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Chapter One

The first time I saw Laura Marsh was on a spring day, and I remember it because the corridor felt brighter than usual. I was walking back from the canteen with a paper cup of coffee and a sandwich I had bought out of habit rather than hunger.

My only plan was to get back to my desk and shuffle some papers to make myself look busy. That was my normal routine and I was very good at it.

Suddenly, she was walking towards me from the far end of the corridor. The sun was flared through the large windows to her right, adding a touch of the ethereal to the scene. It was slightly dreamy and a perfect canvas for her entrance into my life. Maybe it was a portent of what was to come or maybe it was a residue of the pot I’d smoked the night before.

At first, I noticed her because she did not blend in. Everyone else moved with the loose, tired pace of people who had been here too long. She moved with intent. As if every step meant something.

She wore a black skirt that fell cleanly to the knee and an ivory silk blouse that caught the light as she walked. The fabric looked soft and expensive, the kind of thing that never creases, no matter how long the day lasts. Her shoes were high-heeled and pointed, and the sound they made cut across the corridor like gunshots.

Her posture was upright and elegant. She held herself as someone accustomed to being taken seriously. Her blonde hair was straight and newly cut, falling into place around her shoulders. It shimmered in the light as if she were being imbued with a special power. One hand rested lightly against a folder at her side. Her nails were neat and polished, the same colour as her blouse.

Everything about her was perfectly coordinated. From her outfit to her hair and makeup to the way she moved, everything was designed for effect and carefully crafted. Her eyes were wide and delicately made up, striking without being excessive. Her lips were full and sensual. Two small pearl drop earrings glistened in the sunlight, a delicate silver chain around her neck. She was in her late 20s, early 30s, I guessed, and she moved with the fluid ease of a catwalk model.

When she looked at me, I felt a moment of unease. I was wearing my usual jeans, trainers and sweatshirt, and my hair was unruly. I looked like I’d just got out of bed, so she probably took me for a student.

My first impression? She was the sort of woman who dated rich men in expensive suits and plenty of energy. She dressed perfectly every day, and her house was probably spotlessly clean, the furnishings carefully curated to the image she wanted to project.

In other words, she was way out of my league.

I didn’t know her name then, or that she had just transferred from another faculty, and we were soon going to meet. She was the new Head of Administration for the Faculty of Health, which technically made her my overall boss.

All I knew was that she was walking towards me, and that something about her presence made the corridor feel narrower, as if I had stepped into a moment that would not simply pass and be forgotten.

As she walked past, I could smell her delicate perfume, and I couldn’t resist a glance back. Her hips swayed a little as she disappeared around a corner. It was poetry in motion.

What I also didn’t know then was that Laura Marsh had noticed me. I was to be her special project, and once she had finished, things would never be the same again.

I worked in the Department of Sport Rehabilitation, which sat under the wider Faculty of Health, but felt like its own quiet corner of the building. I had been there just over two years, long enough to know everyone’s habits and short enough that no one expected anything more of me.

It was, by any reasonable standard, a cushy job. The hours were predictable, the workload was light, and nothing I did ever felt urgent.

My immediate boss was Josh Fenton, a senior lecturer who had been at the university longer than I had been alive. He was close to retirement and behaved like it. He had lost interest in impressing anyone and no longer pretended that lecturing spotty youths still excited him. Most days, he shut his office door and let me handle the rest.

As long as the paperwork did not pile up and students did not complain too loudly, he was content.

That suited me fine too.

My role was administrative support, which in practice meant answering the phone, responding to emails, and keeping student records up to date. I organised the open days, but otherwise the days followed the same routine. I filled in forms, updated profiles, and sent out reminders that most people ignored. Occasionally, I booked a room or forwarded a message to the wrong person, then corrected it before anyone noticed. It was work that could be done by a complete idiot.

There was no pressure to improve things or introduce new systems. No one asked where I saw myself in five years. As long as I turned up on time and stayed out of trouble, the department ran just as it always had. I liked that. It left me free to pass the day without attracting attention, which, until recently, had felt like a sensible way to live.

I lived in a flat in a high-rise block about a twenty-minute walk from the university. It was close enough that I never needed to think about buses, and near enough to the city centre that nights out felt easy rather than planned. I could be home quickly if I wanted to, or stay out late without worrying about the journey back.

The flat itself was basic. I had furnished it with whatever was cheapest at the time and then stopped paying attention. Clothes were routinely draped over chairs instead of being put in drawers. Empty mugs sat on surfaces until I needed them again. Nothing was dirty enough to worry about, but nothing was tidy either.

There was a small desk by the window with a laptop on it. That was where I worked on my great novel. I liked to think I would one day turn into the next Stephen King, though I had never finished anything long enough to justify the notoriety. I would sit down with a burst of enthusiasm and convince myself that this time it was different. The opening would come easily, and for a few evenings, I would feel productive. I had a lot of first chapter files sitting on my desktop.

Typically, the story would start to sag pretty quickly. Characters would lose direction. Scenes would stop making sense. I would reread what I had written and feel the familiar disappointment settle in. At some point, usually without ceremony, I would close the laptop and tell myself I would come back to it later. Later rarely arrived. I would forget to write.

The laptop stayed on the desk as proof that I was trying, even if the work itself never seemed to go anywhere.

I got back to the office without anyone stopping me and sat down at my desk. I finished my coffee and ate the sandwich, which tasted a little stale. I answered the phone with a mouthful and told a student how to access the Students' Union services for emergency money.

A few minutes later, Josh Fenton wandered in.

He was wearing a tracksuit that had probably fit him once, but no longer did. The fabric pulled tight across his stomach and rode up when he moved. His trainers were scuffed and untied. He smelled faintly of whiskey, the kind that lingered rather than announced itself, and his eyes were red as if sleep had been optional rather than necessary. We worked well together.

He stopped by my desk and looked at me for a moment, as if he was trying to focus.

“Your appraisal’s due soon,” he said.

I sighed, already tired of it. “Can’t you just write it like normal and tick all the boxes?”

That was how it usually went. Josh copied and pasted the exact phrases every year, changed the date, and nobody asked questions.

He gave a slight shrug and walked towards his office. As he opened the door, he paused and glanced back at me. There was a hint of amusement on his face, the kind that suggested he knew something I did not.

“I would do, old boy,” he said, smiling, “but I’m not doing it this time.”

The door stayed open after he went in, and for a moment I just sat there, staring at my screen, wondering what that was supposed to mean.

I stood up and followed him into his office.

Josh’s room looked the same as it always did. Papers stacked where they landed, books half read, a mug with a ring at the bottom that no one bothered to wash correctly. He lowered himself into his chair with a small grunt and leaned back, hands folded across his stomach, preparing for his afternoon nap.

“The new Head of Administration has decided she’s going to do a few appraisals herself,” he said, his eyes closed. “Says she wants to get to know some of the staff. I think you’re on the list.”

I frowned. “Why me?”

Josh let out a short laugh. “Fucked if I know.”

He said it without irritation or interest, as if the question had no answer worth thinking about. He rocked slightly in his chair.

“Apparently she asked for a handful of names,” he went on. “Yours was on the list. That’s all I know.”

I stood there, waiting for more, but that seemed to be all there was. I tried to think of a reason. I had not caused trouble. I had not done anything particularly well either. I had kept things ticking over, which I had always assumed was enough. That was the backbone of any good university administration team.

“I don’t really want to,” I said.

Josh looked at me then, his expression almost sympathetic. “I didn’t think you would.”

I went back to my desk after that, but the day never recovered. Every email felt louder than it should have. Every phone call broke my concentration. I kept thinking about the appraisal, about sitting in a room and being asked questions I had no prepared answers for.

I liked routine. I liked knowing what was expected and when it would end. This was not part of the deal. It was an interruption to the daily routine, and I could not shake the feeling that once something like that started, it did not stop.

By the time five o’clock came around, I was more tired than usual, and I had done nothing different at all.


Chapter Two

And so it came to pass that I found myself knocking on Laura Marsh's office door about a week later.

By then, her name had begun to circulate. People talked about her in the way staff only talk about new senior appointments, with a mix of speculation and caution. She was a go-getter, apparently. Enthusiastic. Someone who wanted to make her mark on the world rather than settle in quietly. There was talk of changes coming, though no one seemed clear on what those changes were or who they would affect first.

None of that reassured me.

I had not made any effort to change how I looked. I was wearing what I always wore to work, jeans, a t-shirt, and trainers that were clean but not new. I had considered putting on a shirt that morning and then decided against it. Turning up dressed like someone else felt worse than turning up as myself. It was a betrayal of who I was.

I stood outside her office for a moment. The door was closed. Her name was printed neatly on the plaque beside it: Laura Marsh, Head of Administration, Faculty of Health. It looked formal and permanent in a way that made me feel temporary by comparison. I knocked lightly.

“Come in,” she called.

I opened the door and stepped inside.

Her office was neat in a way that felt deliberate rather than showy. The desk was clear except for a laptop, a folder, and a pen lying parallel to its edge. She was the type to abhor mess. Which again made her the complete opposite of yours truly.

A window behind her looked out over a small courtyard where students crossed between buildings, and there was a constant chatter that was largely comforting.

Laura Marsh was sitting behind the desk.

She was wearing a pale pink cotton blouse, the fabric thin enough that I caught a suggestion of what lay beneath it when she shifted in her chair. It wasn’t obvious, but it was not accidental either. Her black skirt was fitted and uncreased, stretching across her curves with not a hint of lint. Her hair was straight and perfectly blonde, her makeup understated and precise.

Her eyes moved over me when I stepped inside. She took me in from trainers to t-shirt to my face, then smiled.

“Alistair, isn’t it?” she said. “Do come in. Have a seat.”

I sat down opposite her, feeling as if I was about to get some bad medical news.

She asked how my day was going. I said something flippant like ‘same as usual’ that sounded a little guarded. She commented on the weather, how spring always made the campus feel busier. I agreed, though I had not noticed, trying to make my response lighter. She asked how long I had been with the department. I told her. She nodded, as if filing the information away.

It was all polite and ordinary, the sort of conversation that passed for ease in offices like this. Still, I felt as though I was being assessed even while we talked about nothing in particular. She listened closely, maintained eye contact, and never once seemed distracted.

I answered her questions carefully, trying to sound competent without sounding eager. All the while, I was conscious of the fact that I had changed nothing about myself to be there, and that she had noticed anyway.

She rested her hands lightly on the folder in front of her and smiled again. I realised I was holding my own hands tightly clasped together and tried to relax, smile a little forced.

“This is really just a formality,” she said, as if she read my discomfort perfectly. “Nothing painful. I want to get a sense of people rather than rely entirely on paperwork.”

I nodded, though my shoulders stayed tense. She opened the folder and glanced down. “You’ve been with the Faculty of Health for two years,” she said. “All of that time in Sport Rehabilitation.”

“That’s right.”

She turned a page. “Before that, you studied here. Psychology. You graduated with a 2:2.”

I felt a flicker of embarrassment at hearing it said out loud. “Yes.” A 2:2 is generally considered a boozer’s degree, a step up from a 2:3, which means you’re a complete idiot.

She looked up at me. “Why didn’t you go into something psychology-related when you left university?”

The question landed more heavily than I expected. I shifted slightly in the chair and shrugged. To people like Laura Marsh, everything needed to have a purpose.

“It wasn’t really my thing in the end,” I said. “I liked studying it more than doing anything practical with it.”

She tilted her head, considering that. “In what way?”

“I suppose I liked the theory,” I said. “Once it came to applying it, it stopped feeling right. I didn’t want to train further or compete for placements. This job came up, and it seemed straightforward.”

She nodded and made a brief note, her pen moving neatly across the page.

“So you stayed,” she said. It was not a judgment. Just a statement.

“Yes.”

She closed the folder partway, as if pausing rather than finishing. Her attention returned fully to me, and I had the sense that the questions were only just beginning.

She glanced down at the folder again.

“Professor Fenton speaks well of you,” she said. “He says your work is good and that you’re always on time.”

I nodded. It felt like faint praise, but I did not argue with it.

“Do you like working for him? He seems to spend most of his time in his room.”

“He’s retiring soon,” I said, as if that was an answer that would satisfy her. “He’s an okay guy.”

She looked up. “I notice you’ve never applied for any other roles within the university. There are usually several advertised. Not interested?”

“I’m happy where I am,” I said. The answer came quickly. I had used it before. “I like the people.”

She watched me for a moment, then turned another page. “You’ve also never taken part in the staff development scheme. No training courses, no progression sessions. Most staff members take one or two a year, if only to get out of the office for a day or two.”

I shrugged. “I didn’t think they were that useful.”

She did not react straight away. She made another note instead, then closed the folder fully and folded her hands on top of it.

“Where do you see yourself in five years’ time?” she asked.

The question made my stomach tighten. It sounded less like an appraisal and more like an interview. I opened my mouth and then closed it again. I had never put any effort into answering that question, even privately.

“I’m not sure,” I said. “Probably still here.” It was a stupid answer and made me look like a useless idiot. If I had half the vim of Laura Marsh, I probably would have said something more positive.

Her expression stayed calm, but something shifted in her eyes.

“You seem to be treading water,” she said.

It was not said unkindly. It was stated plainly.

I felt heat creep into my face. I wanted to disagree, but I could not find the words to do it. Instead, I sat there, aware of the quiet office, the courtyard beyond the window, and the fact that she was looking at me as if she expected more than I had ever planned to give.

She reached for a single sheet from the folder and held it up, scanning it rather than reading it closely.

“I see you like writing,” she said.

The words made me shift in my chair. I had forgotten I had ever put that on my CV. It suddenly felt exposed, as if I had no right to make such a claim. Which I didn’t really. I wrote. I wasn’t a writer.

“Yes,” I said, after a pause.

She looked up. “Have you had anything published?”

“No.”

There was no point dressing it up.

She set the paper down and leaned back slightly. “What sort of things do you write?”

I hesitated. Talking about it always felt uncomfortable, as if I was being asked to justify something I had not followed through on.

“Horror,” I said.

Her eyebrows lifted a fraction, not in surprise so much as interest.

“And how is that going?” she asked.

I gave a slight shrug. “I don’t write as much as I probably should.”

She watched me as I spoke, waiting, but I had nothing else to add. The truth was simple and not very flattering. I started things and then lost interest when they became difficult or less new. It was easier to leave the idea intact than to finish something and see it fall apart.

I kept my eyes on the desk while she made another note, aware that this was the first part of myself I had mentioned that had nothing to do with filing systems or phone calls, and that I already wished I had left it off the page.

I realised a moment too late that my attention had drifted.

The light from the window caught her blouse at the wrong angle, and through the pale cotton I could see the darker shape beneath it. Not clearly, not in detail, but enough that my eyes had fixed there without me noticing the passage of time. When I became aware of what I was doing, it felt as if I had been caught in the act of something improper.

Heat rushed to my face. I looked away quickly, my gaze dropping to the edge of the desk.

When I glanced back up, she had noticed.

Her expression did not harden. She smiled, small and controlled, and said nothing at all. She did not adjust her blouse or shift in her chair. She simply held my gaze for a brief moment, as if to let the moment settle, and then returned her attention to the papers in front of her.

The conversation continued. My embarrassment lingered, sharp and uncomfortable, and I was acutely aware of my own presence in the chair opposite her in a way I had not been before.

She closed the folder and rested her hand on top of it, as if drawing a line under everything we had discussed. For a moment, she did not speak. She looked at me instead, not in the distant way she had earlier, but with a more direct focus that made me shift again in the chair.

“Well,” she said, “to summarise.”

I waited.

“You do your job well enough. You turn up on time. You keep things running smoothly.” She paused. “But it also looks to me as though you might benefit from a challenge.”

I did not answer straight away. The word sat between us, heavier than it should have been. Challenge was not something I actively avoided, nor was it something I sought out.

“There are courses available through the university,” she continued. “Short ones. Skills-based. Some are quite well regarded. I could suggest a few if you wanted.”

I nodded, more out of politeness than interest. “I’ll think about it.”

She smiled faintly. It was the kind of smile that suggested she knew exactly how much thought I would give it.

“That’s all I ask,” she said.

In truth, I had no intention of doing anything of the sort. I had perfected the art of nodding at the right moments and then carrying on exactly as before. Training courses led to expectations, and expectations led to effort. I had managed two years without either, and I saw no reason to change that now.

“Well,” she said, standing slightly in her chair before settling back again, “that’s it.”

I blinked. “That’s it?”

She nodded. “See. Not painful.”

I let out a breath I had not realised I was holding. My shoulders loosened, and some of the tension drained away. The appraisal had been uncomfortable, but it had not turned into the full-on interrogation I had feared. I had survived it intact.

I began to stand, ready to thank her and leave, when she spoke again.

“Oh,” she said, as if the thought had just occurred to her. “I wonder if you could help me with something.”

I paused, half risen, then sat back down. “Help how?”

She tilted her head slightly, studying me. I raised an eyebrow without thinking, a small gesture that surprised me as much as it seemed to amuse her.

“I’m doing a bit of research for my Master's,” she said.

I nodded. That made sense. Someone like her did not sit still for long.

“It’s about binaural beats and their effect on cognitive ability,” she went on. “Whether they can improve focus, retention, that sort of thing.”

She reached into a drawer and took out a small flash drive, holding it between her fingers. It looked unremarkable, the sort of thing that accumulated in desk drawers and pockets without anyone noticing.

“This is an overnight recording,” she said. “You just plug it in and let it play while you sleep. It’s very subtle. Soft music, really. Nothing intrusive.”

She set it on the desk between us.

“I’m not at the stage where I need formal trials,” she added. “I’m just looking to see if there’s any noticeable effect at all and whether it’s worth going on with. Which means I need someone willing to act as a guinea pig.”

The word made me smile despite myself. “A guinea pig.”

She smiled back. “Exactly. Low risk. No pressure.”

I glanced at the flash drive. It seemed harmless enough. Still, there was something about the way she had framed it that made me wary. Not suspicious, exactly, but aware that I had stepped slightly off the expected path of an appraisal meeting.

“And what do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Nothing complicated,” she said. “Use it for a week or so. See how you feel. Whether you notice any difference in your sleep, your concentration.”

She paused, then added, almost casually, “It might even help with writing your next great novel.”

The comment landed more squarely than I expected. It was not mocking. If anything, it sounded encouraging. That made it worse.

“I don’t know how great it will be,” I said.

She shrugged lightly. “That’s not really the point.”

I sat there, weighing it up. There was no apparent downside. It was not a commitment that required effort or visibility. I would be asleep while it played. No forms to fill in. No meetings to attend. If it did nothing, I could say so and move on.

At the same time, I was aware that agreeing to this meant extending the interaction beyond the appraisal. It meant a reason to see her again, to report back. I did not know how I felt about that. But it would probably be wise to stay on her good side. Get some brownie points.

“Alright,” I said. “I’ll give it a go.”

She nodded, satisfied, and pushed the flash drive a little closer to me. “Good. I appreciate it.”

I picked it up and turned it over in my fingers. It glistened in the light.

“If you notice anything at all,” she said, “make a note of it. Even if it seems trivial.”

“I will,” I said, though I was already wondering whether I would remember to do so.

She stood, signalling that the meeting was truly over. I followed suit, the flash drive tucked into my pocket.

“Thank you for coming in, Alistair,” she said. “And thank you for helping me.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

I left her office a moment later and walked back down the corridor, aware of the weight of the small object in my pocket and the larger sense that something had shifted, though I could not have said exactly what. The appraisal was finished, but I had the distinct impression that the meeting itself was not the end of the matter at all.

What I didn’t know was that Laura Marsh had finished her master’s in business administration six years ago. What was on the flash disk was something altogether different from what she had told me.

And I was about to find out.


Chapter Three

I did at least know what binaural beats were supposed to be. Not in any serious way, but enough to have absorbed the idea from the corners of the internet where things promised improvement without effort.

The basic claim, as far as I understood it, was that playing two slightly different sound frequencies into each ear made the brain do something useful with the gap between them.

The brain, apparently, tried to reconcile the difference and, in doing so, shifted into a different state. Focus, relaxation, creativity, deeper sleep. There always seemed to be a frequency for whatever you felt you were lacking.

I had read about them once late at night, drifting from one page to another. Some people swore by them. Others dismissed them as nonsense dressed up with scientific words. There were diagrams of brain waves and confident explanations that never quite explained anything. Theta, delta, alpha. Terms that sounded convincing without settling into meaning.

The idea was that the brain could be nudged, gently persuaded into working better, without conscious effort. You just listened. Or slept. Or let it happen while you did something else. That part had appealed to me. The promise of improvement without discipline always did.

I had never tried them. That seemed like more commitment than reading about them. I had also assumed that if they really worked, everyone would already be using them. Still, I could see why someone doing a Master's might find them interesting. They sat neatly between psychology, neuroscience, and hopeful speculation. An easy win.

As I walked back to my desk, I found myself wondering what state my own brain usually operated in. Default, I assumed. Idle. Whatever setting allowed me to get through the day without friction.

If nothing else, I thought, listening to soft music while I slept was unlikely to make things worse. That was how I framed it in my mind, not as an experiment, but as something harmless that required nothing from me and might even earn me some valuable brownie points.

Even then, I knew I wouldn't have agreed so easily if it had been anyone else asking. There was something remarkable about Laura Marsh, as if she could click her fingers and make me do anything.

Josh wandered back into the office at around three.

He looked worse than he had that morning. The tracksuit was gone, replaced by a suit that had clearly been slept in rather than worn. The jacket hung badly on his shoulders, the shirt was creased, and the knot of his tie had slipped low and loose. He smelled more strongly of alcohol now, less masked by time. His eyes were bloodshot, his face slack with fatigue.

He drifted over to the filing cabinet and leaned against it, using it for balance rather than support.

“So,” he said. “How did the appraisal go?”

I shrugged. “I think it went okay. I mean she was very nice and polite.”

Josh snorted. “That’s how they get you.”

I did not respond. I was still sorting through what had happened, and I didn’t feel like explaining it to someone who was only half listening.

He squinted at me. “What’s she like?”

“Fine,” I said. “Quite pleasant, actually.”

That made him laugh. He shifted his weight, the cabinet rattling slightly under the movement.

“Power dresser,” he said. “Can’t trust that sort. Alpha female.”

I frowned. “She didn’t seem like that.”

Josh looked at me then, his expression sharpening for a moment, as if the fog had briefly lifted.

“That’s why you should be worried, old boy” he said. He grunted, and I wondered who had rattled his cage.

He pushed himself upright, straightened his jacket without improving it, and wandered into his office, leaving the filing cabinet slightly askew.

I sat at my desk, staring at the screen, thinking about the way she had smiled, the questions she had asked, and the small flash drive now resting in my pocket. She’s still way out of your league, I thought.

I shut things down just before five. The phones had gone quiet, my inbox was manageable, and there was no reason to linger. I grabbed my jacket and headed out, glad to be done with the day.

I met a few friends at a bar not far from campus. It was one of those places that filled up quickly after work, loud without being lively, familiar enough that no one had to think too hard about being there. We ordered drinks, then another round, and settled into the usual rhythm of complaint and half interest.

At some point, someone mentioned the Faculty of Health.

“So how’s everyone getting on with Laura Marsh?” one of them asked. “She’s got a reputation already.”

I looked up. “Has she?”

“Ball buster,” he said. “That’s what I’ve heard.”

A couple of the others nodded. There were stories, though none of them were firsthand. Tight ship. High standards. No patience for excuses or shoddy work. The sort of woman people warned you about with a grin that suggested admiration as much as fear.

“She was alright with me,” I said.

They laughed at that. Someone raised an eyebrow. Someone else said give it time. “You’ll be first on her list, you lazy bastard.”

By the time I left, it was close to nine and I was a little unsteady on my feet. Not drunk enough to worry, but enough that the walk home felt longer than usual. The city had thinned out, lights reflecting off wet pavement, the air cooler than it had been earlier.

I got back to my flat and kicked my shoes off by the door. I lay down on the bed fully clothed and stared at the ceiling for a while, letting the room settle around me. My head felt heavy, my thoughts slow.

Then I remembered the flash drive.

It felt like an afterthought rather than a decision. I pushed myself up, crossed to the desk, and opened my laptop. I plugged the drive in and waited for the contents to load. There was a single file. I clicked on it and checked the length. It was exactly eight hours.

I transferred it to my phone, the progress bar crawling along while I stood there, swaying slightly. When it finished, I unplugged the drive and set it on the desk. I picked up my headphones from where they were tangled beside the laptop.

I lay back down on the bed, put the headphones in, and pressed play. Soft music filled my ears. Nothing intrusive. More random sound.

The music drifted along in a way that made it hard to tell where one moment ended and the next began. It was even, unobtrusive, the sort of thing that faded into the background if you did not pay attention to it. My thoughts wandered in loose circles. Snatches of the evening replayed themselves, then dissolved before settling into anything coherent.

A little later, I thought I heard something else.

It sounded like whispering, just at the edge of the music. Not words, exactly, more the suggestion of speech. I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling, suddenly alert. The flat was quiet. No traffic noise, no voices through the walls. The whispering stopped as soon as I focused on it.

It happened once more. A faint murmur, close enough to feel directed at me, distant enough that I could not make it out. This time, I sat up slightly, pulling one earphone out. The room was still. The only sound was the faint hum of the city outside and my own breathing. I put the earphone back in and lay down again, irritated with myself for being jumpy.

After that, the sense of unease faded. The music smoothed things out. My limbs felt heavy. The space between thoughts stretched until I stopped noticing it. The whispering did not return, or if it did, it blended into the sound until it lost any shape it might have had.

The dream did not begin in a way that felt like a beginning.

I was already running.

I was dressed in a pink bunny costume, which struck me as wrong without feeling surprising. The fabric clung to me in places and bunched in others. The headpiece sat awkwardly, the ears flopping with each step. I could feel the heat building inside it, the soft resistance of the material against my skin. My hands were covered. My feet were padded.

I was searching for something.

I did not know what it was, only that I had lost it and that finding it mattered. The urgency was constant, a pressure that kept me moving even when my legs began to ache. I ran through spaces that refused to stay consistent. A corridor became a garden. A garden collapsed into a tiled room. Doors appeared where walls had been, then vanished as I reached for them.

There were whispers everywhere.

They did not come from a single direction. They drifted in and out, rising and falling like breath. Sometimes they seemed close enough to be behind my ear. Other times, they receded until they were almost part of the air itself. I could not make out words, only tone. Expectant. Patient. Certain.

I pushed past a table set for tea where cups were stacked impossibly high, trembling without falling. I brushed against a clock that ticked far too slowly, each second stretching long enough to make me anxious. The hands spun when I looked away and froze when I turned back.

The bunny costume snagged on everything. Branches, chair legs, door handles. I tugged it free again and again, growing more frantic. The whispers grew louder when I slowed down.

Hurry.

The word did not arrive as sound. It arrived as understanding.

I came to a clearing that should not have existed. The ground was bare and pale, and in the centre of it was a hole. Perfectly round. Perfectly dark. It was not large, but it felt deep. I knew, without thinking about it, that this was where I was meant to go. I hesitated at the edge.

The whispers fell silent.

I stepped forward and dropped.

The fall was long and agonising. The walls slid past me, sometimes smooth, sometimes textured with shelves that held objects I could not focus on for long enough to identify. A book opened itself as I passed. A mirror reflected the bunny costume back at me, stretched and wrong.

I landed without pain.

The chamber I found myself in was circular and low-ceilinged. The floor was hard stone, cold beneath the thin padding of the costume. The walls absorbed light rather than reflecting it. There was no furniture. No exit that I could see.

The whispers returned, quieter now, as if satisfied.

I stood still, breathing hard, my heart racing inside the suit. For the first time, I was no longer searching. Whatever I had been running from or towards had brought me here.

I heard a sound that cut through everything else.

Heels.

They struck the stone with a quick, steady rhythm, approaching from somewhere beyond the edge of the chamber. It felt like a countdown to something terrifying. I turned towards the sound, my mouth dry, my body tense. The footsteps grew closer and I held my breath, my paws clenching.

She did not step into the chamber so much as appear within it.

The shadows along the wall shifted, thickened, and then parted, and she emerged as if she had always been there. She was tall, her outline sharp against the darkness, her presence immediate. High heels lifted her posture, forcing her weight forward in a way that made each step deliberate. She wore latex that caught what little light there was and reflected it back in smooth, dark curves. It fitted her perfectly, second skin rather than clothing.

Her face was hidden behind a mask.

It covered her features completely, glossy and expressionless, with only the shape of her eyes suggested beneath it. I could not see her mouth, but I knew she was smiling. The certainty of it settled into me without needing proof.

At the groin of the outfit, a massive, long black protuberance jutted, glistening in the light. It seemed to be pointing at me, dripping black, oily stuff from its tip.

I stood there in the pink bunny suit, ridiculous and exposed, my heart hammering against my ribs. The contrast between us felt intentional, as if the dream had arranged it for effect. I tried to move, but I couldn't. My feet stayed planted on the cold stone floor.

She stopped a few steps away from me and tilted her head slightly, considering me.

“Well,” she said, her voice calm and amused, “aren’t you a pretty thing.”

The words sent a jolt through me.

The thrill caught me off guard, rising before I had time to question it. I felt it in my chest, in my stomach, in the sudden awareness of my own body inside the costume. The whispers stirred again, low and approving, as if they had been waiting for that reaction.

She took another step closer.

The heels echoed once more against the stone, and the sound seemed to settle into me, anchoring me in place. I wanted to look away and could not. I tried to speak and found nothing to say.

She reached out, one gloved hand lifting, and rested her fingers lightly against my chest. The latex was cool. The pressure was slight. “Open your mouth,” she whispered.

I woke to the sound of drilling.

It took me a moment to place it. A harsh, mechanical whine cutting straight through my head. I opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling, disoriented, the music gone, the headphones twisted around my neck. The drilling stopped, then started again, closer this time. Somewhere in the building, someone had decided morning was the right time to make structural changes.

I reached for my phone and checked the time.

I was late.

I swore under my breath and sat up too quickly. My head swam. Fragments of the dream floated up and then slipped away again. Pink. Darkness. A sense of being watched. The feeling lingered even as the images refused to settle into anything complete.

I did not shower. I did not think. I pulled on the clothes I had taken off the night before, jeans, t shirt, trainers, and grabbed my jacket on the way out. The flat looked exactly as it always did, which annoyed me for reasons I could not quite identify.

