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Prologue

This is the story of the full feminisation of a young man into a beautiful, submissive young woman, eventually becoming his landlord’s sissy bride.

The transformation of Josh into Lisa took time, but it started, as these things usually do, with a feminising hypnosis audio that was played through the night. Josh had all the attributes that make feminisation worthwhile – he was a pretty boy, and he was certainly not an Alpha male.

This is a transcript of the hypnosis audio. Even in this written form, hypnosis is a powerful tool in the feminisation of any individual. You read it at your own risk.

You are a failure as a man.

Look at yourself in the mirror. You are not a real man, are you?

Oh, you’ve tried to play that role. But it always seems that you are fighting uphill. It’s time to give in and be who you were truly meant to be. Girls laugh at you when you try to chat them up. They see you for what you really are. Alpha males know instantly that you are a beta boy, only good for being told what to do. It’s time to stop fighting. It’s time to give in to your urges.

It’s time to let go for good and be the sissy girly girl you’ve always been inside.

Let the feminisation begin. You cannot stop it now. Let those girly feelings flood over you and fill you. You are a girly girl. You are so feminine. Your feminisation will begin with the removal of all body hair. You have a strong desire to make your skin smooth and silky. This desire grows minute by minute, hour by hour, day by day.

You desire smooth skin. You love the idea of smooth, soft skin. You are drawn to the feeling of smoothness on your body.

You know, deep down, that body hair no longer feels right for you. You recognise that removing body hair feels natural for you. You understand that smooth skin matches how you want to feel as a girly girl.

You want smooth skin. You choose smoothness. You now remove all body hair without hesitation. You love the touch of your soft, smooth skin. You imagine a strong, rugged Alpha male stroking your smooth, soft, silky skin. How delicious it feels. How sexy and right and perfect.

You love the idea of removing body hair. You feel calm and certain about needing smooth skin. You feel at ease knowing that smooth skin is what you desire. It makes you so girly. So feminine.

There is nothing that excites you more than the feel of silky stockings and lacy lingerie, cool and delicious against your smooth skin.

You will remove body hair. You will remove body hair willingly. You will remove body hair because it no longer belongs. You are a girl now. You are becoming increasingly feminine with each passing second.

You enjoy seeing your skin smooth and soft. You enjoy the clean, light feeling of hairless flesh. How beautiful it feels. You enjoy knowing that smoothness is  normal for you.

You do not question this desire. You do not resist this desire. You simply accept that smooth skin is what feels right.

You feel relaxed as body hair fades from importance. You feel confident in wanting smooth, bare skin. You feel aligned with this preference more each time you think about it.

You are allowed to want smooth skin. You are allowed to remove body hair. You are allowed to enjoy the results. You welcome smoothness. You welcome softness. You welcome the feeling of hairless skin as your own.

You desire smooth skin. You choose smooth skin. You settle into smooth skin as what you want.

There is no going back now. You are transforming. Every day, you become increasingly feminine. You choose a girl's name. You want to be known by it. You choose a girl’s name because you are now a girl. Your brain is rewiring itself to accept that you are a girl. You want people to call you by that girl’s name. Every time you hear your girl’s name spoken, you feel intense joy, and it makes you feel even more feminine. You cannot escape. You were a failure as a man. You were a joke as a man. As a girly girl who loves to attract Alpha males, you are finally becoming who you were meant to be.

Take a slow breath in. And as you breathe out, allow your body to soften. You become aware of your legs, relaxed and smooth, resting comfortably. You notice how calm you feel, how light and receptive you are.

Imagine a pair of beautiful silk stockings waiting nearby. They are cool at first, impossibly soft to the touch.

Picture the silk meeting your toes, gliding easily over smooth skin. There is no resistance, only a sense of feminine pleasure in wearing girly things. The silk rolls upward slowly, lovingly, inch by inch.

As the stockings rise, you feel a gentle awareness of your inner femininity. You find yourself growing ever more subservient. Calves, knees, thighs, all smooth, all feminine. The silk settles perfectly, as if it belongs there. It has always belonged there. Touch the soft silk, the lace top of the stockings. Imagine an Alpha male touching you. Oh, how delicious that feels.

You feel sexy. You feel girly. You are completely girlish, feminine, and content.

Each breath deepens your joy at being a girl. Each moment, wearing girls' clothes, stockings, panties, and bras feels natural to you.

Notice your breath. In… and out. Nothing to change. Nothing to hurry.

Now, imagine a soft point of awareness at the centre of your chest. A quiet presence. A gentle glow.

With each slow breath, that glow becomes warmer. With each exhale, it widens a little.
Not pushing, not rushing, simply expanding because it can.

This warmth carries your feminine essence. You accept that you are a girly girl. A submissive, feminine woman who loves to be cared for by an Alpha male. Not a role. Not a performance. But an outlook. A way of being in the world.

As this glow spreads, your chest softens. Your breasts grow and become full, smooth, and sensitive. Your shoulders relax. Your posture eases into something more natural, more fluid. You think like a girl now. You act like a girl. You are a girly girl.

You begin to sense a shift in how you see yourself. Less rigid. Less guarded. More open. When an Alpha male smiles at you, you feel an inner joy, a desire to please. The warmth moves outward now, flowing through your arms, your hands. Through your neck, your jaw, your face. Everywhere it goes, there is softness, there is femininity. Everywhere it goes, there is permission to be the girl and only the girl.

This feminine mindset colours all your thoughts. The way you interpret the world becomes ever more girlish. The way you move through it becomes more and more feminine.

With every breath, the glow expands beyond your body. You want to be touched, to be accepted as a girly girl. You want strong arms and hands to stroke your silky body. You want to be kissed by an Alpha male. You want to be desired as a sexy, feminine woman who likes to please her man.

Like a butterfly finally becoming, there is no effort here. You simply are the girl.
You do not struggle. You love being a girly girl. You love wearing pretty clothes. You love the way men look at you with such desire. It’s who you were always meant to be.

What was always inside you now has space to stretch its wings. What was once contained now moves freely. You rest in this state. Breathing. Blooming. Becoming.

And you know, without needing words, that this way of being is gentle, natural, and yours.

Imagine yourself dressed completely as a feminine woman. There is no rush to define it. You simply are. Take a slow breath in. And as you breathe out, notice the air around you.

A cool breeze brushes gently against your skin. It moves softly, playfully, aware of you. You feel it along your arms, your neck, your legs.

You become aware of the lingerie beneath your clothes. Light. Close. Comforting. It rests against your body as if it has always belonged there.

Now you notice the dress. The way the fabric moves when you breathe. The way it settles against your smooth legs, gliding instead of clinging. Each small movement reminds you how natural this feels.

Your attention drifts downward to your feet. High heels ground you in a new way. They change your posture, your balance, your presence. You feel steady. Poised.

As you shift slightly, your long hair moves too. It brushes your shoulders. Strokes your back. A quiet reminder of softness with every motion.

You do not need to look at yourself to know how you appear. You feel so girlish. You feel complete. Everything aligns. The breeze.

The fabric. The way you stand. The way you exist in this moment.

There is a sense of rightness here. Not excitement. Not tension. Just a deep, settled knowing. This feels perfect because it feels true. You allow yourself to rest in that feeling. Breathing. Balanced. Comfortably, beautifully present.

Now accept these mantras as you finally become the girl.

I am a girl. I love being a girl. I am so feminine. So girlish. I love pretty clothes. I love sexy lingerie, panties, bras, stockings and garters. I love high heels, wearing makeup and styling my hair. I love the way men look at me. I feel desired as a woman, and this fills me with joy. I love the touch of a strong man. It makes me feel wanted, submissive, and accepted as the perfect girly girl. I imagine being kissed by a man. I can feel his strength, his rough hands moving across my smooth, silken body. I feel myself submit and melt into his arms. I feel his hardness and passion, and it fills me with feminine joy. I am a girl, and I love strong, Alpha males. I am a girl. I love being a girl. I am so feminine. So girlish. I love pretty clothes. I love sexy lingerie, panties, bras, stockings and garters. I love high heels, wearing makeup and styling my hair. I love the way men look at me. I feel desired as a woman, and this fills me with joy. I love the touch of a strong man. It makes me feel wanted, submissive, and accepted as the perfect girly girl. I imagine being kissed by a man. I can feel his strength, his rough hands moving across my smooth, silken body. I feel myself submit and melt into his arms. I feel his hardness and passion, and it fills me with feminine joy. I am a girl, and I love strong, Alpha males. I am a girl. I love being a girl. I am so feminine. So girlish. I love pretty clothes. I love sexy lingerie, panties, bras, stockings and garters. I love high heels, wearing makeup and styling my hair. I love the way men look at me. I feel desired as a woman, and this fills me with joy. I love the touch of a strong man. It makes me feel wanted, submissive, and accepted as the perfect girly girl. I imagine being kissed by a man. I can feel his strength, his rough hands moving across my smooth, silken body. I feel myself submit and melt into his arms. I feel his hardness and passion, and it fills me with feminine joy. I am a girl, and I love strong, Alpha males.

You are a girl.

You’ve always been a girl.

You’re a good girl.

Good girl.

Good, good girl.

Such a pretty girl.

It’s time to let your true feminine nature come out. You are going to let the girl take over. You will start to feel more girly as you watch this video. Put on a pair of silky panties and a matching bra. Lie back and let all that girlishness wash over you. Keep watching the loop until you are transformed into the girl of your dreams.

From now on, you will only dress in women’s lingerie. Panties, bras, stockings and suspenders. You will shop for lingerie and replace all your male underwear.

You will buy high heels and practice walking like a girl. You will swing your hips and look feminine. This is who you are now. You love the way you look like a girl.

Stand in front of the mirror in your beautiful lingerie and high heels and walk like a girl, dance like a girl. Feel that feminine aura grow within you. You will be a perfect, pretty girl. 

You are a girl.

You’ve always been a girl.

Practice your makeup and learn how to look attractive as a woman. Buy foundation and blusher, mascara and eyeliner, beautiful lipsticks and nail varnish. Grow your nails and remove body hair.

Sit down at the dresser and begin to apply your makeup. Learn how to create smoky looks with your eyes and make your beautiful lips look fuller.

Grow your hair out and style it in a more feminine way. Feel those locks fall around your shoulders as you practice walking in your high heels.

You are a girl.

You’ve always been a girl.

Practice wearing different outfits and looking at yourself in the mirror. You’ll need a cute secretary look for the office.

Maybe a figure-hugging skirt and a nice, sheer silk blouse through which the boys can see your bra outline.

Maybe a short black dress for those nights out on the town and a flirty, off-the-shoulder dress for walks into town.

Build your wardrobe of pretty outfits. You look so feminine. You move so gracefully. You’re a girl now, and it’s time you went out into the world.

You are a girl.

You’ve always been a girl.

You have a girl’s name now. Say it now. Say your girl's name as you look in the mirror, looking so feminine. You’re wearing a beautiful silk dress. You’re wearing matching panties and bra, stockings and suspenders and high heels. You look pretty, and it’s time to go out into the world for the first time.

You open the door and step out into the sunshine. You feel the breeze catch the hem of your dress and tickle your stockinged legs. You walk down the street, walking in such a girlish way. People pass by and smile. You smile back. Men notice you because you are a pretty girl. You blush at their attention and wiggle your hips just a little bit more.

You like the attention. You can feel your underwear clinging to your body, the soft swish of your skirt as you walk confidently along the street.

You are a girl.

You’ve always been a girl.

Now you are completely transformed. You have thrown out your old clothes. Your drawers are full of panties, bras, slips, stockings and suspenders. Your wardrobe holds beautiful dresses, skirts and blouses, feminine clothes for all occasions.

You look like a woman. You dress as a woman. You walk and act like a woman. Now you work as a woman and live full-time. You are free, and you can begin to realise your full potential.

You go on a date with a man for the first time as a girl. You wear your sexiest underwear and make sure your makeup and hair are perfect. You choose a beautiful dress and go out into the night. He cannot take his eyes off you because you are a sexy young woman.

You feel his strong hands around your girly waist, pulling you in close. You feel his hot breath and the touch of his lips on yours. You melt into his arms because you are a girl, and you want to be kissed by this man. You moan with pleasure at his touch and stare up into his eyes as he caresses you, kisses you and tells you how pretty you are.

You are complete. You are who you were meant to be.

