,” she ordered when the cups arrived, and he did, careful not to wreck the lip colour, learning even in that tiny movement that grace lived in attention, not in perfection.

“How do you feel?” she asked. He looked at the glass, at himself, at the world’s indifferent loveliness going by, and then at her.

“Held,” he said. “And… new.”

“Not new,” Maya corrected, a smile touching one corner of her mouth. “Seen.” He breathed, felt the name answer from somewhere low and certain inside him, and nodded.

“Seen,” Lena said. “Yes.”


Girly Things Inc.

Josh had worked as a cleaner for the council for long enough to know that some addresses came with warnings, even if nobody bothered to write them down. Belvidere Street was one of those places. A narrow run of ageing houses, close to the city centre, the sort that swallowed people quietly. Number 17 had been empty for months after the previous tenant was taken into care.

When Josh unlocked the front door and pushed it open, the smell rolled out immediately. Stale air, damp, rot, and something sour that caught in the back of his throat even through the mask. The hallway beyond was almost completely blocked, piled high with black bags stuffed with rubbish. Some had split under their own weight, spilling newspapers, empty food containers, clothing, and unidentifiable debris across the floor.

He stood there for a moment, taking it in. This wasn’t going to be a one-day job.

Inside, the house felt compressed, as if it had been packed tightly from within. Narrow channels had been worn between the heaps where the tenant must have walked, brushing past their own hoard day after day.

The living room was barely recognisable as a living space. Furniture was buried, windows obscured by grime and plastic bags taped over the glass. The kitchen was worse; layers of decay built up over the years, and the sink and worktops were lost entirely beneath the accumulation.

Upstairs offered no relief. Each bedroom was filled almost to the ceiling, the weight of it pressing down, the air thick and unmoving. Josh opened what windows he could, though most were jammed or sealed by dirt. He worked steadily, the way he always did. Gloves on, head down, bag after bag into the large skip outside. It was unpleasant work, but it was familiar.

By late morning, his arms ached, and his shoulders were stiff. Sweat clung to him under his overalls, and the smell had seeped through the layers meant to protect him. He took a short break on the stairs, careful where he sat, and looked around at the mess.

Someone had lived like this and slept here. Ate here. Surrounded by all of this mess.

Josh shook his head, stood up, and went back to work. There was a lot to clear before this place could ever be called habitable again.

One of the few saving graces of the job was that hoarded houses sometimes hid surprises. Not often, but often enough to make the slog worthwhile. By the end of the morning, Josh had already turned up a few promising things. A pair of old lamps with intact shades, a box of cutlery that felt heavier than it should have, and a framed mirror that only needed a proper clean. He wrapped them carefully and stashed them in the back of his van, out of sight. He’d learned long ago not to be obvious about it. Anything salvageable could be sold later, a quiet boost to a wage that never stretched quite far enough.

He sat on the edge of the van during his lunch break, sandwich in hand, trying to air himself out. Even outside, the smell of the house clung to him. He ate quickly, eyes drifting back to the skip, then to the open front door of the house, already dreading the afternoon.

That was when he noticed the bin bag.

It was tucked awkwardly behind a stack of others near the front room door, black plastic stretched tight around something rectangular. Unlike most of the bags, it hadn’t split, and it didn’t sag under its own weight. The top was still sealed, untouched, a strip of clear tape visible through the plastic.

Curiosity got the better of him. Josh stood up, wiped his hands on his trousers, and pulled the bag free. Whatever was inside was firm and neatly packed. Not rubbish, not the usual chaos. He didn’t open it there. He’d learned not to in places like this. It felt quite heavy despite its size.

Instead, he carried it straight out to the van and set it carefully in the back, next to the other items he’d kept aside. He shut the doors, finished his lunch, and went back inside, pushing the thought of it to the back of his mind.

Josh got home just after six, dumped his boots by the door, and headed straight for the fridge. A cold beer helped take the edge off the day. He sat at the small kitchen table, still faintly aware of the smell of Belvidere Street clinging to his clothes, and let himself relax for the first time since morning.

Once he’d showered and changed, he brought the items in from the van one by one and laid them out carefully. The jewellery box was better than he’d first thought, solid wood with an inlaid lid, a bit worn but intact. The china was mismatched but clean, the sort of thing people liked for shabby-chic kitchens. There were a few other odds and ends that might fetch a few quid if he photographed them properly.

Last of all, he picked up the unopened package.

Up close, it was clearly something commercial, not a parcel someone had thrown together themselves. The plastic wrapping was thick and glossy, sealed tight. He turned it over in his hands, then peeled it open. Inside was another layer of clear plastic, folded neatly around something dark.

The branding caught his eye first. Girly Things Inc printed in looping pink letters. Underneath, in a bolder font, Wanton Woman. Josh snorted quietly despite himself. The front of the packaging showed a poorly lit photograph of a woman in skimpy lingerie, awkwardly posed, lips pushed out in an exaggerated pout. It looked cheap. Tacky. The sort of thing that would have been embarrassing to buy in person.

He frowned, feeling a prickle of discomfort that surprised him. This wasn’t what he’d expected to find in a house like that, preserved and unopened among all that decay. He turned the packet over again, looking for a price sticker or a receipt, anything that might explain it.

For a moment, he considered throwing it straight in the bin. Then curiosity nudged back in. After the day he’d had, it felt oddly wrong not to at least see what it was.

Josh set the package down on the table, unopened for now, took another pull from his beer, and told himself he’d deal with it in a minute.

After a couple more beers, the flat grew quiet in that familiar evening way. The television droned on, something half-watched and quickly forgotten, but Josh’s attention kept drifting back to the kitchen table. The package sat exactly where he’d left it, catching his eye every time he looked away from the screen. He tried to ignore it, told himself it was just junk, probably some novelty rubbish that had been forgotten and sealed away.

Eventually, he muted the TV and stood up, beer bottle in hand. He carried it over to the table and picked up the package again. The branding still made him snort softly. Girly Things Inc. Wanton Woman. It felt ridiculous in his hands, like a joke.

“Right then,” he muttered, more to himself than anything else.

He tore the plastic open properly this time.

Something heavy slid out and landed on the table with a dull thud. It was wrapped loosely in transparent film, but even through it he could see the shape. Josh peeled the plastic back and froze.

It was a body suit.

Not fabric, not quite. Thick, smooth plastic with a surprising weight. It was shaped unmistakably as a woman’s body, arms and legs elongated, torso narrowed, hips flared. Empty. Collapsed. The sight of it was unsettling, not because it was sexual, but because it was so deliberate.

Josh lifted it carefully. It sagged in his hands, cool and pliant. Turning it over, he found a zipper running neatly down the back, from the neck to the lower spine. It looked well-made, far better than the packaging suggested.

He glanced back at the discarded wrapper on the table. Beneath the logo, in much smaller print than he’d noticed before, were the words: Step into it and feel a new feminine energy.

Josh laughed out loud.

“Yeah, alright,” he said, shaking his head. “Sure.”

He took another drink, then another, the absurdity of the whole thing loosening something in him. Maybe it was the beer. Maybe it was the long day. Maybe it was just the fact that no one was there to see him. The flat was quiet. Private. Safe.

Before he could talk himself out of it, he set the bottle down and pulled his T-shirt over his head. Then his jeans. He stood there in the kitchen, slightly unsteady, staring at the strange, empty suit in his hands.

“This is stupid,” he said, smiling despite himself.

Then he stepped into it.

The moment his foot slid fully inside, something changed.

The suit warmed instantly, no gradual shift, no adjustment period. Heat flooded up his leg, spreading fast, wrapping around him like a living thing. He pushed his arms into it and pulled the suit up, reaching around to the back to zip it up. Josh sucked in a sharp breath as the material tightened, no longer hanging loose but pulling itself flush against his skin. It wasn’t squeezing so much as claiming, sealing him in.

Then the pain hit.

It was sudden and overwhelming, a deep pressure that bent him double with a strangled gasp. He clutched at the table, heart hammering, every nerve alight as the suit clung harder, reshaping, dragging his body into positions it had never occupied before. He staggered, instinct screaming at him to stop, to get out, to undo whatever he’d just done.

His hands flew behind him, fingers scrabbling along his back, searching for the zip he’d closed so clearly moments before.

There was nothing.

The surface was seamless now, smooth and uninterrupted. He clawed at it uselessly as the suit pulled tighter, moulding to every curve, every hollow. His spine arched, hips shifting painfully, centre of gravity changing beneath him. He cried out as his chest burned, pressure building and building until suddenly there was weight there, unfamiliar and undeniable, tugging him forward.

His face tingled, then burned, skin crawling as if it were softening. He squeezed his eyes shut as something seemed to slide, to rearrange, his jaw aching sharply before the sensation eased. When he opened them again, hair spilt forward, brushing his lashes, falling across his eyes in a way it never had before.

Josh staggered upright, panting.

He could feel everything. The heavy pull on his chest. The way his waist dipped inward. The sway of his hips when he moved, flesh shifting in ways that made his stomach lurch with shock. He looked down, and his breath caught in his throat.

The body looking back at him wasn’t plastic. It wasn’t a suit.

It was real. Skin-toned. Warm. Impossible.

“No,” he whispered, even as his hands hovered just above himself, afraid to touch, afraid not to.

He turned and half-ran, half-stumbled towards the bedroom, movement strange and wrong, his body responding differently with every step. The mirror loomed ahead of him, and for a split second, he considered turning away, convinced that if he didn’t look, this might still be something he could wake up from.

He didn’t.

The girl in the mirror stared back at him, wide-eyed and breathing hard. She was pretty in a way that felt unfair. Soft features, full lips parted in shock, large eyes framed by dark lashes. Her hair fell naturally around her face, framing it perfectly. Her body was balanced, proportioned, effortlessly feminine, as if it had never been anything else.

Perfect in every way.

Josh raised a trembling hand, and the girl did the same.

“That’s not me,” he said, but the voice that came out was lighter, smoother, carrying a certainty that made his chest tighten.

The mirror didn’t argue.

His thoughts began to slide out of alignment.

At first, it was just dizziness, a fog that made it hard to hold onto one idea for more than a second or two. Then came the yearning. It rose up suddenly and powerfully, a need that felt chemical rather than emotional, as if something deep inside his head was being nudged, tuned, encouraged. His heart raced, not with fear now, but with a restless urgency he couldn’t name.

It felt like the suit wasn’t finished with him. Not just his body. Everything.

Josh pressed his fingers to his temples, breathing hard. Memories slipped and resurfaced strangely. His ex-girlfriend stormed out, the words still sharp even now. Loser. The way she’d left half her things behind in her rush to go, clothes still hanging in the wardrobe because he’d never brought himself to throw them away.

The thought of them made his stomach flutter.

Before he could question it, he was at the wardrobe, pulling it open. Dresses, tops, skirts, all suddenly fascinating in a way they had never been before. He opened a drawer and found lingerie folded inside, neat, familiar, intimate. The sight of it sent a jolt through him, not embarrassment but recognition.

“Yes,” he breathed, the word slipping out without thought.