As I hurried towards campus, the dream kept intruding in pieces. Not scenes, just impressions. A sound. A word. The certainty of something important having happened. Each time I tried to hold onto it, it dissolved.

I reached the car park just as a low slung sports car rolled in beside me.

It stopped smoothly, too smoothly, and the engine cut out with a sound that felt deliberate. The door opened and Laura Marsh stepped out.

She was wearing a tailored suit that looked expensive even without comparison, the fabric clean and structured. Her heels lifted her posture in the same way they always did, shifting her weight forward, changing how she occupied space. Her hair was immaculate. Her makeup understated. She looked like she had already completed several tasks that morning and expected more to follow.

She glanced at me and then did a double take.

“Rough night?” she asked.

I looked down at myself, suddenly aware of the creases in my clothes, the faint smell of last night still clinging to them. I felt heat rise in my face again, uninvited.

“Something like that,” I said.

Her eyes flicked back to my face. There was amusement there, but also interest.

“Did you play the audio?” she asked.

For a split second, the dream surged forward. The sound of heels on stone. The thrill I could not explain. I swallowed.

I lifted my hand and gave her a thumbs up. It felt inadequate, but it was all I had ready.

“Good,” she said. “We’ll talk later.”

She walked past me towards the building, heels striking the pavement with that same steady rhythm. I watched her go, the fragments in my head shifting uneasily, trying to align themselves with the reality in front of me.

Then I realised I was still standing there.

I turned and headed inside, already late, already distracted, with the faint sense that the day had started before I had properly woken up.


Chapter Four

By the third night, the audio had settled into a routine.

I listened to it because it was there, because I had said I would, and because stopping would have meant explaining why. At least, that’s what I told myself.

The dreams that followed were strange without being coherent. Shapes shifted. Places overlapped. Faces appeared and vanished before I could focus on them. I always woke with the same sense of having been busy without having done anything useful. The woman in latex appeared every so often, once when I was dressed as a maid, a satin dress, high heels, stockings and all that stuff. It had felt incredibly erotic and charged in the dream as I knelt before her.

Laura Marsh turned up at my desk late on Thursday morning. I had not heard her approach. She was simply there, standing beside the frame of the office door, smiling as if we had an arrangement.

“Have you been listening?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said. “Three nights now.”

“And?”

I hesitated. “Apart from some weird dreams, nothing much seems different.”

She did not look disappointed. If anything, she seemed pleased.

“That’s not unusual,” she said. “It can take time. Sometimes the effects lag behind the stimulus. So I’ve been told, anyway.”

I nodded, though I had no idea whether that meant anything. She paused, then frowned slightly, as if following a thought. Without another word, she slipped her hand into her jacket pocket and took out a second flash drive. It was the same make as the one she had already given me.”

“Try this one,” she said, placing it on the desk. “It’s slightly different. I’m testing a few variations.”

“Variations,” I repeated.

“I’m working with a guy I know,” she said lightly. “We’re comparing results.”

I looked at the flash drive. I did not want it. At the same time, refusing it felt like the wrong move. This was not a favour I could decline without consequence, even if I could not have explained why.

I picked it up. “Alright.”

She smiled, satisfied. “I’m very grateful you’re doing this for me.”

The way she said it made it sound like a statement rather than thanks.

She glanced at her watch, then back at me. “What are you doing on Saturday?”

The question caught me off guard.

“Saturday?”

“Yes.”

I searched for something suitable. Something busy. Something unavailable. Nothing came quickly enough.

“I’m not sure,” I said. “I might have plans.”

She looked at me steadily. “Do you?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.

“I’d like to invite you to my house for lunch,” she said. “To say thank you properly.”

The idea of being in her house felt suddenly overwhelming. Too personal. Too far beyond the boundaries I understood.

“That’s kind of you,” I said, already retreating, “but you don’t have to do that.”

“I want to,” she replied.

There was no edge in her voice. No pressure I could point to. Still, I felt myself being nudged into place, guided without being touched.

“I don’t usually—” I began.

She waited.

The silence stretched just long enough to make refusal feel awkward rather than principled.

“Alright,” I said finally.

“Good,” she said, as if the matter had never been in doubt.

She took a pen from her bag and wrote an address on a scrap of paper, then slid it across the desk towards me. Her pink nails glistened.

“About one o’clock,” she said. “That should be fine.”

I folded the paper and put it in my pocket.

She smiled once more, then turned and walked away, leaving me with two flash drives, a Saturday plan I had not wanted, and the growing sense that keeping her good side was something I was already doing.

It was hard to imagine that she might actually fancy me.

The thought felt absurd the moment it formed. She existed on a different level entirely. She was polished, driven, and confident in a way that suggested momentum in life. I was none of those things. I stayed where I was because it was easier than moving on. Even physically, the balance was wrong. She was taller than me in heels, which somehow made the difference more pronounced rather than less.

I slid the flash drive into my pocket and turned back to my screen.

The work was the same as it had been all morning. Emails to answer. A form that needed updating. A student called to ask a question I had already answered once before. I responded automatically, my fingers moving without thought.

I found myself replaying the way she had stood beside my desk, how easily she had claimed the space. The calm certainty in her voice. The way she had asked about Saturday as if it were a small detail rather than an intrusion. I wondered whether she did this with everyone, or whether this was simply how she moved through the world.

I tried to focus. I told myself she was just doing her research. That this was professional interest dressed up as friendliness. That people like her did not look twice at people like me unless there was a reason. Hell, what would I do if she actually tried to kiss me? Probably scream and run a mile.

By the time lunch came around, I had accomplished very little. My thoughts kept circling back to her smile, her questions, and the address folded neatly in my pocket. On the way home, I stopped at the supermarket and browsed the clothing section.

I picked up a plain shirt in a muted colour and a pair of chino-style trousers that looked inoffensive enough to pass for effort. I got a few groceries and then headed to the checkout.

It struck me, as I walked back towards my flat with the bag in my hand, that it had been a couple of years since I had bought clothes for any reason. Normally, I replaced things only when they wore out or no longer fit.

Back at the flat, I set the bag down unopened and took a bottle of lager from the fridge. I twisted the cap off and drank straight from it, then collapsed onto the sofa and turned the television on. Something loud and forgettable filled the room. I watched without following it.

My thoughts kept drifting back to Laura Marsh.

The way she had stood beside my desk. The ease with which she had asked about Saturday. The fact that she had not waited for reassurance or permission. I tried to tell myself not to read into it. People like her were confident with everyone. Invitations did not always mean interest. Interest did not always mean what I wanted it to mean. She probably had an Alpha male husband who would be there and make me feel really stupid.

I took another drink and stared at the screen. Don’t get your hopes up, I told myself. It was advice I had given myself often enough to recognise its tone. I repeated it again, as if saying it twice might make it stick. I was becoming infatuated, and that was never a good thing.

I finished the beer, opened another, and let the evening run down around me, aware that something had shifted slightly out of place, even if I could not yet see what shape it intended to take.

I went to bed around eleven.

The flat was quiet by then, the earlier noises replaced by the low hum of the building settling for the night. I changed, brushed my teeth, and lay back on the bed with my phone in my hand. After a brief hesitation, I selected the new audio file and plugged the headphones in.

The music was similar to the first recording. Soft and slow. It felt designed to slip past attention rather than demand it. Every so often, there was something else threaded through it. A faint sound, low enough that I could not be sure it was really there unless I listened for it. When I did, it slipped away. I settled back and closed my eyes.

Sleep came more easily this time. It was almost as if I was being dragged down into the depths.

The dream began with movement.

I was walking down a corridor that stretched further than it should have. It was straight and narrow, the walls close on either side. The floor beneath my feet was smooth and hard. I could hear my steps echoing as I moved.

I was wearing a maid’s outfit.

It was satin, pale and glossy, with ribbons and bows fixed carefully in place. The skirt flared outward, its full underskirts brushing against my legs as I walked. Stockings clung tightly from foot to thigh, held in place by straps I could feel with every step. The heels lifted me higher than I was used to, forcing my posture into something more upright.

I was acutely aware of the clothing.

I could feel the fabric against my skin, the way it pulled across my body when I moved, the way it resisted and then yielded. The weight of the skirt. The pressure of the stockings. The unfamiliar balance demanded by the heels.

The walls whispered.

“You’re such a good girl,” they said.

The words pressed in close, as if spoken and absorbed deep into my flesh. It sent a shiver of pleasure through me.

“You like being a girl, don’t you.”

I tried to tell myself it was only a dream. I heard if you do that, you can begin to bend the dream to your will. It’s rubbish of course. A warmth spread through me as I kept walking. I caught sight of a mirror set into the wall ahead and slowed as I approached it.

The reflection stopped me.

My face was painted in harsh, exaggerated makeup. White skin. Thick black lines drawn too wide around my eyes. A red mouth stretched into an unnatural grin, smeared far beyond where it should have been. It looked grotesque.

The contrast with the outfit made it worse.

I stared at myself, heart pounding, trying to reconcile the image with how I felt beneath the clothing. The whispers grew louder, overlapping, insistent.

“Good girl. Good girl. Good girl.”

I reached up to touch my face, and the dream held there, suspended between fascination and dread, as the corridor stretched on behind and in front of me and the mirror refused to look away.

A voice spoke from somewhere I could not locate.

“I can make you beautiful.”

It was not loud. It did not need to be. It slipped easily into the space between my thoughts, calm and assured.

“You deserve to be beautiful.”

I drew a breath and it caught in my lungs. I felt confused and alone and scared.

“All you have to do is submit to me. Can you do that?”

I stared at my reflection as the words settled. The painted grin began to shift. At first, I thought it was a distortion, the mirror playing tricks on me. Then I felt it.

The makeup moved.

It slid across my skin with a sensation that was neither touch nor pressure, more like warmth spreading beneath the surface. The harsh lines softened. The exaggerated colours blended and refined themselves. The white faded into a smooth, even complexion. The black around my eyes reshaped, deepening rather than widening, framing them instead of overwhelming them. The red mouth drew itself back into something fuller, balanced, undeniably attractive.

I watched as my face changed.

It was still mine, but altered in ways I had never imagined. My features looked refined, elegant, striking. Beautiful in a way that felt intentional rather than accidental. The grotesque mask was gone, replaced by something I could not look away from.

A surge of joy rushed through me, sharp and immediate. It filled my chest, made my breath catch again. For a moment, there was nothing else. No doubt. No embarrassment. Just the certainty that this was how I was meant to look.

Then the image began to fade.

The mirror darkened, my reflection dissolving into shadow. The corridor receded with it, the whispers falling silent as the light drained away. I felt a brief flicker of panic as the beauty slipped out of reach, as if something precious were being taken from me.

Out of the darkness, she emerged.

The masked woman stepped forward, her heels striking the floor with the same steady rhythm as before. The latex gleamed softly, her shape clear even without light. She stopped in front of me and tilted her head, regarding me with interest.

Though her face was hidden, I knew she was smiling.

“I can make you beautiful,” she said. “Don’t you want to be beautiful?”

The question hung in the air, heavy and intimate. I could feel the satin of the maid’s dress against my skin, the pull of the stockings, the lift of the heels. I remembered the reflection. The joy. The ease of it.

I opened my mouth to answer. But my throat tightened, and I couldn’t speak.

“Submit to me,” she said.


Chapter Five

Laura Marsh lived in a part of town that felt carefully designed rather than organic.

The streets were wide and quiet, lined with new-build houses made to look older than they were. Brickwork chosen to suggest tradition. Painted shutters that had never been functional. Small front gardens edged with neat hedges and identical flowerbeds. Everything looked planned, approved, and maintained. It was the sort of place where nothing unexpected was meant to happen.

The new shirt looked okay. The chinos helped to give me a rare air of respectability. I looked more put together than usual, though my trainers let the whole thing down slightly. The soles were worn. The laces frayed. Too late to change that now.

The house itself was larger than I had expected, detached, with tall windows and a clean, pale exterior. The door was solid and heavy, painted a muted colour that probably had a name I did not know. I knocked and waited, aware of how quiet the street was.

The door opened almost immediately.

Laura stood there smiling.

She was wearing an off-the-shoulder summer dress in a soft fabric that moved lightly against her body. It sat comfortably rather than formally, though it was clearly chosen with care. Her heels lifted her posture, changing the angle of her hips and shoulders in a way that made her presence impossible to ignore. Her hair was tied back neatly, exposing her neck and collarbones. She looked relaxed. As if hosting people like this was a regular part of her life.

“Alistair,” she said. “You found it.”

“Yes,” I said. “It wasn’t difficult.”

“Good. Come in.”

She stepped aside and held the door open. As I crossed the threshold, I caught a faint, clean scent, something subtle and expensive.

The interior was cool and quiet. The hallway was spacious, with light walls and polished wood floors. A console table stood against one wall with a single vase on it, nothing decorative beyond that. A large mirror hung opposite, framed simply, reflecting the space without clutter.

She led me into the main living area.

The room opened out wide, filled with natural light from tall windows at the back that looked out onto a private garden. The furniture was modern but comfortable, chosen to match rather than impress. A large sofa in a neutral colour. A low coffee table with a single book placed carefully at its centre. Shelves held a few objects, none of them random. Everything looked considered.

The kitchen was visible beyond the living space, sleek and immaculate. No dishes in the sink. No signs of hurried use. The counters were clear except for a bowl of fruit and a coffee machine that looked more like a design piece than an appliance.

“This is lovely,” I said, because it was the obvious thing to say.

“Thank you,” she replied. “Make yourself comfortable.”

She moved through the space with ease, heels quiet on the floor, completely at home. I stood there for a moment longer than necessary, taking it all in. Taking her in. The house suited her. It reflected the same qualities I had already noticed. Order. Confidence. Drive.

I realised then that buying new clothes had been the right decision. Standing in her home, surrounded by evidence of a life carefully built and maintained, I was acutely aware of how far out of place I might have looked otherwise.

She led me through into the kitchen and took over the space without fuss. Whatever she was making, it was simple. A pan on the hob, vegetables chopped neatly, something sizzling gently. The smell was warm and inviting, the kind of thing I associated with other people’s homes rather than my own. I lived on ready meals and takeaway containers. This felt like a small luxury.

“I hope you’re not expecting anything complicated,” she said, glancing back at me.

“Not at all,” I said. “This already looks impressive.”

She smiled at that and reached for a bottle of white wine. She poured with an easy confidence, stopping at precisely the right point, then handed me the glass.

“Here,” she said. “You look like you could use this.”

I took it and felt a little awkward holding it, suddenly conscious of my hands. The wine was cold and crisp. I took a cautious sip and nodded.

“It’s good,” I said.

“I thought so.”

She went back to the stove, stirring, tasting, adjusting without hesitation. She looked completely at ease, moving between cupboards and counter as if everything were an extension of herself. I leaned against the worktop, watching, aware of how different this was from my usual weekends spent vegetating or drinking.

“I thought we’d eat outside,” she said. “It’s nice enough, and the garden gets the sun this time of day.”

“That sounds good,” I said.

She glanced at me then, a flicker of amusement crossing her face.

“Relax,” she said lightly. “I’m not going to eat you.”

I laughed, a little too quickly, and took another sip of wine. The tension eased, just a fraction. Still, I could not shake the sense that I was being gently steered, invited deeper into a situation I did not fully understand but was already participating in all the same.

She plated the food neatly and nodded towards the doors leading out to the garden.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s enjoy it properly.”

I followed her outside, glass in hand, aware that this felt less like a thank you and more like the start of something. She set the plates down on the garden table and glanced up at the sky.

“We’ve been lucky with the weather,” she said. “It’s been like this all week. Makes the garden feel worth the effort.”

I looked around properly then. The lawn was trimmed short, the edges clean. Beds ran neatly along the fence line, planted with care rather than enthusiasm. Nothing overgrown. Nothing random.

“It’s very quiet here,” I said. “Compared to where I live, anyway.”

She smiled as she sat down opposite me. “That’s exactly why I chose it. I like things calm at home. Predictable.”

I nodded. “I can see the appeal.”

I took a sip of wine and watched her without meaning to. The dress sat lightly on her shoulders, the fabric shifting with her movement. She looked comfortable in her own space in a way I was not used to seeing. Not posed like she was at work. Not performing and being boss.

“I spend most of my day dealing with problems,” she went on. “I don’t want to bring that energy back with me.”

“That makes sense,” I said.

She reached for her glass. The sunlight caught her hair where it was tied back, highlighting the fine pale down her neck. I felt a familiar tightening in my chest, the kind that came from wanting something you had already decided you could not have.

She was being friendly. That was all.

People like her were friendly because it cost them nothing. They moved through the world with ease, offering smiles and conversation without consequence. It meant nothing more than that.

“This must feel very different to you,” she said. “Where you live, I mean.”

“It does,” I admitted. “There’s always noise. Someone drilling. Someone arguing. Someone coming home drunk at three in the morning.”

She laughed softly. “That would drive me mad.”

“It mostly fades into the background,” I said. “You stop noticing it after a while.”

She considered that. “I don’t think I ever would. I’ve never really been fond of cities. I love the country. And the neighbours here are…well, a certain type. Nice but dull, you might say.”

I picked up my fork and focused on the food, determined not to read more into her smile than was actually there.

I took a bite and paused, surprised despite myself.

“This is really good,” I said. “I should admit, I usually live on ready meals.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Do you?”

“Most nights,” I said. “Something you can put in the microwave. Or the oven if I’m feeling ambitious.”

She smiled at that, not unkindly. “I had a feeling.”

I felt a brief urge to defend myself and then let it go. There was no point pretending otherwise. I was technically a bit of a slob.

“I don’t mind cooking,” she said. “I actually enjoy it. You should learn. It’s very therapeutic.”

“Enjoy?” I repeated.

She nodded. “It’s one of the few things I do during the day where I have complete control. I pick the ingredients. I decide what goes in, how long it takes, how it turns out.”

I laughed. “I suppose that’s one way to deal with work stress,” I said without thinking. I must admit, I’d gone into the local bar and downed a few quick vodkas before making my way to her house.

She looked at me over the rim of her glass, her expression unreadable for a moment, then smiled again.

“Something like that,” she said.

I took another mouthful and nodded appreciatively. It tasted better knowing someone had chosen to make it rather than unwrap it. I wondered when I had stopped caring about that kind of thing, and decided it probably coincided with everything else becoming easier if I did not think too hard about it.

Across the table, Laura ate calmly, unhurried, entirely at ease. I watched her hands as she cut her food, precise without being delicate. Even doing something ordinary, she seemed intentional.

She set her cutlery down and looked at me properly then.

“How do you really feel about your job?” she asked.

The question was direct enough to catch me off guard. I considered giving a safer answer, but decided against it.

“It’s easy,” I said. “And that suits me.”

She nodded, as if I had confirmed something rather than surprised her.

“Most people say they want more than they actually do,” she said. “They talk about ambition because it sounds better than comfort. It’s ingrained in us that you have to strive for success when many don’t really want it.”

I shrugged. “I’ve never been very driven. Sorry.”

Saying it out loud felt oddly relieving. I waited for her to challenge it, to suggest I was underselling myself or wasting potential. She did neither.

Instead, she smiled.

“That kind of honesty is rarer than ambition,” she said.

I felt a small flicker of something at that. Approval, perhaps. Or recognition. It was subtle, but it lingered longer than the wine on my tongue.

She took another sip and leaned back slightly in her chair, studying me in a way that made me aware of myself again. Not self-conscious, exactly. More alert. I wondered, not for the first time, what she saw when she looked at me, and whether it was the same thing everyone else usually saw, or something else entirely.

She reached for the bottle before I realised my glass was empty.

Without asking, she tipped it and refilled it to the same careful level as before. Then she topped her own up and set the bottle aside within easy reach. The gesture was casual, as if she had already decided the afternoon did not need to be rushed.

I took a sip and felt the warmth settle more deeply this time.

The conversation eased after that. The edges softened. Silences stretched without becoming awkward. We talked more slowly, letting thoughts finish themselves rather than jumping ahead. She leaned back in her chair, one arm resting loosely on the table, her posture relaxed in a way I had not seen at work.

I found myself less careful with my answers. Not reckless, but looser. The need to manage how I came across faded a little. I noticed she did not fill the gaps when I paused. She waited. Letting me find my own way back in.

The garden was filled with bird song around us. A faint breeze moved through the plants. Somewhere nearby, someone laughed. No cars. No aggressive, drunken shouts as was the norm around my flat on the weekend.

It occurred to me that she was controlling the rhythm of the afternoon as neatly as everything else. When we ate. When we drank. When we spoke. I did not feel manipulated by it. If anything, I felt relieved not to have to set the pace myself. She was waiting for me to relax and be myself.

She set her glass down and looked at me with what felt like casual curiosity.

“Are you seeing anyone?” she asked.

“No,” I said. I gave a slight shrug, as if it were hardly worth commenting on. “Not at the moment.”

She seemed genuinely surprised by that. “Really?”

I laughed. “Really.”

She tilted her head slightly. “Why not?”

I hesitated, then shrugged again. “I’m not exactly difficult to figure out. I don’t put myself out there much. Girls tend to look through me rather than at me. I’m not exactly an Adonis.”

She studied me for a moment, not critically, but thoughtfully, as if adjusting an assumption she had made earlier. I felt the familiar urge to downplay myself before anyone else could do it for me.

“Still,” she said, “I would have expected you to be taken, a young leftist type with glasses who likes to go on marches.”

I laughed again, softer this time. “Trust me. I’m not exactly in demand.”

The words came easily. I had said versions of them before. They were safe. They closed doors before anyone else could try them.

She did not argue. She just took another sip of wine, her eyes still on me, as if the conversation had shifted slightly and she was deciding where to take it next.

There was a pause after that. Not awkward, just open.

I took a breath and then spoke before I could talk myself out of it.

“Can I ask you something?”

She nodded. “Of course.”

I hesitated anyway. “Why aren’t you married?”

The moment the words were out, I regretted them. They sounded too direct, too familiar. I felt a flicker of heat rise in my face.

“I mean,” I added quickly, “someone like you probably has people lining up. I didn’t mean to pry.”

I waited for her to shut it down. To smile politely and redirect the conversation back to something safer. Instead, she leaned back in her chair and contemplated the question.

I watched her take a slow sip of wine, suddenly very aware that I had crossed into personal territory without meaning to. I told myself I had overstepped. That I had made things awkward.

She did not look awkward at all, but she did not answer straight away.

The light had shifted while we were talking. The sun sat lower now, catching the tops of the hedges and leaving the rest in shade. She watched it in silence, as if the answer might be out there rather than at the table.

“Marriage isn’t simple for everyone,” she said at last.

Her voice was calm, neutral, without bitterness. She did not look at me when she said it, which somehow made it feel more honest rather than less.

I nodded. “No, I suppose not.”

She turned back to me then, her expression composed, the pause clearly intentional. It felt like a door she had opened just enough to acknowledge it existed, without inviting me through. The wine sat between us, the garden quiet, the afternoon holding its breath.

She set her glass down and rested her hand lightly against the stem.

“I have high standards,” she said.

It was not an apology. It was not a boast. It sounded like a simple fact. I nodded, unsure what she meant.

“Most men want admiration,” she went on, “not balance. They want to own, to manipulate.”

She glanced at me then, checking my reaction, before continuing. She smiled.

“They like the idea of a capable woman, right up until she doesn’t need them to feel capable themselves.”

I gave a small smile. “That sounds familiar.”

“Confidence is a fragile thing.” She lifted her glass again, amused now. “It often collapses the moment it’s challenged.”

There was a lightness to the way she said it, as if she were sharing an observation rather than a grievance. Still, I could hear the experience behind it. I wondered what had happened for her to reach that opinion and who was responsible.

I found myself listening more carefully, aware that this was the first time she had spoken about herself without framing it around work or her position at the university in respect of mine.

She had not softened herself for the story. She had not made herself easier to accept. And for reasons I could not yet articulate, that made the conversation feel more real rather than less.

She was quiet for a moment after that. Then she exhaled, slowly, as if deciding not whether to speak, but how plainly.

“I have a dominant side,” she said.

The words landed without drama. She did not lower her voice or try to dress it in humour. She stated it the way she stated everything else. I did not interrupt.

“In my personal life,” she continued, “I like control. Direction. Authority.” She watched me as she spoke, perhaps to see whether I would flinch. “I’ve tried pretending that isn’t true. It never works for long.”

I suddenly understood why she had invited me. My hand tightened a little around the glass as if I was expected the world to go out of balance.

“I can do balance at work,” she added. “Compromise. Consensus. It’s expected. At home, I don’t want that. I want things to be clear.”

I felt my pulse pick up, though I could not have said why. I was aware of the quiet between us, the garden holding steady around the table, the fact that she had trusted me with something she had not framed as a confession, but as a truth.

She shifted in her chair, the movement small but deliberate, as if settling more firmly into what she was saying. She leaned forward.

“The difficulty,” she said, “is that most men who say they want that kind of thing, a dominant woman, I mean, usually mean it as a fantasy.” She gave a short, knowing smile. “Something they like the idea of, as long as it stays contained. Safe. Occasional.”

I stayed quiet, listening.

“Or,” she went on, “they want to be indulged without offering anything in return.” She looked at her glass, turned it slightly between her fingers. “They confuse submission with passivity. As if giving up control means giving up responsibility as well.”

She shook her head once. Not annoyed. Certain.

“Finding someone who can actually submit,” she said, “without being a complete loser is difficult.”

There was no sadness in the way she said it. It sounded like a conclusion reached after repeated attempts rather than a complaint.

She looked back at me then, openly now, as if the context had been fully laid out.

“I don’t need someone to disappear,” she said. “I need someone who can stand on their own and still choose to yield.”

I realised I had stopped thinking about what I was going to say next, and was instead aware of my own stillness, my lack of impulse to joke or deflect. I did not know yet what that meant, only that she had noticed the silence and had not rushed to fill it.

She smiled then, slowly, as if a thought had just resolved itself.

“Have you?” she asked.

“Have I what?” I said, caught off guard.

“Ever tried submission?”

I looked down at the table and then back up again, aware that I was smiling despite myself, embarrassed and exposed.

“I—” I hesitated. “No. Not really.”

She lifted a hand slightly. “I’m sorry. That was direct.”

“It’s alright,” I said, though my pulse had quickened. “I just wasn’t expecting it.”

She watched me, I think, trying to gauge my reaction.

“Would you try it?” she asked.

The question felt different. Not casual. Not rhetorical.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I’ve never thought about it properly. I don’t think I am.”

She nodded, as if that answer interested her more than certainty would have. She leaned forward slightly, resting her forearms on the table. Her voice lowered, not conspiratorial, just more intimate. “Submissives often live a lie. That may be true of you, or it may not be. Until you try, you don’t really know.”

I felt like the world was watching me, waiting for my answer. She seemed comfortable with my indecision. That I didn’t throw a manly tantrum and walk out on her. I think she knew from the very moment she invited me to house, how this would end.

“Would you allow me to show you?” She asked.

The garden was quiet. The question hung between us, clear and deliberate. I felt the weight of it settle, the absence of pressure paired with the certainty that she meant exactly what she said. I swallowed, suddenly very aware that this was no longer a hypothetical, and that whatever I said next would matter.

She stood up suddenly and smiled.

“Come on,” she said. “Leave the glass there.”

My heart gave a small, unwelcome jump. I set my glass down, my fingers lingering on the stem for a moment longer than necessary.

“I really should go,” I said. The words felt thin as soon as they left my mouth.

She turned back to me, her expression calm, open.

“We’re friends now, aren’t we?” she said.

I hesitated. “I suppose so.”

She closed the distance between us before I had time to think about it and took my hand. Her grip was warm and steady, confident without being tight. The contact sent a quiet jolt through me, sharp enough that I caught my breath.

“I won’t hurt you,” she said. “I promise.”

There was nothing theatrical in her tone. No seduction. Just certainty.

She did not wait for me to answer. She turned and led me back into the house, her hand still holding mine, her pace unhurried. I followed, aware of each step, each shift of weight, the sound of our shoes on the floor.

She guided me towards the staircase. The steps were broad and solid, carpeted and spotlessly clean. As we climbed, I became acutely aware of how close she was, how easily she set the pace, how naturally I matched it without being asked.

At the top of the stairs, she did not let go of my hand.

My heart was beating faster now, not with fear exactly, but with anticipation I did not yet understand. I told myself I could still leave. That nothing irreversible had happened.

Still, I followed her down the corridor, deeper into the house, aware that whatever came next would not be casual, and that despite everything I had told myself earlier, I had chosen not to stop her.


Chapter Six

I followed her up the stairs, watching the flow of her dress, the movement of her heels. Her perfume trailed behind her as she held my hand and turned, smiling. Even if she were leading me to my death, I probably would have gone with her at that point. I think it’s called being smitten.

She opened the door at the end of the corridor and stepped aside, guiding me in ahead of her.

The bedroom was large, larger than any room in my flat, and immediately calmer than the rest of the house. The light was softer here, filtered through long curtains that fell from the ceiling to the floor. They were a pale neutral colour, heavy enough to block the evening chill but light sufficient to glow faintly where the last of the daylight pressed through.

The bed dominated the centre of the room. It was wide and low, framed in pale wood, dressed with layered bedding arranged with care rather than stiffness. A quilt in a muted pastel shade lay folded neatly at the foot. Cushions were stacked at the head, chosen to match rather than impress. Everything looked inviting without being casual.

The walls were painted in a warm, understated tone, softening the space. There was nothing harsh or distracting about it. No bold colours. No clutter. The room felt considered, designed to be lived in rather than displayed. A thick rug covered most of the floor, cushioning each step and muting sound.

To one side of the bed stood a dressing table with a large mirror, framed simply. Its surface was tidy but not empty. A small selection of cosmetics arranged with precision. A brush lay parallel to the edge. A single perfume bottle placed where it would be reached for without thought. The chair tucked beneath it was upholstered, comfortable, and clearly used.

Along one wall, a wardrobe stretched from floor to ceiling, its doors closed, seamless, giving no hint of what was inside. Opposite it, a low chest of drawers held a lamp with a soft shade, already switched on, casting a warm pool of light across the room.

There were personal touches. A framed photograph on the bedside table turned slightly inward. A book placed face down, a bookmark marking progress.

The room was unmistakably feminine, but not in a way that felt decorative for someone else’s benefit. It was controlled, calm, and self-assured. It suited her in the same way the rest of the house did, as if it had been shaped to support a particular way of existing rather than to make a statement.