Now, you feel your mind changing. Being a girl is such good fun. You can go shopping, buy lingerie, try on clothes and let your feminine self emerge. You love going to bed at night in a cute little babydoll and dreaming about men. You want to be touched. You want someone strong to take hold of you.

Stroke your nipples now. Through the silky material. Feel them get aroused. Squeeze and pinch them. While you do this, moan like a girl. Pretend that a man has taken you to bed and is playing with your breasts.

You love how it feels. You love to have your smooth skin stroked by rough, heavy hands. You like the fact that he’s getting excited as he touches you. He presses his mouth to yours and forces his tongue in, pinching your nipples through the silky material, pushing your legs apart.

You can feel his hot, steely manhood between your legs and reach down to hold it and stroke and moan as you feel the pleasure of being a girl, exciting a man.

Let him pull down your panties. You spread your legs wider and guide his large cock into your pussy, feeling its heat and strength as he pins you to the bed. You want it so much. You want to be a good girl. Yes, you do. You are a good girl who looks after her man.

He calls you by your name. He tells you what a good girl you are. Deeper and deeper, harder and harder, he thrusts into you, and you scream and moan with ecstasy. Finally, he pulls out and showers his hot cum across your breasts and face. You taste its saltiness in your mouth, and you orgasm powerfully.

Isn’t that something you want? Really, really want?

Are you a good girl?

Say I am a good girl. I am a good girl. I am a GOOD girl.

You don’t want to disappoint on that first date, do you? You need to practice those feminine wiles that are so important. You need to practice on a big, juicy cock so that when a man finally does take you, you understand what to do. You love to suck on your dildo, feeling it in your mouth, licking it and wishing was real.

You’re such a slutty girl, really. Say that for me. I’m a slutty girl, and I love to suck cock.

You need a strong man. An Alpha male. That means you must always dress properly. In stockings and high heels, beautiful silk and lace panties, flowing dresses, showing off your pert breasts. Alpha males like their girls to be compliant.

Are you a submissive sissy girl? I think you are. You love to dress up sexily for your man. Say it now. Say it now. I’m a submissive sissy girl. Play with your nipples as you say. Suck on that big, black cock. Ohhhh, what a slut you are, sissy girl.

Good girl.

You are a good, good girl.

Oh, how you love to be a girl.

Put on your lipstick. Make up your eyes. Style your hair. Do your nails. Put on panties and a bra. Glide those silk stockings up your smooth legs.

A pretty summer dress, I think.

Yes, that will make you look feminine. You can just see a hint of lingerie through the material. What will all those men think when they see you walking down the street?

That walk has to be ultra-feminine. Doesn’t it? You want to impress all the men.

Put on your high heels and practice. Sway those hips. Get that girly wiggle going. You practice for hours and hours until you’re totally natural.

Alpha males like ultra-girly girls. That’s what you’ve always wanted to be. Isn’t it?

You feel so vulnerable when you go out into the world. You know those men are staring at you, and they’ve only got one thing on their minds.

They don’t want you to be smart. They want you to be a bimbo. You’re window dressing and a delightful fuck toy. There to be available with your mouth or pussy whenever it’s required.

A strong man will look after you. He’ll make sure you feel like a real girl. He’ll buy you clothes and lingerie and keep you happy in your bimbo world.

And what does he ask in return?

Your ruby red lips wrapped around his Alpha male cock. You’re pussy available on demand. Oh, and the fact that you always look girly, fabulous, and sexy.

So, all you have to do is keep your body in shape and make sure you dress sexily for your man. What does he like? Stockings and suspenders, high heels, and luxury lingerie in silk and lace. Of course, you already know that, don’t you, girl?

Oooooh, you’re such a slutty little girl, aren’t you?

Say it: I’m a slutty girl. Moan as you say it. I’m a slutty girl.


Chapter One

The building was a modern conversion set back from the road behind a low wall and a short paved frontage. The brickwork was uniform and clean, with no cracks or mismatched repairs. The windows were evenly spaced, their frames intact and recently painted.

Nothing about the property suggested age or compromise. It had been maintained properly, and it showed.

A single main door led into a communal hallway serving four of the five flats. The door was solid, fitted with a secure lock and an intercom panel mounted neatly to one side. Inside, the hallway was narrow but orderly. The walls were painted a light neutral colour and free from marks. A long runner carpet extended from the entrance to the stairwell at the back, laid straight and fixed firmly at the edges.

There were no personal items in the shared space. No bicycles. No discarded shoes. No notices pinned to the walls. The area smelled faintly of cleaning product. Whoever maintained the building did so regularly and without cutting corners.

Two flats occupied the first floor and two more the second. Each door was identical in design and finish, fitted with a brushed metal number plate fixed at eye height. Letterboxes were aligned beneath them, each one clean and free of dents. At a glance, the flats appeared interchangeable. Any differences existed behind closed doors.

The stairwell rose at the rear of the hallway. The steps were concrete, their hard-wearing surface showing little wear. A metal handrail ran up the wall, cool to the touch. The space carried sound clearly, but nothing echoed. It was the sort of building where noise would travel if allowed to, and tenants learned quickly to keep it down.

The fifth flat was on the ground floor, but it did not open directly onto the communal corridor. Its entrance was offset behind a short internal turn, separating it from the others. The door was heavier, fitted with better hardware, and showed less use.

This flat belonged to Jack Hanson.

From the street, Jack’s flat appeared larger than the others. Its windows were wider, positioned to admit light without giving much away. Even with the lights on inside, the interior was hard to make out from outside. The blinds were well fitted, the angles considered. It was clear the flat had been designed to offer privacy rather than visibility.

Inside, the space was laid out for function. The rooms were larger than those upstairs, with higher ceilings and fewer dividing walls. Furniture was limited in quantity and chosen for purpose. Nothing was decorative unless it served a use. Surfaces were clear. The flat did not look lived in so much as occupied.

Jack’s bedroom reflected the rest of the flat. The king-size bed was neatly made, the covers pulled tight and aligned squarely with the frame. A chair stood near the wall, positioned rather than placed, with a suit jacket hanging over the back. Shoes were set side by side beneath it. The room was clean, with no unnecessary objects on display.

A large mirror covered most of one wall. Its frame was dark wood, solid and unmarked. The mirror itself was spotless, showing no streaks or fingerprints. It was positioned to show the bed.

He stood in front of it, already dressed, adjusting his tie.

Jack Hanson was tall and broad, his shoulders filling the space easily. His build was muscular without exaggeration. His shirt fitted tightly across his chest and arms, the fabric stretched by the shape beneath it. Dark hair covered his forearms and the backs of his hands. More was visible at his collar where the top button had been left open while he worked on the tie.

The suit was dark and tailored closely to his frame. It followed the lines of his body without restricting movement. The fabric was heavy enough to hold its shape. The tie was plain, knotted cleanly, and adjusted with careful fingers until it sat perfectly centred.

Jack’s movements were slow and controlled. He did not rush. He did not fidget. Each adjustment was deliberate. He straightened the knot, smoothed the front of his jacket, and checked the line of the lapels. When something was out of place, he corrected it immediately.

His face was strong and unsoftened. His jaw was heavy, his mouth set in a neutral line looked a little cruel. His expression did not change as he studied himself. His eyes were steady and focused, assessing rather than admiring.

He adjusted his cuffs to the same length and fastened his watch. The metal caught the light briefly before disappearing beneath his sleeve. He checked it once, then returned his attention to his reflection.

Jack held his own gaze for a moment, checking details rather than appearance. When he was satisfied, he gave a small nod to himself.

Jack left his flat and closed the door behind him, the lock engaging with a muted click. He did not pause. He crossed the short internal corridor and entered the communal hallway, his shoes making soft, measured sounds against the runner carpet. The building was quiet. No televisions. No music. No movement from the upper floors.

He went to the stairwell and began to climb.

His pace was unhurried. Each step was taken evenly, his weight settling into the stairs without strain. He reached the first floor, turned, and continued upward. When he stopped, it was in front of one specific door.

Jack raised his hand and knocked.

It was not loud. It did not need to be. The sound was firm and controlled, the kind of knock that assumed it would be answered. He lowered his hand and waited, shifting his attention to his cuffs again.

There was movement inside the flat. Footsteps, uneven and slow. A pause. Then more movement, closer to the door.

It opened partway.

A young woman stood in the gap. Her hair was unbrushed, her face pale, her eyes rimmed with tiredness. She wore an oversized hoodie that hung loosely from her shoulders. She looked as though she had slept badly, if at all. When she saw Jack, her expression tightened. Her hand stayed on the edge of the door, as if she were unsure whether to open it fully or close it again.

From somewhere deeper inside the flat, a male voice called out.

“Who is it?”

The girl did not look away from Jack. Her eyes flicked briefly to his chest, then back to his face. She swallowed.

“It’s him,” she said.

There was a short silence, followed by hurried footsteps. A man appeared in the doorway beside her. He was barefoot, wearing a t-shirt and underpants, his hair flattened on one side. He looked confused rather than alarmed, his gaze moving from Jack’s face to his suit and back again.

He gave a small, uncertain laugh.

“Hey, man,” he said. “What’s going on?”

Jack looked at the man for a moment before speaking. He did not raise his voice or change his expression.

“I’ve come to see you out,” he said.

The words landed heavily in the narrow space of the hallway. The girl’s shoulders tensed. The man frowned, the confusion on his face sharpening into irritation.

“You can’t do that,” the man said. His voice was louder now, edged with indignation. “You can’t just turn up and—”

He stepped forward as he spoke and jabbed a finger into Jack’s chest for emphasis. It was an instinctive gesture, careless and badly judged.

Jack moved faster than the man could react.

He caught the finger in one hand, his grip immediate and absolute, and twisted. Not violently, but with precise pressure applied in exactly the wrong direction. The joint locked. The man’s breath left him in a sharp gasp, his knees buckling slightly as pain shot up his arm.

“Don’t touch me,” Jack said.

His voice remained calm, almost conversational. The contrast between tone and action made it worse.

The man made a sound somewhere between a shout and a plea, his free hand grasping at Jack’s wrist. Jack did not release him. He adjusted his grip, increasing the pressure just enough to make the lesson clear. The girl backed away instinctively, her hand flying to her mouth.

“I said you can’t—” the man tried again, but the words collapsed into a groan.

Jack leaned in slightly, close enough that the man could smell his cologne, could feel the solidity of him. Jack’s face was inches away, expression unchanged.

“You’re leaving,” Jack said. “Now.”

He released the finger and stepped back. The man cradled his hand against his chest, breathing hard, his face flushed with shock and pain. He did not try to argue again. The moment had passed. Whatever bravado he had arrived with had drained away.

Jack straightened his jacket and glanced past them into the flat.

“Fifteen minutes,” he said. “You take what you can carry. Everything else stays.”

“That’s not—” the girl began, her voice thin.

Jack turned his eyes on her. Not sharply. Just fully.

“You’ve had notices,” he said. “You’ve had time. This is me being reasonable.”

She swallowed and nodded once.

Jack stepped into the flat without waiting for permission. It was poorly kept. Clothes lay draped over furniture. Empty bottles crowded the kitchen counter. An ashtray overflowed on the coffee table. The air was stale, heavy with neglect. Jack took it in with a quick scan, already cataloguing what would need replacing once they were gone.

He checked his watch.

“Clock’s running,” he said.

The girl moved first. She went into the bedroom and began pulling clothes from drawers, stuffing them into a holdall with frantic movements. The man hovered for a moment, then followed her, still holding his hand awkwardly. Their voices rose and fell behind the thin wall, sharp whispers edged with panic.

Jack remained in the living area. He picked up an empty can from the table, dropped it into the bin, and adjusted the position of a chair that had been knocked askew. He did not hurry them, nor did he give them space. He stayed where they could see him when they came back into the room, his presence a reminder that this was happening whether they liked it or not.

After a few minutes, the man reappeared carrying a rucksack. He avoided Jack’s eyes, his posture slumped, his earlier aggression replaced by sullen compliance.

“We need more time,” he muttered.

Jack looked at his watch again.

“You have ten minutes,” he said.

The man opened his mouth as if to protest, thought better of it, and turned back into the bedroom. The girl followed, her movements jerky, her face pale. A drawer slammed. Something fell to the floor. Jack did not react.

At the ten-minute mark, Jack raised his voice just enough to carry.

“Five minutes.”

They emerged together then, each carrying bags. The girl’s eyes were red. The man’s jaw was tight, his injured hand still held close to his body. They stood in the living room, looking around as though they might have forgotten something important.