His hands moved quickly, almost frantically. He dressed without hesitation, as if his body already knew how. Fabric slid over his new curves, hugging where it was meant to hug, settling perfectly. He barely paused to look, too focused on the feeling of it, the sense of rightness growing stronger with every layer.

At the back of the wardrobe, he found a black, figure-hugging Lycra dress. He pulled it on. It clung to him beautifully. A pair of high heels followed, wobbling for just a second before his balance adjusted, hips tilting naturally to compensate.

When he finally looked up into the mirror, he gasped.

His face was changing again.

Not painfully this time. Softly. His eyes darkened as smoky shadows bloomed around them, lashes thickening to frame a gaze that suddenly seemed confident, knowing. His lips tingled and then deepened to a vivid red, glossy and precise, as if expertly applied. His expression shifted with it, mouth curving slightly, eyes half-lidded in a way he’d never practised but somehow perfected.

The woman in the mirror tilted her head, assessing herself.

Josh felt a shiver run through him, confusion and desire tangled so tightly he could no longer tell where one ended and the other began. The yearning settled deeper, quieter now, like something that had found its home.

He swallowed, adjusted the dress without thinking, and watched his reflection smile back at him.

The name came to him without warning.

Sasha.

It wasn’t spoken out loud, didn’t arrive as a thought he could trace. It simply was, settling into place with a quiet certainty that made his chest tighten. Josh tried to say his own name in response, tried to push back against it, but it slipped away from him, suddenly distant, like something half-forgotten on waking.

His head throbbed. Thoughts blurred and overlapped, some retreating, others growing sharper. He could feel it happening, an internal shifting, as if the version of himself he’d always been was being gently but firmly pressed down, wrapped up, eased into the background. Not erased. Just… muted.

“That’s not—” he started, then stopped.

The voice didn’t feel like Josh’s anymore.

Sasha stepped closer to the mirror. The woman looking back felt solid now, anchored. The confusion was still there, but beneath it was a growing impatience, a restless energy that had nothing to do with fear. Staying inside the flat suddenly felt unbearable, as if she were holding her breath.

She smoothed her hands down her dress, aware of her body in a way that felt instinctive rather than learned. The heels no longer seemed ridiculous. The make-up no longer felt like a mask. Everything about her reflection said she was ready.

Josh flickered somewhere deep inside, a dull resistance, a memory of caution and routine and quiet evenings. Sasha felt it and dismissed it without cruelty. He’d had his time. He’d stayed hidden, safe, small.

She wasn’t meant for that.

“I need to go,” she said softly, testing the words. They felt right. Necessary.

The world outside the flat called to her in a way she couldn’t explain, a pull toward lights, movement, noise, other people. Toward being seen. Toward existing entirely, openly, without apology or compromise. The idea of stepping back, of changing out of the dress, of pretending this hadn’t happened, felt suddenly impossible.

Sasha picked up a small clutch bag from the chair, slung it over her shoulder with an easy familiarity, and took one last look at the mirror.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured, not sure who she was speaking to. “I’ll be fine.”

Then she turned, walked confidently to the door, and stepped out into the night, leaving the darkness behind her.

The bar was already busy when Sasha pushed the door open, warm air and music spilling out to meet her. Conversation dipped for a fraction of a second as she stepped inside, just long enough for her to notice it. Heads turned. Eyes lingered. She felt it immediately, a low current of attention that ran over her skin and settled somewhere deep and electric.

She walked to the bar as if she’d done it a hundred times before, hips moving with an ease that felt effortless. Men watched openly, not bothering to hide it. Their looks weren’t subtle, and she found, to her own surprise, that she didn’t want them to be. The hunger in their faces sent a small thrill through her. It wasn’t threatening. It was validating.

Before she’d even reached into her bag, a man at the bar leaned closer. “Let me buy you a drink, luv” he said, already signalling to the bartender.

Sasha smiled without thinking, slow and knowing. “Vodka and tonic,” she replied, the words slipping out naturally. He grinned, pleased with himself, and she let him be. The drink appeared in front of her, cold glass against her fingers, and she took a sip, eyes still forward, aware of how closely she was being watched.

Not everyone looked impressed.

Across the room, a group of women sat around a small table. Wedding rings caught the light as they lifted their glasses. One of them glanced at Sasha and frowned, lips tightening. Another followed her gaze and shook her head faintly, a look of open disapproval passing between them.

Sasha felt it and smiled wider.

A wanton woman, she thought, the phrase drifting up unbidden, almost affectionate. Anyone’s for a drink. Anyone’s for a look. Anyone’s fantasy, for a moment at least. The judgement slid off her easily, replaced by something warmer and more intoxicating.

She leaned against the bar, crossing her legs, feeling the eyes on her again. The music thumped, the lights blurred softly at the edges, and the world felt wide open. Somewhere deep down, something old and cautious stirred faintly, but Sasha ignored it.

Tonight wasn’t for hiding.

She raised her glass slightly, catching her reflection in the mirror behind the bar, and toasted herself with a quiet smile. A hand moved to her hip, and the man smiled. She giggled and played with her hair and felt sensual and ready.

Josh woke late, head pounding, mouth dry. For a few seconds, he lay still, staring at the ceiling, completely disoriented. He wasn’t sure where he was, or who he was supposed to be. His thoughts felt scrambled, like they’d been shaken loose and not put back in the right order.

Then a flash of memory surfaced without warning.

A bar. Loud music. A man’s hand at his waist. The unmistakable sensation of lips against his, confident and deliberate.

Josh sat bolt upright, heart racing.

“What the hell…?” he muttered, rubbing his temples. His voice sounded like his own again, solid and familiar, and that anchored him enough to look around the room properly. The flat was unchanged. Ordinary. Quiet. No mirror showing someone else. No heels by the door.

Then he saw it.

The body suit lay in a heap on the bedroom floor, dull and lifeless, just heavy plastic again, collapsed in on itself. No warmth. No shape or character. No suggestion of what it had done.

A surge of panic cut through the fog.

He swung his legs out of bed, grabbed the suit without really looking at it, and stuffed it under his arm. He didn’t stop to dress appropriately, just pulled on yesterday’s jeans and a hoodie and took it straight outside. The early morning air was sharp, unforgiving. Josh lifted the lid of the communal bin and threw the suit in hard, as if force alone might hold it there.

The lid slammed shut.

He stood there for a moment, breathing heavily, half-expecting something to happen. Nothing did. The street was quiet. A car passed. Someone coughed in an open window nearby. Normal life continued, indifferent.

Back inside, he made himself something to eat: toast and eggs, strong coffee. As he ate, the headache eased, the panic settling into a dull, uneasy confusion. The memories of the night before were already thinning at the edges, vivid in fragments but impossible to assemble into a clear story. He remembered attention. Heat. Want. But not how it had ended, or why it felt both thrilling and wrong to think about.

He showered, dressed for work, and loaded his gear back into the van. Belvidere Street still needed finishing, and routine was something he understood. Something safe.

The house looked the same as it had the day before when he unlocked the door again. The smell, the mess, the sheer scale of it. Josh pulled on his gloves and got back to work, clearing bags, opening windows, not letting his mind wander.

Still, now and then, something tugged at him. A fleeting awareness of his body. A phantom sensation that made no sense. Once, as he bent to lift a bag, he caught his reflection in a dusty mirror and felt a brief, inexplicable jolt of disappointment.

He shook it off and kept working.

By the end of the day, the house was closer to habitable, and Josh was exhausted in the ordinary, honest way that left no room for questions. He locked up, drove home, and didn’t look back.

Josh got home just after dark. He unlocked the door, nudged it open with his shoulder, and bent to scoop up the post from the mat. Bills, takeaway menus, something official-looking he didn’t want to think about yet. He shut the door behind him, flicked on the light, and froze.

The body suit was lying on the floor.

For a second, his brain refused to process it. It sat there in a loose heap, exactly as it had that morning, dull black plastic catching the light. Heavy. Real. Impossible.

“No,” he said quietly.

He looked around the flat, heart starting to thud. Everything else was normal. Nothing disturbed. No open windows. No sign that anyone had been there. His skin prickled as he bent down and picked the suit up. It felt cold this time. Lifeless.

“This isn’t funny,” he muttered, though there was no one to hear him.

He took it straight back outside, down the steps, across to the bins. He lifted the lid, hesitated just long enough for doubt to flicker, then threw it in again. Harder than before. He slammed the lid shut and stood there, breathing fast, half-expecting it to move.

It didn’t.

Back inside, the confusion set in. His thoughts felt slippery, refusing to line up. Had he dreamed of throwing it away this morning? Had he imagined the bin? The night at the bar surfaced in fragments again, heat and noise and that dangerous sense of freedom, and he pushed it down hard.

He grabbed a beer, then another. Sat in front of the television and let it wash over him, volume a little too loud. He didn’t really watch anything, just stared at the screen, letting time pass. The aim was simple. Forget. Normalize. Reset.

By the time he stood up for another beer, the edge had dulled enough for him to believe it might work.

He walked into the kitchen.

The body suit was draped neatly over a chair.

Not crumpled. Not collapsed. Arranged. The arms hanging down either side of the seat, the torso folded as if it had been placed there deliberately. Waiting.

Josh stopped dead.

His stomach dropped, a cold, hollow sensation spreading through him. He stared at it, pulse roaring in his ears. The room felt suddenly smaller, air thicker, the quiet pressing in.

“That’s not possible,” he whispered.

The suit didn’t move. It didn’t need to.

Somewhere deep in his chest, beneath the fear and confusion, something stirred. A faint, treacherous warmth. Recognition. A pull he didn’t want to acknowledge.

Josh backed away slowly, eyes never leaving it, his mind scrambling for explanations that wouldn’t come. The television droned on in the other room, absurdly normal, while the suit sat there in silence, patient and inevitable.

And for the first time since waking that morning, Josh understood one terrible, undeniable truth.

Throwing it away wasn’t enough.

The urge hit him without warning.

One moment Josh was standing there, heart racing, trying to convince himself that fear was the only thing he felt. The next, something inside him surged forward, hot and insistent, drowning out everything else. It wasn’t a thought. It wasn’t even a desire he could argue with. It was a command, rising up from somewhere deeper than reason.

He took a step towards the chair before he realised he’d moved.

“No,” he said, weakly, but his hands were already shaking. The confusion, the fear, the effort of holding himself together all day cracked at once. The suit seemed to draw him in, the way it lay there deceptively still. The memory of warmth, of certainty, of being wanted flooded back with alarming clarity.

Josh stripped without really deciding to. Clothes fell to the floor, discarded with a frantic lack of care. He grabbed the suit and stepped into it, breath hitching as the material slid up his legs.

The heat came instantly.

The pain followed, sharper than before, wrenching a cry from his throat as the suit tightened and sealed itself to him. His body bowed under the force of it, muscles locking, breath coming in ragged gasps. The pressure reshaped him again, faster this time, as if it already knew the way. His chest burned, hips pulling wider, spine arching until the pain blurred into something else entirely.

And then it was gone.