I stood just inside the doorway, taking it all in, aware that this was not a space many people were invited into. I had no way of knowing that the room had been arranged recently, that its softness and balance were the result of deliberate change rather than habit. To me, it simply felt like another extension of her.

I stepped in and she closed the door behind us quietly.

She did not move further into the room straight away. She stood there, hands relaxed at her sides, as if grounding herself before speaking.

“People misunderstand dominance,” she said. “They reduce it to force or appetite. They assume it’s about taking something.”

She looked at me then, making sure I was listening.

“It isn’t. Not for me.”

She walked a little, slow and unhurried, tracing the edge of the rug with her heel. “Dominance is about clarity. About removing noise. Most people live in a constant state of negotiation with the world. They question themselves at every step. They second-guess. They carry the weight of choice even when they’re exhausted by it.”

She stopped and turned back towards me.

“Submission isn’t weakness,” she said. “It’s trust. It’s the decision to let someone else hold the structure for a while. To rest inside boundaries instead of building them.”

I felt my throat tighten, though I said nothing.

“When it works,” she went on, “it’s almost…quiet. Like stepping out of bad weather into a room where everything is already in order and warm. You don’t disappear. You don’t become less. You become focused.”

She lifted her hand slightly, palm up, as if weighing something invisible.

“I don’t want obedience for its own sake. I want consent that’s conscious. Chosen. I want someone who understands that yielding can be an act of strength.”

Her voice stayed calm, even gentle, but beneath it there was a certainty that made the words feel anchored rather than theoretical.

“That’s why it’s difficult,” she said. “Because most people hear dominance and think of spectacle. Or sex. Or fantasy. I’m not interested in any of that unless it’s built on something quieter and deeper.”

She met my eyes again.

“I’m interested in what happens when someone stops fighting themselves.”

I realised she was not persuading me. She was explaining herself, the way she might explain a principle she lived by. Whether I understood it or not was secondary. Still, something in her words had settled uncomfortably close to home, as if she had described a need I had never quite given a name to.

“Will you try it for me?”

Goosebumps rose on my forearms. Her face was flushed from the wine, a different person from the office where she was always on show.

I tried to talk, cleared my throat and then managed: “What did you have in mind?”

“A simple demonstration of the power of submission.”

I didn’t reply, but she reached out and began unbuttoning my shirt. I was staring into her eyes, as if drowning in them. Was I drunk enough to do this? Her warm hand pressed against my chest and moved gently over my nipple.

“You are not to move, unless I tell you,” she said. “Keep your arms by your side.” She slipped the shirt over my shoulders and let it drop to the floor.

“Okay.”

“No,” she said quietly. “Call me Miss Marsh. When you say something, end it with Miss Marsh. Every time.”

I took a breath. “Yes, Miss Marsh.”

She smiled at that small victory and walked around me and lifted my straggly hair. She went over to the bed and sat down. “Now, take off the rest of your clothes.”

I slowly undid my belt and realised I was trembling. I felt so charged, I didn’t know what I was thinking. Josh would say, "Never look a gift horse in the mouth," and it would make a great story when I got back to work on Monday, but I knew that wasn’t true. I wouldn’t say anything about this. She stared at me as I lowered my trousers and stepped out of them. The hardness of my cock could be seen through my boxers, and I blushed again. She told me to take them off too, and soon I was standing there naked.

“Do you know what edging is?”

“No, Miss Marsh.”

“It’s where you bring yourself close to climax and then pull back until you recover. If you cum, then you get punished. It’s a simple little game to teach restraint.”

She stood and gently pulled down the top of her dress, slipping it down over her belly and then stepping out of it easily. She wore a red bustier and a red silk thong. Her figure was lean and smooth. She lifted the dress and folded it neatly so that I could see her from every angle. My breath caught again.

Then she stepped behind me and turned me towards the full-length mirror in the corner. “Look at you,” she whispered in my ear. “How beautiful you are.”

One hand came up beneath my left arm and touched my chest. The other hand reached around, sliding across my flesh until she found my cock and held it in her fingers. “When you are close, you are to say stop, Miss Marsh. Do you understand?”

She started to rub me gently, and it wasn’t long before I said: “Stop, Miss Marsh.” I gasped.

She laughed gently, pleased with herself in an almost girlish way: “Well, that wasn’t very good, was it?”

My breath was coming raggedly, and my body was already covered in a sheen of sweat. “The more you practice this,” she said. “The longer you last over time.” She kissed my shoulder and I shivered.

Again, she reached for my cock and gently rubbed, kissing me, her breast pressed against my back. It was deliciously painful. I didn’t last much longer than before crying: “Stop, Miss Marsh!”

She would start again after a few minutes and whisper things like: The essence of a sub dom relationship is not about control of one person over another, but control over yourself, even for the dom.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

A dominant and submissive relationship is built on trust, where one person chooses to hand over control, and the other accepts responsibility for holding it carefully.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

At its core, the dynamic is about structure, not force, offering clarity and direction to someone who finds relief in not having to decide everything for themselves.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

Submission is an active choice, not a loss of self, and it only works when the submissive is seen, valued, and respected.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

Dominance is not about overpowering another person but about creating a space where someone else can feel safe enough to let go.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

When it is healthy, the relationship becomes a quiet collaboration, one person guiding, the other yielding, both aware that consent is what gives the dynamic its meaning.

Stop, Miss Marsh.

She moved away from me, finally, and sat down on the bed. I stood, exhausted, flushed, and breathing heavily.

“Stand there, for a while,” she said. “Let’s see if your ardour subsides, and then we can try something else. Are you okay to continue?”

I should have said no, but I didn’t. “Yes, Miss Marsh.”

“This is about starting small and then moving on to bigger things. It’s about breaking boundaries. I want to invite you on a journey of exploration, of our minds, of our bodies.”

My ‘ardour’, as she put it, was finally starting to ease, and for that I was grateful.

“Do you find me attractive?” She asked.

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

“What do you find attractive?” I struggled with an answer. “You see, that’s the problem,” she continued. “People mostly look at the superficial instead of what lies beneath, when that’s the most important thing.”

For something to say, I said: “Yes, Miss Marsh.”

She did not react immediately. She let the silence sit between us, long enough that I became aware of my breathing again.

“Do you know why I ask questions like that?” she said.

I shook my head.

“Because hesitation tells me more than confidence,” she said. “Anyone can list features. Eyes. Clothes. A smile. The way someone moves. Those are rehearsed answers. We learn them from an early age. What interests me is the pause before the answer, the moment where you realise you’re not sure what you’re allowed to say.”

I felt my face warm again, but said nothing. My cock now flopped limply.

“Attraction,” she went on, “is not something you point at. It’s something you recognise when it’s already working on you. When you’ve adjusted yourself without noticing.”

She stood and opened the drawer of her dresser.

“When you said yes just now,” she said, “you weren’t agreeing with me. You were checking in. Waiting to see if you were still doing it correctly.”

I swallowed. “Was I, Miss Marsh?”

“Yes,” she said. “And that matters.”

She tilted her head slightly, studying me.

“What I’m interested in,” she continued, “is the part of you that responds before it understands why. The part that notices tone before content. That’s where influence settles.”

I nodded slowly. But I didn’t really understand, and she knew it.

“If I wanted obedience, I could demand it. What I want is awareness. Awareness chooses to stay.” She stepped back then, giving me space again.

“Now,” she said, calmly, “tell me what you noticed before I asked the question.”

I looked at her, unsure, then answered honestly.

“I noticed I was already trying not to disappoint you, Miss Marsh.”

She smiled. “Now, are you ready for round two?” She picked up a pair of white panties from the drawer. “Will you wear these for me?”

She held them out, and for the sake of at last being covered, I took them and put them on. She told me to tuck my ‘thing’ away between my legs, and I did, pulling the panties up tightly.

“Have you ever tried nipple play? I guess not.” Next, she took out a pretty sheer silk chemise, also in white. She held it by the straps. “Silk is wonderful for nipple play.” She handed it to me and told me to put it on. I lowered it over my head, the silk slithering almost deliciously over my torse. She raised an eyebrow. “You really are quite pretty, for a boy.”

I stood there in the panties and chemise as she knelt on the bed, puffed up the pillows and then sat back, slowly spreading her legs as brazenly as anything I had ever seen. She patted the bed between them and said: “Sit here, with your back to me, pressed up to my thighs.”

I climbed onto the bed and turned, pushing myself between her legs. I could feel the heat of her crotch on my back.

“You will not move unless I instruct you. Is that understood?” She said.

She stroked my hair and pulled me back a little so that I rested against her breasts. Her fingers trailed across my neck and then down over the silk of the chemise. I could feel her warm breath on my neck. Her nails barely whispered across my nipples, and I suddenly shuddered. They began to harden almost immediately. I felt my groin tighten, imprisoned in the panties. She worked slowly and deliberately, sometimes firm, sometimes light as a feather. Then she would pinch my nipples, and I would arch back against her. It was a wonderful, painful sensation, and I had to fight from moving my arms.

“Spread your legs for me. That’s it, a bit more. Good.” The stroking continued slowly, rhythmically, bringing small explosions of pleasure that made me moan almost deliriously. I could feel her nipples were hard behind me now and the sensation made my stomach squirm.

“Now,” she said, “move your hips back and forth, slowly. Pretend that you’re a girl for a moment and you’ve got a nice big cock in you while your nipples are being stroked. Feel that little pussy of yours grow ever more sensitive. Just let yourself go and abandon yourself to all those sensations. Don’t rationalise. Just let it be.”

I began to move my hips back and forth, and my nipples seemed to tingle with energy. She traced her fingers around them, lifted the soft chemise, and let it drop loosely back into place. “You’re going to be mine,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m going to teach you to be who you really are. Do you want that?”

I gasped. It was becoming too much; I was going to explode. “Yes, Miss Marsh,” I groaned.

“Start to move your hips more, grind your pussy into the bed.”

I was moving back and forth, pressing into the hard mattress. She kissed my neck and pinched my nipples a little more fiercely. “That’s a good girl,” she said, and I suddenly came, shuddering with a powerful orgasm, crying out.

Cum squirted between my legs and over my buttocks, and just when I thought I was finished, she lightly stroked my nipples again, and I shuddered once more. There was an extra convulsion, and more cum squirted out. An incredible sensation filled me as if something had been released after being imprisoned in me for so long.

I was breathing heavily, my body covered in sweat. She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against me, and kissed me on the cheek. “Thank you,” she said.

“For what?” I croaked.

“For trying it. Most don’t. They may say yes, but they always chicken out, even those with promise.” She rubbed my shoulder. “Did you enjoy it?”

How could I say I didn’t? “Yes, Miss Marsh.”

We sat there together for a while, not speaking. She would drop her head forward and kiss me and play gently with my nipples.

When she finally climbed off the bed and put on her dress, I lay there quite pathetically.

“Wear the lingerie as you walk back and think of me. I want you to have some time to decide whether you want to go further. You must understand that I will expect complete obedience and no questions once we begin.”

She sat down on the bed and gently pulled up the chemise's strap. “If you are willing to go further, we can sit and discuss boundaries. And then we can begin properly. I promise to teach you lots of things. Lots of amazing things. If you want to continue, then wear the chemise and the panties under your clothes at work on Monday.”

I got dressed, my legs trembling a little as if all the strength had been drawn out of them.

As I stood waiting for the bus home, I could feel the silk of the chemise tickle my nipples, and it sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine.


Chapter Seven

On Monday morning, I arrived on time (for a change) and sat down at my desk, trying to act as though the day was no different from any other. My heart was beating a little too fast, and I kept adjusting the collar of my shirt, aware of the thin, silky fabric beneath and what it meant. I felt like I was continuously stepping across some salacious line. I hadn’t slept much and, when I did, I continued to have weird dreams.

Laura arrived a little after nine.

She walked straight past me without acknowledging me and went into Josh’s office, closing the door behind her. Through the side glass, I saw their blurred shapes talking for a while. Josh looked more awake than usual when he came in, or at least more alert. She stood confidently, gesturing with one hand, calm and completely in control of the room. He sat and looked more subservient.

I watched the clock. It was only five minutes but seemed like fifteen.

When the door finally opened, she stepped out and spoke to Josh with a brief, polite word. Then she turned and walked over to my desk.

Her heels stopped beside my chair, and I blushed. I could feel her standing behind me before she touched me. Her hands settled lightly on my shoulders.

“And how is Alistair this morning?” she said.

I swallowed before whispering. “I’m well, Miss Marsh.”

“Good.”

She placed something on the desk beside my keyboard. A phone. Not a cheap one either. She didn’t explain. She simply walked away with the same quiet certainty she had entered with, heading down the corridor without another word.

I stared at the phone. I could feel the chastity device pressing against me and realised that the whole moment had given me a frisson of excitement. I cleared my throat and then picked up the phone and slipped it into my pocket, a warm flush running up the back of my neck. Josh was oblivious in his office but came out of a coffee and muttered: “That woman has been given far too much power.”

For ten minutes, I tried to work. Or pretend to. Every sound made me jump, as of I was expecting the Sword of Heracles to descend on my neck any moment.

Then the phone pinged. I pulled it out of my pocket and realised my hand was shaking, the palm sweaty.

A single message on the locked screen:

Thank you.

My pulse jumped. I slipped the phone back into my pocket quickly, in case anyone looked over.

Half an hour later, another message appeared:

Am in meetings all day but have booked Antonio’s tonight for 7. We’ll talk then. Don’t be late.

I looked around more than furtively and typed my reply:

Yes, Miss Marsh.

I hit send and then set the phone face down, willing myself to breathe normally again. But for the rest of the morning, I kept reaching to make sure it was still there. When had I become so besotted? What was happening to me? I felt like a kid waiting for Christmas but a hundred times worse.

The day seemed determined to move at half speed.

Emails blurred on the screen. Words lost meaning as soon as I typed them. Even the ticking clock felt slower, stretching each second into two. Every so often, I checked the phone for another message from Miss Laura Marsh, knowing full well there would be nothing. The anticipation made it worse, tightening in my chest whenever I thought too hard about what seven o’clock might bring.

By mid-afternoon, I had given up pretending to be productive. At four, I shut down my computer and left, something I had done before without a reason, sure that no one would really notice. I headed to the store and bought some new clothes, actually wanting to make an impression. The walk home passed in a haze. I barely noticed the familiar streets or the traffic noise. It was all background to a single, looping thought.

Back at the flat, I lingered in the shower longer than necessary. The hot water helped a little, steadying me. I changed into the clothes I had bought. The shirt sat well. The chinos made me look like someone who was trying, at least. My hands shook slightly as I buttoned up.

I paced the small room, trying to gather myself. There was a pull in two directions. One of them was familiar: doubt, discomfort, the instinct to retreat before things became complicated. The other was new. It had weight and heat to it. Excitement, yes, but sharper than that. A kind of hunger I had never given much attention to. Something in me wanted to follow her lead, not because I had to, but because the alternative felt suddenly smaller.

I tried to think of past relationships, to compare this feeling to. There wasn’t much to draw on. The few women I had dated had been fine. Ordinary. We met, we got along well enough, we fizzled out quietly. I had never felt anything particularly intense. Nothing that made me want to change or grow or risk anything.

This was different.

Even the fear wasn’t the usual kind. It wasn’t fear of failing. It was the fear of wanting something and not even knowing the whole shape of it yet. It was stepping into a dark, unknown, and finding uncertainty thrilling rather than suffocating.

I checked the time again, though only a few minutes had passed. Too early to leave, too late to calm down.

I stood in front of the mirror and looked at myself properly.

New clothes. Nerves barely contained. A secret under the fabric that only one person would recognise.

Something delicious in the transgression. Something new and unfolding.

And somewhere across town, Laura Marsh knew exactly what she was doing.

Antonios was tucked away on a side street near the centre of town, the kind of place you had to know about rather than stumble across. Inside, it was warm and softly lit, all deep reds and dark wood. Small tables were spaced close enough for intimacy but far enough to avoid eavesdropping. On a Monday night, it was quiet, a low murmur of conversation and the faint clink of cutlery the only background noise.

A server guided me to a booth in the far corner.

Laura was already there.

She looked exactly as composed as she had that afternoon, though the setting made her seem even more self-assured. She wore a dark, fitted dress that complemented the confidence in her posture. Her hair was pinned up neatly, a few strands loose by design rather than accident. When she saw me, she smiled, not broadly, but with recognition.

“You’re right on time,” she said.

I slid into the seat opposite her, trying not to look too stiff or too eager. We exchanged a few opening words — traffic, the weather, the quiet of the restaurant — the kind of small talk meant to bridge the shift from day to evening and work to friendship. Even if it was only just beginning.

Before the waiter even reached us, she lifted a hand slightly and he changed course, attentive to her rather than me.

“A bottle of the Verdicchio, please,” she said. She nodded to me. “And menus.”

He returned a moment later, placing the wine on the table and handing each of us a menu. She poured for both of us, measured and effortless, then opened her own menu only briefly before looking up at me.

“Choose something healthy,” she said. “You’ll feel better for it.” It wasn’t a suggestion.

I looked down at the list of dishes, realising I would never normally think in those terms. I usually chose what was easiest or cheapest. Here, the guidance felt like a reminder that she was paying attention to what I did, to what I might become.

I nodded, even though she wasn’t watching my face at that moment.

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

Her gaze lifted slightly, approval flickering across it.

“Good,” she said. “We can talk properly now.”

The wine glasses caught the light as she raised hers, setting the evening in motion in the same calm, inevitable way she directed everything. She rested one elbow lightly on the table, her glass still in her hand, and fixed her attention on me.

“How do you feel about Saturday?” she asked.

I didn’t need to think about it. “I can’t get it out of my mind.” It came out as if it was an uncomfortable revelation, which it may have been, but it was exciting too.  That answer seemed to please her. A faint smile, small but unmistakably satisfied, touched her lips.

“I’m glad,” she said. “But I need to ask you again, clearly. Do you really want to move forward with this? Because it won’t be halfway. It means submitting to me… in every way that matters. Without argument or regret.”

I met her eyes. “I’ve already made up my mind. And I have thought about it, Miss Laura.”

She nodded once, as if a box had been ticked exactly when she expected it to be.

“I checked your annual leave record,” she said, almost casually. “You still have plenty of days unused.” The shift from emotion to practical detail made the moment feel more real, more planned than spontaneous. “I want you to take next week off,” she continued. “All of it. If we’re going to begin, we’re going to start properly and with structure.”

I blinked, surprised. “The whole week, Miss Laura?”

“Yes.” She took a slow sip of wine. “It will give you less time to overthink. Less room to hesitate. And it will help you adjust to your new role without distraction. You will give me that week and be perfectly obedient. At the end, I will ask you once again if you want to continue.”

Her gaze held mine, steady and certain. I nodded slowly, the weight of her words settling through me. The idea felt bold, drastic and thrilling in a way I struggled to put into words.

“When do we start, Miss Laura?” I asked.

“We’ve already started, Alistair.”

She set her glass down again, fingertips resting lightly on the rim as she considered her next words. “This is about pushing boundaries,” she said. “Not just physical ones. Psychological. Emotional. The way you see yourself.”

She leaned in slightly, her voice lower but still perfectly controlled. “I think you’ll love it,” she said. Then she reached out gently and pushed a strand of hair back from my temple. The touch sent a shiver through me.

“We’ll start with something simple. A first step. Tell me, how do you feel about being feminised?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. I tried to assemble a sensible answer, something steady, something that didn’t reveal too much. Nothing arrived quickly enough. I told her I hadn’t given it much thought, which was true in general, at least until recently.

Her eyebrow lifted. “Haven’t you?”

I looked at the table, at the candle flickering in its glass, and something in my mind pulled loose. A memory of the corridor in the dream, the rustle of satin, the weight of the skirt, the shock of seeing myself transformed in the mirror. And the feeling that had flooded me before the image vanished, a thrill that felt frightening only because it was so unexpectedly right.

I swallowed.

“I had a dream,” I said quietly.

She waited.

“I was dressed differently. And I saw myself. It should have felt ridiculous but it didn’t.”

There was no mockery in her expression. No surprise, either. If anything, she seemed to recognise something she had predicted.

“I thought so,” she said softly. “There’s always a part of us that knows where we belong before we dare to say it out loud.”

I didn’t know whether to nod or deny it, so I stayed still, my thoughts racing. She lifted her glass again and held my gaze over the rim.

“Let’s start there,” she said. “Let’s see what you become when you stop running from what you’ve already imagined.”

Her tone was calm, almost gentle, but there was no question in it.

She straightened slightly in the booth, the casual warmth of the evening giving way to something more deliberate. Her glass was still in her hand, but she was no longer drinking.

“You’ll be at my house at ten o’clock sharp on Saturday morning,” she said. “Not a minute later.”

The certainty in her voice left no space for interpretation. This was not an invitation. It was a schedule.

“That’s when the training will begin.”

I felt a tightening in my chest, a mix of nerves and anticipation that made it hard to swallow. I nodded anyway, aware that she was watching for hesitation.

“You won’t bring anything with you,” she continued. “No bag. No change of clothes. Just what you’re wearing when you walk through the door.”

She let that sit for a moment before going on.

“For now, you’ll act as my personal maid. Not as a costume, not as a game. As a role. Something practical. Something grounding. We’ll use it to establish rhythm and expectation while we learn what this relationship actually wants to be.”

Her choice of words was careful. Development. Discovery. Not fantasy, not performance. It was something real and not to be belittled or reduced to something vulgar.

“You’ll follow my instructions,” she said. “Without complaint. Without negotiation.”

Her gaze held mine, firm but not unkind.

“I will be severe when I need to be,” she went on. “And I will reward you when it’s deserved. Both are important. You’ll learn the difference.”

The idea sent another quiet shiver through me. Fear and relief braided together so tightly I could not separate them.

“All of this only works,” she said, lowering her voice slightly, “if you stop holding yourself back. You don’t need to impress me. You don’t need to anticipate me. You only need to give yourself to the process.”

She paused then, not to ask for confirmation, but to allow the weight of it to settle.

“That,” she said, calmly, “is all I expect of you.”

I sat there, heart pounding, aware that nothing had been taken from me, and yet something fundamental had already begun to shift.

“I agree, Miss Laura,” I said, the words arriving with more certainty than I felt, but not more than I wanted.

Her smile deepened, just enough to reveal her pleasure at hearing it.

“I think you’ll make a charming maid,” she said. “I’ve already prepared your outfits. And a plan of action for how we’ll begin.”

There was a brightness in her eyes then, something controlled but unmistakably excited. It wasn’t the excitement of a game or a whim. It was the excitement of someone who had been waiting to put a plan into motion for quite a long time.

We ate our meal in a quieter rhythm, the atmosphere shifting again, settling into something calmer but no less charged. I became aware of every detail, the clink of cutlery, the low hum of conversation from the other tables, the warmth of the wine. Everything felt sharpened, as if we were on the edge of a new chapter already written, the pages waiting only to be turned.

Then, as the waiter cleared the plates, Laura reached into her handbag.

She set a rectangular box on the table between us. It was wrapped in feminine paper — soft floral patterns, tied neatly with a delicate ribbon. It looked almost like a birthday gift, except the occasion was something else entirely.

“You’ll take this home,” she said.

I touched the box lightly with my fingertips, the paper crisp beneath my hand.

“You are not to open it here.”

I nodded.

“Inside, you’ll find instructions. Follow them exactly.” Her voice remained calm but held a clear expectation. The bill arrived, and she paid it without even looking at me, thanking the waiter.

“That is all for tonight,” she said. “For now.”

I got home and didn’t turn the lights on straight away. The flat felt smaller than usual, quieter, as if holding its breath. I sat on the sofa with the lights from outside flooding across the carpet and set the wrapped box on the coffee table in front of me. For a moment, I just looked at it, fingers resting lightly on the edge of the ribbon.

Then I unwrapped it.

Inside, neatly arranged, were two items. The first was a small pack of vitamins, the label clean and anonymous. I picked it up, turned it over, and found nothing unusual about it except the intention behind it.

Beneath it was another box, plain and compact. I opened that one more slowly.

Inside lay a chastity device, new and precise in its design, the metal catching the room's low light. There was no mistaking its purpose. It was a small cage with several oval attachments of different sizes and a lock and key.

A folded note was placed beside it. I opened it carefully. The handwriting was neat and elegant.

The tablets are vitamins to support complexion and energy. You will take one with breakfast each day. The device is to be fitted immediately. The key must be placed in the provided envelope and deposited in my office post-box first thing in the morning.

There was no signature. No threat. Simply expectation.

I read the note twice, then set it down beside the device. My hands were warm, my pulse unsteady. There was a hesitation there, and then a more profound, steadier feeling beneath it.

I read the device's instructions, then went to the bathroom and, after a few moments of struggling, managed to fit it snugly so it wouldn't come off. My imprisoned manhood looked strangely pathetic as I stood there looking at myself in the mirror.

I woke early the next morning, earlier than I needed to. The flat felt unusually quiet, every sound sharper than it should have been. The cage felt a little heavy, something that would always be ever-present rather than forgotten while I was wearing it.

In the kitchen, I poured myself a glass of water and took one of the vitamins with my breakfast, exactly as instructed. The action was mundane, yet it carried a weight that made me pause before swallowing.

I dressed carefully, more aware of myself than usual. The small envelope lay on the table where I had left it the night before.

Miss Laura Marsh
Personal

Seeing her name there made my stomach tighten.

The walk to work felt longer than usual. I kept checking my pocket, not because I thought the envelope might be gone, but because I was conscious of carrying something that mattered. Something that was no longer mine to keep.

When I reached the main administration section, I slowed. Her office door was closed. The corridor was quiet, staff moving through it without paying me any attention.

I took the envelope out and stood before the post slot beneath her name. For a brief second, I hesitated, then slid it in.

I stepped back, my heart beating faster than it should have been for such a simple task.


Chapter Eight

The rest of the week seemed to stretch itself out deliberately, as if time had decided to test my patience.

Every minute felt heavier than the last. I stared at my screen and reread the same emails without absorbing them. Phone calls caught me off guard. I lost my place halfway through tasks I had done a hundred times before. It was as though part of my attention was permanently elsewhere, waiting.

For the next couple of days, there was no communication from Miss Marsh.

I saw her occasionally, crossing the atrium or disappearing into meetings, always immaculate, always purposeful. Each time, a small part of me expected a glance, a sign, something. She gave none. When our paths briefly aligned at a distance, she did not acknowledge me in any way. Not a nod. Not a look. She might as well have been a stranger.

That, more than anything, unsettled me.

By Wednesday afternoon, I was restless enough to welcome any distraction. When I returned to my desk after a short errand, something new was waiting for me. A plain envelope, placed neatly beside my keyboard.

There was no name on the front.

I sat down slowly and opened it.

Inside was a flash drive and a folded note. I recognised her handwriting immediately.

The instructions were brief.

I was to play the audio on the drive when I retired for bed. I was to do this every evening until our meeting on Saturday. No variations. No exceptions.

That was all.

I closed the note and held the flash drive for a moment, feeling its weight in my hand. There was no explanation, no reassurance. Just another step laid out in advance. I slipped the envelope into my bag and turned back to my screen, my concentration no better than before. If anything, the waiting now felt more deliberate, more structured.

She had not forgotten me. She was simply letting the anticipation do its work.

I was eager to get home in a way I hadn’t been for a long time.

The afternoon dragged, every small task feeling like an obstacle between me and the evening. When I finally left the office, I walked faster than usual, my thoughts already ahead of me. The flat greeted me with its familiar untidiness, and for once I didn’t sink into it.

Instead, I started tidying.

I picked up clothes from chairs and folded them. I stacked papers that hadn’t needed stacking. I wiped down surfaces that weren’t dirty enough to justify the effort. It felt oddly purposeful, as if order might help the time pass more quickly. Or as if I was preparing the space for something, even though no one else was coming.

The clock moved slowly regardless.

Eventually, with nothing left to rearrange, I gave up and went to bed early. There was no point pretending I would settle into anything else. The anticipation had already claimed the evening. I transferred the audio file from the flash drive to my playlist, checking it twice before disconnecting it. The file name told me nothing. I brushed my teeth, changed, and lay back on the bed, the room dark around me.

I put the headphones in and pressed play.

The sound began softly, almost immediately, a low wash of music that filled the space without demanding attention. I lay still, eyes open at first, then closed them, letting the darkness settle in. The day fell away more easily than it had any right to.

I listened.

And waited.

Instead of the binaural beats, whisperings and music, Miss Laura’s voice came across in a gentle tone, surrounded by ethereal music. I immediately found myself relaxing and feeling more secure and safe as she spoke:

Good evening, young lady.

Settle yourself. There is nothing you need to do right now except listen.

Let the day fall away. Let your shoulders soften. Let your breathing slow without effort. In through your nose, gently, and out through your mouth. There is no rush. You have nowhere else to be.

You are safe. You are exactly where you should be.

With every breath, your body becomes quieter. Thoughts lose their urgency. Muscles that have been holding on all day begin to release, one by one.

You don’t need to analyse anything you hear. You don’t need to respond. Just allow my voice to guide you into rest.

Tonight is about calm. About stillness. About listening.

Relax now, young lady. I will take care of the rest. You are safe, and you are willing to let me change you for the better.

Imagine now that you are sinking gently into a world of pink.

Not falling. Not dropping. Simply drifting downward, supported, held, as if the colour itself is buoyant.

Pink surrounds you. Soft at first, like light filtered through silk. It isn’t loud or childish. It’s warm. Enveloping. Calm.

As you float, you begin to notice how the pink responds to you. It deepens where you pass through it, as if recognising you. Welcoming you.

With every breath, the colour draws closer. It brushes against your skin, then seeps inward, not in a hurry, not forcing anything. Just spreading, gently, patiently.

Pink settles into your shoulders, easing them. It loosens the tension you didn’t realise you were carrying. It moves into your arms, your hands, softening them, making them lighter.

You feel it in your chest now. A warmth. A quiet reassurance.

Pink is comfort. Pink is permission.

The colour drifts through your thoughts, smoothing sharp edges. Old expectations fade. Rigid ideas lose their hold. What remains is feeling rather than analysis.

You don’t need to justify why you like pink.

You simply do.

Pink makes you feel gentle. Pink makes you feel open. Pink makes you feel beautifully feminine in a way that feels natural, not performed.

There is nothing fragile about this. Nothing weak. This femininity is calm, grounded, assured.

As the pink fills you, you notice how right it feels. How it resonates with something you have always carried quietly inside you.

You love pink.

You love how it makes you feel cared for.

You love how it makes you feel seen.