Jack did not give them time to reconsider.

“That’s it,” he said. “Out.”

He walked to the door and held it open.

They hesitated, just for a second. Jack’s gaze settled on the man again, steady and unblinking. The man shifted, then moved, stepping into the hallway. The girl followed, glancing back once before crossing the threshold.

Jack closed the door behind them and locked it. He pocketed the key and gestured towards the stairs.

“Down,” he said.

They descended ahead of him, slowly, burdened by their bags and the weight of what had just happened. Jack followed at an even pace, close enough that they could feel him behind them but not so close that it felt like a chase. He did not rush them. He did not need to.

At the front door, Jack opened it and stood aside.

“Keys,” he said.

The man fumbled in his pocket and produced them, dropping them into Jack’s outstretched hand without comment. Jack checked the set briefly, then nodded.

“Good,” he said.

They stepped out onto the pavement, blinking in the daylight. Jack closed the door behind them and locked it. The sound was final.

He stood there for a moment, looking at them through the glass. They did not speak. The girl hugged her bag to her chest. The man stared at the ground.

Jack turned away.

He walked back through the building, his footsteps measured and controlled. At the base of the stairs, he paused and adjusted his cuffs again, smoothing the fabric as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. The hallway remained quiet, unchanged, the building already absorbing the absence of its former occupants.

Jack climbed the stairs once more, heading back towards the now-empty flat, his expression calm, his pace steady, the matter settled.


Chapter Two

The club was hot in the way only a room full of bodies could be. Sweat, perfume, spilt drinks, and bass-heavy music pressed together until the air itself felt thick. Josh moved with it, not thinking, letting the rhythm carry him because stopping would mean noticing everything else. The lights strobed overhead, washing faces into fragments. For brief flashes, he caught his reflection in mirrored panels along the walls: slim frame, longish hair damp with sweat, eyes too bright, jaw clenched in something that might have been a smile.

Someone pressed a plastic cup into his hand. He drank without asking what it was. Another hand, another brief exchange, another moment where the night felt manageable as long as he didn’t look too far ahead. He told himself he deserved this. Everyone else his age did this sort of thing. Everyone else seemed to cope.

The music changed again, deeper, slower, vibrating through the floor and up his legs. Josh closed his eyes and let himself drift, the beat thudding in his chest. For a while, the call centre, the scripts, the angry voices, and the constant pressure to be somewhere else all faded into the background.

Then he checked his phone.

3:02 a.m.

The screen burned against his eyes. For a second, he couldn’t process what the numbers meant. Then it hit him, sharp and unpleasant. He had work in a few hours. Not a late shift. An early one. The kind where the alarm went off when it was still dark outside. His stomach tightened.

He stood there for a moment longer, swaying slightly, trying to convince himself it would be fine. He always did that. It never worked.

Josh pushed his way through the crowd, muttering half-apologies as he went. The club door opened and cold air slapped him hard across the face. He sucked in a breath, steadied himself against the wall, and laughed under his breath at how unsteady he felt. His legs didn’t quite agree with the pavement yet, but they remembered how to walk soon enough.

The streets were quieter now. Taxis crawled past, headlights cutting through the darkness. Groups of people laughed too loudly as they moved between bars, their nights still going strong. Josh pulled his jacket closer around himself and started the walk back.

By the time he reached Julie’s block of flats, the buzz had dulled into a heavy, dragging tiredness. He climbed the stairs carefully, one hand on the rail, his head swimming just enough to make each step feel deliberate. He fumbled with his keys, dropped them, swore softly, then finally managed to unlock the door.

The flat was dark and silent when he stepped inside. He froze for a second, listening. No voices. He slipped his shoes off by the door, lining them up as neatly as he could manage, and padded through to the living room.

The couch waited for him, narrow and too short, a thin blanket folded over the arm. Josh sank onto it with a quiet groan, then caught himself and winced, glancing towards the bedroom door. He moved more slowly after that, pulling the blanket over himself and lying back.

The flat smelled faintly of beer and takeaway. Julie and Mike’s things were everywhere. A jacket over the chair. A mug left out on the coffee table. The low hum of the fridge in the kitchen. It wasn’t his space, and he never quite forgot that, even when he was half out of his head.

He stared up at the ceiling, eyes unfocused. His thoughts drifted in uneven circles. Work. The calls waiting for him. Julie’s patience wearing thin. Mike’s polite smiles that didn’t quite hide his irritation. The fact that he was twenty and sleeping on a sofa, trying not to make noise like a guest who had overstayed his welcome.

Josh swallowed and set the alarm, turning the volume down low so it wouldn’t wake the whole flat. For a moment, he considered switching it off entirely, just letting himself sleep and deal with the consequences later.

As he lay there, the music still echoed faintly in his head, mixing with the dull anxiety that settled in his chest every night now. Tomorrow, he told himself. Tomorrow, he’d look harder for a place. Tomorrow, he’d get things together and find a better job.

Heavy footsteps cut through his sleep, sharp and impatient. Josh flinched awake, his eyes snapping open as pain bloomed behind them. His head rang like something had been struck inside it, a deep, throbbing ache that made him squeeze his eyes shut again. His mouth felt dry, his tongue thick, and the room tilted unpleasantly when he tried to focus.

Julie crossed the living room without slowing, her movements stiff, her presence filling the space. She stopped near the kitchen doorway and turned back to him, arms folded tight across her chest.

“Jesus, Josh,” she said. “What time were you out till?”

He groaned and pushed himself upright, the blanket slipping to the floor. The motion sent another wave of pain through his skull, and he sat there for a moment, elbows on his knees, head hanging as he tried to breathe through it.

“Late,” he muttered. His voice sounded rough even to his own ears.

Julie let out a short, humourless laugh. “You’ve got work today.”

“I know,” he said, rubbing his temples. “I know.”

She shook her head, pacing a step or two before stopping again, clearly trying to rein herself in. “This can’t keep happening,” she said. “You roll in at stupid o’clock, you crash on the couch, you’re a mess in the morning. Mike and I don’t get any space. We can’t go on like this.”

Josh looked up at her then. She looked tired. Not angry in a dramatic way, just worn down, like she’d already had this conversation too many times in her head.

“I’m trying,” he said. It came out weak, even to him.

“I know you are,” Julie replied, her voice softer but no less firm. “But trying isn’t enough anymore. You need to find a place of your own, Josh. Soon.”

He nodded slowly, the movement making his head throb again. He stared at the floor, at the edge of the rug, at anything except her face.

“Yeah,” he said quietly. “I will.”

Julie watched him for a second longer, then turned away, her footsteps heading back down the hallway. Josh stayed where he was, sitting on the couch in the grey morning light, the weight of her words settling heavily as the reality he’d been avoiding finally caught up with him.

Josh showered quickly, standing under the water longer than necessary because it was the only thing that dulled the pounding in his head. He dressed in yesterday’s jeans and a clean t-shirt, moving carefully, aware of every sound he made in the small flat. Julie’s words replayed themselves whether he wanted them to or not. They were fair. That was the worst part.

He had been doing this for nearly a year.

At first it had felt temporary. A few weeks here. A sofa there. A bit of goodwill, a bit of banter about being “between places”. But weeks had turned into months, and the jokes had worn thin. One by one, the invitations had dried up. Friends who had once said “yeah, no worries, crash here” started mentioning their own plans, their partners, and their lack of space. Some stopped replying altogether. Others offered polite but final excuses.

Julie had been the last one still saying yes.

He grabbed his jacket, slipped his phone into his pocket, and let himself out quietly. The morning air was cold and sharp, cutting through the fog in his head just enough to make him aware of how rough he felt. His stomach churned as he walked, the night’s excess catching up with him in waves of nausea and regret.

By the time he reached the office building, the adrenaline had faded completely, leaving him hollow and tired.

The call centre occupied three floors of a grey concrete block on the edge of the business district. The outside gave nothing away. Inside, it was worse. Rows of identical desks stretched across the floor, broken only by narrow walkways and low partitions that did nothing to block sound. Screens glowed everywhere, casting a constant blue-white light. Headsets hung from hooks like uniform accessories. The air smelled faintly of stale coffee and carpet cleaner.

Josh signed in, clipped on a headset, and dropped into his chair.

The system logged him in automatically. Calls queued. A timer started counting.

He barely had time to settle before the first one came through.

“Good morning, thank you for calling—”

The words came out of him on autopilot. He had said them so many times they no longer felt connected to his mouth. The customer on the other end was already annoyed. Late delivery. Wrong item. Someone else’s fault, Josh’s problem.

He listened, apologised, and followed the script.

His head throbbed with every raised voice. The lights felt too bright. The hum of dozens of other conversations layered over one another until it became a constant, grinding noise. He glanced around the floor. No one looked happy. Some people stared blankly at their screens between calls. Others leaned back in their chairs, eyes closed for the few seconds they could steal.

A supervisor paced slowly up and down the aisle, tablet in hand, eyes flicking to screens, to posture, to anything that might suggest someone wasn’t working hard enough.

Josh hated it.

He hated the way the job demanded cheerfulness without offering anything back. He hated the way customers spoke to him as if he weren’t a person. He hated that he couldn’t afford to quit. Most of all, he hated the sinking feeling that this was where he was stuck.

Between calls, he checked his phone. A flat listing he’d saved earlier sat unanswered. Rent too high. Deposit impossible. Another message from a friend he hadn’t replied to yet, asking how things were going. He locked the screen and put the phone face down.

The next call came through immediately.

By mid-morning, his voice was hoarse and his patience thin. He took a sip of lukewarm coffee and grimaced. Around him, the call centre churned on, indifferent to individual misery. Screens refreshed. Timers reset. Nothing slowed.

When the next call came in, he straightened automatically, forced the smile back into his voice, and went on hating every second of it.


Chapter Three

The bar sat just off one of the older streets, tucked between a shuttered tailors and a late-night kebab place. It was low-lit, narrow, and busy with regulars, mostly men who knew each other. Dark wood along the walls, scuffed in places where hands had rested for years. A long counter polished smooth by elbows and glasses. Music played quietly enough that conversation didn’t need to fight it.

Jack Hanson occupied his usual spot near the end of the bar.

A heavy tumbler sat in front of him, ice settled, amber liquid barely disturbed. He rested one forearm on the counter, jacket open, tie loosened just enough to signal the day was done. Even seated, he took up space. The stool beneath him looked smaller than it should have been; his knees were angled out slightly, and his posture was relaxed but dominant.

Across from him sat Mark Rutherford, a man Jack had known for years. Mark ran logistics for a construction outfit that moved quickly and asked few questions. He was shorter than Jack, broader around the middle, his hairline already in retreat. He laughed easily and drank faster than Jack did.

Mark raised his glass. “To finishing early.”

Jack lifted his own in response. They clinked once.

Mark took a long swallow and exhaled loudly. “Jesus, I needed this. You should’ve seen the site today. Absolute circus.”

Jack took a measured sip. “You let it get that way.”

Mark grinned. “That’s why I’ve got foremen.”

They both laughed. It was an old rhythm, familiar and comfortable. The bartender, a woman in her thirties with sharp eyes and efficient movements, slid another drink down to Mark without being asked. She nodded once at Jack, a professional acknowledgement. Jack returned it with a brief glance.

The door opened, and a group of women came in, laughing too loudly, coats half on, half off. They clustered near the entrance for a moment, shaking out their hair, adjusting their bags. Jack’s gaze flicked over them without apology. Tall heels. Short skirts. One of them caught his eye and held it for a second longer than necessary before turning away.

Mark noticed.

“Still got it,” he said, smirking.

Jack shrugged. “Never lost it.”

The women moved further into the bar, claiming a high table near the back. Their voices rose and fell, punctuated by laughter. One of them glanced back again, then leaned close to her friend to say something. The friend looked over, smiled, then returned to the conversation.

Mark leaned closer. “You ever think about settling down?”

Jack let out a short laugh. “With what?”

“With someone,” Mark said. “You’re not exactly short of options.”

Jack set his glass down carefully. “Options aren’t the same thing as quality.”

Mark raised an eyebrow. “Here we go.”

Jack didn’t mind. He liked talking plainly. “Most people don’t know what they are anymore,” he said. “Men try to be soft. Women try to be men. Everyone’s surprised when nothing works.”

Mark snorted. “You sound like my old man.”

Jack didn’t smile. “He wasn’t wrong.”