The panic dissolved, replaced by a familiar, intoxicating clarity. The ache faded into warmth. The fear retreated, muffled and distant, pushed back into a corner where it no longer mattered.

Sasha straightened slowly.

She inhaled deeply, luxuriating in the way the air filled her chest, the way her body settled into itself as it belonged there. The confusion was gone now, replaced by urgency. Need. The restless certainty that staying inside was impossible.

She moved to the wardrobe without hesitation. A short skirt this time, tight and unapologetic. Stockings rolled carefully up her legs, the sensation sending a shiver through her. A sheer blouse followed, light and revealing, catching the light as she fastened it. She didn’t bother checking the mirror for long. She knew what she would see.

Perfect. Desirable. Ready. Wanton.

Sasha slipped on her shoes, grabbed her bag, and paused at the door just long enough for a faint resistance to stir somewhere deep inside her mind. A distant echo of caution. Of Josh.

She smiled and pushed it aside.

The night was waiting.

She stepped out, locking the door behind her, and headed down the street with confident strides, hips swaying, heart racing with anticipation. The city lights glimmered ahead, full of promise, and Sasha didn’t hesitate.

She never did.

She was a wanton woman, and she desperately needed to find a man.

Frank Vassel pulled the council van in tight to the kerb and killed the engine. He sat there for a moment, hands resting on the steering wheel, looking up at the house. Same street. Same type of place. Ordinary enough from the outside, which somehow made it worse.

He’d worked with Josh a handful of times over the years. Nice bloke. Quiet. Reliable. Not the sort you expected to just… stop turning up. No calls, no answers, flat abandoned. Eventually, it had been logged, passed along, and turned into another job on a clipboard.

Frank sighed, grabbed his keys, and got out.

Inside, the place was a mess. Not hoarder-level, but neglected in that particular way that suggested someone had unravelled quickly. Empty bottles on the counter. Clothes scattered across rooms. Furniture was shoved out of place as if moved in a hurry. The air was stale, heavy with the faint sourness of old beer and something else Frank couldn’t quite place.

“Bloody hell, Josh,” he muttered, shaking his head.

He worked methodically, as always. Open windows. Bag rubbish. Sort anything obviously salvageable. He found mail piled unopened on the table, dates running back weeks. The bedroom was worse. Drawers pulled out, wardrobe half-empty, hangers twisted and left behind. It felt less like someone had moved out and more like they’d left in a rush and never come back.

Frank tried not to think about it.

He was halfway through clearing the kitchen when he noticed the package. It was tucked behind a chair, oddly intact compared to everything else. Thick plastic wrapping, unopened, edges crisp. He picked it up and turned it over in his hands.

Girly Things Inc.

Frank snorted softly. “Right.”

Underneath, in bold lettering, was the product name. Wanton Woman. The front showed a cheap-looking image of a woman in skimpy lingerie, poorly lit and awkwardly posed. Frank grimaced.

“Well, that’s not what I expected,” he said to the empty room.

Still, unopened packaging sometimes meant value. Novelty items sold surprisingly well online, especially if they were odd enough. Frank shrugged, decision made. He didn’t open it, just carried it out to the van and placed it carefully in the back, away from the rubbish.

“Worth a look later,” he said to himself.

He shut the van doors, went back inside, and continued cleaning, unaware that he’d just added one more item to a cycle that didn’t seem to know how to end.


The Dare

“Go on,” Jimmy shouted, “it’ll be a laugh.”

“I said no, and I mean it.”

I turned the corner and headed up Roe Street. Jimmy was impossible when he was in one of his moods, and it was always me who got into trouble. He ran ahead and cut off my path, grabbing hold of me as the rest of the lads made a tight, menacing circle around me.

“What’s the matter?” Jimmy squashed his nose against mine. I could smell the vodka on his breath.

“Are you chicken?” I started to protest, but all the others clucked and crowed.

The blood pounded in my temples. “Alright, I’ll show you who’s chicken!” I grabbed his sleeve. “But if I do steal some, you’ve got to wear them on your head for a week.”

With that, I turned and dragged him in the direction of Venus. The others cheered. Suddenly, Jimmy looked a little unsure. Just around the corner, we made our plan. Jimmy would watch out while I stole the goods. The rest of the lads stood across the road as we made our way to the shop door. I took hold of the handle and prayed to God that the owner was out to lunch.

My heart sank as the door opened. I pushed on through and feasted my eyes on the truly awesome sight of row upon row of girls' underwear. Everywhere I looked, there were sensual silk panties, pretty lace bras, girdles and suspender belts.

My eyes were like saucers. I couldn’t help thinking that I was invading a sacred place, that I wasn’t meant to be here.

I looked around for the owner and whispered to Jimmy: “What should I take?”

“Grab anything, she’ll be back soon.”

Once more, I scanned the acres of lace and silk around me. I was spoiled for choice. There was a cream, underwired bra in front of me. I reached out and snatched it, hastily stuffing it into my jacket pocket.

Then I turned with a sense of achievement, towards the door.

“Not so fast!”

A hand grabbed my shoulder, nails dug into my flesh, and I yelped with pain as I was wheeled around.

“Going somewhere?” The woman asked.

Jimmy was already through the door and out onto the street. I felt my heart sink and tried to struggle. She pushed me further into the shop and stood between me and the door.

“I hope you weren’t trying to steal anything.”

“No,” I lied.

“I was just looking, that’s all.”

“Then you won’t mind me looking through your pockets.”

Again, she grabbed me. I could have pushed her away and made a run for the door but there was something about her stare that fixed me to the spot like a rabbit caught in car headlights.

She took some loose change from my jeans pockets, pulled out my penknife, and discovered the bra in my jacket.

“And how were you going to pay for this?” she asked, lifting a lock of black hair from over her face. “This change wouldn’t even cover the straps.” She thrust the garment at my nose. “Look at the quality.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, barely managing to keep myself under control.

“You’re nothing but a thief and a liar.”

She turned to the door, locked it and placed the closed sign in the window.

“How do I know that you mean it when you say you’re sorry?” The blinds lowered with a click. “I am going to make you sorry.”

I was led into the fitting room behind the counter, where a full-length mirror and a small chair waited. I sat down at her behest.

She towered over me.

“Take off your clothes.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. “What?”

“I said take off your clothes, or I’ll call the police and let them deal with you.”

With a sigh of resignation, I removed my jacket and t-shirt. Next came my jeans, shoes and socks.

“I said everything,” the woman growled.

I pleaded with her.

Tears were starting to trickle down my cheeks, and I was ashamed. This woman was humiliating me. She slapped me across the face, and I capitulated, pushing my white boxers off. She then took my hand and led me back into the shop.

“Pick something out,” she ordered.

I walked nervously among the hangers, looking at the vast array of feminine underwear. Finally, I settled for a red matching bra and panty set. I had a thing for red.

“Put them on,” she said.

My face turned the same shade as the underwear, and blood roared in my ears. “I can’t,” I stuttered.

She walked over to the telephone and picked it up, dialling a number. “Hello, can I talk to someone? I think I’ve caught a thief.”

“Okay, okay,” I gasped. She smiled and hung up the phone. I inspected the panties and then bent down and slowly slipped the soft, smooth lace up my thighs. As I pulled them over my crotch, I realised that they were almost like a G-string, and I watched in the mirror as the single cord of material disappeared between my buttocks.

Next was the bra. I extended my arms and allowed her to place the bra straps over my shoulders and secure the back. She produced two silicon inserts to pad out the cups. The weight on my chest was strange, yet not entirely unpleasant. I found myself pushing my shoulders back and thrusting the new bust out.

The woman handed me some sheer black stockings, and I slowly slipped the fine silk up my legs. I ran my hands up and down my thighs without realising it. I could not believe how soft and silky they were. It was obvious that they were costly.

She clipped a red suspender belt to my waist, and I attached the straps to the tops of my stockings.

“Now, the shoes,” she said, producing a pair of black, high stiletto heels.

The leather shone in the stark light of the shop. I put them on and, with some difficulty, stood to look at myself in the mirror. The red bra was heavy and full. The silicon warmed to my body temperature, and the artificial nipples had hardened at the tip. I ran my fingers over the lacy cups and felt their pleasant weight. I always prided myself on my flat stomach, but it never had such an effect as now, where it descended into a pattern of red and silk. The shoes only made my legs seem even longer as they tapered down to five-inch heels.

“Do you know who I am?” She asked.

“No,” I gulped.

Feverish thoughts about what she had planned raced through my mind.

“My friends call me Cynthia, but you will call me Madam. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” She hissed.

“Yes, Madam.” My voice was trembling.

I was shaking so badly that my full bra jiggled as small sobs wracked my body.

“Blow your nose.” She gave me a tissue. I could smell her perfume and exclaimed how nice it was. She smiled and took my hand. I was led back into the dressing room. I sat on the chair while Madam went to fetch something.

I didn’t think she was going to call the police, but I couldn’t take it for granted. Madam returned with a black leather mini-skirt and a white blouse. The blouse was silk with long sleeves. I slipped it over my shoulders.

The silk felt beautiful as I buttoned it up. At the collar, there was an impressive hint of cleavage. I looked at the mini.

“It looks very small, Madam,” I dared to say.

“It will fit.”

“It’s really short,” I gasped.

Madam leaned over until her lips were level with my ear.

“They’ll think you are a bad little slut who will pull down her panties for anyone. That’s what you are. You’re a filthy little slut. Aren’t you? Say it.”

“I’m a filthy little slut.” I shivered.

“Good, now put on the skirt.”

Whilst sitting on the chair, I raised my feet and slowly drew the leather sheath up my calves. When it reached knee level, I stood up. As I slipped the skirt up my thighs, it constricted my flesh. I had to tug quite hard to get it over my hips. When Madam pulled the zip up, I felt totally squeezed.

As I gazed at my reflection in the mirror, I realised the skirt had a corset-like effect, narrowing my waist. My hips splayed out enticingly from my tiny waist. As I walked up and down, the skirt also restricted my movement, so that I could only take small steps.

A jolt of fear gripped my stomach as I realised that if anyone were to attack me, I could not run very fast. I was right about the skirt being short, for I could just make out the tops of my stockings appearing below the hemline.

Madam busied herself straightening the seam at the back of my stockings. The feel of her confident touch on the back of my thighs sent shivers rippling down my spine. Madam turned my chair so it faced away from the full-length mirror. I was motioned to sit back down facing a plain white wall.

Madam produced a long, blonde wig and placed it over my head. From her handbag, makeup came. First, there was the foundation. Furrows of concentration etched their way over her forehead as she applied eyeliner, shadow, blush and deep red lipstick.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

Butterflies slipped around my stomach as I got to my feet. “See how beautiful you can be.” The image in the mirror took my breath away. It was someone else, yet she seemed so familiar. The high heels supported the long, tapered legs, the sexy suspenders peeking from beneath the tight miniskirt.

The white silk blouse billowed out from my narrow waist to the impressive cleavage. My face was smooth and soft, with a flawless complexion. The eyeliner and shadow gave my blue eyes a smoky, come-to-bed look. My lips were a deep, sensual red. They were stretched in the most dazzling smile I had ever seen.