You love how it makes you feel feminine.

The colour wraps around your mind now, not clouding it, but focusing it. Pink becomes a place you can return to. A state you can recognise.

Whenever you think of pink, your body will remember this feeling.

Calm.

Soft.

Feminine.

You float there for a while, suspended in that warmth, knowing you don’t need to do anything else. You don’t need to become anything else.

You are already enough.

And pink knows it.

As you float there, young lady, something begins to take shape.

At first it is only colour. A richer pink within the pink. Then form gathers gently, as if the world itself is offering you a gift.

Look at it.

The dress drifts before you, suspended, turning slowly so you may admire every detail. Satin pink, impossibly smooth, its surface glowing as though lit from within. The fabric shines and softens at the same time, catching the light and returning it in warm, indulgent waves.

Notice the bodice, young lady. How it is shaped with care. How it promises to hold you, to define you, to remind you of exactly who you are when you wear it. The satin there is firm yet yielding, structured but kind, designed to guide your posture and invite grace.

See the white apron resting against the pink, pristine and delicate. Its ruffled edge frames the centre of the dress, a gentle contrast that draws the eye again and again. A bow sits neatly at your chest, placed with intention, sweet and unmistakably feminine.

The sleeves puff softly at the shoulders, playful and elegant, tied with pale ribbons that rest against your arms like affectionate hands. Each bow is perfect. Each fold deliberate.

Let your eyes travel down to the skirt.

It flares outward in a generous sweep, full and dramatic, lifted by layers beneath that give it movement and presence. The satin ripples as it turns, flowing like liquid blush, the hemline trimmed with lace that peeks out coyly, white against pink, innocence framed by indulgence.

More bows are set into the skirt, young lady. Not too many. Just enough to remind you that this garment exists to be admired. To be worn. To be obeyed.

The dress does not wait passively. It presents itself to you. It invites you.

As you look at it, you feel the weight of it, the way it would settle against your body. You can almost feel the satin sliding over your skin, the way the skirt would sway with every step, the way the apron would rest against you, marking your role.

This dress is not a costume.

It is a declaration.

It is what pink becomes when it knows exactly what it is for.

And as you float there, young lady, you understand something without needing to think about it.

You were always meant to wear it.

As you continue to look at it, young lady, the feeling changes.

At first it was admiration. Now it becomes desire.

The longer you gaze at the maid’s uniform, the more strongly you feel drawn toward it. Not hurried. Not desperate. Just inevitable. As if something inside you is gently leaning forward, wanting to close the distance.

You imagine reaching out.

You imagine your fingers brushing the satin, feeling how impossibly smooth it is, how it glides beneath your touch. You know, without touching it yet, exactly how it would feel. Cool at first. Then warming to you. Yielding.

You want to see yourself in it.

Not out of curiosity, but recognition.

You begin to picture how it would shape you. How the bodice would hold you properly. How the skirt would settle around your hips. How the apron would rest against you, marking your place.

With that thought, your senses sharpen.

The pink air feels richer. The imagined texture of lace against your skin sends a quiet wave of completeness through you. Satin, lace, ribbon — each sensation layered gently over the last, not overwhelming, just right.

You notice how natural it feels to want this.

How calm.

How feminine.

Wearing the uniform is not about display. It is about alignment. About stepping fully into a role that feels safe and purposeful.

As you imagine the satin against you, you feel yourself softening. Not weakening. Yielding. Allowing yourself to be guided.

Subservience, in this space, feels like belonging.

You feel complete when you imagine yourself dressed this way. Proper. Held. Defined.

And beneath it all, steady and reassuring, is the awareness of your mistress.

Her presence gives the desire shape. Meaning. Direction.

You do not need to rush toward the dress.

You simply allow the wanting to grow.

Because wanting it is already part of becoming it.

Imagine now that you are wearing it, young lady.

The pink satin maid’s dress rests against your body as if it were made only for you. It fits perfectly, every seam aligned, every ribbon lying exactly where it should. Nothing pulls. Nothing pinches. It simply belongs.

You are standing in a feminine bedroom, softly lit, calm and private. The air feels gentle here. Safe.

Feel the bodice holding you properly, encouraging you to stand straight, to carry yourself with care. The satin is smooth against your skin, cool and reassuring, warming as it settles.

The skirt falls around you in graceful folds, brushing your legs when you shift your weight. Beneath it, the lace and underskirts whisper softly with movement, reminding you of your place every time you breathe.

You look down at yourself.

You look so pretty.

Not because you are trying to be. Because you are.

The apron rests neatly against you, light and precise, marking your role with quiet certainty. The bows sit where they should, delicate and intentional. Every detail feels right.

You feel pretty.

Pretty in a way that feels calm rather than exciting. Complete rather than dramatic. Feminine in a way that settles deep inside you and stays.

Wearing this uniform makes sense of you. It gathers you together. It gives shape to feelings you have carried for a long time without naming.

You don’t need to adjust anything. You don’t need to improve it.

You simply stand there, breathing, feeling the satin and lace move with you, feeling yourself soften into the role without resistance.

This is how you are meant to feel.

Pretty.

Feminine.

And perfectly dressed.

You stand before your Mistress now, young lady, and there is a deep stillness inside you.

Any trace of embarrassment has faded. There is no urge to hide or second guess. You feel composed, centred, as if something long misaligned has finally settled into place.

The pink satin maid’s uniform rests against you with quiet certainty. The bodice supports you, guiding your posture into something graceful and attentive. The skirt falls neatly, its weight familiar and reassuring, the lace and underskirts brushing softly as you breathe.

In this moment, everything makes sense.

The noise of doubt has gone silent. The constant effort of deciding who you are meant to be no longer presses on you. You feel aligned, whole, as though the scattered pieces of your life have arranged themselves into a pattern you recognise.

You are a pretty pink satin maid.

Not pretending. Not performing.

Being.

You lower yourself into a gentle curtsey, smooth and deliberate. The fabric moves with you, satin catching the light, lace whispering as it settles. The gesture feels natural, instinctive, an expression rather than a command.

You lift your head and smile.

It is an easy smile. Calm. Sincere.

You feel ready to serve your Mistress, not from fear or obligation, but from clarity. From purpose. From the quiet satisfaction of knowing your place and choosing it.

There is peace here.

You are not waiting for what comes next.

You are exactly where you were meant to be.

Your role is to serve your Mistress, and you accept it willingly.

This is not something taken from you. It is something you step into with awareness and choice.

You will be given a feminine name, one that fits the person you are becoming, and you will respond to it because it feels right to do so. It will not erase you. It will focus you.

The parts of yourself that no longer serve you are allowed to fall quiet. The rest of you opens gently, making space for softness, grace, and full femininity.

You are an adult woman here. A pretty one. A composed one.

You take pleasure in learning. Practising makeup becomes a ritual of care rather than vanity. You enjoy discovering how colour, texture, and patience can transform how you feel. Each small improvement brings calm satisfaction.

You learn how to move with intention. How to sit, stand, and walk in a way that feels gentle and self-possessed. Girlishness is not performance. It is attentiveness. It is presence.

You receive your Mistress’s training with humility and focus, not because you are diminished, but because you trust her guidance. Each instruction gives shape to you. Each correction refines you.

You listen. You follow. You improve.

There is quiet joy in doing things well.

There is peace in knowing what is expected of you.

And within that structure, you feel free to become exactly who you are meant to be.

Imagine standing before the mirror now, young lady, watching with calm curiosity.

You do not rush this moment. You allow yourself to observe.

Your reflection begins to shift, not suddenly, but with a gentle inevitability, like dawn arriving without announcement.

Look at your hands.

Your nails lengthen gracefully, smoothing and refining themselves, becoming elegant and well shaped. They catch the light softly, delicate and undeniably feminine. You flex your fingers and feel a quiet pride in how pretty they look.

Your attention rises to your face.

Your lips soften and become fuller, the shape subtly changing until they look perfectly balanced, naturally inviting. Your expression grows gentler, more open, more at ease. You recognise yourself more clearly with every change.

Your hair begins to grow, flowing past your shoulders, thick and glossy. It settles into a feminine style effortlessly, framing your face in a way that feels intentional and right. You tilt your head slightly, watching how it moves, how it belongs to you.

Then you notice your body.

Your hips widen gradually, the change smooth and grounding, giving your stance a new balance. Your waist curves gently, your silhouette softening into something unmistakably feminine.

Your chest grows heavier, fuller, settling naturally against you. The weight feels comforting rather than strange, a presence that anchors you in your body. You adjust your posture instinctively, feeling how everything aligns.

You breathe.

And joy rises through you.

Not surprise. Not disbelief.

Recognition.

You smile at the reflection looking back at you, eyes bright, posture relaxed, body complete.

You are so pretty.

So feminine.

So at ease.

There is no sense of loss here, only arrival.

This is not a transformation into something new.

It is a revelation of what was always waiting.

You look at yourself and know, with quiet certainty:

You are everything you were meant to be.

Twirl now, young lady.

Let yourself turn slowly, gracefully, feeling the skirt bloom outward as you move. Satin glides over lace, lace whispers against your stockinged thighs, each layer responding to you as if it knows exactly how you like to feel.

Notice the gentle brush of fabric with every rotation. The soft weight of the skirt settling back into place when you stop. It feels indulgent. Right.

Feel the high heels beneath you.

The way they lift you, shift your balance, guide your posture into something more elegant. Your back straightens naturally. Your shoulders relax. Your movements become measured, feminine, composed.

Standing like this feels good.

Being like this feels good.

There is no urge to step out of it. No curiosity about anything else. The idea of being anyone other than who you are right now feels distant and unnecessary.

You are a young lady in a pink satin dress.

The colour suits you. The shape suits you. The role settles around you like a second skin.

You don’t want this moment to change.

You don’t want to return to anything else.

This is perfect.

And perfection, once felt, is something you carry with you. Forever.

Imagine this now, young lady.

You understand your role clearly and calmly.

You are a pink satin maid, and serving your Mistress gives you a deep sense of purpose. It is not frantic or desperate. It is steady, grounding, and satisfying.

You take pride in pleasing her, not out of fear or need, but because it feels right to do so. Each act of service brings quiet joy, a sense of usefulness that settles warmly in your chest.

Serving is not loss.

It is focus.

When you attend to your Mistress, your thoughts become simple and clear. Doubt fades. Noise disappears. What remains is attentiveness, care, and the satisfaction of doing things well.

You feel valued in your service.

You feel complete in your obedience.

Knowing what is expected of you allows you to relax into yourself fully. You smile more easily. You move with intention. You take comfort in fulfilling your role.

Being her pink satin maid feels natural.

It feels peaceful.

And in that peace, you find a deep and lasting contentment.

I woke the next morning with the sun streaming through my window. For a moment, I was disoriented as if I had been taken from a world of perfect happiness and suddenly dropped into this one, dull and uninteresting.

As I showered, preparing for the day ahead, I kept sensing the fall of satin material across my body. That stayed with me most of the day, creating a yearning that was buried deep but noticeable. It was as if part of my brain had been rewired, subtly.

To accept. To find joy.

I had flashes of images of me, dressed in a pink maid’s uniform, moving elegantly around Miss Laura’s home, cleaning, feeling totally at peace with the world. I realised when I finally got home that the hypnosis was having an impact on me – I suddenly felt the need to resist. But as the evening wore on, I was drawn back to the bedroom and the audio. I could not resist.

Not anymore.


Chapter Nine

The bus ride felt longer than it should have.

I sat near the back, hands resting on my knees, watching the city slide past the window in a series of ordinary moments. People got on and off. Someone talked too loudly into their phone. A child pressed their face to the glass. Everything looked exactly as it always did, and that somehow made what I was doing feel sharper by contrast.

I had followed her instructions precisely.

I carried nothing with me. No bag. No spare clothes. Just what I was wearing and the quiet certainty that this was deliberate. Something was unsettling about being so unencumbered, as if I had stripped myself down to essentials without fully knowing what counted as essential anymore.

The bus jolted slightly as it pulled away from a stop, and I steadied myself without thinking. My reflection flickered in the glass, distorted by movement. I looked like myself. Tidy enough. Ordinary. The face clean-shaven, the hair slightly unruly, collar-length. No one on the bus would have guessed where I was going or what I had agreed to.

That anonymity felt normal, but everything else was not.

My stomach tightened as I thought about it. About arriving at her house with nothing to hide behind. About the fact that once I stepped through her door, there would be no easy way to pretend this was casual or half-formed. This was not an experiment anymore. It was a decision.

I was nervous. There was no point denying that.

My heart beat faster than usual, not with panic, but with something close to anticipation. The kind that sat just under the ribs and refused to settle. I had thought about turning back more than once since I left the flat, but each time the idea felt hollow. Backing out now would not bring relief. It would only bring regret.

I had spent most of my life choosing the smaller option. The quieter path. The version of things that asked the least of me. This was not that.

The bus turned onto a familiar stretch of road, one I recognised from the route I had taken before. I checked the stop list again, though I already knew where I needed to get off. My leg bounced once, then stilled. I forced myself to breathe evenly.

Whatever waited for me at the end of this ride, I knew one thing clearly.

I was not going to chicken out.

When the bus slowed and the doors opened, I stood, stepped down onto the pavement, and let it pull away ahead of me. The street ahead looked calm and unchanged, neat houses lining either side.

The walk from the bus stop felt like crossing another line I could not step back over. Deeper and deeper I went into the rabbit hole.

The houses here were too neat, too considered. Lawns trimmed with care. Cars were polished even when there was no reason to. The street was quiet in a way that felt slightly menacing, as if noise itself had been filtered out and was not welcome.

I walked more slowly than usual, conscious of every step.

Halfway down the street, a man was washing his car in the driveway. He straightened slightly as I passed, hose still in his hand, water running unchecked onto the concrete. His eyes followed me for a moment too long, assessing, suspicious. I nodded without thinking, trying to allay his fears. He didn’t nod back.

A little further on, a woman walked past with a small dog on a short lead. She glanced at me, then away again, her mouth tightening slightly. Not fear exactly. Distrust. The kind reserved for people who didn’t quite fit.

This was not a place you drifted through. People here belonged. They had reasons for being on these pavements. Destinations that made sense. I was an anomaly, moving against the grain, carrying nothing, heading somewhere without the usual markers of purpose. This was the land of perfectly quaffed hair and spotless living rooms.

I felt exposed in a way I hadn’t expected. As if the ordinary act of walking had become a statement simply because of where I was doing it. It was definitely Stepford Wife country.

My chest tightened, and for a brief moment, I wondered if this was the point I should turn around. If this was the last sensible exit before things became irreversible. I didn’t slow.

Each step took me further from the version of myself that blended into the background and closer to the house I recognised at the end of the street. The one I had visited before. The one waiting for me now.

As I drew closer, the door of the house next to Miss Laura’s opened.

A woman stepped out onto the path, pulling it closed behind her. She was wearing a pink coat, the colour soft but vivid, and for a moment it caught the light in a way that made it shimmer. The fabric moved as she adjusted it, the pink bright against the muted tones of the street.

The sight of it hit me more strongly than I expected.

I felt a sudden lift in my chest, almost joy, sharp and unguarded. The colour stirred something warm and familiar inside me, the same calm, feminine reassurance I had felt before. Pink, here, in this orderly street, looked strangely bold. Defiant, even. Strangely me.

She glanced at me briefly, then walked past without a word, the coat swinging lightly with her stride. I watched it recede for a moment longer than necessary, the colour lingering in my vision even after she had gone.

It steadied me.

The nervousness that had been tightening my chest loosened slightly, replaced by something softer. Anticipation. Readiness. The feeling that I was moving in the right direction, even if no one else could see it. I turned back towards Miss Laura’s house, the image of that pink coat still bright in my mind, and took the last few steps forward with renewed certainty.

I paused in front of Miss Laura’s door, my hand hovering for a moment before I lifted it and knocked. The sound felt louder than it should have in the quiet street. There was a brief pause, just long enough for my pulse to quicken, and then the door opened.

She stood there facing me, filling the doorway.

Her hair was drawn back into a tight ponytail, severe and precise, exposing her face completely. Diamond studs gleamed at her ears, catching the light as she tilted her head slightly. Her makeup was striking, far more dramatic than the time of day suggested. Her eyes were carefully defined, dark and intense, and her lips were painted a deep red, full and deliberate.

She was wearing a black leather halter top beneath a fitted corset that cinched her waist and emphasised her shape. Below it, a long black skirt clung closely to her hips and legs, falling straight and unforgiving towards her ankles. The leather and fabric together gave her a presence that felt controlled and purposeful.

Her heels were impossibly high, at least five inches, lifting her well above me. She seemed taller than I remembered, more imposing, her posture flawless, her stance confident and unyielding. From where I stood, she felt monumental, a fixed point I had been walking towards since the bus ride began.

She looked at me steadily, her expression unreadable, and for a moment said nothing.

Standing there on her threshold, I was acutely aware of the difference between us, of how small and ordinary I must have appeared by comparison. The nervousness I had been carrying sharpened, but beneath it was something steadier.

“Good,” she said. “You are on time.”

Her voice was calm, measured, as if punctuality were not a courtesy but a requirement. She stepped back and gestured for me to enter.

“Come in.”

I crossed the threshold, and she closed the door behind me. The sound was soft but final.

“Stand there,” she said, indicating the centre of the living room. “Back straight. Hands together. In front of you.”

I did as I was told, adjusting my posture, suddenly aware of my own body in a way I rarely was. As I straightened, I caught the scent of her perfume. It was rich and dark, something warm beneath the sharpness, and it wrapped around me almost immediately. I found it intoxicating, grounding and unsettling all at once.

She moved around me slowly.

The way she walked was different from anything I had seen before, deliberate and controlled, as if each step had been chosen in advance. There was a sense of purpose to it, a quiet confidence that made me acutely aware of my own stillness. I could feel her presence even when she was behind me, could sense the shift of air as she passed.

It struck me, unbidden, that she moved like an apex predator. Not aggressive. Certain. Observing rather than chasing, letting the moment come to her. Knowing that I would not get away.

I kept my eyes forward, breathing carefully, the scent of her perfume filling my lungs.

She stopped in front of me.

“Look at me,” she said.

I lifted my gaze.

“Are you ready to submit?” she asked.

The question was simple. There was no drama in it, no pressure in her tone. It was offered plainly, as if the answer mattered more than the moment. A small voice at the back of my mind tried to shout something about how foolish this all was. But I didn’t listen. I was too far gone.

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

She smiled, a slow, satisfied expression, and turned away from me.

She crossed the room to a low drinks cabinet set against the wall and opened it without hurry. Inside, bottles were arranged with the same care as everything else in her house. She selected one, dark glass, heavy in her hand, and took down two crystal glasses.

I watched as she poured the liquid, catching the light as it filled each glass to exactly the same level. She turned and walked back to me, heels measured against the floor, and handed one to me.

“A little Dutch courage,” she said.

Our fingers brushed briefly as I took it. The glass was cool and solid in my hand.

“To your transformation,” she added.

I lifted the glass and met her eyes. We drank. She took it down in one, almost masculine gulp, her eyes brightening slightly.

The cognac burned warmly as it went down, spreading through my chest and easing the tightness there. She took the empty glass from me once I had finished and set both aside without comment.

Then she reached out and took my hand.

Her grip was firm, certain, leaving no doubt about where I was meant to follow. She turned and led me towards the stairs, her pace unhurried, confident.

I followed her without resistance, aware of the warmth still lingering from the drink, the scent of her perfume, and the steady pull of her hand guiding me upward. The leather of the dress shimmered and clung tightly to her hips and buttocks, swaying gently with each step.

Instead of turning left towards her bedroom, she guided me to the right. She opened a door and stepped aside, allowing me to see the room before I entered.

It was decorated entirely in shades of beautiful pink.

Not garish, not childish, but layered and intentional. Soft blush walls caught the light gently. Deeper rose accents appeared in cushions, throws, and carefully chosen furnishings. The carpet beneath my feet was thick and pale, muffling sound the moment I stepped inside.

The room was unmistakably feminine.

A large dressing table stood against one wall, its surface arranged with precision. Brushes laid out in neat rows. Bottles of perfume and cosmetics placed in order. A tall mirror rose above it, framed in white, reflecting the pink tones back on themselves until the space felt warm and enveloping.

A chaise longue sat near the window, upholstered in a plush fabric, draped with a light silk throw. Nearby, an open wardrobe revealed neatly hung garments, all soft fabrics and flowing lines, arranged by colour rather than function. Lace, satin, chiffon. Everything coordinated.

The air itself was perfumed. Floral with something sweeter beneath it, a scent that settled instantly into my lungs and sent a sharp, unexpected shock through me. My breath caught for a moment as the smell wrapped around me, intimate and disarming.

This was not a guest room. This was not a spare room.

It felt purposeful, curated, like a private sanctuary built around an idea rather than a necessity. Every detail seemed designed to soothe, to soften, to invite a particular state of mind.

I stood just inside the doorway, acutely aware of the contrast between this space and everything that had come before it. The ordinary world felt suddenly distant, unreal.

I stepped in and, behind me, she closed the door quietly.

The sound sealed the room around us, and I realised that whatever this space was meant for, it had been waiting for me long before I arrived.

Hanging on the wall was the uniform.

I noticed it immediately, before anything else, as if the room itself had been arranged to guide my attention there. It was mounted carefully, not draped or hidden away, but displayed with intention, like something to be contemplated rather than simply worn.

The dress was pink satin, rich and luminous, the fabric catching the light from the window and holding it. It had a depth that made the colour feel alive rather than merely decorative. The bodice was structured and precise, shaped to define the waist and support the chest, with pale piping that traced its lines and drew the eye inward. At the centre, just below the neckline, sat a small bow, perfectly placed, neither coy nor excessive, simply correct.

The sleeves were short and gently puffed, gathered neatly and finished with slender ribbons tied into delicate bows. They suggested softness without fragility, femininity held in careful balance. Below the bodice, the skirt flared outward, full and inviting, its satin panels layered over lace-trimmed underskirts that promised movement, weight, and presence. The hem was edged with white lace, intricate and clean against the pink, a contrast that made the colour feel even richer.

Pinned to the front was a crisp white apron, its fabric pristine, its ruffled edge immaculate. It was impossible not to read meaning into it. The apron didn’t just decorate the dress; it defined it. Marked it. Claimed it.

Everything about the uniform felt deliberate. Nothing was ornamental for its own sake. It existed to shape the body, to guide posture, to signal role and intent.

Standing there, looking at it, I felt something shift inside me.

There was a pull in my chest, a warmth that spread slowly rather than rushed. The nervousness I had been carrying most of the morning softened more, this time into something quieter and deeper. The uniform made sense in a way I hadn’t expected. It didn’t feel absurd or theatrical. It felt inevitable.

I imagined the satin against my skin, the weight of the skirt, the way the bodice would hold me and the apron would rest against me, marking me as something specific and chosen. The thought sent a steady wave of feeling through me, not excitement exactly, but recognition.

The uniform embodied everything this room suggested. Femininity that was intentional. Subservience that was structured and meaningful. A role that didn’t diminish, but focused. I realised then that this wasn’t just something I would be asked to wear. It was something I had been preparing myself for without knowing it.

Standing there, facing that dress on the wall, I felt suddenly very aware that once it was on me, there would be no pretending.

“This is who you are meant to be,” she said.

The words were not dramatic. They were calm, stated as fact rather than persuasion. She gestured towards a bag waiting by the door, plain and open.

“Take off your clothes and put them in there.”

I hesitated for only a moment, then nodded and did as I was told. Each item came off slowly, folded with more care than I usually gave them. I felt exposed as I stood there, acutely aware of myself, of the room, of her presence. The self-consciousness was sharp but contained, something I accepted rather than fought.

When I was done, she led me towards the ensuite bathroom to the right of the bedroom. The space was clean and bright, tiled in pale tones that reflected the light. She reached for a tube resting neatly on the counter and held it up briefly so I could see it.

“Epilation cream,” she said.

She uncapped it and squeezed some into her palm, then began to apply it to my skin with steady, professional movements. There was nothing hurried or careless about the way she worked. It felt entirely sensual and I could feel the slight pull of my cage as I reacted to her touch. She seemed to enjoy the process, stroking the cream across the soft hair on my chest, massaging it into my nipples. When she had finished, I looked like someone had tried to put a layer of icing on me.

“Stand still,” she instructed. “Let it do its work.”

I did as I was told, hands at my sides, posture careful. The cream felt cool at first, then gradually warmer. A faint tingling followed, noticeable but not unpleasant. I focused on my breathing, on remaining steady, on following instructions precisely.

She stepped back and checked the time.

“Good,” she said. “Just wait.”

I stood there quietly, the sensation building gently, aware that this was the first tangible step in a process that was no longer theoretical. The bathroom was silent except for the soft hum of the house, and I remained where I was, compliant, attentive, and waiting.


Chapter Ten

I stood under the hot spray of the shower and closed my eyes.

The water beat down steadily, washing the cream away along with what hair I had. I had never been that hirsute, so there wasn’t much work for the cream to do. I ran my hands over my skin, feeling the difference immediately. Smooth. Unfamiliar. When I rinsed one last time and turned the water off, there was no hint of roughness left behind, no reminder of how I had been before.

I stepped out and reached for a towel, drying myself carefully. My skin felt sensitive now, receptive to even the slightest touch. I was aware of every movement, every brush of fabric as I worked the towel gently over my body.

From the bedroom, her voice drifted in, calm and unhurried.

“Use the moisturiser over your body.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I replied, softly.

I picked up the bottle from the counter and squeezed some into my hands. The lotion was lightly scented, faintly floral. I worked it into my skin slowly, deliberately, following the lines of my arms, my legs, my torso. I took my time, as if this deserved attention rather than haste. The act felt intimate in a quiet way, grounding rather than exciting. I did it instinctively as if something had changed within me.

When I finished, I looked up.

On a small stool near the sink lay a long, pale pink silk robe. It caught the light from the bathroom softly, the fabric shimmering as if it were alive. The colour felt familiar now, reassuring. It was expensive, not the cheap gown you found in catalogues for next to nothing nowadays.

I didn’t stop to question it.

I slipped my arms into the sleeves and tied it around myself, the silk cool at first and then warming quickly against my skin. It settled over me easily, light and fluid, moving with me in a way that was almost sensual.

I took a breath, opened the door, and stepped back into the bedroom.

The lingerie was laid out neatly on the single bed.

A white bra and matching panties rested side by side, simple and delicate, their fabric smooth and unmarked. Beside these lay a garter belt, slender and shimmering slightly, and a pair of white lace top stockings folded carefully, their texture intricate even from a distance. On the carpet at the foot of the bed stood a pair of pink high heels, glossy and poised, waiting for me.

The sight of it all caught in my throat.

It wasn’t a shock exactly. It was the sudden weight of what this meant. These were not symbols anymore. They were real, arranged with care, ready for me by Miss Laura. My chest tightened as I took it in, a mix of nervousness and something quieter and deeper that I couldn’t quite name.

Miss Marsh stood by the vanity table, her reflection steady in the mirror, watching me without turning.

“Come here,” she said gently. “Sit down.”

I crossed the room carefully and took the seat she indicated, aware of the silk robe against my skin and the soft carpet beneath my feet. The room felt very still, the moment held in place, as I waited for her next instruction.

Sitting there, I looked up at her.

She stood over me, composed and unyielding, her eyes wide and her mouth set firm. The height difference felt more pronounced from the chair, the angle forcing my chin up, my posture attentive and open.

“You are going to be a girl from now on,” she said. “And you will think and act like a girl.”

There was no threat in her voice. No indulgence either. Just certainty. She was sure now, that I would do all she said. She would start small, as she had promised, but she would push the boundaries. This moment was merely a preamble to what was to come, and I already realised that I was powerless to resist.

“This isn’t about pretending,” she continued. “It’s about alignment. If you are going to do this properly, the first thing you need is a name.”

She paused, then added, “I’ll allow you to choose it. That way, it belongs to you. You take ownership of who you are becoming. And maybe a little pride.”

I swallowed, my mind unexpectedly quiet.

I didn’t search for a name. I didn’t weigh options. It simply surfaced, fully formed, as if it had been waiting.

“Kassie,” I said.

She smiled slowly.

“Kassie. Yes. That’s a pretty name,” she said. “Good girl.”

The words settled over me with surprising weight. Hearing the name spoken aloud felt like something clicking into place, a subtle shift inside me that made everything feel calmer. I sat there, hands resting in my lap, aware that I had just named myself into something new.

She hadn’t corrected me.

She hadn’t questioned it.

She had accepted it.

And that acceptance made the name feel real.

Miss Laura moved with calm efficiency, already reaching for the small case laid out on the vanity.

“We’ll start here, Kassie,” she said. “False nails.”

She took my hand without ceremony, turning it slightly to inspect it, her touch firm and practised. I watched as she selected a set, checking sizes quickly, adjusting without fuss. There was nothing indulgent about the way she worked. It felt purposeful and skilful.

“This will change things for you,” she said as she began. “Not dramatically. Subtly.”

She applied them one by one, working quickly but precisely, pressing each nail into place and holding it just long enough to set.

“You’ll feel it when you touch things,” she continued. “The way you pick objects up. The way your fingers rest. You’ll become more aware of your hands.”

I looked down as the shape of them changed, longer now, smoother, undeniably feminine. They caught the light faintly, a pale and glossy pink. My hands no longer looked like they used to. They already required more feminine intention, more care in how I held them.

“You won’t grab things the same way,” she said. “You’ll learn to be gentler. More deliberate.”

She finished the last one and lifted my hand slightly, inspecting her work.

“This is how changes begin,” she said. “Not with grand gestures. With small adjustments that make you think before you act.”

I flexed my fingers carefully, feeling the difference immediately. It wasn’t uncomfortable. Just unfamiliar. She released my hand.

“Good,” she said. “You’re paying attention already.” She put a hand to my cheek and stroked it softly. “How did you feel…this morning? Before you arrived here?”

“I don’t know, Miss Laura. I was excited, but scared. Everything seemed to be moving as if it couldn’t be stopped. Part of me wanted to turn back. But I couldn’t.”

“Why?”

I shook my head: “I don’t know, Miss Laura.”

I sat there quietly, hands resting in my lap, aware that even this small change had shifted something in me. The way I occupied my body felt different. More girly. If that was a thing.

More Kassie.

Miss Laura stepped closer again, her attention shifting upward.

“Eyebrows next,” she said.