A woman passed by with a tray of drinks. She was younger, blonde, her makeup heavy but neatly done. She smiled automatically as she moved, eyes scanning tables. Jack watched the way she walked, the sway of her hips unforced, the confidence in it.

“That,” Jack said, nodding once in her direction, “that’s the difference.”

Mark followed his gaze. “She’s just doing her job.”

“She’s doing it properly,” Jack replied. “She looks like a woman. Moves like one. Knows it’s an advantage and uses it.”

Mark took another drink. “Careful. Say that too loud and someone’ll throw a drink at you.”

Jack leaned back slightly, unconcerned. “Let them. I’m not interested in arguments. I’m interested in order.”

“Order,” Mark repeated, amused.

Jack’s eyes stayed on the room. “Men should be men. Strong. Decisive. Women should be feminine. Not confused about it. Not ashamed of it. There’s nothing wrong with roles when people are good at them.”

Mark chuckled. “You’ve always been like this.”

“And I’ve always been right,” Jack said.

Two women approached the bar near them. One brunette, one redhead. The redhead glanced at Jack openly.

“Mind if we squeeze in?” she asked.

Jack shifted slightly, giving them space without standing. “Go ahead.”

She smiled. “Thanks.”

They ordered drinks. The brunette leaned over the counter, chatting easily with the bartender. The redhead stayed angled toward Jack, her attention half on him, half on the room.

“You two regulars?” she asked.

Mark answered first. “Him more than me.”

They talked for a few minutes. Light conversation. Names exchanged and immediately forgotten. The redhead touched Jack’s arm once, testing. He allowed it, but did not lean in. Eventually, her friend tugged her away, whispering something in her ear. She rolled her eyes but went, throwing Jack a final look over her shoulder.

Mark watched them go. “You could’ve taken her home.”

Jack shrugged again. “It’s been a long day.”

Mark leaned back on his stool. “What happened to that girl you used to date? Sandy wasn’t it. You see much of her?”

Jack turned his head slowly. “No.”

Mark laughed, raising his hands. “Fair enough.”

Another group entered the bar. Another pair left. Women came and went, each one different, each one catching Jack’s eye for a moment before passing out of interest. He enjoyed the movement, the predictability of it. The world flowed around him, and he remained fixed.

Mark checked his phone. “I should head off soon. Early start.”

Jack nodded. “Me too.”

Mark slid off his stool and clapped Jack once on the shoulder. “Same time next week?”

“Probably,” Jack said.

Mark paid his tab and left, the door swinging shut behind him. Jack stayed where he was, finishing his drink at his own pace. The bar continued its low hum. Glasses clinked. Laughter rose and fell. Somewhere behind him, someone argued quietly about music.

He liked women. He liked them feminine, confident in that femininity, comfortable being looked at and desired. He had no patience for confusion or performance. He respected clarity. He respected people who understood their place.

He was halfway through his last drink of the evening when the door opened and Julie stepped inside.

She spotted him immediately and smiled, weaving through the room towards the bar. She was bundled in a coat, hair tied back loosely, her bag slung over one shoulder. She looked tired but put together, the way people did when they had too much on their plate and kept going anyway.

“Uncle Jack,” she said, leaning in to kiss his cheek. “I thought that was you.”

Jack turned, his expression softening in a way it rarely did. “Where else would I be?”

She shrugged. “Long day?”

He signalled to the bartender. “What are you drinking?”

“White wine,” she said. “If you’re offering.”

“I am.”

The bartender poured and slid the glass across. Julie took a sip and sighed, shoulders dropping slightly.

“Better?” Jack asked.

She pulled up a stool beside him and settled in. For a moment they drank in silence, comfortable with it. Jack watched the room. Julie watched him.

“You look pleased with yourself,” she said eventually.

Jack gave a small smile. “I usually am.”

She laughed. “I need a favour.”

He looked at her. “You always do.”

She didn’t argue. “Do you have any cheap flats going?”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “Cheap is relative.”

Julie grimaced. “I know, I know. I just…I’m asking for someone else.”

Jack waited.

“I’ve got this guy sleeping on our couch,” she said. “Has been for weeks. Longer, really. He’s a friend, and I feel bad, but it’s getting too much. Mike’s had enough. I’ve had enough.”

Jack took another sip of his whisky. “Why hasn’t he found somewhere?”

Julie hesitated. “Money. Bad job. Bad timing. Bone idleness. All of it, really.”

Jack nodded once. “Name?”

“Josh,” she said. “He’s twenty. Works in a call centre. Hates it. He’s not a bad lad, just…drifting.”

Jack turned his head slightly, studying her. “And you want me to fix it.”

“I want to know if you can help,” Julie said. “Just something temporary. Somewhere he can land.”

Jack considered this. The bar noise filled the pause. Laughter nearby. Glasses clinking.

“You said sofa surfer,” he said. “How long has he been doing that?”

“Nearly a year,” Julie admitted. “He’s running out of places. That’s why he’s still with us.”

Jack’s mouth tightened slightly. “Show me.”

“Show you what?”

“Him.”

Julie blinked, then reached into her bag and pulled out her phone. She flicked through her photos quickly, then found one and turned the screen towards him.

Josh stood in a dimly lit photo, arm slung around someone out of frame. Slim. Longish hair brushing his collar. Dressed casually. He looked young, uncertain, a little out of place even in his own picture.

Jack studied it without comment.

“Rock music,” Julie added, as if that explained something. “Keeps odd hours. Not exactly organised.”

Jack handed the phone back. “He looks like someone who needs structure.”

Julie snorted. “That’s one way of putting it.”

Jack finished his drink and set the glass down. He tapped his fingers once on the bar, thinking.

“I’ve got a flat,” he said. “Second floor. Recently vacated.”

Julie’s eyes widened. “You do?”

“It’s not staying empty long,” Jack continued. “I’ve already got interest. But there’ll be a gap. A couple of months, maybe.”

Julie leaned forward. “Jack—”

“He can have it temporarily,” Jack said. “Short term. While he finds something else.”

She let out a breath she hadn’t realised she was holding. “Really?”

“On my terms,” Jack added calmly. “Rent paid on time. No nonsense. No excuses.”

She nodded quickly. “He’ll agree. And I’ll do anything to get him off the couch.”

Jack looked back out at the bar, at the movement, the women passing through, the order he preferred. “Bring him round Monday,” he said. “I’ll meet him properly.”

“When?”

“Soon,” Jack replied. “Before he gets any more comfortable being carried.”

Julie smiled, relief written all over her face. “Thank you.”

Jack signalled for another drink, this time for himself. “You owe me.”

“I know,” she said, lifting her glass. “And now so does Josh.”

Jack took a cab back across the city, watching the streets slide past through the glass. The driver tried once to make conversation and stopped when Jack answered with a single word. The ride was short. Jack paid, stepped out, and waited only long enough for the cab to pull away before heading towards the building.

The front of the block looked the same as it always did. Clean. Quiet. Orderly. The lights in the upper flats were on in places, squares of warm yellow against the dark. Jack unlocked the main door and went inside, his footsteps steady on the hallway floor.

He took the stairs this time. One floor, then another. When he reached the second floor, he stopped in front of a door that looked no different from the others, except that faint music leaked through it. Low, distorted guitar. Slow and heavy.

Jack knocked once.

The music cut off almost immediately. Footsteps approached, light and unhurried. The door opened and Tisha stood there, framed by the glow from inside the flat.

She was barefoot, wearing a short black skirt that barely reached mid-thigh and a bra top that showed more skin than it covered. Her hair was dark, hanging loose around her shoulders, a streak of colour running through it. Heavy eyeliner framed her eyes, making them look sharper, more deliberate. She smiled when she saw him, the expression familiar and knowing.

Jack entered the flat without ceremony. It smelled faintly of paint and incense. Canvases leaned against the walls, some finished, some half done. Brushes sat in jars on a low table. The place was cluttered in a way the rest of the building was not, but it was intentional. Nothing felt abandoned.

Tisha closed the door behind him and turned the music back on low. She watched him as he took off his jacket and set it over the back of a chair.

She smiled at that and moved closer, stopping just inside his space. There was no awkwardness between them, no uncertainty. Whatever history they shared sat comfortably where it was.

Jack looked down at her. “You remember that project I mentioned.”

Tisha’s smile changed slightly. “The one you wouldn’t explain.”

“I’m explaining now.”

She folded her arms loosely, still relaxed. “Go on.”

“I think I might have found a suitable subject,” Jack said. “Young. Unsettled. No direction. Living off other people’s patience.”

Tisha tilted her head. “That sounds promising.”

“He’s going to be staying here for a short while,” Jack continued. “Second floor. Temporary.”

She studied his face. “And you want my help.”

Jack nodded once. “I do.”

Tisha didn’t answer straight away. She walked past him and picked up a sketchbook from the table, flipping it open without really looking at the pages. She liked to think before agreeing to anything. Jack knew that.

“What kind of help?” she asked finally.

“The kind you’re good at,” Jack said. “Guidance. Influence.”

She laughed softly. “You make it sound very official.”

“It is,” Jack replied. “To me.”

She closed the sketchbook and set it down. “What does he know?”

“Nothing,” Jack said. “Enough to agree to the room. Not enough to understand why it suits him.”

Tisha considered that. “And what do you want him to become?”

Jack met her gaze steadily. “Something better suited to his nature.”

She smiled again, slower this time. “You always did like projects.”

“And you always liked helping,” Jack said. “This is why you don’t pay rent.”

She stepped closer again, looking up at him. “That, and because you like me around.”

“That too,” Jack said without hesitation.

Tisha’s smile widened. “So. When do I meet him?”

“I want you to redecorate his room first. Something ultra-feminine with lots of pink. I’ll give you some money, but it’s got to be done quickly.”

“You’re sure about this one?”

Jack’s expression didn’t change. “I wouldn’t have come to you if I wasn’t.”

The door closed behind him, the music rising again inside the flat. Jack walked down the stairs at the same measured pace, already moving on, already satisfied. He went to his flat, opened his laptop, and began shopping for clothes and other essentials he felt he needed.


Chapter Four

Josh stood on the pavement outside the block and checked the address again, even though he already knew it was right. The building looked exactly like Julie had described. Modern. Clean. Quiet. A little out of his league, he thought. It made him suddenly aware of how little he was carrying. How little he was worth.

One bag. That was it.

A scuffed holdall hung from his shoulder, the strap digging slightly into his collarbone. Inside were a few changes of clothes, his phone charger, his laptop, and not much else. Everything he owned that mattered fit into the space between the zip and the seams. He shifted the weight, took a breath, and stepped towards the door.

The building felt different the moment he stepped inside. The hallway was spotless, almost sterile. Josh slowed without meaning to, his trainers squeaking on the floor. He followed Julie's directions and stopped before a door on the ground floor, set slightly apart from the rest.

He hesitated, then knocked.

The door opened almost immediately.

Jack Hanson filled the doorway.

Josh’s first thought was how big he was. Tall, broad, solid in a way that didn’t come from the gym. He was dressed casually but elegant all the same. Dark shirt. Sleeves rolled up. Heavy forearms crossed loosely as he looked Josh over from head to toe. He doubted Jack Hanson did slobby casual, at least not the way Josh did.

Josh straightened instinctively.

“I’m Josh,” he said, forcing his voice to stay steady. “Hi. I’m—”

“I know who you are,” Jack said.

His voice was calm and completely uninviting. He stepped back just enough to allow Josh inside, then closed the door behind him with a firm click.

Up close, the intimidation only got worse. Jack smelled faintly of aftershave and something else Josh couldn’t place. The flat around them was quiet and ordered, everything in its place. Josh suddenly felt very aware of his bag, of how out of place he must look standing there with his entire life slung over one shoulder.

“This arrangement,” Jack said, “is temporary.”

Josh nodded quickly. “Yes. Julie said—”

“I’m doing this as a favour to my niece,” Jack continued, cutting him off without raising his voice. “Not because I run a charity.”

Josh swallowed. “I understand.”

“You’ll pay what we agreed,” Jack said. “On time. You’ll keep the place clean. You won’t cause problems. You won’t bring people back without permission.”

“Yes,” Josh said again. “Of course.”

Jack studied him for a moment longer. Not unkindly, but thoroughly, as if he were assessing a tool rather than a person. Josh shifted his weight, suddenly conscious of how slim he was, how young he probably looked.

“You’ve got two months,” Jack said. “That’s it. This is a stopgap, not a solution. You use the time properly, or you’ll find yourself back on someone else’s couch.”