“See,” she smiled. “Look how beautiful you can be once you get rid of that stupid, macho idiot.”

With a peck on my cheek, she led me into the shop and stood me behind the counter. Then she produced a small calculator and started adding up some figures she had written on a notepad.

“Right,” she announced. “Including the bra you stole, the outfit you are wearing costs three hundred and sixty-nine pounds and seventy pence...cash, cheque or credit card?”

I stammered that I had no money and that I was unemployed. A look of pure triumph washed over Madam’s face.

“Well,” she growled. “You’re just going to have to work for me as a sales assistant, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I sighed. “Yes, WHAT?”

“Yes, Madam.”

I jumped to attention. My breasts jiggled.

“That’s more like it. Now here are the rules. Always behave like a young lady. Obey me always. Once you have paid for the clothes, you're free to go. Do you understand?” I nodded solemnly. “Now, unlock the door, open the blinds, and if no customers are waiting, sweep the floor.”

I unlocked the door. The blinds opened, flooding the shop with bright sunlight. I cast my eyes over the beautiful lingerie. A tinkle at the door drew my eyes to a figure standing in the sunlight. His face was in shadow, but as he moved closer, I could see it was Jimmy.

“Have you seen a bloke in here?” He asked. “Wearing jeans and a bomber jacket...about so tall.”

Before I could think, my mouth opened, and I said: “There’s no man here. Can I help you?”

“No,” he said, eyeing my legs and breasts. “At least not in here. What’s your name?”

My mind turned somersaults.

“What’s in a name?” I quipped. “Who would you like me to be?”

A wicked grin played over his lips, and he fixed his brown eyes on mine. “You look like a model…. Cindy...Yes, Cindy.”

“All right then,” I grinned. “

“What are you doing after work, Cindy?” He asked, taking a step towards me. His arm snaked around my waist, and his lips were suddenly inches from mine. I raised my finger and pressed it gently against them.

“I’m meeting you,” I said.


Sissy’s First Date

The evening of your first date dawns with a flutter of excitement in your chest. You’ve been looking forward to this for days, and now that it’s here, you want everything to be perfect. You stretch in front of the mirror, a smile playing on your lips. The evening is yours to shape, and you’re determined to make every moment count.

You start with a shower, letting the warm water cascade over your skin. You reach for your favourite body wash, a luxurious vanilla-scented one that leaves your skin feeling soft and smelling divine. As you lather up, you take your time, savouring the ritual. You exfoliate gently, smoothing away any roughness, and rinse off, feeling refreshed and renewed. Stepping out of the shower, you wrap yourself in a plush towel and pat your skin dry, careful not to tug or rub too hard.

Next comes the moisturising routine. You squeeze a dollop of rich, hydrating lotion into your palms and begin to massage it into your smooth skin, starting at your feet and working your way up. You take extra care with your elbows and knees, ensuring they’re as soft as the rest of you. The lotion absorbs quickly, leaving your skin glowing and silky to the touch. You pause to admire how your skin seems to radiate health and vitality.

Oh, sissy, you feel so feminine. Your breath catches as you imagine standing before your date in that pretty dress, meeting for the first time. A thrill of excitement and longing runs through you.

But for now, you need to concentrate. Everything needs to be perfect.

Now it’s time to choose your underwear. You open your drawer and survey the options, your fingers brushing over lace and silk. You want something that makes you feel confident and alluring, so you select a matching set in deep crimson—a bra with delicate lace detailing and panties that hug your curves just right. A matching garter belt and sheer stockings. Perfect.

Slipping them on, you can’t help but smile at the way they make you feel. It’s your little secret, a hidden layer of confidence that only you know about.

You move to your vanity table, where your makeup is neatly arranged. Sitting down, you take a deep breath and begin. First, you apply a lightweight primer to create a smooth base, then a foundation that perfectly matches your skin tone. You blend it in with a sponge, ensuring there are no harsh lines. A touch of concealer under your eyes brightens your face, and you set it all with a light dusting of translucent powder.

Next, you move on to your eyes. You choose a neutral eyeshadow palette, applying a soft taupe shade to your lids and blending a darker brown into the crease for depth. A flick of eyeliner follows, sharp and precise, and you finish with two coats of mascara that make your lashes look long and lush. You take a moment to admire your handiwork, pleased with the way your eyes seem to pop.

Blush comes next—a soft pink that gives your cheeks a natural flush. You apply it with a light hand, blending it upwards towards your temples. Then, you reach for the pièce de résistance: your bright red lipstick. You carefully outline your lips with a matching liner before filling them in with the bold, vibrant colour. The effect is striking, and you feel a surge of confidence as you press your lips together to even out the colour.

Your hair is next. You’ve decided to wear it down, so you take your time blow-drying it, using a round brush to create soft waves. Once it’s dry, you run a curling iron through a few sections to add definition, then spritz it with a light-hold hairspray to keep everything in place. You fluff it with your fingers, letting the waves fall naturally around your shoulders.

Now it’s time to dress. You’ve chosen a little red dress for the occasion—a classic choice that never fails to impress. The fabric hugs your figure in all the right places, and the hemline falls just above your knees, striking the perfect balance between elegant and playful. You step into it carefully, pulling it up and adjusting the straps so it sits just right. Turning to the mirror, you admire the way the dress accentuates your curves, making you feel both sophisticated and sexy.

You slip into your high heels next—a pair of red stilettos that add a few inches to your height and make your legs look endless. The click of the heels against the floor is satisfying, and you can’t help but strike a pose in front of the mirror. You turn to the side, then the other, admiring the way the dress moves with you. You feel powerful, beautiful, and ready to take on the world.

As a final touch, you spritz on your favourite perfume—a floral scent with hints of jasmine and vanilla. It’s subtle yet memorable, and you hope it leaves a lasting impression. You grab your clutch, double-checking that you have everything you need: your phone, your lipstick for touch-ups, and a small bottle of perfume, just in case.

Before you leave, you take one last look in the mirror. The woman staring back at you is confident, radiant, and ready for whatever the night brings. You smile at yourself, feeling a surge of excitement and anticipation. This is your moment, and you’re going to make the most of it.

With a deep breath, you grab your purse and head out for your date, the click of your heels echoing in the hallway. The night is young, and so are you. Whatever happens, you know you’ve prepared well, and that’s half the battle. The rest is up to fate—and maybe a little bit of magic.

The evening air is cool against your skin as you step out onto the street, the city alive with the hum of activity. The faint breeze catches the hem of your dress, making it swish gently around your thighs, and you feel the soft cling of your crimson underwear with every step. The sound of your heels clicking against the pavement is rhythmic, almost musical, and it fills you with a sense of purpose. You’re on your way, and the anticipation is electric.

As you walk, you can’t help but notice the way the streetlights cast a warm glow on everything, creating a dreamlike atmosphere. The city feels different tonight—more alive, more magical. You pass by a shop window, and your reflection catches your eye. You pause for just a moment, taking in the sight of yourself. The red dress hugs your figure perfectly, the red of your lipstick bold and striking against the night's backdrop. Your hair falls in soft waves, and your eyes seem to sparkle even in the dim light. You look… stunning. The realisation sends a thrill through you, and you can’t help but smile. This is you, at your best, and you’re ready to shine.

You continue walking, your heart pounding a little harder as you near the bar. It’s not far now, just a few more blocks. You focus on the rhythm of your steps, the click of your heels grounding you. The cool air nips at your skin, but it’s invigorating, not uncomfortable. You feel alive, every sense heightened. The faint scent of your perfume wafts up to you, a comforting reminder of the care you’ve taken to prepare for this moment.

As you turn the corner, the bar comes into view. It’s cosy and inviting, with warm light spilling out through the windows and the faint sound of laughter drifting into the street. Your stomach flutters, a mix of nerves and excitement. You take a deep breath, smoothing your dress and running a hand through your hair to ensure everything is in place. You want to make a good impression, and you know you’ve done everything you can to look and feel your best.

You pause just outside the door, giving yourself a moment to collect your thoughts. You can see the glow of the bar’s interior, the silhouettes of people inside chatting and enjoying themselves. Your heart is racing now, but it’s a good kind of nervousness—the kind that comes with the promise of something new and exciting. You remind yourself of the reflection you saw in the shop window, of how confident and beautiful you looked. That’s who you are tonight. That’s who you’re bringing to this date.

With one last deep breath, you push open the door and step inside. The warmth of the bar envelops you, along with the mingling scents of cocktails and candle wax. Your eyes scan the room, searching for your date. And then you see them. They’re sitting at a table near the back, their face lighting up as they spot you. They stand, smiling, and you feel a rush of relief and excitement. They look just as nervous as you feel, and it’s endearing.

You walk over, your heels clicking softly against the floor, and you can feel their eyes on you. When you reach the table, the man greets you with a warm hello, his voice tinged with admiration. “You look amazing,” he says, and you feel a blush rise to your cheeks.

“Thank you,” you reply, your voice steady despite the butterflies in your stomach. You take a seat, smoothing your dress as you do, and the two of you begin to talk. The nerves slowly melt away as the conversation flows, and you find yourself relaxing into the moment. The night stretches out before you, full of possibility, and you can’t wait to see where it leads.

The night takes on a new energy as you and your date decide to leave the cosy bar and head to a nearby nightclub. The transition from the bar's warm, intimate atmosphere to the club's pulsating heartbeat feels exhilarating. The bass from the music thumps through the air as you approach, and you can already feel the rhythm pulling you in. He holds the door open for you, and you step inside, the neon lights and swirling colours of the club immediately enveloping you.

As you make your way through the crowd, you’re acutely aware of his eyes on you. They linger, tracing the lines of your dress, the curve of your waist, the sway of your hips as you walk. It’s not subtle, the way he’s looking at you, and though it might have made you self-conscious in another context, tonight it only fuels your confidence. You feel desired, and it’s intoxicating. You glance over your shoulder, catching his gaze, and flash a playful smile. He grins back, his eyes dark with admiration.

The music is loud, the kind that vibrates through your chest and makes it impossible not to move. He leads you to the dance floor, and you follow willingly, the anticipation building with every step. When you reach the centre of the floor, he turns to you, his hands finding your waist. His touch is firm but gentle, and you feel a shiver run through you as he pulls you closer. The heat of his body against yours is electric, and you let yourself melt into the moment.

You start to move, the rhythm guiding you. Your bodies sync effortlessly, your hips swaying in time with his. His hands slide around your waist, pulling you even closer, and you can feel the strength in his arms as he holds you. The music pulses around you, but all you can focus on is the way he’s looking at you, the way his hands feel on your body, the way his breath brushes against your neck as he leans in.

The space between you disappears as he bends his head, his lips brushing against yours. It’s tentative at first, a question, and you answer by pressing closer, deepening the kiss. His lips are warm, his breath hot against your skin, and you lose yourself in the sensation. His strength is intoxicating, the way he holds you so securely, as if he never wants to let go. You feel small in his arms, feminine and desired, and it’s a feeling you savour.