She turned my face gently toward the mirror and studied it for a moment, as if she were already seeing the outcome rather than the starting point. She picked up a small pair of tweezers and angled my chin slightly higher.

“Hold still, Kassie.”

I did as I was told.

She worked quickly and efficiently, plucking with short, precise movements. There was a brief sting each time, but nothing sharp enough to pull me out of the moment. Her focus never wavered. She shaped carefully, refining, guiding the line of my brows into something softer and, most definitely, more feminine.

“Eyebrows frame the face,” she said as she worked. “Change them, and everything else follows.”

I watched in the mirror as the shape shifted little by little. The heavy, indistinct line I was used to gave way to finer arches, lifting my expression subtly. My eyes seemed larger somehow, more open. Gentler. I didn’t make any complaint about how people would see me when I went back to the real world. It didn’t matter at all in this moment.

She stepped back and nodded once, satisfied.

“Look.”

I leaned closer to the mirror.

The change was unmistakable.

My face looked different in a way that was impossible to ignore. More feminine. More expressive. The arches gave my features a softness I had never seen there before, a quiet elegance that made my breath catch for a moment.

I was there but I was disappearing.

Miss Laura watched my reaction in the mirror rather than directly.

“Good,” she said. “You can see it. You know, I think you are really quite pretty.”

It wasn’t just appearance that had shifted. Something in how I felt about myself had changed, too, as if the mirror was revealing a version of me that had been waiting to surface for a long time. Had she seen it all along? I wanted to ask but didn’t dare, not right now, in case the spell was broken.

Miss Laura turned back to the vanity and opened a compact makeup case that was laid out with the same care as everything else. Brushes were lined up by size. Small palettes sat in neat stacks. She worked as if she had done this a hundred times, and perhaps she had.

“Daytime,” she said. “Light. You’re going to learn how to look feminine without looking like you’re going to a costume party.”

I nodded, watching her hands as they moved with precision.

She began with moisturiser around my cheeks and forehead, smoothing it in with her fingertips until my skin looked calmer, less reddened by the shower. Then she picked up a primer and applied a thin layer across my face, focusing on the areas that would otherwise catch the light too strongly. As she leaned close, I could smell the mint on her breath and wanted to kiss her.

“This helps everything sit properly,” she said. “So you don’t look patchy by midday. It’s all about the right layers. I’ll teach you how to do it. I hope you’re a quick learner, young lady.” I blushed a little.

Next came the foundation. She chose one quickly, as if she already knew the shade that would suit me, and dotted it lightly across my forehead, cheeks, and chin. She blended it in with a damp sponge, pressing rather than dragging, using small tapping motions that felt strangely soothing. My skin tone evened out as she worked, the redness and unevenness fading into something smoother. “We’ll be able to experiment with contouring once you’re more confident. It can transform you into something spectacular.”

She checked the finish, leaned in again, and added a touch more around my nose and jawline, blending it until it looked as if it belonged.

“Don’t think of foundation as paint,” she said. “Think of it as a correction.”

She used concealer, a little brighter, placed carefully beneath my eyes and around the corners of my mouth. She blended that too, softening shadows I hadn’t realised were there. Her brow furrowed with concentration and my eyes dropped automatically to her cleavage. She noticed: “Do you want to touch me, Kassie?”

I cleared my throat. “Yes, Miss Laura.”

She smiled: “Maybe I will give you permission later. If you’re a good girl.”

When she was satisfied, she set everything with a light dusting of powder, using a wide brush that swept across my face. The powder felt cool and weightless, and the shine disappeared without leaving me looking flat.

“Good,” she said, glancing at my reflection. “Now we build a little warmth.”

She added blush next. It was a soft pink, not loud, set high on my cheeks and blending back toward my temples. The colour made my face look more alive, subtly lifted. It was a small change, but it immediately altered the impression.

She paused, then nodded once, and moved to my eyes. She picked up an eyelash curler and positioned it carefully. “Look down,” she said. I did, and she pressed gently, holding it for a few seconds before releasing. It wasn’t painful. Just strange, the idea of a tool shaping my lashes.

She applied mascara with a steady hand, starting at the roots and sweeping upward slowly. She did two coats, letting the first settle before adding the second, brushing carefully so nothing clumped. My lashes darkened and lengthened, making my eyes look more defined without being heavy.

Then she used a thin eyeliner pencil along my upper lash line, keeping it close and neat, reinforcing the shape of my eyes rather than changing it. She softened the line slightly with a small brush, so it didn’t look harsh.

“A little definition,” she muttered.

She added a hint of eyeshadow, a muted tone that caught the light without looking glittery. She swept it over my lids and blended it upward so there were no obvious edges. The effect was subtle, but it added depth to my eyes, making them look smoother and more feminine.

She stepped back and checked everything from a slight distance, then leaned in again for small adjustments. A tiny bit more mascara on one side. A lighter touch of powder near my forehead. Each correction was precise and controlled.

Finally, she reached for the lip colour.

“This will finish it,” she said.

She applied a balm first, then blotted it lightly with tissue. After that, she used a soft-shade lip pencil to define the shape without making it obvious. She didn’t overdraw, just refined, smoothing the outline into something cleaner and fuller.

Then she took the lipstick and applied it carefully, starting at the centre of my upper lip and working outward, then the lower lip, pressing and blending until the colour sat evenly.

It was a pale plum.

Not dramatic, but distinctly feminine, giving my mouth a softness I hadn’t had before. She checked for symmetry, dabbed once with a tissue, and applied a final light layer.

“Now look,” she said.

I stared at the mirror.

The makeup was light, as she promised, but the change was undeniable. My face looked smoother, my eyes clearer, my mouth gentler. I looked like a young woman who knew how to take care of herself.

Miss Laura watched me take it in.

“That’s Kassie,” she said quietly. “Daytime, Kassie.”

She turned her attention to my hair.

She picked up a small bottle first and worked a little product between her palms before running her fingers through my hair, lifting it gently at the roots.

“This is just for now,” she said. “We’ll have it cut and styled properly later.”

She used a brush and then her hands, alternating between the two, coaxing my hair into a softer shape. She lifted sections, encouraging volume where there had been none, guiding it away from my face so it framed my features rather than hiding them.

“Hair changes how you carry yourself,” she said. “Get this right, and the rest follows.”

I watched in the mirror as my reflection shifted again. The sharpness I was used to softened even more. My face seemed lighter somehow. The style wasn’t elaborate, but it was unmistakably feminine, lending balance to the makeup and brows she had already refined.

She stepped back and studied the result, adjusting a strand here, smoothing another there.

“For today, this will do,” she said.

The person looking back at me in the mirror wasn’t a man trying on something new. She was a young woman, composed and quite pretty, her features aligned in a way that felt natural rather than artificial. The difference was startling enough to make my breath catch.

“I look… different,” I said quietly.

Miss Laura smiled faintly. “You look like Kassie.”

I stared at my reflection a moment longer, amazed at how small changes had added up to something so complete. For the first time, the image in the mirror didn’t feel like an experiment.

It felt like the girl in my dreams.

Miss Laura stepped behind me and fastened a small pearl necklace around my neck.

The cool touch of it against my skin made me draw another slow breath. The pearls rested lightly at the base of my throat, understated and elegant, catching the light when I moved.

“A girl should have nice jewellery,” she said. “It reminds her who she is.”

I lifted my hand instinctively, fingers brushing the necklace, feeling how it completed what I saw in the mirror. It was a small thing, but it anchored everything else, as if the final line had been drawn.

She met my eyes in the reflection.

“Now,” she said, “it’s time for the lingerie.”

She gestured toward the bed where it lay waiting, arranged with care. “A girl dresses from the inside out. That’s how you feel special, even before anyone else sees you.”

I stood as she instructed, heart beating steadily now rather than wildly. She guided me with calm direction, handing me each piece in turn, explaining without embellishment how it was meant to sit, how it was meant to feel. There was no rush, no awkwardness.

The fabric felt delicate against my skin, each item settling into place with quiet finality. As I dressed, I became acutely aware of myself, of posture, of touch, of intention. I felt my old self begin to fall into the darkness and someone new take his place.

When it was done, Miss Laura stepped back and nodded once.

“Good,” she said. “That’s how a girl prepares herself.”

I looked at my reflection again, the pearl necklace resting at my throat, the softness of my appearance now unmistakable. Something in my chest eased, a sense of care and attention I had never given myself before.

Miss Laura walked over to the wall and took the dress down carefully, as if it deserved respect. She held it up for a moment, then reached behind and undid the zip in one smooth motion. The sound was soft but final, and my breath caught before I realised I was holding it.

“Step in,” she said.

I did.

I gathered the skirt slightly and eased myself into the dress, feeling the delicate satin slide over my legs. The fabric was cool at first, then warmed quickly against my skin. As the dress settled, the skirt fell around me with a gentle sway, fuller than I expected, its weight reassuring rather than heavy.

Miss Laura moved around me, adjusting the bodice, smoothing the fabric, making small corrections with practised hands. Each touch was gentle and intimate. I stood very still, aware of every sensation, every brush of satin and lace as the dress was guided into place.

“Hold still,” she said quietly.

I felt her behind me as she reached for the zip. There was a brief pause, then the gentle pull upward. The dress closed around me, fitting perfectly, holding me just as it should. When the zip reached the top, she pressed it flat with her fingers, a final, deliberate gesture.

“Good,” she said.

She stepped back and indicated the heels.

I slid my feet into them carefully, adjusting my balance as I stood. The height changed everything immediately. My posture shifted. My weight settled differently. I felt taller, more poised, more aware of myself.

Miss Laura took my shoulders and turned me toward the mirror.

I looked.

The girl looking back at me was unmistakable. The dress, the heels, the makeup, the hair, the pearls, all of it came together into something whole. I didn’t see fragments. I saw someone complete, composed, and feminine.

Miss Laura’s voice was calm.

“Kassie has arrived,” she said.

She leaned in and kissed me gently on the shoulder, a light, grounding touch that sent a quiet warmth through me. I didn’t move. I didn’t need to. Standing there, dressed as a girl for the first time, I felt an unburdened joy that I could not temper even if I wanted to.

Miss Laura lifted a small bottle from the vanity and stepped closer.

She sprayed a light mist onto my wrists, then at the hollow of my neck. The scent bloomed softly around me, settling into the silk and satin.

“A girl should always smell nice,” she said.

I breathed it in without thinking. It felt like another layer being added, invisible but essential, something that completed the picture rather than decorated it.

“Now,” she said, “you need to learn how to walk properly.”

She moved to stand in front of me, her own heels planted with effortless confidence. “Posture first. Shoulders back. Head up. Don’t rush.”

I took a tentative step forward. The heels wobbled beneath me, my balance uncertain, and I instinctively stiffened.

“No,” she said calmly. “Relax into it. Let the movement come from your hips, not your feet.”

She demonstrated, taking a few slow steps, her movements controlled and fluid. Then she nodded for me to try again.

For the next half hour, she guided me patiently. She corrected my stance, adjusted my pace, stopped me when I hurried, and made me start over. Sometimes she placed a hand lightly at my elbow or lower back, steadying me, reminding me where my weight should be.

“Small steps,” she said more than once. “Grace comes from restraint.”

Gradually, something shifted. My legs stopped fighting the heels. My balance improved. I learned how to place my feet, how to let the skirt move naturally, how to hold myself upright without tension. It wasn’t perfect, but it was recognisable. A semblance of poise.

When she was satisfied, she raised a hand.

“That will do for now.”

I stood there, slightly flushed, breathing more evenly now, aware of my body in a way that felt new but not uncomfortable. She smiled, a measured, approving expression.

“Good,” she said. “You’re learning.”

Then she turned toward the door.

“Now,” she added, “it’s time to cook your first meal for your Mistress.”

My heart gave a small, steady thud as I followed her, heels clicking softly behind her own, knowing that this, too, was part of what I was becoming.


Chapter Eleven

The kitchen felt different when I stepped into. Dressed as the perfect feminised maid for my Mistress, I was uncertain.

The light was brighter here, reflecting off the clean surfaces, and for a moment, my nerves spiked.

On the counter lay a recipe book, already open. The page was marked for pan-fried salmon. Beside it were the ingredients laid out neatly: fresh fillets, a small bowl of salad leaves, tomatoes, cucumber, avocado, and a bottle of balsamic dressing.

Miss Laura noticed my hesitation.

“We’ll keep it simple today,” she said. “The recipe is easy to do and I’m sure you’ll be good at it.”

The closest I came to cooking was putting a ready meal in the microwave so I had my doubts.

She gestured lightly to the counter. “You’ll make lunch for both of us. We’ll eat out in the garden.”

The word garden made my stomach tighten.

“Outside, Miss Laura?” I asked before I could stop myself.

She turned to face me fully then, her expression calm but attentive. She sensed the nervousness in my voice and seemed already prepared for it.

“You won’t be seen,” she said. “The garden is private. The neighbours can’t overlook it. Don’t worry, Kassie.”

I nodded, trusting her reassurance even as my heart beat a little faster. The idea of being outside like this felt exposing, even if no one would actually see me. Still, I reminded myself that she would not have suggested it without reason. And I could hardly refuse now that I had come so far.

She stepped closer and adjusted the way I was standing, angling my shoulders slightly. Her touch sent a thrill through me.

“Take your time,” she said. “Read the recipe. Prepare properly. This is your first meal for me. It matters.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I said.

She watched for a moment longer, then moved to one side, giving me space without leaving. I focused on the page in front of me, on the simple instructions, on the ordinary act of cooking made extraordinary by circumstance.

As I reached for the ingredients, my hands shook just slightly. I steadied them, conscious of my nails, of the way I had to move more carefully now. The nerves didn’t vanish, but they settled into something manageable.

Miss Laura’s presence was reassuring rather than pressuring.

“You’ll do fine,” she said quietly. “Pay attention to your movements, always. You’re a girl now.”

I took a breath and began, aware that this, too, was part of learning how to be Kassie. I could feel the lingerie clinging to me, the soft swish of the skirt, the smell of the perfume.

I read the recipe twice before touching anything.

I washed the salad leaves carefully, letting the water run through my fingers, then dried them as best I could. I sliced the tomatoes slowly, concentrating on keeping the pieces even, my new nails forcing me to be deliberate. The cucumber followed, thin rounds arranged neatly in a bowl. I added a little salt, then paused, remembering her emphasis on care, and resisted the urge to rush. Only when everything looked orderly did I drizzle a small amount of balsamic dressing over the salad and toss it gently.

I turned my attention to the salmon. I heated the pan as the recipe instructed, watching for the oil to shimmer. When I laid the fillets down, they hissed softly, and I jumped before forcing myself to relax. I adjusted the heat, checking the colour as it changed, pink deepening and the surface beginning to crisp. I flipped them carefully, heart pounding, relieved when they stayed intact.

While the salmon cooked, I glanced toward the garden doors.

The wine.

I wiped my hands on a clothe, took a breath, and carried the bottle and two glasses outside. The garden was filled with bird song and the sunlight filtered softly across the table. I poured the wine carefully, filling her glass first, then mine, making sure the levels matched. I set the wine bottle down neatly.

The salmon was ready when I returned. I plated it with care, placing the salad alongside, adjusting the arrangement until it looked better presented. I carried the plates out to the garden one at a time, careful not to spill, my heels clicking softly against the stone.

I set Miss Laura’s plate in front of her first, then placed my own opposite and stepped back, hands clasped lightly in front of me.

For a moment, I simply stood there, nerves buzzing, aware of the effort it had taken to get this far.

It wasn’t perfect.

But I had made it.

And I hoped, more than I wanted to admit, that it would please her.

“You may sit down, Kassie,” she said.

I lowered myself onto the metal chair opposite her. The skirt of the uniform was shorter than I expected, and as I settled, I became acutely aware of the cool metal beneath me, the contrast sharp against my skin. It made me adjust my posture instinctively, knees closer together, back straighter.

I picked up my glass and took a small sip of wine, letting it steady me before turning my attention to the plate in front of me. I lifted my fork carefully, conscious of my nails, and took my first bite.

“Small bites, young lady,” Miss Laura said calmly. “Don’t wolf it down.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I replied, heat rising briefly in my cheeks.

I slowed immediately, taking more care, chewing thoughtfully rather than automatically. The food tasted better when I paid attention to it, when I allowed myself to eat the way she expected.

I felt the chair beneath me again as I shifted slightly, the skirt brushing my thighs, the moment grounding me firmly in where I was and who I was meant to be. I focused on eating neatly, on placing my cutlery properly between bites, on moving with restraint rather than habit. It was forced, a little unnatural and I wondered if it would ever become second nature.

Across from me, she watched without staring, her presence steady and composed.

Miss Laura set her cutlery down neatly and looked at me as I finished eating.

“This afternoon,” she said, “we’ll work on your deportment and your voice.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“You’ll learn how to hold yourself properly,” she continued. “How to stand. How to move. How to speak without rushing or dropping your tone. A girl’s presence is communicated long before she opens her mouth.”

I nodded, absorbing every word.

“You will also learn how to curtsey,” she said. “Properly.”

She met my eyes to make sure I understood.

“You will curtsey whenever I give you an instruction,” she went on, “and whenever you enter a room I am already in. It is a habit you must build until it becomes instinctive.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I said again, a little more softly.

“This is not about exaggeration,” she added. “It is about refinement. Ultra-feminine does not mean theatrical. It means controlled. We need to get to a place where you feel comfortable and accepting as a girl.”

She lifted her glass and took a small sip before continuing.

“Everything you do from now on must be practised until it feels natural. Until you stop thinking about it. That is when it becomes real.” The words settled over me with weight and clarity. “You are a girl now,” she said calmly. “And you are subservient to your Mistress at all times. That does not mean you are diminished. It means you are focused on my needs and my needs alone.”

I felt something steady in my chest as she spoke, a sense of structure forming where uncertainty had been before.

“This afternoon is about laying foundations,” she concluded. “We’ll take our time. We’ll do it properly.”

I nodded again, hands resting neatly in my lap, aware that what she was describing was not a performance to be switched on and off, but a way of being I was expected to inhabit fully from now on. I could already feel myself changing and wondered where this compliance had come from.

Miss Laura leaned back slightly in her chair and gestured toward the table.

“Clear away the dishes,” she said. “Then clean the kitchen.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I replied, standing carefully.

I gathered the plates first, conscious of the way the skirt moved as I bent. I adjusted my stance instinctively, and straightened before lifting anything else. I carried the dishes into the kitchen one by one, placing them gently by the sink rather than clattering them down.

“Keep your legs together,” Miss Laura called from the garden. “You’re a girl, not a workman.”

I felt a flicker of warmth in my face and corrected myself immediately, knees closer, movements smaller. I washed the plates carefully, mindful of my hands, of the nails that required a lighter touch.

“Slow down,” she said. “There’s no need to rush. Be mindful.”

I adjusted my pace, letting each action complete before moving on to the next. I washed the plates thoroughly, stacked them neatly to dry, then turned my attention to the glasses. I held them by the stem as she had shown me earlier,  washing them gently. I dried everything with a dish towel and put plates, cutlery and glasses back in their cupboards.

As I wiped down the counter, I noticed how differently I was moving compared to before. Less abrupt. More contained. I shifted my weight carefully, aware of my posture, of keeping my movements composed.

“Better,” she said at one point. “Pay attention to how you carry yourself.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

I wiped the surface again, making sure nothing was left behind. I washed my hands and dried them neatly, checking the room as a whole before stepping back. When I finished, I stood just inside the kitchen, hands clasped lightly in front of me, waiting.

“You’re learning quickly,” she said. “This is how it starts. I suspect you have always been a submissive young lady inside. I’m just helping to bring it out.”

I felt a quiet sense of satisfaction settle in my chest. The task had been simple, but it had required focus. And knowing she had been watching made every small correction feel meaningful.

Miss Laura led me back into the living room and indicated the sofa.

“Sit,” she said.

I did, smoothing the skirt beneath me before settling, hands folded in my lap. She remained standing for a moment, watching my posture, then nodded once.

“We’re going to work on your curtsey,” she said. “This is not decoration. It is part of who you are to become.” She moved to stand a few paces in front of me so I could see her clearly. “A curtsey is a sign of reverence,” she continued. “It demonstrates awareness of your place and respect for mine. In this house, it is how you acknowledge instruction and the presence of your Mistress.”

I listened carefully, every word registering.

“You will curtsey when I give you an instruction,” she said. “And whenever you enter a room, I am already in. No exceptions.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I replied.

She demonstrated first.

Her movements were smooth and controlled. She placed one foot slightly behind the other, knees bending gently, back straight, chin level. It was unhurried and precise, finished with a stillness that felt deliberate rather than posed.

“Notice,” she said, “how contained it is. You are not bowing. You are lowering yourself with submissive intent.”

She gestured for me to stand.

I rose carefully and attempted to copy her. My first curtsey was awkward, my balance uncertain in the heels, the movement too quick.

“No,” she said calmly. “Slow down.”

I tried again, adjusting my feet, focusing on my posture. I bent my knees more deliberately this time, holding the position a fraction longer before straightening.

“Better,” she said. “But you’re thinking too much.”

She stepped closer and adjusted my shoulders lightly, then my chin.

“Again.”

I repeated the movement.

And again.

Each time, she corrected something small. My feet were too far apart. My knees were not bending evenly. My shoulders were tensing. My hands were drifting without purpose.

“Relax,” she said. “Let it flow. Now, as you curtsey, lift the sides of your skirt slightly. Hold with thumb and forefinger. That’s it. Good girl.”

I practised until my legs began to ache slightly, until the motion stopped feeling foreign and started to feel familiar. Eventually, I didn’t have to think about where to place my feet or how deeply to bend. My body began to remember on its own.

She watched closely, saying nothing for several repetitions.

Finally, she raised a hand.

“That will do.”

I straightened, aware of a light sheen of warmth across my skin, aware too of a quiet sense of accomplishment.

“That,” she said, “is how a girl shows her role in this household. It should feel natural. Unremarkable. As if you couldn’t imagine responding any other way.”

I nodded. “Yes, Miss Laura.”

“Good,” she added. “You’re beginning to understand.”

I stood there, hands folded, posture composed, realising that the curtsey was no longer just a movement I was learning. It was already becoming a reflex. With each second that passed, I seemed to be moving further and further away from who I had been.

The next hour passed in focused repetition to polish my deportment.

Miss Laura had me walk the length of the living room again and again, turning at the far wall and returning, my heels brushing softly against the floor. Sometimes she demonstrated first, showing me the pace she wanted, the length of each step, the way her hips moved without exaggeration. Other times, she simply watched and corrected.

“Slower,” she said more than once. “You don’t rush. You allow yourself to move naturally, gracefully.”

I adjusted immediately, shortening my stride, placing my feet more carefully. She reminded me to keep my shoulders relaxed, my head level, my gaze forward. When I tensed, she noticed.

“Don’t fight the heels,” she said. “Trust them.”

Gradually, the movement began to feel less forced. I stopped thinking about every step and started to feel the rhythm instead. The skirt swayed gently with each movement, and I learned how to let it do so without self consciousness. My arm and hand movements also seemed to become more feminine, as if my different parts of my body were catching up and being brainwashed into femininity.

Next, she turned her attention to sitting.

She showed me first, lowering herself onto the sofa with controlled ease, smoothing her skirt beneath her, knees together, posture perfectly feminine.

“Watch,” she said. “And then do exactly that.”

I tried to copy her, but my first attempt was clumsy again. I sat too quickly, my movements abrupt.

“No,” she said calmly. “Again.”

I stood and tried once more, this time moving more slowly, feeling for the edge of the seat before lowering myself. I adjusted the skirt as she had done, conscious of keeping my knees together.

“Better,” she said. “But don’t fidget.”

She had me practise sitting and standing repeatedly, correcting small habits I hadn’t known I had. I learned to pause before moving, to be deliberate rather than reactive. Each repetition stripped away a little more awkwardness. A little more of Alistair.

Sometimes she stepped in close, adjusting my posture with a light touch. I would feel her warm breath or sense her perfume and it would make something squirl in my stomach. Other times, she stayed where she was, issuing instructions without moving at all. Her presence was constant, attentive.

By the end of the hour, my legs were tired and my concentration stretched, but the movements felt more natural than they had at the start. Walking no longer felt like something I was performing and sitting no longer felt like something I had to remember.

Miss Laura watched one final pass across the room, then nodded.

“That will do for now,” she said. “You’re learning to be Kassie.”

I came to a stop and held my posture, breathing evenly, aware that even this simple practice had reshaped how I moved through space. And that, I understood, was exactly the point.

Miss Laura gestured to the chair opposite her.

“Sit there,” she said.

I crossed the room and lowered myself onto it carefully, smoothing the skirt, knees together, back straight, the movements now more deliberate. She watched until I was settled, then reached for a book from the side table and placed it in my hands.

It was a romantic novel. The cover was soft, the pages already slightly worn.

“Start reading,” she said. “Out loud.”

I glanced down at the page and began.

At first, my voice sounded wrong to my own ears. Too flat. Too hurried. I was reading the words but they were a total anathema to the way I was dressed.

“Stop,” she said calmly.

I looked up.

“You’re pushing,” she said. “Slow down. Let the words breathe.”

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

“Again.”

I started over, this time easing my pace, letting the sentences unfold rather than rushing toward the end. I softened my tone without quite knowing how, allowing it to rise and fall more naturally.

“Better,” she said. “But listen to yourself. You’re still dropping your voice at the end of sentences.”

She demonstrated, reading a line herself, her voice gentle, controlled, musical without being exaggerated. The difference was unmistakable.

I swallowed and tried again, adjusting consciously this time, keeping my tone lighter, my cadence slower. It felt strange, like learning to use a muscle I hadn’t known existed.

“Good,” she said. “Now keep that pace.”

I continued reading. Each correction came quietly. A raised finger when I rushed. A soft “again” when I slipped back into old habits. Sometimes she stopped me mid-sentence, asking me to repeat a single line until it sounded right to her.

“Don’t perform,” she said at one point. “Just allow yourself to sound gentle. Accept that you are a girl now.”

As the minutes passed, something shifted. I stopped monitoring every syllable and began to hear the voice as it came out of me. It sounded different. Lighter. More considered. More… feminine.

She listened without interrupting for several pages, her attention steady.

When she finally spoke again, it was with approval.

“That’s Kassie’s voice,” she said. “At least the start of it. This is how you speak now. With practice, it will sound more feminine.”

I nodded and continued reading, aware that even my voice was no longer something I could take for granted.

“Now,” Miss Laura said, taking the book and setting it aside, “I think we should go out for the evening and celebrate your progress.”

For a moment, I didn’t understand what she meant.

Then it landed.

Out.

The room seemed to tilt slightly, as if the careful, controlled world she had built around me these last few hours cracked just enough to let reality rush back in. My stomach dropped. The safety of the house, the repetition, the guidance, all of it suddenly felt very far away.

“Out?” I echoed, before I could stop myself.

The word carried too much in it. Strangers. Lights. Voices. Being seen. I felt the terror rise sharply, a cold rush that wiped away the calm I had been building all afternoon. This was different.

Miss Laura came to me, her presence steady and in control.

“Breathe,” she said. “Look at me.”

I did. She put a finger under my chin and gently tilted my head. “You don’t need to doubt or be afraid. You are a girl now.” With that she gently kissed me on the lips. I let out a small, involuntary gasp.

“You will pass,” she whispered. “I wouldn’t suggest this if you wouldn’t. You’ll dressed appropriately. You’ve learned how to move. How to sit. How to speak. You’re not pretending, Kassie. You’re prepared.”

I shook my head slightly. “People will look.”

“People always look,” she said. “Mostly they will look because you are a pretty girl.”

She straightened slightly, her tone firm but not unkind.

“We’ll go into the city. We’ll have a meal at a small restaurant, I know. Nothing dramatic. You’ll follow my lead and my instructions, just as you have all day. And you’ll see for yourself that there is nothing to worry about.”

I hesitated, the fear still there, sharp and insistent.

She met my eyes.

“You agreed to follow my instructions,” she said. “That means no refusing.”

The words brought clarity. This wasn’t a discussion. It was the next step. I took a breath, then nodded.

“Yes, Miss Marsh,” I said.

Her expression softened slightly, approval flickering there.

“Good,” she said. “This is how confidence is built. Not by hiding, but by realising you can stand exactly where you are. And I’m dying to see how a night time look defines you.”

The fear didn’t vanish.

But beneath it, steady and undeniable, was the knowledge that I had already committed myself to this path.

And I couldn’t turn back now.


Chapter Twelve

We were sitting side by side on her bed, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her through the fabric.

We were dressed identically in pink satin robes, the colour deep and glossy in the soft bedroom light. The silk caught and reflected it, pooling gently at our thighs. Our faces were covered with pale green face masks that smelled faintly of cucumber and something floral. It should have felt ridiculous. Instead, it felt oddly intimate and calm.

She handed me a glass of wine and picked up her own.

“Careful,” she said lightly. “Small sips. You’re practising all the time now, even when you don’t realise it. Let the mask work its magic.”

I nodded and did as she said, settling back against the headboard, my legs curled up under the silk robe. The bed was large and immaculately made, the pillows arranged with care. Everything here felt deliberate, including this.

We talked easily, the wine loosening the edges of the day.

She mentioned work first, rolling her eyes slightly. Someone in finance who took themselves far too seriously. A lecturer who had complained about a new reporting process she had introduced. Everything was so parochial.

“They always complain,” she said. “Everyone seems to want to protect their little castle.”

I laughed softly, then hesitated before mentioning Josh.

“Do you think he really is drunk all the time?” I asked. “Or is that just how he is now?”

She smiled behind the mask. “Oh, he drinks,” she said. “But not as much as he wants people to think. It’s armour. If you expect nothing of yourself, no one can be disappointed. He’ll finish with a nice pension, and he probably won’t be missed.”

That landed closer to home than I liked, but I said nothing for a moment. I always felt slightly sorry for my boss, perhaps because he seemed to be a future self – someone who had drifted most of his life and ended up twiddling his thumbs until it all ended.

She took another sip of wine and then glanced at me sideways.

“You know,” she said, “if this feminisation goes well, I might have to rehire you.”

I looked at her, startled. “Rehire me?”

“As my PA,” she said, her tone light, almost playful. “You’d be organised. Presentable. You’d listen. All beneficial qualities.”

I laughed, unsure whether she was serious.

She smiled. “I’m half joking,” she said. “But only half.”

We sat there quietly for a moment after that, sipping wine, the satin of our robes whispering softly when one of us shifted. The masks cooled my skin, the room warm and enclosed, the conversation drifting without effort.