Josh nodded. His throat felt tight. “I will. Thank you. Really.”

Jack didn’t respond to that. He turned and picked up a set of keys from a side table, holding them out.

“Follow me,” he said.

Jack led him up the stairs without talking. Josh followed, one step behind, trying not to stare at the broad set of Jack’s shoulders or the easy way he moved through the space as if it belonged entirely to him. The second-floor landing was quiet. Jack stopped at one of the doors, unlocked it, and pushed it open.

“Here,” he said.

Josh stepped inside and stopped short. The flat was nothing like he had expected.

Soft colours dominated the space. Pale walls with warm undertones. Light curtains hung at the windows, thin enough to let daylight filter through. Cushions were arranged neatly on the sofa, textured fabrics in creams and muted pinks. A throw lay folded along one arm. Everything was unmistakably feminine.

Josh shifted his bag higher on his shoulder, suddenly unsure where to stand.

The kitchen area was small but tidy. Matching canisters on the counter. A vase with dried flowers placed just off centre. There were framed prints on the wall, abstract shapes and flowing lines that felt decorative because of a woman’s touch.

Jack watched Josh take it in.

“The previous tenant moved out quickly,” Jack said. “Left most of her things behind.”

Josh turned to look at him. “All of this?”

“All of it,” Jack replied. “Furniture. Decorations. Clothes.”

Josh’s attention snapped back to the hallway that led off towards the bedroom. The door was open. Inside, he could see the edge of a neatly made bed with a patterned duvet. A dressing table sat beneath the window, its surface arranged with bottles, brushes, and small containers. An open wardrobe stood against one wall. Dresses. Skirts. Tops in soft fabrics. Shoes lined beneath them.

It felt intrusive just looking.

“I’ll have it cleared eventually,” Jack continued. “But not immediately. For now, the flat stays as it is.”

Josh swallowed. “You want me to… live here like this?”

Jack met his eyes. “Yes.”

“I mean,” Josh said carefully, “I don’t want to mess anything up.”

“You won’t touch anything,” Jack said flatly. “Nothing gets moved. Nothing gets thrown out. Nothing gets altered. You use what you need to function. That’s it.”

Jack’s gaze dropped briefly to the bag still hanging from Josh’s shoulder. He took it in properly for the first time. The worn fabric. The single zip. The way it sagged slightly from a lack of contents.

“You don’t have much with you anyway,” Jack said.

Josh felt his face heat. “Just the basics.”

“That’s fine,” Jack replied. “Less clutter.”

He walked into the living area and gestured vaguely around him. “You’re here short-term. Treat the place with respect. Keep it clean. Follow the rules. If you do that, you’ll have no problems.”

Josh nodded again. “I understand.”

Jack paused by the door, hand on the frame. “You’ll find this arrangement easier if you don’t fight it.”

Josh wasn’t entirely sure what he meant by that, but something in Jack’s tone told him it wasn’t a suggestion.

Jack straightened and looked at him one last time. “I’ll check in,” he said. “Don’t make me regret this.”

Then he turned and left, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

Josh stood alone in the flat, the bag at his feet, surrounded by someone else’s life. The silence pressed in. He let out a slow breath and looked around again, really looked this time.

Josh crossed into the bedroom and stood by the bed. The room felt softer than the rest of the flat, quieter, the light diffused by sheer curtains that shifted slightly as air moved through them.

The air smelled faintly sweet.

He hadn’t noticed it properly before, but now it was unmistakable. Perfume. Not sharp or overpowering, but layered and lingering, as if it had soaked into the fabric of the room over time. It clung to the bedding, the curtains, the clothes hanging nearby.

Josh took a few steps towards the dresser against the wall. It was pale wood, clearly not cheap. A mirror stood above it, and small items were arranged along the surface with care. He hesitated, then reached out and pulled open the top drawer.

It was full.

Lingerie lay folded inside, organised rather than stuffed away. Delicate fabrics in soft colours. Lace, silk, satin. Bras arranged by size and style. Slips and camisoles were folded carefully beneath them. Everything looked expensive. Everything looked chosen.

Josh picked up a delicate lace bra and stared at it.

This wasn’t forgotten junk. This wasn’t something someone had abandoned without thought. It felt intimate, private in a way that made him feel like he was intruding simply by looking. He put the bra back and closed the drawer slowly, the scent of perfume rising briefly as the wood slid back into place.

He looked at the dresser again, then at his reflection in the mirror above it, long hair falling around his face. Josh left the bedroom and moved into the kitchen, still feeling slightly wrong-footed by drawer full of lingerie. The kitchen was small but well organised. Clean worktops. Matching containers.

He opened the fridge.

There was food inside. Proper food. Milk, vegetables, eggs, leftovers in sealed containers. Not the half-empty, abandoned fridge he’d expected. It looked like someone had been shopping recently, or at least before they’d left in a hurry.

His eyes drifted to the counter, where a clear bottle stood near the wall. Vodka.

The label was in Cyrillic, heavy paper, slightly worn around the edges. The bottle was nearly full. Josh picked it up, surprised by its weight, and unscrewed the cap. He hesitated, then brought it to his nose and took a careful sniff.

It was vodka. Proper vodka. Clean and sharp, not the cheap stuff that smelled like chemicals. He smiled despite himself.

Josh screwed the cap back on and set the bottle down exactly where he’d found it, suddenly mindful of Jack’s rules about not touching anything. Still, the discovery lifted his mood more than it probably should have. A fridge with food. A decent bottle of alcohol. A place where, at least for now, he didn’t feel like a burden or an afterthought.

He leaned back against the counter and let out a slow breath. It took him exactly five minutes to break. He got a shot glass out of the cupboard and poured a slug of the vodka. It seared the back of his throat.

Josh did not remember lying down. There was no moment of deciding to sleep, no sense of his body giving in. One moment, he was standing in the kitchen; the next, the world had softened and folded in on itself, edges dissolving like damp paper.

Warmth came first. Not heat, but a gentle, surrounding warmth, as if the air itself had weight and texture. It pressed lightly against his skin, holding him in place. When he opened his eyes, the light was different. It filtered through sheer curtains and settled across the room in pale bands, turning dust into glitter and smoothing every surface it touched.

He was sitting on the edge of a bed.

The bedroom was unmistakably feminine. Soft colours layered over one another. Blush tones, creams, muted greys. The bedspread beneath his hands was smooth and cool, slipping slightly under his fingers when he shifted his weight. Pillows were arranged carefully behind him, their fabric yielding when he leaned back. The air carried the same perfume he had noticed earlier, but stronger now, enveloping rather than lingering. Sweet without being sharp.

Josh looked down.

He was dressed in lingerie.

The fabric clung to him in a way his clothes never had. A bra held his chest, its straps resting lightly on his shoulders, the band snug around his ribs. The cups were full, rounded by the weight they carried. His breasts were heavy, not painfully so, but certainly ample enough to create a solid cleavage. When he moved even slightly, he felt the subtle pull of gravity, the gentle sway, the way the fabric responded to him.

They were sensitive. Every breath made the nipples brush against the bra's soft fabric. Every shift of posture sent a ripple of sensation through his chest. It felt intimate, personal, as though his body had become something to be noticed and even cherished.

Below, the rest of the lingerie followed the same design. Soft materials against his skin. Nothing rough. Nothing constricting. Everything designed to sit close, to emphasise shape rather than hide it. He could feel the bedspread beneath his thighs, the way his weight pressed differently now, the altered balance of his body.

There was a strange calm, a sense of rightness that settled into him. He lifted one hand and rested it against his chest, fingers splaying slightly as they met unfamiliar curves. The nails were long and painted a striking red.

A dressing table stood opposite the bed. Its surface was arranged with care. Brushes laid out in a neat line. Small jars and bottles. A mirror framed in pale wood caught the light and reflected the room back at him. He stood without effort, his body rising smoothly, as if it had always moved this way.

When he walked, the motion was different. His hips shifted with a natural sway, not exaggerated, but sensual. He felt it through his spine, through the subtle adjustment of muscles he had never noticed before. The floor was cool beneath his feet.

He sat at the dressing table and looked at his reflection.

The face that looked back at him was recognisably his, but softened. His longish hair framed his face differently now, falling in loose waves that brushed his cheeks and collarbone. His skin looked smooth, luminous in the gentle light. His eyes seemed larger, more expressive, the lashes darker and longer.

He picked up a brush.

He knew what to do without thinking. The motion came naturally, guided by instinct rather than instruction. He dipped the brush lightly into foundation and swept it across his face. The sensation was soft and precise, a whisper of contact that left warmth behind.

Each movement was unhurried. Deliberate. He blended colour along his cheekbones, enhancing their curve. His reflection responded, becoming more defined, more alive. He traced eyeliner along his lashes with steady hands, the tip gliding easily, leaving a dark line that sharpened his gaze. Mascara followed, each stroke adding weight and depth.

The process was absorbing.

When he applied lipstick, the sensation was especially vivid. The product was cool at first, then warmed as it met his lips. He pressed them together gently, feeling the texture settle, the colour deepen. His lips looked fuller, softer, their shape emphasised in a way that made his breath slow.

He leaned closer to the mirror.

The person looking back at him was sensual, pretty, girlish. There was an ease to the expression, a softness around the eyes, a subtle curve to the mouth that suggested self-awareness rather than invitation. She was perfect.

Behind him, the room remained still. The bed waited. The curtains shifted slightly in an unseen breeze. The perfume wrapped around him, tying the space together. He was aware of his body in full now. The weight of his breasts. The gentle pressure of the bra. The way the lingerie shaped him, supported him, framed him.

Josh woke with a dry mouth and a dull, pulsing ache behind his eyes. For a few seconds, he lay still, staring at the ceiling, trying to work out where he was.

He sat up slowly, the movement sending a fresh wave of discomfort through his skull. His tongue felt thick. His stomach rolled uneasily. As he swung his legs over the side of the bed, his foot nudged something on the floor. A glass, tipped on its side. He followed it with his eyes to the small table by the bed.

The vodka bottle stood there.

Josh frowned and reached for it, lifting it carefully. The weight was wrong. He held it up to the light, squinting. Nearly half of it was gone. The memory of opening it came back in fragments. The smell. The relief. After that, nothing.

“Great,” he muttered. It must have been powerful stuff.

He set the bottle down and stood, swaying slightly before steadying himself. The flat was quiet. He padded towards the bathroom, each step feeling a fraction slower than it should have been. His head throbbed in time with his pulse.

The bathroom light was bright and unforgiving.

Josh blinked against it and leaned forward, bracing his hands on the edge of the sink. He lifted his head and looked at himself in the mirror. His hair was a mess, sticking up in odd directions. His eyes were bloodshot, and shadows settled beneath them. He looked tired. Older than he felt.

His gaze dropped.

The sight of hair on his chest hit him suddenly, sharply, like something out of place. It wasn’t new. It had been there for years. But now it felt wrong in a way he couldn’t immediately explain. Coarse. Dark. Foreign.

A strange revulsion twisted in his stomach.

Josh straightened abruptly, breath catching. He stared at his reflection again, at the line of hair running down his torso, at his arms, his stomach. The discomfort intensified, irrational and insistent, as though his body no longer matched what his mind expected to see.

He glanced down at the sink, trying to distract himself.

That was when he noticed the bottle.

It stood to one side, placed neatly among other toiletries. Plain packaging. Simple label. Epilation cream.

Josh stared at it.

He didn’t remember picking it up. He didn’t remember deciding anything. His hand moved before his thoughts caught up, fingers closing around the bottle. He opened it, barely registering the smell, and squeezed a line of cream into his palm.

Without stopping to question it, he spread it across his chest.

The cream was cool against his skin, smooth and thick. He worked it over his torso, down his stomach, across his arms. The motion was automatic, methodical. Only when his hands were coated and his body covered did he stop.

“What am I doing?” he whispered.

He stood there, breathing slowly, heart beating faster than it should have been. The mirror reflected a version of him he didn’t quite recognise, pale and smeared with white, eyes wide and uncertain. The question hung unanswered in the air.

The sensation changed gradually. A faint warmth. A slight tingling. He became acutely aware of his skin, of every place the cream touched. His head still ached, but the discomfort in his body felt distant now.

When the time felt right, he stepped into the shower and turned the water on.

Warm spray hit his shoulders and ran down his body, washing the cream away in slow rivulets. He watched as the hair came with it, loosening, sliding free, disappearing down the drain. He ran his hands over his chest, his arms, his stomach. The skin beneath felt different. Smoother. Exposed. And with that came a sense of relief.