The kiss breaks, but only for a moment. Your eyes meet, and there’s a hunger in his gaze that mirrors your own. He kisses you again, more urgently this time, and you respond with equal fervour. The world around you fades away—the music, the lights, the other people on the dance floor—until it’s just the two of you, lost in each other.

When you finally pull back, breathless and flushed, he keeps his arms around you, his forehead resting against yours. You can feel his heartbeat, rapid and strong, and it matches the rhythm of your own. The music shifts, slowing to a sultry, seductive beat, and you stay close, your bodies still moving together. His hands slide down to your hips, guiding you, and you let him take the lead, trusting him completely.

The night stretches on, a blur of music and movement and stolen kisses. You feel alive in a way you haven’t in a long time, every touch, every glance, every whispered word sending sparks through you. As the hours pass, you know this is a night you’ll remember for a long time—a night where everything felt perfect, where you felt beautiful, desired, and utterly alive. And as you dance in his arms, you can’t help but wonder where this night might lead, and what other magic it might hold.

The night reaches its crescendo as the two of you leave the nightclub, the city lights casting a soft glow around you. The air is cooler now, but you barely notice; your body is still humming with the warmth of his touch, the electricity of his gaze. He takes your hand, his fingers intertwining with yours, and you feel a thrill run through you as he leads you toward his hotel. There’s an unspoken understanding between you, a shared anticipation that makes your heart race and your breath quicken.

The walk to the hotel is a blur, the world outside fading into the background as you focus on the feel of his hand in yours, the way his thumb brushes against your skin in a gentle, reassuring rhythm. When you reach his room, he unlocks the door and steps aside to let you in first. The room is dimly lit, the soft glow of a bedside lamp casting warm shadows across the space. You step inside, your heels clicking softly against the floor, and he closes the door behind you, the sound of the latch clicking into place sending a shiver down your spine.

He turns to you, his eyes dark with desire but softened by something more profound—something tender and reverent. He steps closer, his hands rising to cradle your face, his touch so gentle it makes your heart ache. He leans in, his lips brushing against yours in a kiss that’s slow and deliberate, as if he’s savouring every moment. You respond instinctively, your hands finding their way to his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath your fingertips.

His hands slide down to your shoulders, his fingers tracing the straps of your dress before gently pushing them aside. The fabric slips down, pooling at your feet, and you feel a rush of vulnerability mixed with exhilaration. His eyes never leave yours as he takes you in, his gaze filled with admiration and something else—something that makes you feel cherished. He steps closer, his hands warm against your skin as he helps you out of the rest of your clothes, his movements unhurried and deliberate.

When you’re standing before him, completely exposed, he doesn’t rush. Instead, he takes a moment to simply look at you, his eyes tracing every curve, every line, as if committing you to memory. “You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice low and husky, and the sincerity in his words makes your heart swell.

He reaches for you then, pulling you into his arms, and you feel the strength in his embrace, the way he holds you as if you’re something precious. His lips find yours again, and this time the kiss is deeper, more urgent, but still laced with tenderness. His hands roam your body, exploring every inch with a reverence that leaves you breathless. You respond in kind, your hands sliding over his shoulders, down his back, feeling the hard planes of his muscles beneath your fingertips.

When he finally lays you down on the bed, it’s with a gentleness that surprises you. He hovers above you, his eyes locked on yours, and you can see the effort he’s making to hold back, to take his time. When he finally joins his body to yours, it’s with a care that makes your heart ache. He moves slowly, his eyes never leaving yours, and you feel every sensation as if it’s magnified—the warmth of his skin against yours, the way he fills you, the way his breath hitches when you respond to him.

It’s your first time, but there’s no pain, no discomfort—only a sense of rightness, of connection. He whispers your name, his voice rough with emotion, and you feel tears prick at the corners of your eyes, not from sadness but from the overwhelming intensity of what you’re sharing. He kisses you again, his lips soft against yours, and you lose yourself in the rhythm of his movements, in the way he makes you feel.

When the moment comes, it’s like a wave crashing over you, pulling you under and lifting you up all at once. You cling to him, your body trembling as pleasure courses through you, and you feel him shudder against you, his own release following yours. He collapses beside you, pulling you into his arms, and you rest your head on his chest, listening to the rapid beat of his heart as it slowly returns to normal.

He brushes a strand of hair from your face, his touch so tender it makes your heart ache. “Are you okay?” he asks, his voice soft, and you nod, unable to find the words to express how you feel. He kisses your forehead, his lips lingering, and you close your eyes, savouring the warmth of his embrace.

In that moment, you feel a sense of fulfilment unlike anything you’ve ever known. It’s not just the physical pleasure, though that was more than you ever imagined—it’s the way he made you feel, the way he looked at you, touched you, as if you were the most important thing in the world. You drift off to sleep in his arms, your heart full, knowing that this night has changed you in ways you’re only beginning to understand.


Rock Chick Sissy

The girls arrived at Candy’s parents’ garage just after nine, one by one, the quiet suburban street briefly jolted awake by engines, laughter, and the thump of boots on concrete.

The garage door was already half open, sunlight spilling across scuffed amps, tangled leads, and the battered drum kit that lived there permanently now. Candy’s parents had long since surrendered the space, the cars exiled to the drive in favour of guitars, microphones, and the steady promise of noise.

Candy was first inside, as always. She moved with nervous energy, setting out the mic stand, checking cables, and humming fragments of melodies under her breath. She was dressed for rehearsal rather than the stage, but even casual meant style and femininity.

Today mattered. Tonight, mattered more. Their gig at the bar was the biggest they’d had so far, not just another support slot but a proper set, their name on the chalkboard outside, their sound filling the room for a full hour.

Sarah arrived next, drumsticks poking out of her bag, hair pulled back loosely, eyes already half in rhythm.

She gave Candy a quick hug and went straight to the kit, adjusting the snare, tapping lightly, feeling the space. To her, rehearsals were about atmosphere as much as precision. The garage always sounded different in the morning.

Mina swept in with a flourish, tall frame ducking slightly as she stepped through the doorway, fiddle case slung over her shoulder like an accessory rather than an instrument. She made some comment about the early start, kissed the air near Candy’s cheek, and leaned her fiddle against an amp with casual confidence. She thrived on gigs, on eyes, on reactions, and the thought of the bar crowd this evening already had her smiling.

Lisa was last, bass strapped across her back, cigarette unlit between her fingers out of habit rather than intention. She surveyed the room like a general arriving at a familiar battlefield. Tonight’s set needed to be tight. No mistakes, no excuses.

They were buzzing with it, all of them. The anticipation of the night ahead, the chance to prove something, to be louder and sharper and more unforgettable than the bands that had come before them.

Lipstick Riot had a set to rehearse, a crowd to win, and no time to waste.

They began setting up without really thinking, muscle memory taking over as amps were dragged into place and leads uncoiled, the familiar clatter filling the garage. Someone joked about the smell, someone else complained about the cold concrete, and then, as if on cue, Lisa stopped and looked around.

“Where the hell is Erica?”

The question hung there, half-annoyed, half-resigned. Erica was always late. It had become part of her mythology, the talented lead guitarist who drifted in when she felt like it, unapologetic and usually smiling.

Candy checked her phone, frowning. Mina perched on an amp and stretched her legs, unconcerned.

Sarah was the one who froze. She already had her phone in her hand when it buzzed, the vibration sharp and sudden.

“Oh shit.”

She stared at the screen for a second too long, then turned it so the others could see. A short message sat at the top.

Sorry, girls. Couldn’t do it in person.

Below it, a photo loaded slowly, then resolved into something painfully clear. Erica, sunglasses on, hair loose, smiling as if she hadn’t just derailed their day, stood in front of the Eiffel Tower. One arm was looped around a man none of them recognised.

For a moment, no one spoke. The silence felt heavy, stunned.

Mina broke it with a sharp, humourless laugh.

“Bitch.”

For a few seconds after Mina spoke, the garage felt smaller. The photo still glowed on Sarah’s phone, the Eiffel Tower bright and smug behind Erica’s grin. Candy reached out and gently pushed the screen down, as if closing it might make the situation less real.

“Well,” Mina said lightly, swinging her legs. “That’s commitment.”

Lisa did not smile. She set her bass down harder than necessary and ran a hand through her hair. “We’re fucked,” she said flatly. “We do not have a lead guitarist.”

Candy straightened, already shaking her head. “We don’t cancel.”

Lisa looked at her. “Candy.”

“No,” Candy said again, firmer. “We do not cancel. Not tonight.”

Sarah leaned back against the drum riser, arms folded, watching the exchange carefully. She knew that look on Candy’s face. Once she latched onto something, she did not let go easily.

“We can’t play the set without a lead guitarist,” Lisa said. “Not properly. Half the songs hinge on Erica’s parts.”

Mina shrugged. “We could strip them back. Make it raw.”

Lisa shot her a look. “This isn’t open mic night. It’s a bloody audition.”

Candy took a breath. “Some record people are coming tonight.”

That did it. The words cut through the garage like feedback. Lisa went still. Mina stopped swinging her legs. Even Sarah felt the weight of it land.

“What kind of record people?” Lisa asked.

Candy hesitated, then said, “Two A and R guys. Small label, but real. They were at the bar last month. They asked if we were playing again.”

Mina let out a low whistle. “And you didn’t mention that earlier because?”

“Because Erica was supposed to be here,” Candy said quietly.

Lisa turned away, pacing. “So we either go on without a lead guitarist and look amateur, or we cancel and look unreliable. Great options.”

“We don’t look unreliable,” Candy said. “Not tonight.”

Sarah had been quiet too long. She felt it, the pressure building, the familiar itch in her brain when a solution hovered just out of reach. She glanced again at the photo on her phone, at Erica’s careless smile, and something clicked into place.

“What about Sam?” she said.

The words landed oddly, like a chord struck in the wrong key.

Lisa stopped pacing. Mina tilted her head. Candy blinked.

“Sam?” Candy repeated.

“Yes,” Sarah said, pushing herself upright. “Sam.”

Mina frowned. “Your brother Sam?”

Sarah nodded. “Who else?”

Lisa stared at her. “Your lazy, permanently horizontal brother Sam.”

“He’s not permanently horizontal,” Sarah said. “Just frequently.”

Candy folded her arms, thinking. “He’s a guitarist.”

“He’s a great guitarist,” Sarah said quickly. “You’ve seen him play.”

“Yes, in a hoodie, sitting on the sofa,” Lisa said. “Not on stage. Not tonight.”

“He knows the songs,” Sarah said. “All of them. He’s been around rehearsals enough. He can play Erica’s parts, and if something goes wrong, he can improvise.”

Mina laughed softly. “You’re forgetting one small detail.”

Sarah looked at her. “Which is?”

Mina gestured vaguely at herself, then at Candy, then at Lisa. “This is an all-girl band.”

Candy nodded slowly. “It’s the brand.”

“I know,” Sarah said. “But Sam can look really girly.”

The silence that followed was different this time. Curious. Dangerous.

Lisa raised an eyebrow. “Explain.”