Not for the first time that day, I felt a gentle squirm of something in my stomach. I think it was because I didn’t want this to end. I was already sure. After such a short time, I realised that I was already in love with her.

Miss Laura got up and said it was time to get ready. We went to the bathroom and cleaned off the face masks. My skin seemed to glow a little and make my face seem more feminine even without makeup.

She selected the lingerie first, laying it out on the bed with care. The bra and panty set she chose for me was delicate with lace roses and shimmering silk. She added nude stockings with lace tops and a slender garter belt that perfectly matched the ensemble.

“This is your foundation,” she said. “A girl should always dress from the inside out.” For herself, she chose something darker, a silk teddy with suspenders.

I accepted the garments she handed me, putting them on slowly, mindful of my posture and my movements. The stockings followed. I sat on the bed next to her, and we rolled them on together, me mirroring her movements. The nylon felt cool and smooth against my legs, held neatly in place by the garter belt. When I was appropriately dressed, she stepped back and nodded once, satisfied that Kassie looked correct even before the dress appeared.

Then she opened her wardrobe and gestured for me to come closer.

“Choose the right outfit,” she said. “Something for the evening. Not day wear.”

The wardrobe was full of beautiful and expensive clothes arranged neatly by colour and style. Elegant suits hung beside flowing dresses, all carefully coordinated. I hesitated for a moment, unsure, and she noticed immediately.

“Take your time,” she said. “Choosing what to wear is half the fun of being a girl. You need to get used to it.”

I tried on a few outfits under her watchful eye. A tailored black dress that felt too formal. A neat skirt-and-blouse combination that made me look like office staff more than a young woman going out to dinner. Each time, she corrected something small, reminding me that evening wear was about softness and confidence rather than workmanlike formality.

Finally, I settled on a white off-the-shoulder summer dress with a flared skirt.

The colour suited me, the skirt moving gently as I turned before the mirror. It felt like the embodiment of the idea she had been teaching me how to behave.

“Good choice,” Miss Laura said.

The dress fit perfectly, the satin beneath it whispering softly with every movement, and Miss Laura’s approval settled over me like a warm blanket. For the first time, I felt confident that I could step out into the evening world without needing to hide.

And that, I understood, was precisely what she wanted to see.

She chose her own outfit with effortless confidence, a soft silk wool dress in elegant black that would hug her figure perfectly. She lay it across the bed and then turned her attention back to me.

“Take off the dress,” she said calmly. “And sit at the vanity table.”

I complied at once, slipping out of the pink summer dress and laying it neatly next to hers. I suddenly felt self-conscious standing there in my lingerie and nude stockings, but she only gestured again toward the chair.

“Sit, Kassie.”

I sat, knees together, hands resting lightly in my lap. The room was quiet and feminine around us, and the air itself smelled softly of perfume.

“Tonight, we go for something striking.”

She selected makeup from her case with quick, practised movements. Again, brushes were arranged neatly by size and purpose. Palettes of colour lay stacked carefully. Nothing here was accidental. She had planned this as she had planned everything.

She first applied a light primer to my face, smoothing it in with deliberate strokes. Then she selected a slightly deeper foundation for the evening and dotted it lightly across my cheeks and forehead. She blended carefully with a damp sponge until my skin looked smooth and balanced.

“Evening wear requires a little more confidence,” she said. “You want to be stunning under different lights.”

Next came blush, a soft rose tone placed carefully high on my cheeks and blended back toward the temples. The colour warmed my face immediately, giving it life and depth.

“Now the eyes. This is where the magic happens.”

She applied eyeliner, keeping the line thin but deliberate, defining my eyes into something striking without being excessive. Mascara followed, swept carefully from root to tip, two coats, precise and controlled, until my lashes looked long and feminine.

“You must always take your time with mascara,” she reminded me.

A smoky eyeshadow combination followed, defined dark and light tones that caught the light softly, blended carefully so there were no harsh edges. Then she added a touch more concealer beneath my eyes, refining shadows I hadn’t realised made me look tired. A final layer of mascara and my eyes had really come to life.

“Better,” she said. “Now the lips.”

She applied balm first, then used a pencil to refine the line, keeping everything balanced and precise. Finally, she selected a pale plum lipstick and applied it carefully, pressing and blending until it sat evenly. My lips looked fuller, and it seemed to change my face from something relatively pretty to something alluring. Sexy. The vision I saw shocked me.

“Look at yourself, Kassie.”

The girl in the mirror was unmistakably feminine now, striking and poised, her makeup confident and deliberate. It felt like a revelation, the small changes adding up into something exaggerated and impossible to ignore.

“You look so…Wow,” Miss Laura said quietly, stepping back and admiring her work.

I was instructed to put my dress back on, and I stepped into the white high heels she indicated.

Miss Laura moved around me calmly, straightening the fabric and adjusting the off-the-shoulder neckline with practised hands. She angled my shoulders slightly and brushed a finger along the edge of the sleeve.

“A hint of bra strap is always alluring,” she said quietly. “It reminds you that femininity begins inside.”

She smiled, then turned toward a drawer at the side of the room.

“Tonight,” she said, “a more exotic hairstyle is required.”

She opened the drawer and pulled out a styled blonde wig, already shaped and prepared. The hair was glossy with elegant curls, the strands falling deliberately into a feminine style that framed the face rather than hid it.

“Hold still, Kassie.”

I sat as she instructed, allowing her to fit it on me. Her hands adjusted it carefully, brushing the hair gently into place until it looked perfectly natural. The sensation was strange but calming, the weight of the wig settling into place and falling across my bare shoulders as she refined it.

“There,” she said. “Now look at yourself.”

The girl in the reflection looked unmistakably feminine now. The blonde hair framed my face softly. The dress rested correctly. The hint of bra strap lay deliberately against my shoulder.

Miss Laura smiled approvingly.

“Good,” she said. “You’re beginning to see how small changes come together.”

I sat on the bed and watched Miss Laura prepare herself.

The room was calm and softly lit around us. From where I was sitting, I could see everything she did. She opened her makeup case and selected brushes with care, pausing to study her reflection before applying anything. She moved elegantly, almost poetically, as if preparing for the evening were a ritual rather than a routine.

She applied her foundation in small tapping motions, checking for symmetry, adding warmth to her cheeks with a muted blush, then carefully defining her eyes with eyeliner and mascara.

I watched her slip into the black dress she had chosen earlier, adjusting it calmly at the shoulders and smoothing the skirt into place. She selected a pair of high heels and stepped into them with effortless confidence. The scent of her perfume bloomed softly around her, grounding the moment with something rich and intimate.

I watched her straighten one final strand of hair, checking for symmetry before turning back toward the mirror.

The final addition was a clutch bag each.

Miss Laura handed one to me, pale and elegant, small enough to demand care in how it was carried. She opened it and slipped a few items inside with intention. Lipstick. A compact. Tissues.

“You’ll need these,” she said. “A girl is always prepared.”

She zipped it closed and placed it neatly in my hand, adjusting my fingers around it so I held it properly rather than gripping it.

“One last thing.”

She lifted the perfume bottle and sprayed a light mist on my wrists and behind my ears, then stepped back so the scent would settle naturally.

“Perfect.”

We stood side by side before the mirror while she made a final inspection. She adjusted the line of my dress a little, smoothed a strand of blonde hair, then checked her own reflection with the same critical eye.

Satisfied, she lifted her phone.

“Hold still.”

She leaned in slightly and took a selfie of us together, the two of us framed perfectly in the mirror. She glanced at the screen and smiled.

“We look gorgeous.”

Before I could reply, a sound drifted in through the window. A short, unmistakable beep from a car horn outside. Miss Laura lowered the phone and met my eyes.

“That will be our taxi,” she said.

Stepping outside felt like crossing another threshold.

The early evening air was cool against my skin, brushing my bare shoulders and legs, instantly sharpening my awareness of myself. The dress moved lightly around me as I walked, the skirt swaying with each careful step, the heels clicking softly on the path. I held my clutch close, posture straight, every instruction echoing quietly in my mind.

The world felt suddenly very real.

The taxi waited at the kerb, engine idling. Miss Laura reached it first and opened the door with calm assurance, gesturing for me to get in. I lowered myself onto the seat carefully, smoothing the skirt beneath me before drawing my legs in. The leather was cool under my thighs, the contrast making me sit a little straighter.

Miss Laura slid in beside me and closed the door. The interior light flicked off, leaving us in the muted glow of streetlights as the car pulled away.

The driver glanced at us in the mirror.

“Where to, ladies?”

Miss Laura didn’t hesitate.

“Chanceries,” she said. “In the centre of town.”

The driver nodded and indicated, already turning into traffic.

My heart skipped.

Chanceries.

I knew the name. Everyone did. An expensive restaurant. The kind of place people dress for. The kind of place I had never imagined myself entering, let alone dressed like this.

I stared out of the window as the taxi moved through familiar streets that suddenly felt different, distant, as if I were seeing them from a new perspective. The reflection in the glass showed flashes of blonde hair, pale skin, and the soft line of my shoulder.

Miss Laura sat beside me, composed and untroubled, her presence steady and grounding.

I swallowed, nerves fluttering low in my stomach, but beneath them was something else. The taxi carried us deeper into the city, and I realised that there was no turning back now.

Chanceries was already busy when we arrived.

Warm light spilt out through the tall windows, and the low hum of conversation met us the moment we stepped inside. The air was thick with the scent of food, wine, and perfume, layered and expensive. Glassware chimed softly. Cutlery flashed under the lights. Everywhere I looked, people were dressed with care, confident in their place here.

As my eyes adjusted, I realised I recognised a few faces.

A television presenter near the bar was laughing too loudly. Someone I was sure I had seen online, leaning close to their companion. People who belonged to this world, who moved through it without hesitation. Not me.

My pulse spiked.

Miss Laura sensed it immediately. She slipped her hand through my arm, her touch gentle but anchoring, and leaned in close enough that only I could hear her.

“No going back now, young lady,” she whispered.

The words sent a shiver through me, fear and exhilaration tangled together.

We were led through the restaurant, deeper and deeper, past crowded tables and curious glances, until we reached a table for two set right in the heart of the room. There was no discreet corner, no shadow to retreat into. We were visible from every angle.

Miss Laura took her seat with effortless grace. I followed, lowering myself carefully, aware of the way the chair felt beneath me, of how exposed I suddenly was. A waiter appeared almost immediately, menus placed smoothly in front of us.

Miss Laura didn’t even look at hers before ordering a bottle of white wine.

As the waiter moved away, she leaned across the table toward me. I must have looked stunned, frozen between awareness and disbelief, because her expression softened.

“It’s okay,” she said quietly. “You fit right in.”

I glanced around again, at the well-dressed diners, the polished room, the confidence that money gives everywhere. Then I looked down at myself. The dress. The hair. The way I was sitting, composed because she had taught me how.

I was still terrified.

But for the first time since we walked in, I realised something else too.

No one was staring.

No one was questioning why I was here.

I was just another young woman at a table in a busy restaurant.

We studied the menus together, the pages thick and heavy in my hands. The descriptions were elegant rather than explanatory, each dish assuming a certain level of knowledge and confidence from the person ordering it. I found myself glancing at Miss Laura more than the page, taking cues from her calm focus.

“Seasonal is usually safest here,” she said quietly. “They do it well.”

I nodded and traced a finger down the menu, forcing myself to slow down and actually read rather than panic. Eventually, we settled on our choices, and just as I closed the menu, the waiter returned with the wine.

He presented the bottle to Miss Laura, who gave a small nod of approval. He poured her glass first, then mine, the pale liquid catching the light as it filled the bowl. The sound was soft and reassuring.

Miss Laura ordered without hesitation. “I’ll have the pan-roasted sea bass,” she said, “with the fennel and saffron sauce.”

“Excellent choice,” the waiter replied.

Then he turned to me, smiling politely.

“And for mademoiselle?”

The word hit me with unexpected force. My heart skipped, but I remembered everything I had been taught. I sat a little straighter, met his eyes briefly, then looked back at the menu.

“I’ll have the fillet of beef,” I said, keeping my voice light and measured, “medium rare, with the truffle potatoes.”

He nodded as if this were the most natural thing in the world. “Of course.”

When he left, Miss Laura lifted her glass.

“Very good,” she said quietly. “Confident. Feminine. See, you can do it.”

I took a sip of wine, the tension in my chest easing just slightly. Around us, the restaurant carried on as before, full and vibrant, and I realised that ordering my dinner had felt like another small test.

The restaurant was growing busier around us, the room filling with warm noise and confidence. People talked more loudly now. Glasses chimed. Chairs scraped softly on the polished floor. The atmosphere felt lively and expensive, and somehow that made me feel more visible.

We chatted casually, and I even found myself laughing at one point. It surprised me, the easy warmth that had settled between us. For a few minutes, I almost forgot my nerves, almost forgot I was practising all the time now.

Then our food arrived.

I straightened at once and focused on eating like a girl, mindful of my posture and my movements. Small bites. Mindful chewing. Careful use of cutlery. I kept my legs together beneath the table and resisted the old urge to rush through a meal. The waiter poured us another glass each and moved away without paying us any special attention.

“You’re doing so well,” Miss Laura said quietly.

When we finished, she leaned back and smiled approvingly. “We should order a sweet,” she said. “You need to experience the full evening properly.”

For the past ten minutes, I had started feeling uncomfortable. I admitted quietly. “I need to pee.”

Miss Laura only smiled and pointed toward the sign at the far end of the room.

“The ladies are there,” she said.

She handed me my clutch bag and nodded for me to stand.

“Take your bag,” she whispered as I rose. “And make sure you sit down to pee.”

I nodded uncertainly, absorbing her instruction with humility. She wanted me to go alone. My heels wobbled slightly beneath me as I stood, but I adjusted at once before turning toward the toilets. I walked across the lively restaurant floor slowly and deliberately, posture straight, every inch Kassie, aware that this was yet another test.

I opened the door and stepped inside alone. The ladies was packed.

The moment I stepped inside, I was hit by noise and movement. Women crowded around the mirrors, talking over one another, laughing, fixing hair, adjusting dresses. The air smelled of perfume and hand soap and something sweet beneath it all. I felt suddenly very aware of myself, clutch bag tight in my hand.

I kept my head down and found a free cubicle.

Inside, I locked the door and sat down, heart pounding hard enough that I could feel it in my throat. I focused on doing exactly what she had told me. Sitting. Taking my time. Breathing evenly. Outside the cubicle, voices overlapped, and laughter rose and fell, close enough that it felt intrusive.

I finished and stood, smoothing my dress automatically. For a moment, my hand rested on the door handle, and I froze.

Panic flared.

I imagined stepping out and being looked at, assessed, and found wanting. My pulse raced, fast and insistent, nineteen to the dozen. I closed my eyes and took a slow breath, then another.

You fit right in, she had said.

I unlocked the door and stepped out.

The room had thinned out while I was in the cubicle. Only a few women remained now, checking themselves in the mirror or washing their hands. No one looked at me for longer than a second.

Instead of slipping straight out, I found myself moving toward the mirror.

It wasn’t a conscious decision. My feet simply carried me there.

I washed my hands and dried them on a paper towel. Then, without thinking, I opened my clutch and took out my lipstick, just as I had seen the others do. My reflection looked back at me, blonde hair neat, makeup intact, eyes bright with nerves.

I gently swept the lipstick over my lips. The movement felt natural. For a moment, standing there among the other women, doing exactly what they were doing, the panic eased. I was just another girl touching up her lipstick in a busy restaurant bathroom.

I slipped it back into my bag, and straightened my posture. Then I turned and walked back toward the door, heels clicking softly, heart racing but steadier now. Miss Laura noticed immediately. Her eyes flicked to my face as I sat down, just a fraction longer than before, and then she smiled.

“Good,” she said quietly. “You repaired your lipstick.”

I felt a small, warm flicker of pride at her approval and nodded, settling back into my chair, clutch resting neatly on my lap.

“I’ve ordered us brandies,” she said, her tone light, almost indulgent, “and chocolate gâteau to go with the coffee.”

Around us, Chanceries hummed with evening energy, the restaurant now fully alive. Glasses clinked, laughter carried, and somewhere nearby, someone was celebrating loudly. Yet at our table, everything felt contained and deliberate.

When the waiter returned with the brandies, Miss Laura lifted hers slightly toward me.

“To Kassie,” she said.

I lifted mine and took a small sip, the warmth spreading through me, aware that this moment felt like a milestone.

We left the restaurant just before midnight.

The night air hit me as soon as we stepped outside, cool and sharp against my bare shoulders, and I laughed without quite knowing why. I think maybe it was relief. Everything felt slightly unreal, softened at the edges by wine and brandy and the quiet thrill of having made it through the evening. Miss Laura laughed too, a low, easy sound I had never heard from her at work.

She took my hand as we walked a few steps away from the door, her fingers warm and certain around mine.

“I’m proud of you,” she said.

The words landed harder than anything else she had said all night. I looked at her, a little unsteady, and smiled, feeling suddenly giddy and absurdly happy. Being worse for drink made it easier to let that feeling show instead of analysing it.

We caught a cab without effort. Miss Laura gave the address and leaned back against the seat, still holding my hand. The city slid past the windows in streaks of light, familiar streets transformed by the late hour and my own altered perspective.

I felt light, buoyant, as if something inside me had lifted and refused to settle back down. The fear from earlier in the evening was gone, replaced by a warm, fizzy sense of accomplishment. I replayed moments in my head. The waiter calling me mademoiselle. The mirror in the ladies. Miss Laura’s smile when I sat back down.

In the darkness of the cab, as the lights of the city flashed above, I felt her hand move over my knee and slip under the dress.

She whispered, “Spread your legs a little.”

Her hand gently stroked between my thighs, tickling up over the lace top stockings. I felt myself harden in the cage, the pain growing in its confinement. I gasped as her hand touched the bottom of my panties and pressed there. She pushed gently, back and forth a little, her face close to my neck, breathing hotly against my flesh. It was a sensual, private moment in a public place. The driver didn’t seem to notice.

We pulled up outside her house, and she let go of my hand, handing the driver some money from her clutch bag to pay for the journey. We stepped out into the cool of the night, the houses dark around us.


Chapter Thirteen

I woke in the morning, lying next to Miss Laura.

Sunlight filtered softly through the curtains, and I became aware that we were both wearing white satin nighties. I remembered her dressing me late last night, then curling up with her in bed, her warm breath on my neck. The fabric felt cool and delicate against my feminine skin as I shifted slightly. For a moment, I lay there very still, recalling where I was and who I had so suddenly become.

Miss Laura stirred beside me, her eyes opening slowly. She squeezed my waist and then lifted herself up on an elbow.

“Good morning, Kassie,” she said quietly. Then her tone became more purposeful. “Go and shower.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

She sat up slightly and looked at me steadily. “When you finish, change into your maid’s uniform.”

I nodded at once, smoothing the satin of the nightie beneath me before slipping out of bed.

“Minimal makeup today,” she continued. “Lipstick and mascara only. Make sure your hair is presentable. Then return here with fresh coffee for your Mistress.”

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I replied softly.

I walked into the pink bedroom alone and headed toward the ensuite bathroom.

The room felt calm and private around me, perfumed softly, the shades of pink warm in the morning light. I took off my nightdress, lay it over a stool and stepped into the shower.

As I stood under the spray, I noticed something different.

My breasts felt more sensitive than they had before, almost alert beneath the warm water. When I ran my hands over them gently, they seemed a little larger, fuller, as if small changes had gathered overnight without my noticing. The sensation was not unpleasant. It was simply unfamiliar, leaving me aware of my body in a quieter, more thoughtful way.

I dried myself carefully. My skin felt softer, more receptive and when I saw myself in the mirror I could see my nipples standing out in the cool of the morning.

At the sink, I applied moisturiser slowly and deliberately, tapping it gently into my cheeks, then my arms and legs, finishing with a small ritual of care I had never practised before. The lotion was clean and lightly scented, grounding me firmly in Kassie's persona.

Then I gathered my robe and stepped back into the bedroom, ready to continue the ordinary day made extraordinary by the instruction I had chosen to follow.

At the vanity table, I applied my lipstick first, then mascara. The motions felt familiar, even though it was my first time applying makeup myself. I didn’t have to think about how to hold the mascara wand or how lightly to press the colour into my lips. I simply did it, watching the small corrections appear in the mirror without likr.

Then came the lingerie.

I slipped a white bra around my shoulders and fastened it carefully behind me. The satin panties followed, smooth and delicate, settling neatly against my moisturised skin. Stockings were eased up my legs and clipped to the garter belt with deliberate care. Each layer felt intimate and reassuring, a foundation that shaped how I moved and touched things.

On the bed, the pink maid’s uniform waited.

I gathered it gently and stepped into it, easing my arms into the puffed sleeves and pulling the skirt into place. I turned as I finished so I could see myself properly in the tall mirror. The girl looking back at me looked presentable and more feminine than I remembered.

I addressed my hair next, brushing it carefully until it framed my face neatly. The unfamiliarity was fading now. My hands were gentler. My movements were more deliberate. I didn’t fight the fabric or the heels as I slipped into them. I simply trusted them, standing a little straighter the moment I did.

Standing there in my lingerie and maid’s uniform, I realised she was right. I was moving more naturally now without needing to analyse every small detail. And knowing that made me feel calm and purposeful.

I went down to the kitchen alone, trusting my balance in the heels more than I had the day before. The night out at the restaurant seemed to have given me a newfound confidence. If I could manage that, I could manage anything.

On the counter, I found a cafetière. I measured out fresh coffee carefully, spooning the dark grounds in and pouring hot water over them slowly. The smell rose warmly into the air, rich and comforting.

I placed the cafetière on a tray, adding a cup and a small jug of cream beside it.

I carried the tray upstairs, deliberately holding it with both hands, trying to maintain a feminine demeanour while actually carrying something. When I reached the bedroom door, I paused briefly, composed myself, then stepped inside.

I placed the tray neatly on the side table and curtsied instinctively.

“Your coffee, Miss Laura,” I said.

She smiled as she looked at me, her expression approving rather than surprised.

“Very good,” she said. “You may pour it for me.”

I curtsied again at once, acknowledging the instruction without thinking about it. I lifted the cafetière carefully, mindful of my nails, and poured the coffee slowly into her cup. The pale cream followed, added with deliberate care, until everything looked perfect.

“Good girl,” she said.

I nodded and stepped back, hands folded lightly in front of me, aware that even this simple act of preparing her morning drink had felt purposeful and natural.

Miss Laura looked at me steadily, her expression calm and assured, as if the day ahead had already been planned in detail.

“Today will be a full training day,” she said. “It’s time for you to learn your duties, Kassie.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“I will monitor you,” she continued. “And you will obey all my commands without question. This is how structure is built. You don’t question. You simply comply. On Monday, you will be left to tend the house while I go to work. I expect you to be busy all day.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“Good. Now listen carefully.”

She paused for a moment, making sure she had my attention.

“You will go downstairs and prepare my breakfast. Poached egg on toast. Another coffee. Orange juice. You will serve it in the garden for me alone. You are not to eat with me.”

The words landed firmly, clear expectations laid out without embellishment.

“You may have some toast and a cup of tea or coffee while you are preparing mine,” she added. “But you will not sit at the table with me. Your role is to serve. Not to be a guest. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I replied.

Her eyes flicked briefly to my hands and legs. “And remember your posture at all times. Keep your legs together. Move slowly. You are a girl now, Kassie.”

I felt a warm awareness at hearing my new name spoken so deliberately.

“You are dismissed,” she concluded, rather sternly.

I curtsied at once, the satin skirt swaying gently as I bent my knees.

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I turned and walked downstairs carefully, heels steady beneath me.

I prepared her breakfast carefully, though I had to look up how to make a poached egg.

It was strange how ordinary the task felt now. I measured the coffee in the cafetière after cleaning it and poured it slowly. I placed the plate, the cup, and a small glass of orange juice on the tray with deliberate care. The poached eggs came out better than I thought they would. I added salt and pepper to the tray as Miss Laura came down.

She was wearing a silk dressing gown and soft slippers, her hair lying across her shoulders. The fabric of the gown shimmered gently as she walked. She ignored me and went straight to the garden doors without a word. That stung more than I wanted to admit.

I followed her outside with the tray, keeping my head down and my movements deliberate. The neighbourhood was quiet around us, somewhere I could hear a sprinkler watering a garden.

“Your breakfast, Miss Laura,” I said softly, setting down the tray in front of her and curtseying.

She sat down without again acknowledging me at all, her attention already focused on the food. I stepped back quietly, hands clasped in front of me, mindful of my posture, mindful too of the way the satin skirt brushed my legs gently in the cool air.

Then she looked at me briefly and issued her next instruction.

“Now, Kassie,” she said calmly, “you will go to my bedroom and run me a bath.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

She nodded once, satisfied that the command had landed properly.

“Use the scented oils sparingly,” she added. “I think lavender today. Not too much. A girl should always be mindful of excess.”

The instruction issued, I curtsied before stepping inside and heading upstairs.

In the en suite bathroom, I put a few drops of lavender oil into the water as it filled the tub. The scent rose gently into the air along with the steam, blooming softly rather than overpowering.

I stood there quietly while the bath filled. The bathroom was quite spacious, and the bath was almost certainly the centrepiece. It had been designed with a little bit of opulence in mind. Like everything else in the house, it was immaculately kept.

Then I curtsied instinctively as I placed the final small correction into place.

Miss Laura entered the bathroom and looked around slowly, taking everything in with a critical, attentive eye.

“You’ve done well,” she said at once. “The bath is filled correctly. The scent is light. Appropriate.”

I felt a quiet lift in my chest at her approval.

“Now fix my hair up, Kassie,” she added, gesturing toward the sink. “Take those hairpins and put it up neatly so it doesn’t get wet.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I reached for the pins and began to gather her hair carefully, working by feel as much as sight. My fingers moved slowly, deliberately, trying to be as gentle as possible, conscious of my nails. It was trickier than I thought it would be.

“Don’t pull, girl,” Miss Laura said calmly. “Gentle. Mindful.”

I adjusted at once, slowing down, letting my fingers work more carefully. I gathered the strands gently and pinned them into place, checking for stray strands.

When I finished, she checked in the mirror and said, “Good girl.”

Then she turned her attention back to me, her voice purposeful again.

“Now take off my robe,” she said.

I undid her belt and slipped the satin robe from her shoulders and held it neatly in my hands, the fabric shimmering softly in the bathroom light. She stood there naked and perfect, her flesh silken and healthy.

“Take it into the bedroom and drape it over the pillow,” she instructed. “Smooth it. Make it look tidy and ready to wear again.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I walked back into the bedroom carefully and did as instructed, laying the robe over the pillow and smoothing it gently until it looked deliberate rather than casual. Each touch felt mindful and precise.

Miss Laura was already lowering herself into her bath.

I watched as she settled into the warm water, posture straight even as she relaxed, the scent of lavender blooming softly around her.

“You will prepare my next outfit,” she added, glancing at me briefly from the tub. “Take my leather dress from the wardrobe and lay it on the bed with the heels and underwear. I will let you choose the lingerie that is appropriate. You will need to learn my tastes and understand what I want to wear for a particular occasion.”

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I said softly, curtsying instinctively as I acknowledged the instruction.

I curtsied once more and stepped back into the bedroom.

I heard her voice drift in from the bathroom just as I finished arranging the clothes she had chosen for me.

“Come here, girl.”

I set the lingerie I had selected, a simple black bra and panty set, on the bed and went to her at once. Steam hung in the air, and Miss Laura lay glistening in the water, her breasts floating deliciously, the nipples erect. She was casually washing between her legs with a natural sponge.

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I said. I didn’t know whether to avert my eyes or stare, something that seemed to please her.

“You will go to the hallway and open the closet under the stairs. Take out the vacuum cleaner and the feather duster. Put them in the living room. Then clear away the breakfast things and tidy the kitchen. Once you have done that, stand in the living room and wait.”

I curtsied.

“When you wait, you will stand with your head bowed and your hands clasped in front of you. You will not wander. You will not touch anything else. You will remain exactly where you are until I call for you.”

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I repeated, curtseying again to acknowledge the command.

I left the bathroom quietly and walked downstairs, heels steady beneath me, the satin skirt brushing my thighs as I moved through the pink hallway. I opened the closet door in the hallway and found the vacuum cleaner inside, bulky and ordinary, coiled with a long black cable.

Beside it hung a feather duster.

I lifted them out carefully and carried them to the living room as instructed. I placed the vacuum cleaner by the sofa and laid the feather duster on a coffee table. I quickly went out into the garden and gathered the breakfast things, washed them in the sink and made sure everything looked reasonably clean.

Then I went back to the living room and stood, waiting.

I bowed my head slightly and clasped my hands in front of me, legs together, breathing evenly. The house was quiet around me, only the distant sound of water reminding me that Miss Laura was finishing her bath upstairs.

I did not move.

I did not wander.

I simply waited for her to call.


Chapter Fourteen

I heard her call from the bathroom about ten minutes later.

“Come here, girl.”

I went upstairs at once, heading to the ensuite bathroom. Miss Laura was still in the tub, water lapping softly around her. Her face was slightly flushed, her eyes closed, and her head tilted back in relaxation.

I stepped inside and curtseyed.

“You called, Miss Laura,” I said.

“Pick up that towel from the side,” she told me, opening her eyes, pointing toward the heated towel rack by the sink. “Bring it here to the bath.”

I took the towel and folded it over my arm before carrying it to her. I stood there waiting as she swirled her hand in the water.

“Good. Now you will dry me.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

She rose from the water in one smooth, Amazonian movement and stepped out onto the mat, droplets sliding down her legs. I moved closer as instructed and began drying her, starting at her shoulders and working downward. I kept my hands slow and gentle, patting rather than rubbing, careful not to pull or press too hard.

“Don’t rush,” she said quietly. “Take your time.”

I slowed down my movements, lifting her arm gently and stroking the towel across her skin. Fine droplets gathered on her back, and she stood there, eyes closed, as I worked across her body. It was an intensely sensual moment, and I heard her gasp as I gently pressed the towel against her breasts, back, buttocks and thighs.

“Now moisturiser.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I reached for the bottle on the counter next to the sink and poured a small amount into my palm. I began at her arms and shoulders, smoothing the lotion over her skin slowly, then across her shoulders and back as she turned. She watched in the mirror while I worked, correcting nothing, simply letting me do it.