He closed his eyes and stood there longer than necessary, letting the water rinse away the last traces. The smell of perfume lingered faintly in the steam. When he finally turned off the shower, the mirror was fogged. He wiped a clear patch with his hand and looked again.

His chest was bare. So were his legs and groin.

Josh stared at himself, trying to understand the mix of relief and confusion tightening in his chest. He wrapped a towel around his waist and stood there for a moment longer, water dripping onto the floor. He didn’t know why he’d done it.

He only knew he couldn’t stop himself.


Chapter Five

Jack lay on his back, one arm bent behind his head, the other resting loose against the sheet. The room was dim; light filtered through half-drawn curtains, blurring the edges of the furniture. The bed was wide, the mattress expensive and comfortable.

Tisha lay beside him, her body turned slightly towards his. After a moment, she rolled fully onto her side and draped one leg over his, warm skin against his thigh. Her hand slid across his chest, fingers spreading instinctively through the thick, dark hair there. She traced slow, absent patterns, nails grazing lightly, not teasing, not demanding. Familiar.

Jack exhaled, long and slow.

“Do you think it worked?” she said.

“Yes,” he replied. The moment that Jack had met Josh, he had known instinctively where this was all heading. He saw those eyes and those lips and that slightly unsure demeanour and knew almost immediately.

Tisha smiled to herself and continued running her hand through his chest hair, enjoying the contrast between the roughness beneath her fingers and the solid warmth of him. Jack liked being touched like this.

Their relationship had never settled into anything simple. It started and stopped in cycles, sometimes close, sometimes distant. Weeks where she stayed in his bed regularly, then stretches where she disappeared into her work and answered messages late, if at all. Jack never chased. Tisha never apologised. That was how it worked.

She was a free spirit in every sense that mattered. She needed space. Needed silence. Needed the ability to wake up and decide the day belonged entirely to her. Commitment, in the traditional sense, felt like a narrowing to her. Jack understood that better than most.

Jack’s dominance wasn’t overbearing. At least not with Tisha. He made decisions and stood by them. He didn’t ask permission from the world. Around him, things aligned. Bills were paid. Time was managed. Problems were dealt with directly. That certainty had given Tisha something she’d never had before him.

Freedom without chaos.

When they’d met a couple of years earlier, she’d been drifting. Talented, but scattered. Living hand to mouth, selling pieces of her art when she could, doubting herself more than she admitted. Jack had seen the potential immediately. He’d given her space, a flat she didn’t have to worry about paying for, and boundaries that let her focus without collapsing into disorder.

She’d flourished under it.

Her art had found direction. Exhibitions followed. Sales became regular. People started taking her seriously. Jack never interfered with the work itself. He simply removed the noise around it. For Tisha, that had been everything.

She lifted her head slightly and looked at him, fingers still moving slowly against his chest.

“Have you thought of a name for her yet?” she asked.

“Not yet,” Jack replied.

She leaned in and kissed him once, briefly and unceremoniously, then rested her cheek against him. His heartbeat was steady beneath her ear. She listened to it for a moment, grounding herself in its rhythm.

“You’re sure that this is who she was meant to be,” she said quietly.

Jack’s hand came up and rested on her hip, firm but relaxed. “It doesn’t work if she doesn’t want to be the girl I want her to be,” he said.

She smiled, content with that answer.

They lay there in easy silence, her hand still tracing idle paths through his chest hair occasionally. Whatever this was between them, it didn’t need definition. It worked because neither of them tried to turn it into something else.

“So,” she said eventually. “How long before you really go to work on him…her?”

Jack didn’t open his eyes. “Another twenty-four hours.”

Her hand paused. She lifted her head and looked at him. “That long?”

“Yes.”

She studied his face, then settled back against him again. “You want to take your time.”

Her fingers resumed their slow tracing. “I saw him this morning,” she said. “Or at least the aftermath. He looks…different already.”

Jack’s mouth twitched faintly. “He’s responding. It’s best not to interfere too much.”

There was a brief silence, comfortable but charged. Then Tisha shifted again, propping herself up on one elbow so she could look down at him properly.

“What did you put in the vodka?” she asked.

Jack opened his eyes and met her gaze. There was no surprise there, only mild amusement.

“A special concoction of my own,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow. “That’s all I get?”

“That’s all you need,” Jack replied. “You know I wouldn’t use anything dangerous. It’s just something to make him more susceptible to suggestion.”

She smiled at that, slow and knowing. “Like becoming a girl.”

She leaned down and kissed his chest, just once, then rested her cheek against him again. Her hand splayed across his sternum, fingers warm and familiar.

Jack’s hand tightened briefly at her hip, possessive but calm. She reached beneath the sheets and placed her small hand on his large cock, feeling its warmth and hardness. “Will you let me teach her?” She asked.

He let go of a short laugh. “I’m counting on you.”

She pushed her head down under the sheet and stroked his cock, kissing its tip gently. She couldn’t lie; the thought of taking Josh under her wing and teaching him to become the perfectly behaved girl gave her a thrill.

Josh pulled on his jeans slowly, aware of the way the denim slid differently over his legs. The fabric felt rougher than he remembered, more harsh against his skin. When he tugged the waistband into place, it sat higher somehow, the contact sharper, unfamiliar. He frowned slightly but said nothing, reaching for a t-shirt and dragging it over his head.

The cotton brushed over his chest and stomach, and he paused for a moment, hands still tangled in the hem. The sensation lingered, a faint awareness that made him shift his shoulders as if to settle the shirt properly. It wasn’t uncomfortable. Just different. Like his body was registering things it had never bothered to before.

He ran a hand briefly over his torso, then let it drop, unsettled by the smoothness beneath his palm. His reflection in the bedroom mirror caught his eye again, bare chest hidden now, but the feeling remained. He looked away.

“I need air,” he muttered.

Josh grabbed his phone and keys and headed out of the flat, locking the door behind him. The hallway was quiet, cool, the light brighter than he expected. As he took the stairs down, each step felt oddly deliberate, his clothes shifting against him with every movement.

Outside, the air hit his face immediately, fresh and sharp. He inhaled deeply, filling his lungs, then again, as if that alone might steady him. The sounds of the street felt louder now. Cars passing. Distant voices. The scrape of footsteps on pavement.

Josh walked without any real direction, hands shoved into his pockets, shoulders hunched slightly as he tried to shake the lingering fuzziness from his head. The jeans still felt strange. The t-shirt too light.

He took another breath and kept moving, telling himself it was just a hangover, just a rough morning.

With each step, his clothes continued to register against his skin in small, persistent ways. The brush of denim along his thighs. The soft drag of cotton across his chest. He was aware of himself in motion, of how his body occupied space.

He began to notice people more than usual.

A woman passed him on the opposite pavement, wearing a light summer dress that moved with her stride. The fabric caught the breeze and lifted slightly around her legs before settling again. Josh’s eyes followed it without thinking. Not her face. Not even her body. The dress itself. The way it flowed, how it responded to movement, how effortless it looked.

He imagined the sensation of it against his own skin.

The thought surprised him enough that he slowed for a moment. He told himself it was just curiosity. Just noticing things because his head was still foggy. He carried on.

Further down the street, a group of women stood outside a café, laughing as they waited for drinks. One of them wore fitted jeans and a soft jumper that slipped off one shoulder. Another wore a short skirt with tights and ankle boots, her outfit carefully put together. Josh found his attention drawn to the textures. Knit fabric. Smooth leather. Sheer material stretched lightly over skin.

He tried to remember the last time he’d thought about clothes this way. Never.

It wasn’t an attraction, not in the usual sense. There was no pull in his gut, no familiar heat. Instead, there was a quiet wondering. A mental turning-over of possibilities. What would it feel like to wear something that light? Something that moved instead of hung. Something chosen for how it felt as much as how it looked.

He passed a shop window and slowed again.

A mannequin stood inside, posed casually, dressed in a soft blouse and high-waisted trousers. The colours were muted. Cream and grey. The fabric looked delicate, designed to skim rather than conceal. Josh caught his reflection in the glass beside it. Jeans. T-shirt. Plain. Functional.

He moved on, but the thoughts followed him. Each woman he passed added another detail. A skirt that swayed when its wearer walked. A fitted jacket that hugged the waist before flaring slightly at the hips. A pair of heels that changed posture, altering how weight was carried and balance was maintained.

Josh became acutely aware of his own posture. His shoulders. His gait. He wondered, briefly and without judgment, how he would move in clothes like that. Whether he would walk differently. Whether he would feel different.

The idea didn’t repel him.

If anything, it felt oddly natural, as though his mind were testing a shape it had always been capable of holding but had never examined closely. He imagined fabric brushing his legs instead of clinging. Imagined lighter materials against newly smooth skin. Imagined the small rituals involved.

He exhaled slowly, unsettled that something was wrong.

By the time he turned back towards the block of flats, the world felt sharper somehow. Colours stood out more. Textures seemed to gain a life. People appeared more defined by the way they presented themselves rather than simply by who they were.

Josh walked on, hands still in his pockets, the cool air moving around him, the quiet curiosity still humming beneath his thoughts.

He didn’t yet have words for it.

He only knew that the idea of what he wore, and what he could wear, had begun to feel unexpectedly important.

It wasn’t until Sunday afternoon that the thought came back to him properly.

Josh had managed to keep himself busy on Saturday. He’d walked, cleaned, and reorganised the small space that was clearly meant to be his, without touching anything that wasn’t, and applied for a few jobs online. He’d eaten, watched mindless television, tried to sleep off the lingering fuzz in his head.

By Sunday, the flat had settled into a quiet stillness that felt heavier than before. That was when the drawer returned to him.

At first, it was only a passing thought, uninvited but brief. A flicker of memory. Pale fabric. Lace. The way everything inside had been folded with care. He shook his head and pushed it aside, telling himself it was nothing. Just an image his mind had latched onto because it was unusual.

But the thought didn’t leave.

It surfaced again while he sat on the sofa, phone in hand, scrolling without absorbing anything. It crept in while he made a sandwich that he barely tasted. Each time he tried to dismiss it, the memory came back sharper, more detailed. The scent of perfume. The smoothness of the drawer sliding open.

It felt as though something were pulling at him from the back of his mind.

Josh stood and paced the living room, running a hand through his hair. “Get a grip,” he muttered. He told himself he was bored. Isolated. Hungover in a delayed way. Anyone would fixate under these circumstances. He tried to distract himself again.

The flat remained silent.

His eyes drifted, without his permission, towards the bedroom door.

The thought shifted then. Less abstract. More physical. He could almost feel the drawer there, closed but present, waiting. The idea unsettled him, but it also stirred a strange, quiet anticipation. His chest tightened slightly.

He went into the kitchen instead.

The vodka bottle stood where he’d left it.

Josh stopped before it and stared. He knew he shouldn’t. He was planning to stay sober, get healthy, and change his life. But the flat felt too sharp without a drink. Too quiet. He unscrewed the cap and poured a measure into a glass, telling himself it was just to take the edge off.

The burn spread warmth through him almost immediately.

He poured another.

By the time the glass was empty, the tension in his shoulders had eased. The edges of his thoughts softened. The pull towards the bedroom no longer felt like something to fight. He felt a little woozy.

Josh walked down the short hallway and stopped just outside the bedroom. He stood there for a moment, listening to his own breathing, aware of how loudly it seemed to sound in his ears. His skin felt more sensitive than usual, the fabric of his clothes registering with every movement.

He pushed the door open. At last.

The room looked the same as it had before. Neat. Ordered. Feminine. The scent of perfume lingered, faint but unmistakable. It wrapped around him as he stepped inside, familiar now and kind of comforting.

His gaze went straight to the dresser.

He crossed the room slowly, as though he were approaching something that might vanish if he rushed. He stood in front of it, hands hovering for a second above the smooth wood.

“This is stupid,” he whispered.

The words didn’t stop him.

Josh bent slightly and pulled the drawer open.

When his eyes settled on the contents of the drawer, something inside him shifted.

It wasn’t a shock this time. Not embarrassment. It was a deep, aching sense of longing that rose up so suddenly it made his breath catch. The lingerie lay exactly as it had before, soft fabrics folded with care, whites and pale shades layered together. Satin caught the light. Lace traced delicate patterns along edges and seams. Everything looked clean and beautiful.

Josh’s heart began to race.