Sarah hesitated, then shrugged. “I dressed him up once. A long while ago.”

Mina’s eyes lit up instantly. “Oh, you can’t just say that and stop.”

“It was stupid,” Sarah said. “We were teenagers. Messing around. But he looked honestly? He was quite stunning.”

Candy studied her face. Sarah was not joking. There was a certainty in her voice that made Candy lean in rather than dismiss the idea.

“How stunning?” Mina asked.

Sarah flushed slightly. “Enough that if you didn’t know him, you wouldn’t have questioned it.”

Lisa scoffed. “This is insane.”

“Is it?” Candy said.

Lisa turned back to her. “You are not seriously considering this.”

Candy chewed her lip. “I’m considering everything.”

“He’s a guy,” Lisa said. “On stage. With us.”

“He just has to stand and play guitar and look pretty,” Sarah said. “That’s it. No vocals. No talking. We put him in the right clothes, do his makeup properly, and keep the lights low. People will see what they expect to see.”

Mina grinned. “And people expect Lipstick Riot to be hot girls in heels.”

“Exactly,” Sarah said.

Lisa folded her arms. “You’re talking about dressing your brother up as a girl and putting him in front of a crowd.”

Sarah met her gaze. “I’m talking about saving the gig.”

Candy paced now, slow and thoughtful. “He is good. Despite his…well.”

“Yes,” Sarah said without hesitation. “He can play anything. And he doesn’t panic.”

“That’s because he doesn’t care,” Lisa muttered.

“That might actually help,” Candy said.

Mina laughed. “God, I would love to see his face. Would he do it?”

Lisa exhaled sharply. “You’re all out of your minds.”

Candy stopped pacing. “Well, will he do it?” She put her hands on her hips and seemed to reach a decision. “Where is he?”

“At his dump,” Sarah said. “In bed. As usual.”

Mina hopped off the amp. “Well, let’s wake him up.”

Lisa shook her head. “This is a terrible idea.”

Candy looked between them, weighing it all. The risk. The reward. The image of the bar that evening, lights low, bodies pressed close, the chance slipping away if they faltered now.

“We don’t have another option,” Candy said finally. “We can’t learn a new set in a day. We can’t play without a lead guitarist. And I am not cancelling.” Lisa opened her mouth to argue, then stopped. Mina was smiling again, already imagining it. “Okay, call him.”

Candy turned to Sarah. “Will he even do it?”

For a moment, no one spoke. Then Sarah slipped her phone back into her pocket and lifted her chin, a small, decisive smile forming.

“No,” she said. “Let’s go and surprise him.”

Sam dreamed he was on stage with Led Zeppelin.

The lights were blinding, warm and gold, and the sound rolled through him like electricity. Jimmy Page stood a few feet away, nodding in approval, while the crowd stretched out into infinity, faces blurred into movement and noise. Sam felt weightless, lost in the music, lying back as he played, legs dangling over the edge of something soft and familiar. He went into his guitar solo and the crowd went wild.

The dream fractured with a crash.

The bedroom door flew open, slamming against the wall hard enough to make the posters rattle. Sam jerked awake with a shout, blinking against the sudden flood of daylight. For a second, he did not understand what he was seeing. Four figures stood in the doorway, backlit and unmistakable.

Girls. All of them.

“Jesus!” Sam yelped, scrambling upright. He realised, far too late, that he was wearing nothing but his boxers. He grabbed the sheet and hauled it up to his chest. “What the hell are you doing?”

Sarah stood at the front, arms folded, entirely unbothered. Behind her, Candy peered into the room with open curiosity, Mina leaned casually against the doorframe, and Lisa crossed her arms, unimpressed.

“Nice room,” Mina said lightly. “Jesus, what’s that smell.”

“Get out!” Sam snapped, mortified. “Knock, maybe?” He turned and knocked a half can of lager off the side table onto the floor. It seeped out onto the carpet.

“We did knock,” Sarah said. “You didn’t answer.”

Sam rubbed his eyes, trying to wake properly. His hair was a mess, falling into his face in soft, unruly waves, and his slim body was half-hidden beneath the sheet. Even scowling, he was unmistakably handsome, his features delicate enough to border on pretty. If it wasn’t for his inherent laziness, he would probably have made someone a good catch by now.

“What time is it?” he demanded.

“Doesn’t matter,” Sarah said. “We need you.”

Sam frowned. “For what?”

“Erica’s gone,” Sarah said. “She’s run off to Europe with her boyfriend.”

Sam blinked. “What?”

“We have a gig tonight,” Candy added gently. “And no lead guitarist.”

Silence followed as Sam processed that. He glanced from one face to the next, searching for the punchline.

“You’re joking.”

“No,” Lisa said flatly. “We need you to fill in.”

Sam laughed, a short, disbelieving sound. “No chance. I’m going out tonight. I’ve got plans.”

Sarah stepped forward. “Cancel them.”

“Absolutely not,” Sam said. “You can’t just barge in here and—”

“Sam,” Sarah cut in, her voice sharpening. “This is important.”

He shook his head. “I’m not joining your band. I’m not even dressed.”

Mina smirked. “That can be fixed.”

Sam shot her a look. “Don’t.”

Candy spoke again, softer this time. “You know the songs. You can play them. You’re the only person who can help us.”

Sam hesitated, just for a moment. “Still no.”

Sarah sighed, then fixed him with a look he recognised all too well. The one she had perfected over years of shared childhood, the one that meant she was not going to let this go.

“Get your guitar,” she said. “And come with us. We’ve got to get ready.”

Sam glanced at his watch on the bedside table. He stared at it, then back at her.

“It’s not even midday,” he said. Sarah did not blink. He knew that look and groaned, running a hand down his face. “This is dumb.”

But he swung his legs over the side of the bed anyway, stood up, and reached for a pair of jeans. As he pulled them on, he muttered under his breath, already knowing he had lost.

And Sarah smiled.

The drive up to Candy’s parents’ house always felt longer than it really was.

Sam sat in the back seat, guitar case wedged awkwardly against his knee, watching the houses change as they climbed higher into the neighbourhood. The roads were cleaner here, quieter. The pavements wider. Cars sat on driveways like ornaments rather than necessities. Everything looked deliberate, expensive, and faintly unreal.

Sarah noticed him staring. She said nothing.

Sam shifted uncomfortably. He and Sarah had grown up somewhere very different. Narrow streets. Terraced houses pressed together. Noise that never really stopped. You learned early not to expect space, or silence, or anything handed to you. Candy’s world felt like another country entirely.

They pulled onto a long, curved drive that led up to a large, immaculate house. Brickwork without a mark on it. Windows that gleamed. The kind of place that looked untouched by bad luck.

Candy’s father was something big in finance. Sam didn’t know exactly what, only that it involved money moving invisibly and growing larger while other people worked themselves into the ground. The house reflected that kind of success.

Lisa cut the engine. “Let’s move.”

Sam followed them out of the car, feeling suddenly underdressed and vaguely grubby in his old jeans and hoodie. He adjusted the guitar strap on his shoulder and waited for them to head towards the garage. Instead, Candy turned toward the front door.

“Upstairs,” she said. “My room.”

Sam blinked. “What about the garage?”

“We’re not practising yet,” Candy replied, already walking. “We need to get ready.”

He frowned but followed, shoes crunching softly on gravel as they crossed the drive. Inside, the house smelled faintly of polish and something floral. It was quiet in a way that made Sam feel like he was intruding. Candy led them up a wide staircase to the first floor and into her bedroom.

Sam stopped just inside the doorway.

The room was large, airy, and unapologetically feminine. Soft pink walls. White furniture with curved edges. Cushions and throws arranged artfully on a neatly made bed. A vanity crowded with makeup, brushes, and perfume bottles. Everything coordinated. Everything intentional.

Sam snorted. “Blimey. Barbie called. She wants her colour scheme back.”

Mina laughed. Lisa rolled her eyes. Candy didn’t rise to it. “You smell,” She said calmly, handing him a towel from a neatly folded stack. “Go and shower.”

Sam recoiled. “What?”

“You stink,” she repeated. “What were you up to last night?”

“Nothing,” Sam said defensively. “I was out. Normal stuff.” Which generally meant beer and pot.

Candy tilted her head. “Normal doesn’t smell like that.”

Sarah stepped closer, her expression unreadable. “Bathroom’s through there.”

Sam looked between them. “I’m not—”

“Sam,” Candy said, still calm, still smiling. “Trust me.”

He hesitated, then scoffed. “This is ridiculous.”

But he took the towel.

The bathroom was as pristine as the rest of the house. White tiles. Chrome fixtures. Everything gleaming. Sam shut the door, grumbling under his breath, and turned the shower on hotter than necessary.

He told himself he’d be quick.

The hot water cut through the lingering haze of sleep and resentment. He scrubbed himself roughly, trying not to think about why they were all so insistent. He heard the door open and Sarah saying: “Put this on when you’ve finished.” 

When he finally turned the water off, he wrapped the towel around his waist and stepped out. Sam frowned, drying himself quickly. He reached for his clothes. They were gone. His jeans, hoodie, boxers. All of it.

In their place, laid neatly beside the sink, was a silk robe, pale and glossy, and a pair of white panties folded carefully on top.

Sam stared.

For a long moment, the house was silent except for the faint hum of the extractor fan. “What the fuck,” he whispered.

Sam cracked the bathroom door open by an inch.

“What the hell is going on?” he hissed. All four of them were lined up in the bedroom, arms folded, expressions ranging from amused to unapologetic. Candy leaned against the vanity. Mina stood tall and pleased with herself. Lisa’s face was hard, assessing. Sarah was at the centre of it all, practically vibrating with triumph.

“I can’t find my clothes,” Sam said, louder now. “This isn’t funny.”

Sarah grinned. “We’ve got you.”

Sam stared at her. “What does that even mean?”

“Oh, come on, Sam,” Mina said lightly. “It’s only for one night.”

“One night of what?” he snapped. “Because I’m not standing around butt naked in Candy’s bedroom while you lot mess with me.”

Candy stepped forward then, hands clasped, expression calm in that infuriating way of hers. “Sam, listen. We’re an all-girl band. That’s not just a coincidence, it’s the image. The aesthetic. The reason people notice us.”

“So?” Sam said. “I’m filling in. People will get it.” He shrugged. “Just say I’m a guest guitarist. Happens all the time.”

“Not tonight. Not with record people watching.”

Sam shook his head slowly as he realised what was happening. “No. Absolutely not.”

Sarah took over. “You just have to be a girl for the evening.”

The words hit him harder than he expected.

“A what?”

“For the gig,” Candy clarified. “On stage. You stand, you play, you don’t speak. Under the lights, in the outfit, no one will question it.”

Sam laughed, sharp and incredulous. “You’re insane. Give me my clothes back.”

“No,” Lisa said.

He turned to her. “Excuse me?”

“You heard,” Lisa replied. “If you walk out dressed like a guy, we don’t have a band tonight.”

“That is not my problem,” Sam shot back.

Sarah stepped closer. “It is if you care about us.”