I squeezed some more moisturiser into my hands and realised I was trembling slightly. She took my wrists and guided my hands to her breasts. “Don’t forget these,” she whispered. I began to massage her breasts, feeling her nipples harden. My lips parted and I let go a sigh.

Goosebumps rose on her arms, and she finally reached up and stroked my hair. “That’s enough,” she said. “Fetch my robe.”

She instructed me to put her dressing gown back on. I slipped it through her arms and over her shoulders, gently tying the belt. Her hardened nipples showed through the soft material. I so wanted to touch them at that moment but knew my place.

“Very good,” she said, nodding once. “Go back to the living, stand dutifully and wait for me.”

As I went down the stairs, I could feel the pressure of the cage in my panties, and my own nipples had hardened and were rubbing against the soft material of the bra. I felt sexually charged in a way I had never before. It was as if one touch could suddenly make me explode. The sight of her naked body sparked in my mind.

Standing in the living room, I began to calm down a bit, and the pressure on my cage eased, but there was still a dull throb of expectation.

My head was bowed slightly, hands clasped in front of me, feet together. I focused on keeping still, on not shifting my weight, on breathing quietly. The vacuum cleaner stood waiting. The feather duster lay on the coffee table where I had placed it.

I heard her heels before I saw her. The sound was different from before. Sharper. Slower. Each step measured.

Miss Laura entered the room without speaking.

She was dressed in the long black leather dress, the one I had laid out for her, the material fitted closely to her body and catching the light with each movement. The high heels lifted her well above me, making her seem even taller than she already was. Her hair was tied back tightly, severe and uncompromising, exposing her face completely.

She was not wearing any makeup.

That was what struck me most.

Her face looked bare and controlled, her expression unsoftened, her eyes clear and assessing as they moved over me. Without makeup, she seemed harder somehow, stripped of anything decorative.

She was also carrying a long leather crop. I felt my stomach tighten. Strangely, I felt the pressure grow against my cage again.

She stopped a few feet in front of me and looked me up and down slowly, taking in my posture, my uniform, the way I was standing.

“Good,” she said at last.

I didn’t look up. I waited.

“You may raise your head,” she added.

I did so carefully, meeting her gaze for just a moment before lowering my eyes again.

“Now we begin,” she said, almost triumphantly.

I stayed where I was, silent and attentive, knowing that whatever came next would not be a discussion.

Miss Laura stood in front of me, arms folded loosely. She did not raise her voice, yet every word came through clearly.

“Kassie, your training will require punishment as well as reward. You are learning a new way of living, and learning only happens when there are consequences. In this house, you obey me at all times. You belong to me, and you must behave as I wish. Reverence is not a feeling you claim. It is something you show.”

She paused and looked at me directly.

“For instance, when I enter a room, your first act should be to curtsey. Always. That is how you acknowledge your Mistress. A girl does not wait to be told; she does it instinctively. Naturally.”

I felt my cheeks grow warm, but I said nothing.

“You did not curtsey when I came in just now,” she said. “That tells me you are still holding on to old habits. Forgetfulness is not acceptable.”

She stepped a little closer, making me feel small and insignificant. The crop hung loosely by her side. For a moment, I felt she was judging my reaction and the limits of how far she could go. My emotions were going haywire at that moment. I realised she knew where my limits were. They were where she wanted them to be. I had not resisted from the moment when this game began.

“Now, turn around and bend over the arm of the sofa.” I was trembling again as I moved to the sofa and bent over, conscious of the skirt of my uniform rising up over my thighs. She stood beside me, staring at me with a cruel smile on her lips. “Lift your skirt for me. Don’t worry, I’m not going to hurt you. Punishment is as much about humiliation as pain.”

I reached back and lifted the skirt for her. I felt so exposed at that moment, but something different was also happening to me. There was a sense of excitement coursing through me. Anticipation.

“Pull down your panties, young lady.” I followed her instruction, and the breath caught in my lungs. “When I strike you, you are to say thank you, Miss Laura.”

There was a brief moment of utter silence, and then the crop swished through the air and hit my buttocks with a sharp thwack. I screeched in shock, then regained my composure and said, “Thank you, Miss Laura.”

The next stroke hit a little harder, as if Miss Laura was judging how much I could take. This brought a tear to my eye, but I did not cry out. “Thank you, Miss Laura.”

The third stroke was slightly harder again, this time sending a stinging pain across my buttocks and down my thighs. “Thank you, Miss Laura,” I gasped.

“Now, pull up your panties and stand up. Curtsey and thank me for teaching you how to behave.”

I stood, feeling the stinging sensation merge into a warm pain, adjusting my panties. I curtsied and said, “Thank you, Miss Laura, for teaching me how to behave.”

She smiled. “Very good. We’ll start with vacuuming and dusting this morning. I have some work to do for tomorrow. While I do that, you will go from room to room, tidying where necessary, dusting and then vacuuming the carpet. You will maintain a feminine demeanour at all times. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“Start with my bedroom,” she said. “You are dismissed.”

I curtsied again, picked up the vacuum cleaner and duster, and carried them upstairs while trying to hold on to my feminine demeanour. I felt even more charged as I went about the work. The skirt of my uniform kept tickling against my sore behind, and the sensation was not unpleasant. It reminded me of how I was dressed and my place as a subordinate in the home. For some reason, that created a thrill I had not expected.

I began to move more fluidly, even while vacuuming the carpet. Miss Laura had gone into her small office, and the door was closed. Even when she was out of sight, I managed to keep my feminine demeanour and realised it had become more ingrained than I thought possible.

I had just finished the last of the morning chores when the door to Miss Laura’s small home office opened. She stepped out without looking at me straight away and walked through the living room. I curtsied and stood where I was, hands clasped, head slightly bowed, waiting.

She ran a finger lightly along the mantel. Looked at the cushions on the sofa. Glanced toward the hallway where the vacuum cleaner now stood. She looked in the kitchen and scanned the surfaces, the sink, and the floor.

“This will do,” she said. “You’ve been careful.”

I curtsied and said thank you.

“Now listen,” she went on. “You will cook a mid-afternoon lunch today.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“You will set two places outside,” she said. “Properly. Plates, cutlery, glasses. Red wine to be opened an hour before the meal.” She turned to face me fully then. “I am expecting a guest. A friend of mine. You will address her as Miss Saffy. And you will treat her with the same respect and reverence as you do me.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“She will arrive at two,” she said. “You will be ready before then. Lunch will be simple but correct. And you will be presentable at all times.”

I nodded once.

“You will behave as my maid,” she added. “Not as a guest. Not as an equal. You will speak when spoken to and curtsey when addressed. You may make enough to have when we are eating.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

She watched me for a moment, then gestured lightly toward the kitchen.

“I suggest a lasagne with a side salad for the dish. It’s a little more challenging, but I think you should be able to follow the recipe.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I curtsied and turned, then went to the kitchen and immediately reached for the recipe book. Miss Laura followed. “I will be upstairs finishing some work and then will change. When the doorbell rings, you will let Miss Saffy in and make her comfortable, offer her a drink and then inform me of her arrival. Is that understood?

“Yes, Miss Laura.”


Chapter Fifteen

By the time the lasagne was in the oven, my nerves were finally starting to settle.

I had panicked more than once while cooking. The worst moment had been the béchamel sauce. I had stared at the saucepan, convinced it would stay lumpy, my heart racing as I whisked maniacally, then forced myself to slow down. I remembered Miss Laura’s voice in my head, telling me not to rush, not to fight what I was doing.

Eventually, the sauce thickened properly, smooth and pale, and I had allowed myself a quiet breath of relief.

I checked it more than once, wiping my hands carefully on a cloth before touching anything, mindful of splashes and smears. Remarkably, the pink satin apron was still pristine, the skirt unmarked. That felt like a small victory in itself.

Outside, the garden table was laid and waiting.

I had set two places exactly as instructed. Plates centred. Cutlery aligned. Wine glasses polished, napkins folded and chairs straightened. Everything was spaced evenly, nothing crowded or careless. I had stepped back and looked at it from a distance, then adjusted one fork that sat a fraction out of line. At that moment, I caught sight of a window next door where a woman was looking down at me. That was a bit of a fright, but I simply smiled and moved out of her view.

The lasagne cooked quietly in the oven behind me now, filling the kitchen with a warm, comforting smell. I checked the time again. Not long now.

I stood for a moment, my hands clasped in front of me, breathing steadily, aware of the faint tension still in my shoulders, the way the stockings seemed to cling to my legs. I had made it this far without being corrected. Without being called back.

The thought that Miss Laura’s friend would be here soon made my stomach flutter again, but I didn’t let myself dwell on it. The work was done. The meal was nearly ready.

The clock on the kitchen wall said two o’clock exactly when the doorbell rang. I took a deep breath and walked to answer it.

Miss Saffy was standing on the doorstep when I opened the door. She was shorter than I expected, stout, severe-looking, dressed in jeans and a top with thin spaghetti straps that stretched tightly down to her huge bosom. The fabric stretched across her chest as she shifted her weight. She looked to be in her mid-forties, maybe a little older, and her expression was firm and assessing.

“Ah,” she said, eyes moving over me. “You must be Kassie.”

I stepped back at once, bent my knees, and curtseyed.

“Yes, Miss Saffy,” I said softly. “Welcome. Please come in.”

She entered the hallway, her eyes still studying me as I straightened. I closed the door carefully behind her and followed her into the living room, keeping my legs together and my hands folded in front of me.

“Well,” she said, turning to face me fully, “I must say you look very pretty.”

I felt myself blush beneath her gaze.

“Thank you, Miss Saffy.”

I led Miss Saffy through the kitchen and out into the garden. She glanced at the place settings with approval and took a seat, settling herself comfortably.

“Can I get you a drink, Miss Saffy?” I asked.

“A glass of red, Kassie,” she said. “That would be nice.”

I bent my knees and curtseyed at once.

“Very good, Miss Saffy.”

I went back into the kitchen and picked up the bottle of red wine I had chosen for the meal. I poured a single glass carefully, then set the bottle aside.

I carried the glass back toward the garden doors and set it down for Miss Saffy.

“I shall inform Miss Laura that you are here, Miss Saffy,” I said and went back into the house. I could see in the reflection of the patio door that she was watching me intently as I departed, and for some reason, I wiggled my hips a bit more.

I knocked on Miss Laura’s office door and opened it when she told me to come in. “Miss Saffy has arrived, Miss Laura,” I said simply. Another curtsey, and I went back to the kitchen to check on the lasagne. It actually looked quite good, and I breathed a sigh of relief. Another ten minutes and it would be ready.

“My, you have excelled yourself,” Miss Laura’s voice came behind me. “I’ll have a wine too, and bring the bottle out,” she added and then breezed out to the garden, where she greeted Miss Saffy like a long-lost friend.

I poured another glass and took it out to the table on a tray along with the bottle. Setting both down and curtseying. Back in the kitchen, I took the lasagne out of the oven and looked down at it with a certain amount of pride. The top was nicely browned and bubbling with a few crispy bits. It smelled just about right, and I hoped it would taste just as good.

Miss Saffy and Miss Laura were talking easily, glasses in hand, heads inclined toward one another in a conspiratorial tone. I stopped a short distance away and stood with my hands clasped in front of me, waiting.

Neither of them noticed me at first.

I kept my eyes lowered and remained still until Miss Laura glanced up and saw me there.

“What is it, Kassie?” she asked.

I stepped forward slightly and curtseyed.

“Excuse me, Miss Laura,” I said. “The lunch is ready.”

She looked at Miss Saffy briefly, then back at me.

“Very well,” she said. “You may serve.”

I curtseyed again.

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

I turned and went back into the kitchen. I plated two portions, arranging them neatly. I placed a bowl of salad on the tray, along with a bottle of balsamic dressing, and checked that everything was clean and properly aligned. When the tray was ready, I steadied myself, lifted it carefully, and prepared to carry it back out to the garden.

As I reached the table, Miss Laura glanced up at me. I bent my knees and curtseyed before stepping closer.

I began to lay out the plates, setting them down in front of the two women, serving Miss Laura first. The salad followed, placed neatly between them, and the bottle of balsamic vinegar. I stepped back automatically when everything was arranged.

“She’s such a pretty thing,” Miss Saffy said, smiling. “I’m so jealous. And look at this uniform.”

She reached out and touched the edge of the satin skirt with obvious interest, her fingers brushing lightly over the fabric.

“Beautiful material,” she added, and gave a small tug as if testing it.

I felt myself blush, but I curtseyed at once, keeping my eyes lowered.

“Can I get you anything else, Miss Laura?” I asked quietly.

“No,” she said calmly from her chair. “But remain nearby and be ready to answer if you are called.”

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

“You may eat if you are hungry,” she added after a moment.

I curtseyed again at once.

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I said, and stepped back from the table.

I couldn’t hear much of what they talked about, but I did hear Miss Saffy say once, “Oh, you must come on Friday. Will you bring her? Say you will.”

I ate the lasagne, and it wasn’t half bad considering I was never much of a cook before. As I was just finishing, Miss Laura called and asked me to clear away their plates and make coffee for her and Miss Saffy.

I washed the plates as the kettle boiled, then carried the coffee out on a tray to the two women. It was getting on for five o’clock, and they had finished the second bottle of wine. After I set the coffee down and was about to curtsey, Miss Laura told me to turn around. I did so, and she lifted my skirt before I could react.

Miss Saffy gasped. “Oh, it’s still a little red,” she said, giggling a little with the wine.

Miss Laura dropped my skirt as I blushed the colour of beetroot. “You can finish up in the kitchen, Kassie.”

“Well, the meal was excellent, Kassie, thank you.”

Still blushing, I forced a smile, curtsied, and said, “Thank you, Miss Saffy.”

I was tidying the kitchen when it hit me. It wasn’t gradual. It came all at once.

My hands felt clumsy on the cloth. The room felt too bright. I became suddenly aware of the maid’s dress in a way I hadn’t been all day. The skirt brushing my legs. The apron was tied too neatly. The bow at my back. It all felt so exposed, very seen, and my chest tightened without warning.

I wiped the same spot on the counter twice as Miss Laura and Miss Saffy walked past me, Miss Saffy catching a last look at my lace top stockings.

From the hallway, I heard the front door open and close. Miss Laura’s voice saying something about Friday as she followed Miss Saffy out. A moment later, heels crossed the hall again and she came into the kitchen. She stopped when she saw me.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

I straightened quickly, hands clasped in front of me.

“Nothing, Miss Laura,” I said.

She didn’t move closer. She didn’t soften her voice.

“I can see it in your face,” she said.

I swallowed and kept my eyes lowered, standing there in my pretty maid’s dress, suddenly unsure what to do with myself, waiting for her to say more.

I swallowed hard, my throat tight enough that the words came out smaller than I meant them to.

“I suddenly feel stupid,” I said. “Really stupid.”

Miss Laura didn’t interrupt.

“How could I think I could do this?” I went on, my voice unsteady now that it had started. “Walking around like this. Letting people see me. Letting them touch me. I’m not… I’m not built for this. I don’t belong in this dress or this house or any of it. I should go back.” The word back landed heavily between us. “I should stop before I make it worse.”

She didn’t answer straight away. Instead, she stepped closer. I was very aware of her height, of the leather dress, of how put together she still looked while I felt like I seemed to be coming undone at the seams.

Then she reached for me.

It wasn’t abrupt. She didn’t grab or pull. She placed her hands on my arms first, grounding me, and then drew me gently into her. Her embrace was firm but careful, as if she were holding something fragile rather than claiming something she owned.

I froze for a moment, caught between wanting to pull away and wanting to disappear into the safety of her.

She held me anyway. My sudden panic attack, or whatever it was, began to subside a little. My heartbeat easing.

Her cheek rested lightly against the top of my head, and I could feel the steady rise and fall of her breathing.

“You’ve come so far,” she said quietly.

The words undid something in me.

“I can’t keep pretending I’m brave,” I said into the leather of her dress. “I felt fine until Miss Saffy touched me. Until she said I was pretty. Then it all felt fake. Like I was playing a part I didn’t understand.”

Miss Laura tightened her arms just a fraction.

“You weren’t pretending,” she said. “Not from what I could see.”

“I’m terrified,” I admitted. “I keep thinking someone is going to laugh. Or realise I don’t belong. Or that I’ll wake up one morning and hate myself for this.”

She shifted slightly so she could speak closer to my ear.

“It is okay to be afraid,” she said. “Fear doesn’t mean you’re wrong. It means something matters.”

I pulled back just enough to look at her. Her face was bare, serious, not softened by makeup. She met my eyes without flinching.

“I don’t want you doing this because you think you owe me,” she continued. “Or because you’re trying to impress me. I want you to do it because, somewhere underneath the fear, it feels true to who you really are.”

My eyes burned with tears.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” I said. “I feel like I’ve lost the right to say.”

She reached up and brushed my hair back from my face, slow and careful.

“You’re wrong,” she said. “This is the first time you’ve been close enough to who you could be to ask the question. It’s natural to have fears.”

I laughed weakly. “I’m standing in your kitchen in a pink maid’s dress, having a nervous breakdown.”

She took my hands in hers then, holding them between us so I had to look down at them. My nails. My small, careful movements. The way my fingers no longer wanted to curl into fists.

“Do you know what I see?” she asked. “I see a young woman who learned how to stand, how to speak, how to serve without vanishing. I see someone both frightened and brave. That’s not stupidity, Kassie. That’s growth.”

I shook my head again, but more slowly.

“What if I can’t keep it up?” I asked. “What if I fall apart the moment you stop telling me what to do?”

She smiled then, not indulgently, but with something like recognition.

“That’s why structure exists,” she said. “Not to trap you. To hold you while you learn how to hold yourself.”

She released one of my hands and placed it flat against my chest.

“Tell me this,” she said. “When you woke up this morning and put on that uniform, did it feel wrong?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it.

“No,” I admitted.

“When you spoke softly instead of rushing,” she continued. “When you moved carefully instead of barging through space. Did it feel like acting?”

“No.”

“When Miss Saffy called you pretty,” she said gently, “did that hurt because it was false, or because it was too close to the truth?”

Tears spilt over before I could stop them. I covered my face with my hands, my shoulders shaking as everything I had been holding back finally gave way. She pulled me back into her arms at once.

“It’s all right,” she murmured. “Let it come out. You don’t have to be composed right now.”

I cried hard then. Not neatly. Not prettily. My nose ran. My breath hitched. I clutched at the back of her dress like I might fall if I let go.

“I don’t want to go back,” I sobbed. “But I don’t know how to stay.”

She held me until my breathing slowed.

“You don’t have to decide today,” she said when I could hear again. “Or tomorrow. Or even by the end of this week.”

I pulled back slightly, confused.

“You promised me the week,” she continued. “Stay. Let me teach you. Let yourself feel what it’s like when the fear settles, and you’re still here.”

She lifted my chin so I had to look at her.

“And then,” she said, “you decide. As Kassie. Not as someone panicking in the middle of a kitchen.”

I searched her face for pressure, for expectation, for disappointment. There was none.

“I won’t let any harm come to you,” she said quietly. “Not from anyone else. And not from yourself.”

I nodded slowly.

“You don’t belong to me because I say so,” she added. “You belong here only if it makes you happier than leaving.”

“I don’t know what happy looks like,” I said.

She smiled softly.

She wiped my cheeks gently with her thumbs, then stepped back just enough to look at me properly.

“You are not stupid,” she said. “You are scared because you’re close to something real. And that is exactly when people try to run.”

I straightened a little, breathing more evenly now.

“What if I stay,” I asked, “and I still decide it’s not for me?”

“Then I will help you leave with dignity,” she said without hesitation. “No shame. No punishment. No humiliation.”

I studied her face again, really looking this time.

“And if I stay,” I said slowly, “and it is for me?”

Her eyes softened.

“Then we keep going,” she said. “Carefully. Honestly. At your pace, even when it’s challenging.”

I took a deep breath. She took my hand and led up me up the stairs to her room.

In the bedroom, she told me to undress, and she did the same. The room was warm and quiet around us as we slipped out of our robes and dresses and folded everything neatly over a chair. She handed me a simple white silk nightdress, cool and soft in my hands. I put it on slowly, feeling the fabric settle against my smooth skin. Miss Laura chose one for herself, almost identical, and smiled when she saw us standing side by side before the mirror.

“Downstairs,” she said. “No more tests tonight.”

We returned to the living room together, the silk whispering softly around our legs as we walked. The house felt calmer now, the formality of the day finally set aside. Miss Laura opened a bottle of red wine in the kitchen and carried it back to the sofa with two glasses.

“Bridget Jones?” she asked, lifting the remote.

I laughed. “Really?”

We cuddled up on the sofa, legs tucked beneath us, the television filling the room with familiar voices and laughter. Miss Laura poured the wine carefully, handing me my glass and reminding me to take small sips. The smell of it was rich and comforting, matching the cool air drifting in through the slightly open window.

We talked casually as we watched. About scenes in the films. About outfits the characters were wearing.

The evening felt ordinary in the best possible way. Two girls in silk nightdresses, sharing wine and easy laughter. Miss Laura stretched her legs out and tucked a cushion behind her back, relaxed and unguarded, without a hint of performance.

We watched back to back films until the clock crept toward midnight. The last film ended with a final, silly joke, and Miss Laura smiled as she switched the television off.

“Good,” she said, turning to face me fully. “You stayed. You didn’t run.”

I nodded and smiled softly, feeling the warmth of her beside me.

“Yes, Miss Laura,” I said quietly.

I stayed there beside her on the sofa, feeling calmer and happier than I had ever expected to be, knowing that even this simple binge-watching evening had shown me something important. “Tomorrow, you just be a girl,” she said. “You don’t need to wear the maid dress. I want you to relax and be you, while I’m at work. I would like you to go for a walk on your own, dressed in something feminine and summery. There’s a park nearby.”

I stared at the blank screen. “And if…”

“Your clothes are in the small office. If you decide, I’ll respect that. I’ll never mention what happened.”

“And if I stay?”

“I want you to make me a meal. Not as a maid. Let’s say as a girlfriend. I’d like you to be waiting with a chilled bottle of white wine and a romantic meal and a smile, wear something sexy.”

“There isn’t much left in the fridge.”

“Then that will be your ‘task’ for the day. Find a recipe, go to the supermarket – it’s about two hundred yards further down the road, by the way – and have it ready for when I return. I’ll leave you some money, just in case.”

“And what will you think if I’m not here?”

She kissed my neck, “Then I’ll cry. I’ll mourn. I’ll wonder what could have been.”


Chapter Sixteen

I pretended to be asleep when Miss Laura got up for work.

I felt the shift of the mattress as she moved, the faint brush of silk as she slipped out of bed. I kept my breathing slow and even, eyes closed, listening instead. I heard drawers open and close, the quiet sounds of her getting dressed, the soft click of her heels against the bedroom floor as she moved about with the same certainty she carried everywhere.

At one point, she paused, close enough that I could feel her presence beside the bed, and I held myself perfectly still, afraid that even a flicker of movement would give me away.

Then she left the room.

I listened to her footsteps on the stairs, the muted sounds of the house around her. A cupboard opened. A door closed. The low murmur of routine. Finally, the front door shut with a solid sound.

I waited.

Moments later, I heard the car start. The engine idled briefly, then faded as it pulled out of the driveway and down the road. Only then did I open my eyes, staring up at the ceiling, alone in the quiet house, with the whole day stretching out in front of me.

I waited a few moments longer, just to be sure, then swung my legs out of bed.

The house felt different without her in it. Quieter.

I padded down the hallway and went into the small home office, closing the door behind me. My old clothes were folded neatly on the chair where she had said they would be. Jeans. A t-shirt. Trainers. Things I had worn without thinking for years.

I dressed slowly.

The denim felt stiff against my legs. The T-shirt hung loosely on my shoulders in a way that suddenly felt careless. Even the trainers smelled different, faintly of old sweat and pavement, a scent I had never noticed before but couldn’t ignore now. I tied the laces and stood there for a moment, looking down at myself.

It felt strangely like putting on someone else’s costume.

Downstairs, the kitchen was filled with soft morning light. On the counter, exactly where I would see it, was a small pile of notes. On top lay a folded piece of paper.

I picked it up and opened it.

Thank you.
x x x

That was all.

My fingers brushed the keys she had left. House keys. Car fob. A small metal tag that said "Kassie" in a floral print. I wonder when she got that done.

I stood there holding them, feeling their weight in my palm. It wasn’t a test. It wasn’t a trap. It was trust, plain and unadorned. An open door, left deliberately unlocked.  If I wanted to leave, I could lock up behind me and walk away cleanly. No confrontation. No one chasing after me for an explanation. It occurred to me that she knew I was pretending to be asleep this morning as she got ready for work. I wondered how much that might have hurt her and regretted it.

I caught the bus into town and rode it back to my flat.

The journey felt longer than usual, even though nothing about the route had changed. I sat by the window, watching the familiar streets slide past, shops and bus stops I had passed a hundred times before. Everything outside looked ordinary, stubbornly unchanged, and that somehow made the tightness in my chest worse. I kept thinking about Miss Laura and what would happen if simply disappeared.

When the bus finally stopped near my block, I got off and stood on the pavement for a moment before going inside. The building loomed above me, grey and functional, the same concrete tower it had always been. I had once liked the anonymity of it. No one asked questions here. No one noticed you.

The old lift smelled faintly of damp and disinfectant. I rode it up alone, listening to the mechanical whine and the dull thud as it passed each floor. When the doors opened on mine, I hesitated, then walked down the corridor to my flat and unlocked the door.

The smell hit me immediately.

It was sharper than I remembered. Stale sweat, old fabric, something sour underneath. The smell of clothes worn too many times before being washed, of a place that had been closed up too long. I wrinkled my nose before I could stop myself, surprised at how strong my reaction was. I had lived with this smell for years without noticing it. Now it felt almost aggressive.

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.

My jacket was still slung over the back of a chair where I had dropped it days ago. Shoes were kicked off near the door, not even paired properly. The coffee table was cluttered with empty bottles, takeaway cartons, and old receipts. The sink was stacked with mugs and plates, crusted with the remains of meals I barely remembered eating.

The flat felt smaller than I remembered. The ceiling seemed to press down on me, the walls closing in as if the place had shrunk while I was away.

I walked further in and stopped by the table where my laptop sat open. The screen had gone dark, but when I nudged the mouse, it flickered back to life, revealing the same half-finished document I had left weeks ago. A few paragraphs of overwrought prose. A story that had started with enthusiasm and then collapsed into nothing. I read a few lines and felt a dull wave of embarrassment wash over me.

This was what I had called ambition.

I moved into the bedroom and looked around properly for the first time in what felt like years. Clothes lay in untidy piles, clean and dirty mixed together. The bed was unmade, sheets creased and tangled. They hadn’t been changed in months. The air felt heavy here too, thick with the same smell that clung to the rest of the flat.

I slumped down on the edge of the bed.

For a while, I just sat there.

I thought about how I had lived here. Coming home, collapsing onto the sofa, eating whatever was quickest, scrolling endlessly on my phone or staring at the television without really watching it. I thought about the mornings I had dragged myself out of bed, showered quickly, and left without caring what I looked like or how I felt. About how I had told myself this was enough. That wanting more was for other people.

Now, sitting there, it felt like a lie I had told myself because it was easier than admitting I was afraid.

I stood up and walked slowly through the flat again, this time seeing it clearly. Not as a place I returned to out of habit, but as a reflection of the life I had been content to accept. Nothing here asked anything of me. Nothing challenged me. Nothing held me to account.

The contrast with Miss Laura’s house was unavoidable. The order. The care. The expectation that things be done properly. That someone noticed whether I did them well or not. That had frightened me at first. Now it felt like oxygen.

I went back into the living room and sat on the sofa, hands resting in my lap. The cushions sagged beneath me, worn and shapeless. I stared at the blank television screen, seeing my own faint reflection in it. Jeans. T-shirt. Trainers. Clothes that had once felt like neutrality now felt like armour I no longer needed.

Eventually, something settled inside me. Not a rush. Not a dramatic moment. Just a quiet certainty that arrived without fuss.

I didn’t belong here anymore.

There was nothing I wanted to pack. Nothing I needed to take with me. Everything important was already somewhere else.

At the door, I paused with my hand on the handle. For a brief moment, I wondered if I should feel something stronger. Nostalgia. Regret. Fear. But there was nothing like that waiting for me. Just a flat sense of finality.

I stepped out into the corridor and pulled the door closed behind me.

The click of the lock echoed softly.

As I left the building and stepped out into the open air, I felt lighter. Not giddy. Not triumphant. Just lighter, as if something heavy I had been carrying without realising it had finally been set down.


Chapter Seventeen

I sat at Miss Laura’s vanity table, wrapped in a silk robe that barely felt like clothing at all.

The mirror in front of me reflected a version of myself I was still getting used to seeing. The robe fell softly over my shoulders and gathered loosely at my waist, the fabric catching the light as I shifted.

Beneath it, my breasts were visible now, no longer something I had to imagine. They pressed gently against the silk, shaping it in a way that felt unmistakable, unfamiliar and yet oddly right. I lifted my hands and let them rest there for a moment. There was weight and they moved gently when I walked.

On the floor behind me, I could see my old clothes reflected faintly in the mirror. Jeans, T-shirt, trainers, all tangled together where I had dropped them without ceremony. They looked dull and shapeless, like shed skin that no longer belonged to me.

The bed told a different story.

Laid out with care were my clothes. White lace lingerie arranged properly, each piece placed as if it mattered. A soft summer dress lay beside it, the chiffon skirt spilling lightly over the duvet, pale and airy, nothing like the clothes I used to wear. On the carpet below, a pair of matching sandals waited, straps aligned, heels modest, feminine without trying too hard.

I leaned closer to the mirror and studied my face. My hair seemed to fall differently, not because it had changed dramatically, but because it was treated differently. I tilted my head, watching the robe shift, my body moving without the tension I used to carry everywhere.

I turned my attention back to the vanity and began my makeup.

A small amount of moisturiser first, pressed gently into my cheeks and forehead, not rubbed. I waited a moment for it to settle, watching how my face already looked softer when I treated it with patience and care. I applied a light foundation, just enough to even things out. I worked it in carefully with a sponge, blending along my jaw and down my neck so there were no harsh lines.

Next, I dabbed a little concealer beneath my eyes, tapping it in until it disappeared. I looked more awake. I dusted a touch of translucent powder across my nose and chin to take away the shine, leaving the rest of my skin natural and alive.

Then came blush.