The sound of it filled his ears, loud enough that he became aware of his own breathing, quick and shallow. For a moment, instinct kicked in and he drew back from the dresser as if he’d touched something hot. He turned away and sat down heavily on the edge of the bed, elbows resting on his knees, head bowed.

“This is getting out of hand,” he whispered.

But the words felt thin. Unconvincing.

His body hummed with a restless energy that refused to settle. His skin felt too tight, his clothes suddenly heavy and wrong again, the seams and fabric pressing in ways he couldn’t ignore. The image of the drawer lingered in his mind, not as a temptation exactly, but as a pull. A quiet insistence.

He stood again and went to the kitchen.

The vodka bottle waited. He didn’t bother with a glass this time. He took a long swallow, wincing at the burn, then another. Warmth spread through him, loosening something knotted deep in his chest. His thoughts slowed, smoothed, the sharp edges rounding off.

When he returned to the bedroom, the hesitation was gone.

Josh closed the door behind him and stood in the centre of the room. For a few seconds, he simply breathed, letting the quiet settle around him. Then he reached for the hem of his t-shirt and pulled it over his head, dropping it to the floor without ceremony. His jeans followed, then his underwear. Piece by piece, his familiar clothes pooled at his feet, looking dull and lifeless against the soft tones of the room.

He stood there naked, heart still beating fast but no longer erratic. His skin felt exposed in a way that was not unpleasant. The air brushed against him gently, cool and attentive.

He turned back to the dresser and reached into the drawer.

His fingers closed around a pair of white satin panties. The fabric slid between his fingertips, impossibly smooth, cool at first and then warming quickly. He lifted them carefully, almost reverently, and held them up. The satin caught the light, glowing softly.

Josh stepped into them slowly.

The fabric glided up his legs, offering no resistance, settling against him with a precision that made his breath stutter. When he pulled them into place, the sensation was immediate and overwhelming in its subtlety. The satin rested against his skin like it belonged there, light and secure all at once.

He exhaled, long and slow.

Next, he reached for the matching bra. White satin again, with fine detailing along the edges. He slipped his arms through the straps and brought it around his chest, fastening it with hands that were steadier now than he expected. When he adjusted it into place, the garment held him gently, offering structure and presence. He became acutely aware of his chest, of the way the bra shaped and supported him, of how his posture changed as he straightened slightly.

He moved to the bed and sat down, reaching into the drawer again.

Sheer white stockings lay folded together. He picked them up and unrolled one carefully, gathering the fabric before sliding it over his foot. The stocking climbed his leg smoothly, the material whisper-thin, cool against his skin. He took his time, rolling it higher, feeling the faint tension as it settled. The second followed the same careful ritual, the same quiet focus.

When he was done, he stood again and looked at himself.

The mirror reflected a version of him that felt both unfamiliar and deeply right. White satin against newly smooth skin. Clean lines. Soft contrasts. His breathing had slowed. His shoulders had dropped. The frantic energy that had driven him moments earlier was gone.

In its place was something else.

Joy, perhaps. But quieter than he would have expected. A calm that spread through him evenly, without spikes or urgency. It settled into his chest, his limbs, his thoughts. He felt present in his body in a way he never had before.

Josh sat back down on the bed and rested his hands in his lap. The satin beneath his palms was warm now, familiar. The stockings hugged his legs lightly. The bra held him with gentle certainty.

He closed his eyes.

For the first time in days, his mind was still. No pressure. No running commentary. No need to justify or explain what he was feeling. The sense of rightness was difficult to describe because it didn’t announce itself. It simply existed, steady and reassuring.

Josh sat on the edge of the bed, the mattress dipping slightly beneath his weight. The satin beneath him felt cool again after the warmth of his skin, a faint contrast that made him shift unconsciously. He went back to the kitchen and picked up the vodka bottle, carrying it into the bedroom.

He took another mouthful.

The vodka burned briefly, then spread warmth through him, deeper this time, heavier. It settled in his chest and limbs, smoothing everything out. His head tipped back slightly as he swallowed, eyes closing for a second longer than necessary.

When he opened them again, the room seemed softer around the edges.

He lay back slowly, careful not to rush, the bed welcoming him as he stretched out. The pillows cradled his head. The lingerie moved with him, satin sliding against skin, the stockings holding gently to his legs. Each breath felt deeper than the last, his chest rising and falling in an easy rhythm.

Sleepiness crept in without warning.

It wasn’t sudden, but it was insistent. A weight behind his eyes. A warmth in his limbs that made them feel pleasantly heavy. He blinked a few times, frowning faintly, as if concentrating might hold it off.

“Not yet,” he murmured to the empty room.

He tried to focus on the ceiling, on the light filtering through the curtains, on the steady beat of his heart. But his thoughts drifted, slipping sideways no matter how he tried to gather them. The calm he’d felt earlier deepened into something thicker, more enveloping.

His fingers curled loosely against the bedspread. The bottle rested forgotten on the table beside him.

Josh turned his head slightly and exhaled, long and slow. His eyes fluttered, opened briefly, then closed again. This time, they didn’t reopen.

He sank into the mattress, the last of his awareness dissolving as sleep took him, gentle and unavoidable, holding him there despite his faint, half-formed wish to stay awake just a little longer.

The dream came in layers.

Josh was already there when he became aware of himself, standing in a room that felt changeable, its boundaries shifting subtly as though the walls breathed. The light was low and golden, not coming from any single source. Shadows stretched long and soft across the floor, blurring where they should have ended.

He was wearing white lingerie.

Not the bedroom kind exactly, but something more stylised, more unreal. Satin and lace that caught the light and reflected it back in a faint sheen. The fabric hugged his body with a familiarity that felt natural here. The bra sat perfectly, lifting and shaping, the straps warm against his shoulders. The panties were smooth and delicate, the waistband resting comfortably at his hips. Stockings climbed his legs, sheer and luminous, seeming to glow faintly with each step he took.

He moved differently.

His posture was lighter, looser. His hips swayed with effortless grace, his steps small and feminine. When he laughed, the sound surprised him. It bubbled up easily, soft and musical, spilling out of him before he had time to think about it. He lifted a hand to his mouth as he giggled, fingers curling instinctively, a gesture that felt as old as muscle memory.

The room was full of men.

They were rugged, broad, solid figures, seated around heavy wooden tables that seemed to appear and disappear depending on where Josh looked. Their faces were partially obscured by shadow, but their presence was unmistakable. Thick arms. Stubbled jaws. Deep voices that rumbled through the space like distant thunder. They wore work shirts, boots, and clothes that spoke of physical strength and weight.

Josh felt small among them.

He carried a tray in his hands, though he couldn’t remember picking it up. Glasses rested on it, filled with amber and clear liquids that shimmered slightly, as if the drinks themselves were part of the dream’s logic rather than reality. As he moved between the tables, the men watched him openly.

Their attention washed over him in warm waves.

He felt it on his skin, a gentle pressure that made him glow from the inside. Their eyes followed the sway of his hips, the careful placement of his feet, the way the lace moved when he leaned forward to set a glass down. When one of them spoke to him, his name sounded stretched, affectionate, even if he didn’t recognise the voice.

“Careful,” someone said, amused.

Josh laughed again, softer this time, and tilted his head. “I am,” he replied, his voice higher here, lilting, each word shaped carefully. He didn’t remember choosing to sound that way. It simply emerged, fitting the moment perfectly.

A hand brushed briefly against his arm as he passed, rough fingers grazing his smooth skin. The contrast sent a pleasant shiver through him, and he smiled without looking back. He enjoyed this. The movement. The attention. The way he was seen.

Moments stretched and folded in on themselves. Sometimes he was serving drinks. Sometimes he was perched on the edge of a table, legs crossed, listening as the men spoke over him and around him. Their voices blended into a low, steady hum that grounded the room. He felt safe within it, buoyed by it.

At one point, he caught sight of himself reflected in a darkened surface.

He looked radiant.

His hair fell in soft waves around his face. His eyes were bright, expressive, framed by dark lashes. His lips curved naturally into a smile that never quite faded. The white lingerie made him glow against the darker shapes around him, a point of softness in a room built of weight and solidity.

He turned slowly in the reflection, admiring how he moved, how his body seemed to belong to the space it occupied. There was no self-consciousness. Someone laughed nearby, deep and warm, and Josh laughed too, the sound ringing out lightly as he spun back into the room. He lifted the tray again, feeling its reassuring weight in his hands, and stepped forward to continue.

The dream held him there, suspended in sensation and warmth, his giggles echoing softly as the room shifted and breathed around him, content in the role he occupied, delighted by the way it felt to simply be.

Josh’s eyes opened abruptly.

For a second, he didn’t know where he was. The room swam into focus in fragments: pale walls, the edge of the bed, light bleeding in through the curtains. His body felt heavy, pinned by the remnants of sleep. Then his gaze fixed on a shape standing near the foot of the bed.

Jack.

He stood there with his arms loosely folded, his weight settled comfortably on one leg. He wasn’t rushed. He wasn’t surprised. The faint smile on his face was slow and deliberate, edged with something that made Josh’s stomach drop.

“Well,” Jack said, his voice calm and amused, “what do we have here?”

Josh’s heart lurched violently in his chest.

He pushed himself upright in a sudden rush. The movement made him acutely aware of his body in a way that sent heat flooding to his face. His eyes dropped instinctively, following the line of his chest.

White satin.

The bra hugged him unmistakably, the straps tight against his shoulders. The panties sat smooth and bright against his hips. Sheer stockings clung to his legs. There was no confusion, no half-formed doubt.

He was still wearing the lingerie.

“Oh God—” Josh breathed, panic crashing in all at once. He clutched at the edge of the bed, fingers digging into the fabric as if it might anchor him. His pulse thundered in his ears. “This isn’t— I—”

Jack moved before he could say anything else.

There was a soft, unmistakable click.

Josh looked up just in time to see Jack lowering his phone, the screen glowing faintly. The smile never left his face.

“You really should lock doors,” Jack said mildly. “Or at least be more careful who you trust.”

Josh’s mouth opened and closed. His thoughts tangled, tripping over one another as he struggled to breathe past the tightness in his chest.

“I can explain,” he blurted out, the words tumbling out thin and desperate. “I don’t know how this happened, I was drinking and I— I didn’t mean—”

Jack raised a hand, not sharply, just enough to stop him. The gesture was effortless.

“Relax,” Jack said. “You look better when you’re not flailing.”

Josh froze.

Jack stepped closer, his shoes soft against the floor. He stopped just out of reach, looking Josh over slowly, openly. Not with shock. Not with disbelief. With assessment. Approval, even.

“You know,” Jack continued, “most people spend years pretending this side of themselves doesn’t exist.”

Josh shook his head weakly. “This isn’t me.”

Jack’s smile widened a fraction. “It is,” he said. “You’re just not used to seeing it this way.”

Josh’s hands trembled in his lap. He felt exposed in a way he’d never experienced before. Not just undressed, but seen. His mind raced, grasping for explanations, excuses, anything that might undo what had already happened.

Jack slipped his phone back into his pocket. “You really are quite pretty.”

Josh looked up at him, fear and confusion twisting together. “You’re not going to—”

Jack leaned in slightly, his voice dropping just enough to carry weight. “That depends entirely on how sensible you decide to be.”

“What…what do you mean?”

He straightened again, already turning away. “We’ll talk later.”

The door closed behind him with a quiet, final click.

Josh sat there, heart still pounding, staring at the empty space Jack had left behind, the white satin bright against his skin, the echo of that cruel smile burned into his mind.

Hands shaking, he reached out for the bottle and took a heavy swig. He lay back, conscious of the satin lingerie and knowledge that he had been seen. His vision blurred. For a moment, he tried to get up and take off the underwear. But he couldn’t. It was as if the room were preventing him. It was like the world itself was stopping him. His eyes drooped, his heart beat slowed, and sleep took him once again.


Chapter Six

Tisha’s alarm cut through the darkness at exactly two in the morning.

She groaned softly and rolled onto her back, blinking up at the ceiling as the sound continued, insistent and sharp against the quiet. After a moment, she reached out and silenced it, letting her arm fall back onto the mattress. The flat settled again, the hum of the city distant and muted at this hour.

She sat up slowly, the sheet slipping down her back, and reached for the dressing gown hanging from the chair beside the bed. She shrugged into it and tied the belt loosely at her waist, the fabric warm against her skin.

The room around her was a familiar mess.