Sam looked at her, really looked. She was serious. All of them were. This was not a prank. This was not going away.

“You can’t make me do this,” he said.

“We’re not making you,” Candy said gently. “We’re asking you to help.”

“And stealing my clothes,” Sam snapped.

Mina shrugged. “Details.”

He ran a hand through his damp hair, breathing hard. “This is messed up.”

“Sam,” Sarah said quietly, “you don’t want to let us down.”

He glared at her. She held his gaze. After a long, miserable pause, he turned back toward the bathroom.

“Where’s the robe?” he muttered.

He grabbed it, yanked it on, and tied it tightly around himself. The silk felt alien against his skin, too smooth, too light. He slipped the panties on with a scowl, refusing to think about them more than necessary.

When he finally shuffled back into the bedroom, clutching the robe closed like armour, Mina clapped softly.

“Well,” she said. “That’s a start.”

Sam scowled. “Don’t.”

Lisa circled him once, slow and critical, eyes flicking to his legs, his arms, the faint shadow of stubble along his jaw.

“Ugh,” she said. “No.”

Sam stiffened. “No, what?”

“No body hair,” Lisa replied. “If you’re doing this, you’re doing it properly.” She picked up a bottle of epilation cream and handed it to him. “Put it on, leave for five minutes, then wash it off.”

Sam stared at her. “Oh, come on!”

Candy sighed, already reaching for her phone. “Bathroom’s free.”

Sam’s stomach dropped.

“You are all completely off your rockers,” he said.


Candy was completely in her element.

Sam sat stiffly on a stool in the centre of her bedroom, knees together, hands clenched in his lap, still wrapped in the silk robe as if it might protect him from what was happening. The room felt different now, charged with focus and excitement. The girls had circled in closer, no longer arguing or negotiating, but watching with intent.

Candy moved around him slowly, head tilted, eyes sharp and appraising. This was not casual play for her. This was craft.

“Eyebrows first,” she said.

Sam flinched. “My eyebrows are fine.”

Candy smiled faintly. “Not for tonight.”

She stepped in close, lifting his chin with two fingers. Sam froze. He could smell her perfume now, light and sweet, and feel the warmth of her hands as she brushed his hair back from his face. Candy worked carefully, plucking and shaping, refining the arch with practised precision. Sam winced once, then stopped reacting altogether, staring straight ahead as if endurance were the best strategy.

Sarah watched from the bed, grinning openly.

When Candy finally stepped back, Sarah leaned forward to inspect the result. Her eyes widened.

“Oooh la la,” she said, laughing.

Sam glanced at the mirror despite himself.

His eyebrows were thinner now, cleaner, the shape subtly altered. His face looked different. Softer. More open. He frowned, then frowned harder when the expression didn’t look the way he expected it to.

Candy was already reaching for moisturiser.

“Skin prep,” she said. “Relax.”

“I am relaxed,” Sam muttered.

Candy ignored him. She warmed the cream between her hands and began to massage it into his face, slow and deliberate. Her fingers traced his jawline, his cheeks, his temples. Sam’s protests dissolved into uncomfortable silence. His skin tingled. The touch was professional, assured, almost reverent.

Mina leaned against the wardrobe, arms folded, watching closely. “He’s got good bone structure,” she said. “Lucky bastard.”

Lisa nodded once. “Yeah. Annoyingly good.”

Candy hummed in agreement as she finished and stepped back again. Sam’s skin looked smoother already, faintly luminous under the bedroom light.

Then the makeup began.

Foundation first, blended seamlessly, erasing shadows and unevenness. Concealer next, precise and efficient. Sam watched his reflection with growing unease as the familiar markers of his face softened and blurred, replaced by something cleaner, more polished. Candy worked silently now, fully absorbed, her movements confident and fluid.

Sarah crept closer, peering over Candy’s shoulder. “He’s changing already.”

Sam swallowed. “I look weird.”

“You look promising,” Candy replied.

Blush followed, then contour, subtle but transformative. His cheekbones emerged, sharper and more pronounced. His nose seemed straighter. His lips fuller. Candy paused occasionally, stepping back, assessing, then adjusting again.

The girls’ energy shifted as the changes accumulated. Mina straightened, eyes bright. Sarah clasped her hands together, barely containing her excitement. Even Lisa watched with interest now, her earlier scepticism giving way to something more calculated.

When Candy finally picked up the eye makeup, Sam tensed.

“Eyes closed,” she said.

He obeyed.

Brushes swept across his lids, light and careful. Shadow deepened his eyes, liner reshaped them, lashes darkened and lengthened. When Candy stepped back at last, the room fell quiet.

“Okay,” Mina said softly. “Wow.”

Sarah laughed again, breathless this time. “He doesn’t even look like Sam.”

Candy turned the stool slightly and held up the mirror.

Sam opened his eyes and stared.

The person looking back at him was unmistakably him, and yet not. His features were smoother, his eyes larger, his expression almost delicate. Feminine, undeniably so. He looked startled, beautiful, wrong in a way that made his stomach flip.

Candy watched his reaction closely, satisfaction flickering across her face.

“This,” she said calmly, “is why I love doing this.”

Around them, the girls buzzed with excitement, voices overlapping, already discussing clothes, hair, heels. And Sam, sitting very still on the stool, realised with a sinking certainty that this was no longer just about a gig.

Candy crossed the room and opened her wardrobe with a flourish, already smiling.

“I think this will be perfect,” she said.

She reached inside and drew out a dress, holding it up so Sam could see. It was unmistakably a rock chick piece, black and unapologetic. The bodice was corset-style, structured and fitted, with subtle boning that promised to pull everything into shape. Below it, the skirt burst out into layers of soft, flouncy tulle, short enough to show plenty of leg without looking flimsy. It looked dramatic even on the hanger.

Sam stared at it. “That’s…skimpy.”

“That’s fashion,” Mina said brightly.

Candy was not finished. She moved to her dresser and opened a drawer, fingers brushing confidently through neatly arranged lingerie. She selected a pair of black silk and lace panties and then a pair of sheer hold-up stockings with delicate lace tops.

“These too,” Candy said, placing them neatly on top of the dress. “They’ll work better than what you’ve got on.”

Sam’s mouth opened, then closed again.

“You want me to wear all of that?” he said.

“Yes,” Candy replied, as if he had asked whether water was wet. “Go on. Bathroom’s there.”

He hesitated, then gathered the clothes against his chest and retreated, cheeks warm, shoulders hunched. The bathroom door closed with a quiet click.

Inside, Sam stood for a moment, breathing slowly, looking at himself in the mirror. His face was unfamiliar now, softened and reshaped by Candy’s work. He swallowed and set the clothes down.

The panties came first. They felt impossibly light in his hands, smooth and cool. Pulling them on was awkward, unfamiliar, the fabric fit closer than anything he owned. He winced, then adjusted them, surprised by how they stayed in place.

The stockings followed. He sat on the edge of the bath to pull them on carefully, rolling the sheer fabric up his legs. They clung gently, the lace tops resting against his thighs. He stood and shifted his weight, acutely aware of how his legs looked now, longer somehow.

The dress was last.

He stepped into it carefully, lifting it over his hips, then tugging the bodice up into place. It hugged him immediately, firm but not painful, the corset shape encouraging him to stand straighter without him quite realising it. The skirt fluttered when he moved, light and unfamiliar against his legs.

Sam stared at himself again.

He did not recognise the figure in the mirror, but he could not deny that the outfit worked. It framed him, shaped him, changed the way he stood. He smoothed the skirt once, nervously, then squared his shoulders and opened the door.

He emerged slowly, a little sheepish, hands hovering uselessly at his sides.

The reaction was instant.

“Oh my god,” Sarah breathed.

Mina clapped her hands, delighted. “Look at you.”

Candy’s smile widened, proud and satisfied. Lisa looked him up and down once, then nodded sharply.

“Stand straight,” Lisa said. “And smile.”

Sam did as he was told, posture adjusting under the dress’s subtle guidance. When he lifted his head and managed a tentative smile, the girls exchanged glances, excitement buzzing through the room.

Candy crouched in front of the bed and reached for the shoebox she had set aside earlier, her expression bright with anticipation.

“Heels,” she announced.

Sam’s stomach sank.

She lifted them out carefully and set them on the floor in front of him. Black stiletto heels, impossibly high, the kind designed to be seen from across a room. The heels were thin and severe, the straps minimal, elegant, unapologetic.

Sam stared down at them. “You cannot be serious.”

Candy looked up at him. “Of course I am.”

“Can he even walk in those?” Sarah asked, half-teasing, half-curious.

Lisa snorted. “He’ll learn.”

Candy smiled. “By the time we’ve finished with her, she’ll be perfect.”

Sam caught the pronoun change but chose not to comment. He lowered himself onto the edge of the bed and slipped his feet into the shoes with exaggerated care. They fit. That alone unsettled him. He stood slowly, wobbling at first as the height shifted his balance forward.

“Careful,” Candy said, hands hovering but not touching.

Sam took one tentative step, then another. His calves tensed, his posture adjusted instinctively. The heels forced him upright, shoulders back, hips subtly forward.

Mina clapped. “Oh, this is going to be fun.”

They made him walk. A lot.

Up and down the length of the bedroom, turn, pause, walk back again. At first, Sam moved stiffly, concentrating far too hard, arms held awkwardly at his sides. He stumbled once, caught himself, and muttered a curse.

“Head up,” Lisa said. “Shorter steps.”

“Relax your shoulders,” Candy added. “Let your hips move.”

Sam tried again. Something clicked. His movements smoothed out, less forced. The heels no longer felt like enemies, more like instructions. With each pass across the room, he grew steadier, more fluid.

Sarah watched closely. “He’s actually getting it.”

Lisa nodded. “You’re a natural,” she said to Sam. “Don’t overthink it.”

Sam flushed. “I am absolutely thinking about it.”

“And yet,” Lisa said coolly, “you’re walking better than half the girls I know.”

Before Sam could respond, Mina suddenly snapped her fingers.

“Oh. Hair.”

Candy looked up. “What about it?”

“I’ve got an idea,” Mina said, already heading for the door. “Give me ten minutes.”

“Where are you going?” Sam asked.

Mina grinned over her shoulder. “You’ll see.”

The door closed behind her.

While she was gone, the others kept at him. Candy corrected his posture with gentle verbal cues. Lisa barked instructions about confidence and presence. Sarah teased him when he slouched, praised him when he didn’t.

Slowly, almost despite himself, Sam stopped fighting it so hard. He stood straighter. Walked smoother. Even smiled when prompted without it feeling entirely fake.

Then the door burst open again.

Mina returned, slightly out of breath, holding a long, blonde wig. It was styled deliberately messy, voluminous, unmistakably rock chick. She held it up triumphantly.

“Told you,” she said.

Candy took it reverently. “Perfect.”

They positioned Sam in front of the mirror. Candy fitted the wig carefully, adjusting the cap, arranging the strands so they framed his face just right. Blonde hair spilt over his shoulders, brushing the corset, catching the light.

“Okay,” Candy said softly. “Look.”