I smiled faintly at my reflection and swept a soft peach colour onto the apples of my cheeks, blending upward toward my temples. The change was subtle. My face looked warmer, healthier, as if I’d just come in from a walk rather than a lifetime spent indoors.

I moved on to my eyes.

For a daytime look, I would kept it light. A pale neutral shadow went across my lids, brightening them without drama. I blended carefully into the crease, checking both sides until they matched. Then eyeliner, thin and close to the lash line, just enough to define my eyes without making them look heavy. I took my time with the mascara, brushing it through my lashes slowly, lifting them, separating them, stopping before it became too much.

I blinked a few times and watched my eyes change.

I brushed my brows next, tidying them into place, filling them just enough to frame my face. The arches Miss Laura had shaped earlier gave my expression a natural femininity now, something that no amount of effort could have created before.

Finally, my lips.

I applied a balm first, pressing my lips together gently. Then I chose a soft rose lipstick, nothing bold, nothing demanding attention. I traced it on carefully, starting at the centre and working outward, blotting lightly with a tissue before adding just a hint more colour. When I finished, my lips looked fresh, kissable, entirely appropriate for the middle of the day.

I leaned back and studied the result.

It was a face that belonged outside, in sunlight, among other women doing ordinary things. A face that didn’t apologise for existing. I smiled at myself, just a little.

I let the silk robe slip from my shoulders and fall to the floor.

For a moment, I stood there in front of the mirror, unwrapped and unhidden, then reached for the lingerie laid out on the bed. The panties came first. I stepped into them and drew them up slowly, smoothing the fabric over my hips until they sat properly. Then the bra. I slipped my arms through the straps, fastened it behind me, and adjusted it until it felt secure. Without stockings, my legs felt bare and light.

I picked up the dress and lifted it over my head.

The fabric slid down easily, settling over my body with a soft whisper. I tugged it gently into place, adjusting the neckline and smoothing the chiffon skirt until it fell evenly. In the mirror, I turned slightly from side to side, watching how it moved, how it caught the light and skimmed my legs.

I sat on the edge of the bed and slipped my feet into the sandals, fastening the straps carefully and standing once more to check my balance. They were comfortable, feminine without being fussy.

I reached up and fluffed my hair with my fingers, loosening it just enough so it framed my face naturally. I wondered what I would look like with a different cut, maybe even a different colour.

Finally, I picked up the perfume bottle.

One light spray at my wrist. Another at my neck. I pressed my wrists together briefly, letting the scent settle, then lowered my hands and breathed in.

I looked at myself one last time and then gathered the male clothes from the floor. Downstairs, I opened a cupboard and took out a black plastic bag. I dropped the clothes and footwear inside one by one and tied the top securely. The bag crackled loudly in the quiet kitchen, an ordinary sound that felt strangely final.

I carried it out to the garage and across to the bin.

The lid lifted easily. I hesitated for just a second, then dropped the bag in and closed it again. The dull thud echoed softly, and that was that. No regret. No dramatic rush of feeling. Just a clear line drawn.

I went back inside and washed my hands.

The kitchen smelled clean and bright, the late morning light slanting across the counter. I dried my hands and moved to the shelf where Miss Laura kept her cookery books. There were more a few by well known chefs, pages marked and spines softened with age.

I pulled a few down and spread them across the table.

This was different from cooking as a maid. There were no instructions being given now, no set expectations beyond the ones I chose for myself. I wanted something that felt personal. Something that said I stayed without needing to explain it.

I flipped through pages slowly, stopping and starting, imagining flavours and textures. Eventually, something began to take shape.

For the main course, I settled on lemon-and-herb roast chicken with garlic and thyme, served with roasted new potatoes and green beans lightly dressed with butter and lemon.

For pudding, I lingered longer.

I chose a raspberry-and-white-chocolate panna cotta. A little indulgent. Something that needed time to set, that couldn’t be rushed. It felt right if a little challenging for my current culinary skills.

I took a piece of paper and wrote out my list carefully.

I read it through twice, checking nothing was missing. Standing there in the quiet kitchen, dress brushing lightly against my legs, perfume still fresh at my neck, I felt ready.

It was time to face the world.

I put the money Miss Laura had left on the kitchen counter into my handbag, folding the notes neatly before tucking them away. I picked up a cotton shopping bag from the hook by the door and slipped it over my shoulder.

Then I opened the door and stepped outside. Just a few days ago this would have seemed impossible. Now it was just inevitable.

The sunshine caught me by surprise.

It was warmer than I expected, the light bright, resting on my bare arms and legs. The air smelled faintly of cut grass. Somewhere nearby, birds chattered and whistled. A car passed at the end of the road. The world carried on exactly as it always had, without much thought of me.

I paused on the path for a moment, heart beating a little faster than normal. There was no Miss Laura beside me now. No one telling me how to stand or where to look. Every step I took from here on was mine alone.

The dress moved with me easily, the chiffon skirt lifting and settling with each step. I was aware of it constantly, and it felt delicious. The sandals felt light on my feet, the straps secure. My handbag rested comfortably against my hip, a small weight that reminded me of its presence every time it brushed my side.

I passed the first house, then the next.

No one stared. No one pointed. A man watering his garden glanced up briefly, then returned to what he was doing. A woman unloading shopping bags from a car smiled vaguely in my direction, the kind of reflexive politeness shared between strangers.

With every step, the tightness in my chest loosened a little more.

As always, I became aware of my posture without forcing it. Shoulders relaxed. Back straight. Head lifted. I let my arms swing naturally, fingers loose.

I noticed small things I had never paid attention to before. The sound of my sandals against the pavement. The way the sun warmed the back of my neck. The faint scent of my perfume drifting up when the breeze shifted.

Halfway down the street, a laugh bubbled up unexpectedly.

I didn’t stop it.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t hysterical. Just a soft release of something that had been held too tightly for too long. I smiled to myself and kept walking, heart still racing but no longer afraid. I wasn’t hiding anymore.

I was just a girl walking down the street on an ordinary day, carrying a shopping bag, thinking about dinner.

The supermarket was about twenty minutes’ walk down the road. By the time I reached the end of Miss Laura’s street, the nervous energy I’d felt stepping out of the house had settled into something steadier. My pace found its own rhythm. The dress moved easily with me, the chiffon skirt lifting lightly when I walked faster and settling again when I slowed.

I passed more people as I went.

A jogger in headphones ran past me without a second glance. A couple walked their pram along the pavement, deep in conversation. An older man coming the other way nodded politely, the kind of automatic courtesy that barely registered. Each encounter chipped away at the fear that had been sitting just beneath my skin. I wasn’t invisible, but I wasn’t a spectacle either.

As I walked, I became more aware of how my body moved now. My steps were shorter, lighter. I kept to the edge of the pavement without thinking. When I crossed the road, I waited properly, not darting across at the last moment, the way I used to. These weren’t rules I was following. They were feminine habits forming on their own.

The automatic doors of the supermarket slid open with a soft hiss as I stepped inside, and the familiar smell of baked bread washed over me. The place was busy. Trolleys rattled. Children complained. Someone laughed loudly near the entrance.

I picked up a basket, put the shopping bag in and hooked it over my arm.

The first aisle was fruit and vegetables. I paused, checking my list, then reached for a bag of lemons. I turned them over in my hands, choosing ones that felt firm and heavy, imagining them sliced over chicken, the juice catching on hot skin. I added garlic next, plump bulbs with papery skins, then a bunch of fresh thyme, running my fingers lightly over the leaves before placing it carefully in the basket.

As I moved deeper into the store, I became aware of other shoppers around me. A woman my age reached past me for a pack of peppers, smiling briefly as she did. “Sorry,” she said automatically.

“That’s okay,” I replied, and my voice sounded normal.

In the meat aisle, I took a little longer. I stood in front of the chilled cabinets, weighing my options, then selected an organic whole chicken that looked well-sized, not too large, not too small. I checked the date, then placed it gently in the basket, making sure it sat flat.

Potatoes came next. I crouched slightly to pick up a bag of new potatoes, then stood and felt the familiar stretch of the dress as I did so. The movement felt natural. I wasn’t self-conscious about it. I just adjusted the basket and carried on.

Green beans. Butter. Cream.

With each item, the basket grew heavier, and with it, my sense of purpose. This wasn’t a chore. It wasn’t something I was doing because I’d been told to. I was choosing carefully, thinking ahead, imagining the evening, the table, the food on plates. The look on Miss Laura’s face when she found out that I had stayed and not run away.

White chocolate. I hesitated between two brands, then chose the one with the simpler packaging; something about it felt right. Vanilla followed, then raspberries from the chilled section, their bright colour vivid against the supermarket shelves' muted tones.

At one point, I caught sight of myself reflected in a freezer door.

The image startled me, not because it looked wrong, but because it looked so ordinary. A young woman in a light summer dress, hair loose around her shoulders, a basket on her arm, a list folded in one hand. I watched myself for a moment, noticing the way I stood, the way my weight rested on one hip.

By the time I reached the tills, the store felt louder, busier. I queued behind a man with a full trolley and a woman with two children arguing over sweets. I waited patiently, shifting the basket from one arm to the other, aware of the small ache in my shoulder, of the way the dress brushed my legs when I moved.

When it was my turn, I placed the basket on the belt and began unloading my items.

The cashier barely looked at me, focused on scanning items and calling out prices. “Do you have a loyalty card?” she asked.

“No,” I said, and paid without fumbling, my hands steady as I tapped the card.

I carefully packed my shopping into the cotton bag, arranging heavier items at the bottom and lighter ones on top. It felt strangely satisfying, this small act of order. When everything was packed, I thanked the cashier before heading toward the exit.

The doors opened, and sunlight spilt back in.

Outside, I stopped for a moment. Cars moved through the car park. Someone pushed a trolley past me. Life went on, unbothered by me. Kassie. A young woman now.

I started the walk back the way I’d come.

As the houses on Miss Laura’s street came into view again, I realised I was smiling, not because I was trying to be brave, but because I didn’t feel like I needed to be.


Chapter Eighteen

I started with the sweet.

It felt best to do it first, not least that the recipe was relatively simple, even for an culinary idiot like me. I poured the cream into a saucepan and set it over a low heat, splitting the vanilla pod and scraping out the seeds with the tip of a knife. The scent bloomed almost immediately, warm and comforting, filling the kitchen as I stirred slowly, making sure it never caught.

I melted the white chocolate separately, watching it soften and turn glossy, then folded it into the warm cream, whisking just enough to bring it together. I poured the mixture into small glasses, set them on a tray, tapped them lightly to release any air bubbles, and then slid them into the fridge to set. The raspberries would come later, just before serving.

I wiped down the counter, rinsed the saucepan, and checked the time without really meaning to. It was just after four.

That was when the telephone rang.

The sound startled me. It cut through the quiet of the house, sharp and insistent. I stood still for a moment, dishcloth in my hand, heart suddenly thudding. The phone rang again, and I realised I was holding my breath.

I walked over and picked up the receiver.

For a second, there was nothing. Just silence on the line.

“Hello?” I said, my voice softer than usual. “Miss Laura Marsh’s residence.”

I heard a sigh, familiar and unmistakable.

“You stayed,” Miss Laura said.

It wasn’t a question.

“Yes,” I replied.

There was a pause, then her voice again, a little more emotional.

I thought…I’ll be home about seven.”

I closed my eyes briefly, a small smile tugging at my mouth.

“Yes, Miss Marsh.”

“Wear something sexy,” she added, simply, as if it were the most natural instruction in the world.

The line went dead a moment later.

I stood there holding the receiver, the quiet rushing back in around me. The sweet chilled in the fridge. The ingredients for dinner waited on the counter. The house felt warm and expectant. I was winning, I think.

I hung up the phone, rested my hands on the edge of the counter, and let myself breathe. A tear crept into the corner of my eye. It was settled then.

Seven o’clock. I turned back to the kitchen, already thinking about what I would wear. The chicken was cooking steadily, the oven ticking softly as it worked. I turned the heat down, checked the timer once more, and then went upstairs. It was time to change.

In the bedroom, I closed the door and went straight to the bathroom. The shower was hot and reassuring, washing away the last of the day’s nerves along with the faint smell of the kitchen. I shampooed my hair carefully, conditioned it, and let the water run over me for a moment longer than strictly necessary, enjoying the quiet and the sense of anticipation building beneath it.

When I stepped out, I dried myself slowly and applied moisturiser, taking care over my arms, my legs, my shoulders. Everything felt heightened now, as if my skin were more aware of touch than it had been before. My breasts and particularly my nipples seemed hypersensitive.

Back in the bedroom, the outfit I had chosen waited on the bed.

I started with the lingerie. The red silk teddy slid over my body smoothly, cool at first and then warming against my skin. I adjusted the straps and fastened the suspenders, then rolled the lace-topped nude stockings up my legs, carefully attaching them so they sat straight. I checked myself from the side, then the front, making small corrections until everything felt right.

Next came the dress.

I lifted the red velvet carefully and stepped into it, pulling it up over my hips and settling it into place. The fabric hugged me closely, heavier than chiffon, luxurious against my body. I adjusted the Bardot neckline so it sat neatly across my shoulders, the straps of the teddy showing, leaving my collarbones bare. In the mirror, the dress changed the way I stood without me having to think about it. It demanded a certain poise. It was truly beautiful.

I slipped on the red high heels and stood, testing my balance, then walked a few steps across the room. I put on on the pink silk robe to protect the dress and sat at the vanity, ready to begin my makeup.

This time, I went darker. A smoky shadow around my eyes, blended carefully so it looked deliberate rather than harsh. Eyeliner deeper and more defined. Mascara layered until my lashes framed my eyes properly. I contoured lightly, adding depth, then finished with red lipstick, pressing it in and shaping it until my lips looked full and quite sexy.

The woman looking back at me made my breath catch.

I turned slightly, watching how the velvet caught the light, how the dress followed the lines of my body. I smiled, not tentatively, but with genuine pleasure. I felt thrilled.

I checked the time once more, smoothed my hair, and took one last look at myself before turning away from the mirror, the smell of roast chicken drifting up the stairs as the evening waited to begin.

I ran her a bath before she arrived. She deserved to relax after a busy day.

I filled the tub slowly, testing the water until it was just right, then added a small measure of jasmine oil. The scent rose gently with the steam, soft and sensual, filling the bathroom without being overpowering. I laid out a towel and her robe, smoothing them once, then left them exactly where they were. I was halfway down the stairs when I heard the front door open.

I stopped.

Miss Laura stepped inside, keys still in her hand. She looked tired, and for a brief moment I saw something raw on her face, her eyes a little red, as if she had been crying in the car. She caught herself almost immediately, drawing a breath, straightening her shoulders.

She was holding flowers. Her gaze lifted to me, taking me in properly for the first time.

“You look beautiful,” she said.

I walked down the last few steps and went to her without thinking. She opened her arms, and I stepped into them, the velvet of my dress brushing against her coat, her embrace solid and familiar. We held each other for a moment longer than politeness required.

“I’m sorry,” I said.

She pulled back slightly and held out the flowers.

“Don’t be, silly. These are for you,” she said.

I took them, surprised and smiling despite myself.

“Thank you, Miss Laura.” I met her eyes, then added, steady and certain, “I’ve run you a bath. Dinner will be about half an hour, Miss Laura.”

She nodded, her expression softening as she looked at me again, at the dress, at the way I stood.

“Perfect,” she said quietly.

She went upstairs, turning once to look back at me.

I poured a glass of white wine and carried it upstairs carefully, mindful of the heels and the way the skirt hugged my legs as I moved.

Steam drifted out of the bathroom when I pushed the door open. Miss Laura was lying back in the bath, hair pinned up neatly, shoulders relaxed, the scent of jasmine warm in the air. She opened her eyes when she saw me and smiled.

“For you, Miss Laura,” I said, holding out the glass.

“Thank you,” she replied, taking it from me. “Come and sit.”

I perched next to the bath, keeping my posture straight, hands resting neatly in my lap, smiling at her.

“So,” she said after a sip, “tell me about your day.”

I told her about the walk into town, about how long it took, about passing people and realising no one paid me any special attention. I described the supermarket, the basket on my arm, the way I checked my list twice, the moment I caught my reflection in the freezer door and hardly recognised myself. I was gushing excitedly.

“And how did that make you feel?” she asked.

“Calmer,” I said after a moment. “More…ready. Like I wasn’t rushing away from myself.”

She nodded slowly, listening, eyes on me rather than the glass in her hand.

“Did you go back to your flat?”

I paused and then said: “Yes.”

“And?”

“It wasn’t me anymore.”

She reached out a hand and stroked my hair. “And the shopping?”

“I chose carefully,” I said. “I kept thinking about the evening. About cooking for you. It didn’t feel like a task. It felt like something I wanted to do.”

“That shows,” she said simply.

When her glass was empty, I took it from her and stood. “I’ll check on dinner.”

I went back downstairs and basted the chicken, turning the potatoes and setting the table in the dining room properly. I checked the vegetables and the time again, adjusted the heat, and let everything rest.

Sometime later, I heard footsteps on the stairs.

I turned as Miss Laura entered the kitchen.

She had changed.

She wore a black silk dress that fell smoothly over her figure, stockings visible as she moved, high heels lifting her posture effortlessly. Her hair was pinned up, elegant and controlled, pearl earrings catching the light as she turned her head. A matching necklace rested neatly at her throat.

“You look amazing,” I breathed.

We ate in the dining room.

I had found some candles in the sideboard drawer earlier and lit them before bringing in the food. Their light was soft rather than dramatic, flickering gently against the walls. Miss Laura’s flowers were arranged in a simple vase at the centre of the table, the stems trimmed neatly, the colours warm against the white linen. I had put some music on too, something slow and unobtrusive, just enough to fill the space without demanding attention.

I served her first, then sat opposite her once everything was laid out.

For a while, we ate in silence.

It wasn’t awkward. It felt deliberate, as if both of us were giving the moment its due. I focused on my plate, on cutting the chicken neatly, on tasting the food I had made. It was good. Better than I had hoped. The flavours were balanced, the meat tender, the potatoes crisp at the edges.

Miss Laura took a sip of wine and set her glass down.

“This is very good,” she said. “You’ve done beautifully.”

“Thank you,” I replied quietly, warmth spreading through me at her approval.

We ate a little more, the music humming gently in the background, the candles burning lower. Then she rested her cutlery across her plate and looked at me properly.

“Kassie,” she said, “what do you want to do about work?”

The question settled between us, heavier than anything else that had been said that evening. Miss Laura didn’t rush to fill the silence after asking the question. She let it sit there, giving it weight, then spoke carefully.

“There are options,” she said. “Real ones. And none of them are wrong.”

She reached for her glass, took a small sip, then set it down again.

“You could go back as Alistair,” she said first. “Keep your job, keep that part of your life intact. Kassie could exist outside of work, in the evenings, at weekends, here. A division. Some people live that way quite successfully.”

I listened without interrupting, hands resting lightly on the table.

“Or,” she continued, “you could go back as Kassie. Openly. You would be accepted as someone who has changed gender. The university would adapt. It wouldn’t be effortless, but it would be legitimate. You wouldn’t have to hide.”

That possibility made my chest tighten, not with fear exactly, but with the enormity of it.

She watched my face closely, then went on.

“There’s also the option of not going back at all. You could cut ties. Step away from that world completely.” She tilted her head slightly. “You’ve talk about writing. You could work on that properly. Without pressure. Without pretending it doesn’t matter.”

I swallowed.

Miss Laura’s voice softened just a fraction.

“I earn more than enough to support us,” she said. “I’m not offering that as leverage. I’m stating it as a fact. You wouldn’t be trapped. You wouldn’t owe me your independence. You would still have choices.”

She leaned back in her chair, giving me space again.

“I’m not asking you to decide tonight,” she said. “I won’t push you toward the option that suits me best. This is about what allows you to live honestly, not conveniently for me.” The candles flickered between us. The flowers scented the air faintly. Outside, the house was quiet.

“I want you to think about which version of yourself feels right,” she added. “Not which one feels safest in the short term or suits me.”

She met my eyes steadily.

“Whatever you choose, I’ll respect it.”

And for the first time since she had asked the question, I realised she meant that completely. I didn’t need time to think.

“I can’t go back,” I said. The words came out quietly, but they didn’t waver. “Not as Alistair. Not pretending nothing’s changed. I already know that. And I can’t go back as Kassie.”

Miss Laura didn’t look surprised. She studied me for a moment, then nodded once.

“All right,” she said. “Then you’ll stay here.”

I felt something loosen in my chest at the certainty in her voice.

“You’ll write,” she continued, practical now. “Properly. Not in bursts of enthusiasm followed by avoidance. I’ll set you a work schedule, and I’ll act as your editor. That means deadlines. That means feedback you won’t always like.”

I smiled faintly. “I think I need that.”

“I know you do,” she said. “You’ll treat it like work, because it is. Mornings for writing. Afternoons for reading, editing, and learning how to improve. No drifting.”

She reached for her glass but didn’t drink from it.

“You’ll also look after the house,” she went on. “Not as punishment. As a structure. I want order here. I want to come home to a clean space and a meal waiting for me every evening. Not elaborate every night, but thoughtful.”

“I can do that,” I said, and realised I meant it.

“I know,” she replied. “You already have.”

She leaned back slightly, her expression calm, assessing, as if fitting the pieces together.

“This isn’t you disappearing,” she added. “This is you building a life that actually suits you. Writing. Caring. Creating something that exists because you put the work in.”

I nodded slowly.

“And Kassie?” she said.

“Yes?”

“This only works if you take it seriously. Your time. Your talent. Yourself.”

I met her eyes and didn’t look away.

“I will.”

She smiled then, small and genuine.

“Good,” she said. “Then we’ll begin properly tomorrow.”

When the meal was finished, Miss Laura stood and came around the table. She held out her hand. I took it without hesitation.

She led me to the centre of the room and turned the music up slightly. It wasn’t loud. Just enough to fill the space properly. She placed one hand at my waist and the other settled on my hand, guiding me closer. We moved together slowly, not dancing so much as swaying, bodies close, aware of one another’s warmth and presence.

She leaned in slightly, her voice low.

“How do you feel about the maid uniform?” she asked.

I didn’t answer straight away. I thought about the way it made me stand, the way it had shaped my day, the way it had made me feel.

“I quite like it,” I said finally, smiling.

She smiled back.

“Then we’ll keep that,” she said simply.

Her hand tightened gently at my waist, and she leaned in, closing the distance between us. Her lips met mine softly at first, a kiss that was unhurried and certain. I responded instinctively, my hand rising to her shoulder, the music carrying on around us as if nothing else in the world mattered.

When we drew back, she rested her forehead against mine for a moment.

I stayed there with her, heart steady, knowing that whatever came next would be built on exactly this kind of closeness.

“Come with me,” she whispered. She took my hand and headed for the stairs.

“Don’t you want me to clean up?” I giggled.

“Shut up, girl,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Laura.”

Miss Laura led me upstairs by the hand, the music fading behind us as the bedroom door closed softly.

The room was lit only by a lamp on the bedside table, its light warm and low. She stood behind me and rested her hands briefly on my shoulders, steadying me, as if giving me a moment to breathe. I could feel her there without seeing her, the quiet certainty of her presence sending a shiver through me. Then her fingers found the zip at the back of my dress.

She took her time.

I felt the light pressure first, then the slow slide downward, the velvet loosening against my body. The dress slipped away from my shoulders and fell gently to the floor at my feet. I didn’t move. I didn’t need to. She stayed close, her hands resting at my waist, grounding me in place.

“You’re safe,” she said quietly, close enough that I felt the words as well as heard them.

I nodded, my breath shallow but calm. I gasped at her gentle touch.

She turned me, just enough so that I could see her face. There was nothing hurried in her expression. Nothing demanding. Only patience and warmth. She lifted a hand and brushed a strand of hair away from my face, her thumb lingering briefly at my cheek.

When she kissed me this time, it was slow and sensual. I felt it in my chest first, then everywhere else. I responded instinctively, leaning into her, my hands finding her arms, then her shoulders, as if I were learning the shape of her through touch alone.

She guided me back toward the bed, never breaking that closeness, and when we lay down together, it felt natural, unremarkable in the best possible way. There was no rush to go anywhere else. No need to prove anything. Just warmth, shared breath, the quiet understanding that this moment was enough. She stepped up and slowly removed her dress. Black lace lingerie and stockings shimmered in the low light. She was looking at me hungrily. As if she wanted to devour me.

Her arm settled around me, and I rested against her, listening to the steady rhythm of her breathing, feeling the last of the day’s tension finally ebb away.

She paused, breathing heavily. her forehead resting lightly against mine, her breath warm and steady.

“Open your legs for me,” she said quietly.

I did, without hesitation and the sensation sent a thrill of excitement through me.

She moved closer, fitting against me naturally, and I wrapped my legs around her waist as our mouths met again. The kiss deepened, still unhurried, still grounded in care rather than urgency.

Her hands stroked against my stocking tops and lifted my legs as she pressed into me. I clung to her, feeling held and chosen, the world narrowing to warmth and breath and closeness. Nothing else was required of me in that moment except to stay, to feel, to trust.

“Are you my girl?” She asked.

I gasped. “Yes, Miss Laura.”

She pulled the straps of my teddy to reveal my breasts, her hot lips kissing and biting at my nipples. The sheer pleasure of this act sent a thrill of excitement through me and my back arched as I let go a passionate groan.

“I am going to teach you so much,” she said.


Epilogue

I woke just before six.

The room was still dim, the early morning light only just beginning to soften the edges of things. Miss Laura was asleep beside me, her breathing slow and even, her face relaxed in a way that made me feel protective of her. I lay still for a moment, watching the gentle rise and fall of her chest, feeling a quiet contentment settle over me.

Carefully, I slipped out of bed so as not to wake her.

I turned left outside the door and went into the pink bedroom and closed the door softly behind me. The routine felt familiar now, even in such a short time. I showered first, the warm water easing the last traces of sleep from my body. When I stepped out, I dried myself and applied moisturiser, then sat at the vanity to put on my makeup. Nothing heavy. Just enough to look fresh and awake. Mascara. A touch of blush. Lipstick pressed in lightly.

Then the lingerie and the uniform.

I dressed slowly, deliberately, stepping into the pink satin maid’s dress and fastening it properly. I checked myself in the mirror, smoothing the skirt, adjusting the apron, making sure everything sat as it should. The girl looking back at me seemed calm and purposeful, ready for the day.

Downstairs, the kitchen still held traces of the night before. Glasses on the counter. Plates waiting to be washed. I tidied quietly, rinsing and stacking, wiping surfaces until everything was clean again. The house returned to order under my hands.

I put the kettle on and prepared Miss Laura’s coffee just the way she liked it, rich and strong. For breakfast, I kept it simple. Toast, neatly arranged. When the tray was ready, I carried it upstairs carefully and set it down beside the bed. Miss Laura stirred slightly, her eyes opening as she registered me there.

“Good morning, you” she murmured and smiled.

“Good morning, Miss Laura,” I replied softly.

I stood by the bed for a moment, watching her as she took her first sip of coffee, feeling a quiet satisfaction bloom in my chest.

From that morning onward, our lives settled into a shape that felt natural almost immediately.

Miss Laura worked during the week, leaving early with her usual quiet authority, while I stayed at home. I learned the rhythms of the house. Cleaning stopped feeling like a series of tasks and became maintenance, a way of keeping our shared space calm and ordered. I cooked most evenings, sometimes simple meals, sometimes more ambitious ones when I felt she needed a romantic diversion. By the time she came home, the house was warm, dinner was ready, and I was there to greet her.

At weekends, she turned her attention to me more fully and forgot work.

One Saturday morning, she told me to get dressed and took me into town. She had already booked appointments. At the salon, I sat in a high chair under bright lights while my hair was washed, cut, and styled properly for the first time. The stylist talked to me as if I had always been Kassie, as if there had never been any other version of me. Afterwards came brows, nails, and small details I hadn’t even thought to ask for. When I looked at myself at the end of the day, I barely recognised the woman in the mirror and the joy it gave me was almost indescribable.

Alistair sent his letter of resignation.

It was brief and polite. No explanation beyond the necessary formalities. Once it was posted, that name ceased to exist. No one chased it. No one asked questions. The silence that followed felt like relief rather than loss.

With the days structured and the house cared for, I turned to my writing. Miss Laura took it seriously from the start, perhaps seeing something I had never seen. She set me hours, expected pages, and read everything I produced. Her feedback was honest and unsparing, but never dismissive. Weak chapters were cut. Lazy ideas were challenged. When something worked, she told me plainly. Slowly, I began to trust my own voice in a way I never had before.

Months passed.

We grew into one another without drama. There were adjustments, quiet negotiations about habits and expectations, but nothing that shook the foundation we were building. I was happier than I had ever been, not because everything was easy, but because everything was honest.

One evening, late in the year, she came home early.

Dinner was finished, and the house was quiet. We sat together in the living room with the lights low, talking idly about nothing in particular. At some point, she stood and went to the sideboard, then returned and sat back down beside me.

After a while, she stood and went to the sideboard. When she returned, she sat beside me again and took my hand.

“Kassie,” she said.

I turned toward her as she opened her palm. Inside lay a ring. Not ornate. Not ostentatious. Chosen carefully, the kind of thing she would have considered for some time.

“I don’t want to rescue you,” she said. “And I don’t want to own you. I want to choose you, every day, and be chosen in return.”

She paused, watching my face.

“I would like you to be my wife.”

For a moment, everything went very still. I looked at the ring, then at her, at the woman who had challenged me, steadied me, and never once asked me to be smaller.

“Yes,” I said. The word came easily. “Of course I will.”

She slipped the ring onto my finger. It fit perfectly.

When she kissed me, it wasn’t dramatic or overwhelming. It felt settled. Right. Like the closing of a circle rather than the opening of something uncertain.

Later that night, as we got ready for bed, I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror. I stood differently now. I moved differently. The changes weren’t costume or performance. They were habit.

I turned off the light and climbed into bed beside her.

This wasn’t the life I had once imagined. It was better.

















About the Author:

Emma LaVerne is a trans-fluid girl with a penchant for erotic trans-fiction. Her Crossdressing Stories collection currently includes The Feminisation of Mickey and The Feminisation of Bobby. Her new book, The Feminisation of Jamie, is currently being edited and will be released soon. Emma explores themes of feminisation and subdom relationships, and her crossdressing stories are certainly worth the read.

Find more of Emma’s Crossdressing Stores at Emma Loves a Dress on Patreon.
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