Sam lifted his eyes.

The reflection stole the breath from his lungs.

The person staring back at him stood tall in heels, black dress hugging her figure, blonde hair tumbling freely, makeup flawless. Feminine. Confident. Real. Something in his chest twisted, unfamiliar and undeniable.

Sarah smiled, voice warm and proud. “Samantha,” she said.

Mina beamed. “She’s finally here.”

Sam swallowed, unable to look away from the mirror.

Samantha had been born.

“As a final touch,” Candy said, guiding Samantha back onto the stool, “hold still.”

Samantha obeyed, hands resting lightly on her knees. Candy took one hand gently and examined it, nodding with approval. Her nails were naturally long, shaped by years of playing guitar, strong rather than delicate. Perfect, really.

Candy unscrewed a bottle of polish and began to work, painting each nail a vivid, glossy red. The colour flashed boldly against Samantha’s skin, unapologetic and confident. She worked carefully, blowing softly between coats.

“There,” Candy said at last, lifting Samantha’s hand to admire it. “That ties it all together.”

Samantha looked down at her nails, the red catching the light, and felt something settle into place. The girls gathered in close again, pleased, satisfied, excited.

Lisa nodded once. “Now you look the part.”

And for the first time since the bathroom door had closed behind her hours earlier, Samantha didn’t argue. She stepped up to her and sprayed a liberal amount of scent over. 
 

They made their way down to the garage together, heels clicking on concrete, anticipation humming in the air. Samantha took the stairs carefully at first, then with more confidence, the guitar case slung over her shoulder, grounding her in something familiar. The moment she stepped into the practice space and lifted the guitar into her hands, a quiet sense of relief settled over her.

This, at least, she understood.

The strap sat comfortably against the corset bodice as she plugged in, fingers instinctively finding the fretboard. The weight of the instrument, the familiar tension of strings under her fingertips, anchored her in a way nothing else that morning had.

“Okay,” Lisa said. “Let’s hear what you can do.”

They started with one of Sarah’s songs, a driving rhythm that built steadily before opening into something raw and melodic. Samantha listened closely, nodding along, and then came in cleanly, her timing precise. She did not hesitate. She did not stumble.

By the end of the first run-through, Mina was staring at her.

“Alright,” she said. “I was not expecting that.”

Candy smiled, genuine and bright. “You fit, girl.”

Samantha shrugged, trying to play it down. “I know the songs.”

“That’s an understatement,” Lisa said. “You’re locked in already.”

Of course, she was. Samantha had practised half of these tracks with Sarah over the past year, under protest and usually on the sofa, claiming she was just killing time.

Sarah wrote most of the songs, lyrics and core structure pouring out of her in bursts of inspiration. Lisa and Mina took those raw ideas and shaped them, sharpening the edges, layering in tension and release. Candy brought the voice. Not technical, not trained, but unmistakable. The kind of voice that carried emotion straight through the noise and lodged it somewhere deep.

Together, it worked.

As they ran through the set again, the music came together faster than any of them expected. Samantha adapted instinctively, matching Lisa’s aggression, responding to Mina’s flourishes, riding Sarah’s rhythms with ease.

Then Candy stopped them.

“Movement,” she said. “You can’t just stand there.”

Samantha froze. “I’m playing.”

“Yes,” Candy replied patiently. “But you’re also performing.”

Lisa demonstrated first, shifting her weight, stepping into the beat, letting the music pull her body along. Mina followed, looser, more expressive, her movements fluid and teasing.

“Short steps,” Sarah said. “Hips with the rhythm, not against it.”

Samantha tried. At first it felt awkward, too conscious, but as they played again, she let the music guide her. Her shoulders loosened. Her stance softened. The heels dictated her posture, encouraging subtle movement she might otherwise have resisted.

“Better,” Lisa said. “You don’t have to think so hard.”

Candy nodded. “Let it feel good.”

And surprisingly, it did.

By the time they finished the set, Samantha was breathless, smiling without meaning to, guitar humming quietly in her hands. The girls exchanged looks, excitement flickering between them.

All too soon, rehearsal bled into reality.

Lisa checked the time and swore softly. “We’ve got to move.”

The sudden urgency sent them into motion. Cables were wound hastily, amps hauled toward the door, cases snapped shut. Mina’s battered old camper van waited at the curb like a loyal but long-suffering animal, its paint faded, one wing mirror held on with tape. It had carried them to every gig that mattered so far, and a few that probably hadn’t.

They loaded it quickly, instruments stacked with the casual precision of habit. Drum hardware went in first, then amps, then guitars. Samantha hesitated only a moment before handing her guitar over, watching as it disappeared safely among the others.

“Shotgun’s mine,” Mina announced, already climbing into the front.

The rest of them squeezed into the back, knees knocking, bodies pressed close. Samantha found herself wedged between Sarah and Candy, acutely aware of the unfamiliar feel of the dress and heels in such close quarters. The van smelled faintly of petrol, old fabric, and excitement.

The engine coughed, then caught.

They were buzzing now. Candy bounced slightly in her seat, checking her lipstick in a compact mirror. Mina drummed her fingers on the steering wheel, humming part of the chorus from their opener. Lisa leaned back, eyes closed, mentally running the set. Sarah twisted around to grin at Samantha.

“You okay?” she asked.

Samantha nodded. “Yeah. I think so.”

And she was surprised to realise it was true. The nervous energy in the van was infectious. Their excitement wrapped around her, pulled her in, made the whole thing feel less like a trap and more like momentum.

Candy leaned closer, voice low. “One more thing.”

Samantha turned to her.

“Your voice,” Candy said. “Keep it soft. Higher than usual. And if anyone talks to you…”

“Yes?” Samantha asked.

Candy smiled sweetly. “When in doubt, just smile and pretend you’re a bimbo.”

Samantha laughed despite herself. “That’s your advice?”

“It works,” Mina called from the front.

Lisa opened one eye. “Don’t overdo it. Less is more.”

The van lurched forward, heading toward the bar, the city sliding past the windows. Samantha looked down at her red nails, curled her fingers once around nothing at all, then rested her hands on her knees.

Somewhere between the garage and the road ahead, she realised she was no longer dreading the night.

She was looking forward to it.

Boogies loomed out of the dark like a promise and a threat all at once.

The car park was already packed, engines ticking as people spilt toward the entrance in clumps, laughter and shouting bleeding into the night air. From inside, bass thudded through the walls, a physical pulse that Samantha felt in her chest as soon as she stepped out of the van.

Inside was worse. Better. Louder.

The place was heaving. Macho types clustered at the bar, beer bottles gripped in thick hands, voices already raised and competitive. Groups of women in tight dresses and towering heels drifted in front of the stage, checking reflections in phone screens, claiming space. Sweat, perfume, and alcohol hung heavy in the air.

Samantha’s mouth went dry.

This was bigger than anything she had imagined. Bigger than rehearsal. Bigger than fantasy. She adjusted her grip on the guitar strap, suddenly acutely aware of every inch of herself. The dress. The heels. The way people’s eyes slid over her without hesitation.

Her heart hammered.

“I can’t do this,” she murmured.

Sarah heard her. She reached out and squeezed Samantha’s arm, firm and grounding.

“You look fabulous,” Sarah said quietly, with absolute certainty. “And you’re going to be brilliant.”

Before Samantha could reply, a voice called from the side of the stage. “Lipstick Riot, you’re up.”

Everything moved at once.

They climbed the steps, the roar of the crowd swelling as the lights snapped on. Heat hit Samantha like a wall, thick and suffocating. The noise was overwhelming, cheers and whistles and shouted comments blurring into a single wave of sound.

For a split second, she froze.

Then the count-in started.

And instinct took over.

The moment her fingers hit the strings, the world narrowed. The guitar sang beneath her hands, familiar and reassuring. Her body remembered what her mind was trying to forget. The crowd faded into a shifting blur of movement and light. She stepped into the rhythm, hips moving almost without thought, feet finding balance even in the heels.

Candy’s voice cut through everything, raw and electric. Sarah drove the beat forward, relentless and alive. Lisa and Mina locked in beside her, the band tight, confident, dangerous.

Samantha played.

She noticed the looks then, slipping through the haze. Men staring openly, hungrily. Shouts thrown toward the stage, some crude, some appreciative, some both. A man near the front made a lewd gesture and grinned when she glanced his way.

Her stomach flipped. She didn’t break.

She smiled, just like Candy had told her to, turned slightly away, let the lights catch her hair, and kept playing. The guitar drowned everything else out. Every note grounded her, pulled her deeper into the music.

By the time the final song crashed to an end, the crowd was roaring.

They didn’t bow. They ran.

Backstage was chaos and laughter and adrenaline. Candy grabbed Samantha and spun her once, breathless and laughing. Mina whooped. Lisa punched the air, grinning despite herself. Sarah wrapped Samantha in a fierce hug.

“That was insane,” Sarah said. “You were amazing.”

Samantha leaned back against the wall, chest heaving, guitar still in her hands. Her legs shook, not from fear now, but from the aftershock of it all. She had gone on stage terrified.

She had come off flying.

They ended up back at Candy’s house long after the noise of Boogies had faded from their ears, the night settling into something softer and more intimate. Shoes were kicked off in the hallway, jackets discarded, instruments left safely in the garage. Candy’s bedroom became their refuge again, bottles opened, music playing quietly from someone’s phone as they collapsed onto the bed and the floor in a loose, laughing sprawl.

Everyone talked at once at first. Favourite moments from the set. The crowd. The sound. The way the room had felt when they locked into the final song. Mina reenacted a particularly enthusiastic fan in the front row, sending Sarah into helpless laughter. Lisa drank quietly but watched Samantha with a faint, satisfied smirk.

Samantha sat on the edge of the bed, heels finally slipped off, dress still in place, legs tucked beneath her. At some point she realised she had not even thought about changing back. Her jeans and hoodie lay forgotten somewhere upstairs, distant and irrelevant. The silk and lace, the makeup, the wig, all felt strangely natural now, as if she had simply settled into herself rather than put something on.

She laughed easily, glass warm in her hand, red nails flashing when she gestured. The girls treated her no differently than before. If anything, they seemed closer, warmer, buoyed by shared success.

At one point, the door opened quietly.

Candy’s father stood there, impeccably dressed even at this hour, curiosity softening his expression.

“Sounds like it went well,” he said.

Candy beamed. “It did.”

His gaze moved around the room, then settled on Samantha. He smiled politely, taking in the dress, the hair, the confidence without a flicker of surprise.

“And who’s this?” he asked.

Candy didn’t hesitate. She slipped an arm around Samantha’s shoulders.

“This is Samantha,” she said. “Our new lead guitar.”

Samantha felt a small, unexpected thrill run through her at the name, at the certainty with which Candy said it. She smiled back, lifting her glass in a small, playful salute.

Candy’s father nodded approvingly. “Well,” he said, “welcome to the band.”

When he left, the girls erupted into laughter again.

Samantha leaned back against the pillows, warmth spreading through her, realising that for the first time all day, she wasn’t waiting for the night to end.
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