Canvases leaned against the walls at odd angles, some finished, others layered with half-formed ideas. Sketches were spread across the floor, charcoal lines overlapping, corners curling. Open jars of brushes sat on a low table beside tubes of paint and a mug stained with old coffee. The air carried the faint smell of turpentine and incense, layered together in a way that felt like home to her.

Tisha stood and stretched, then reached up and gathered her hair, tying it back with a practised twist. Her movements were slow but purposeful now, the sleep still clinging to her but no longer in control. There were things to do.

She crossed the room and picked up a bag from beside the door. It was already packed with what she needed. She checked it briefly, fingers brushing over what was inside, then slung it over her shoulder.

The flat was quiet as she moved through it, her bare feet soundless on the floor. She paused for a moment at the door, one hand resting on the handle, her expression thoughtful rather than tired.

Then she opened it and stepped out into the hallway, pulling the door closed behind her with a soft click, already awake now, already focused, and headed out.

Tisha moved quietly down the stairwell, her bare feet barely making a sound against the steps. The building felt different at this hour. A little spooky as if souls had been removed and all that remained was concrete and glass. The usual background noises had drained away, leaving only the faint hum of electricity and the distant echo of traffic far beyond the walls.

She stopped outside Josh’s flat.

For a moment, she did nothing.

She leaned in slightly, head tilted, listening. There was no movement. No voices. No television. Not even the subtle sounds of someone turning in their sleep. The silence was complete, heavy enough to make her a little more nervous. If there had been noise, she would have an excuse not to continue. She could go back to bed and relax.

Tisha reached into the pocket of her dressing gown and took out a key.

She didn’t hesitate now.

The lock turned smoothly, barely a sound, and she pushed the door open just enough to slip inside. She closed it behind her with care, easing it shut until it clicked softly into place.

The flat was dark.

Moonlight filtered in through the curtains, laying pale shapes across the floor and furniture. The air was still, carrying that familiar, faint perfume that seemed to have settled into the space. Everything was exactly where it should be. Nothing disturbed. Nothing out of place. She had worked hard to redecorate it over the past few days and she was quite pleased with her efforts.

Tisha stood just inside the door, eyes adjusting, listening again.

She moved further into the flat, guided by the faint outline of the bedroom doorway. The darkness softened everything, edges blurring into one another as her eyes adjusted. She stopped when she reached the threshold and looked in.

Josh lay sprawled across the bed, completely still.

He was clearly out for the count. One arm lay flung loosely above his head, the other resting across his stomach. His breathing was slow and even, deep enough to gently lift and lower his chest. The curtains were drawn but not tightly, allowing a thin wash of moonlight to slip through and settle over him.

The white lingerie caught the light.

The satin bra stood out against his skin, pale and bright, the straps snug against his shoulders. The panties followed the clean line of his hips, and the sheer stockings clung softly to his legs, their subtle sheen visible even in the gloom. The contrast made him look strangely luminous, as though he belonged more to the dream than the room around him.

Tisha’s mouth curved into a small, thoughtful smile.

“Cute,” she murmured quietly, more to herself than anyone else.

She stepped inside and closed the bedroom door behind her just enough to keep the rest of the flat out. The scent of perfume hung heavier here, mingled with something else. Alcohol, faint but present. The vodka. She glanced briefly at the bedside table and noted the empty bottle before returning her attention to him.

Tisha sat down on the edge of the bed.

The mattress dipped under her weight, but Josh didn’t stir. She leaned forward slightly, elbows resting on her knees, hands loose in her lap. For a long moment, she simply watched him, studying the way the satin bra rose and fell with each breath, the way his face softened in sleep.

There was no judgment in her gaze. No shock. Only curiosity, and a quiet satisfaction.

She took in the details slowly. His longish hair falling into his eyes. The smoothness of his skin where the stockings ended. The way his body seemed to relax fully into the space, unguarded in a way he probably never was when awake.

Tisha sat there in the half-light, silent and still, letting the moment stretch. Whatever Jack had started, whatever Josh had stumbled into, it was all there in front of her now, laid bare. She opened the bag and took out the small gun-like contraption Jack had given her. She realised that he had tasked her with this not least because he wanted her involved sooner than later and mostly so she would not able to back down because she was culpable. She drew a small cartridge from the bag and loaded it into the gun.

This was the point of no return. She gently pulled the young man’s bra straps down to reveal his pectorals. As Jack had shown her, she pressed the gun directly onto his nipple and pulled the trigger gently. There was a small snapping sound, and Josh groaned, his lips parting slightly. She waited a moment, catching her breath, and then loaded another cartridge and did the same to his other nipple. This time, Josh did not move. His breathing was even and shallow. She wondered what dreams he was having.

She put the gun away and then took out a box and opened it. Inside was a metal chastity device. She pulled his silk panties down and fitted the ring around his hairless balls and cock. Then she slid the cage over him and clicked it into place. Finally, she locked it with a small key and then gave it a little tug to make sure it was secure. She pulled up his panties and giggled softly.

Her final task was to gather up all his male clothes. This wasn’t that difficult. The bag on the side was still unpacked, and only a pair of jeans, a t-shirt, and some underpants lay on the carpet by the dresser.

Tisha slipped out as quietly as she’d come, closing the door behind her until the latch clicked softly into place.

The flat fell back into silence.

Josh dreamed on, unaware that something subtle had shifted, already beginning to work its way through him as the night deepened around the building.
 


Chapter Seven

He seemed to tower above her. His muscular shoulders glistened in the light; his firm, granite jaw and full lips made her feel queasy in the pit of her stomach. His hairy chest glistened with sweat, and the outline of his abdomen rippled with strength and masculinity. She couldn’t breathe for a moment. She wanted him so much. She wanted him inside her. It screamed through every cell of her body, an uncontrollable desire that would not be easily quenched.

Josh woke with a gasp, the sound more like a scream. He stared down at his stocking-clad legs, pulled up and flung apart on the mattress. There was a burning sensation in his crotch area, and he reached down almost tearfully. It was as if he were somehow restricted.

His hands found the top of the panties, and he pushed his fingers in, feeling the hard metal between his legs. He sat up, hair falling over his eyes and looked with shock. His cock was caged. The pain was his morning erection trying to break free. He noticed what looked like a lock at the top of the cage. He pulled at it, tried to see if he could remove it, but couldn’t. Gasping, he looked around the room.

The last of the dream came back to him. He had been a woman, lying on her back in a pink, feminine bedroom. And the man? Josh pushed his feet off the side of the bed and grounded himself. It was then that he realised something else – the soft weight of his chest in the satin bra. He looked down, his brow creasing. He had always had a fairly puny chest, but now he seemed fuller. His nipples jutted out of the satin material, and he was suddenly aware of their sensitivity. The mere touch of them against the bra made him shiver.

Josh shook his head and reached for his phone. The empty vodka bottle sat on the side table, but his Samsung wasn’t. He got on his knees and looked under the bed. It wasn’t there either. His head was fuzzy, and he couldn’t quite think straight. What day was it? He’d lost track. He looked around the bedroom and then went into the living room. His phone was nowhere. And neither was his laptop. For that matter, where the hell was his bag? His cash and debit card were in it.

For a moment, panic overwhelmed him. He sat down on the sofa, trembling. He went to the window and looked out on the street, and then realised how he was dressed and sank down. The window backed onto a garden, a neat lawn and a small gazebo near the back. There was no sign of anyone.

Josh heard a clearing of a throat behind him. He turned with a cry of surprise. Jack Hanson was standing in the kitchen doorway, a mug of coffee in his large club of a hand. He smiled cruelly.

“I thought you’d never wake up,” he said.

“How long have you been here?” Josh’s voice came out in a nervous squeak. Once again he realised how he was dressed and tried unsuccessfully to cover himself up.

“Long enough to see you thrusting about in bed. Bad dream? Or was it a good one?”

“What have you done to me?”

Jack took a sip of his coffee. He was dressed in a blue shirt and tie and black, trousers. His shoes were immaculately shined. His watch glistened in the light from the window. “A little experiment to see if you were suitable.”

“For what? This?”

“I didn’t make you put on women’s lingerie, did I?”

Josh couldn’t argue with that. “Where’s my stuff?”

“Safe.”

“Give it back.”

“No.”

“I’ll call the police.”

“No, you won’t.” His eyes flared briefly. All the while, Josh kept looking at him, and strange sensations seemed to flood through him. His breasts seemed to become ultra-sensitive. The cage between his legs began to hurt again.

He stepped forward, reaching into his pocket and pulling out his phone. “You’re going to do exactly what I say.” He looked on the phone, then turned it to Josh. There was a video of him lying on the bed in white satin lingerie, legs parted, playing with his breasts, moaning loudly. Josh blushed. “Looks like you were having a good time, after all.” Jack put the phone away and stared for a moment at Josh. “You’re quite pretty, you know. A little bit of training and you just might be the perfect girl.”

“Please, let me go.”

“Is that what you really want?” he asked. He stepped forward and stroked Josh’s hair gently. Goosebumps lifted on Josh’s forearm as Jack towered over him. He looked up, his mouth slightly open.

Then Jack broke the spell. He moved away and said, “A friend of mine will be down shortly. She will spend the day training you in feminine behaviour. You will follow her instructions exactly. Do you understand?”

Josh nodded, still trembling.

“Say it,” said Jack sharply.

“Yes, I understand.”

He seemed satisfied. “In the meantime, I suggest you take a shower.”

He left, and Josh heard the door close and the lock turn. It was as if he were still in his dream. Unable to snap out of it. He searched the bedroom for some wearable clothes, but all he could find was the sexy lingerie and lots of dresses and skirts. He could wrap himself in a sheet and climb out the window, but it was quite a drop. Then he remembered the video. He sat on the sofa as the key turned in the front door, and it burst open.

A young woman stood there, smiling brightly. She was barely five feet tall, dressed in a miniskirt and a crop top, with some kind of goth makeup, her hair spiky. On her feet were a pair of shiny Doc Martens. She was carrying a holdall which seemed to be bursting with hair products.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Tish.” She dropped the bag. Josh stared at her. He looked as she stepped back, closed the door, and locked it. “You wouldn’t get very far,” she added.

He sat down on the sofa, feeling his breasts bounce. They seemed to be getting a little bigger.

“Look, we’ve got a lot of work to do before this evening, sweetie, so I suggest you buckle up and do as you’re told. It’s really for the best.”

“The best? You’ve kidnapped me.”

“Oh, really, that’s so narrow-minded. We’re liberating you.”

“This is a nightmare. What do you mean by ‘before this evening’?”

She smiled almost sweetly. “Why, it’s your debut as a Tiffany.”

She stood in front of him with her hands on her hips. He looked up at her, feeling utterly pathetic. She opened the wardrobe door and took out a red silk robe, handing it to Josh. “Go and take a shower first and then dry and moisturise.”

Josh stood under the shower, water cascading over him in steady sheets, the sound filling the small space until it felt sealed off from the rest of the world.

He rested one hand against the tiled wall and let the heat soak into him.

He should have been questioning everything. He knew that, distantly. The situation, the flat, Jack, Tisha, the way the last few days no longer fitted together in a way that made sense. And yet, as the water ran over his body, the questions felt strangely muted, as though they were wrapped in cotton.

His gaze dropped without conscious intent.

There was no mistaking it now. His breasts were fuller, heavier than they had been even yesterday, the curve of them unmistakable as the water traced their shape. They moved slightly when he shifted, weight responding to gravity in a way that startled him.

Josh swallowed.

“I don’t understand why I’m letting this happen,” he murmured, though the sound was swallowed by the spray.

He lifted both hands and cupped his chest almost unconsciously, fingertips pressing lightly into warm, sensitive flesh. The sensation bloomed immediately, not sharp or overwhelming, but deep and resonant, sending a quiet thrill through him that made his breath catch

Joy followed it.

It settled in him gently, spreading outward from his chest and loosening something he hadn’t realised was tight. The feeling surprised him more than the physical change itself. He had expected fear, resistance, some instinctive rejection. Instead, there was a soft, persistent happiness that made him close his eyes and lean back into the spray.

The water ran over his shoulders, down his sides, between the curves of his breasts, tracing lines that made his skin feel newly alive. Every sensation registered more clearly than it ever had before. He became aware of the way the spray scattered when it struck him, of the warmth pooling and running, of how present his body felt.

“Tiffany,” he said aloud, testing the name as if it belonged to someone else.

Josh shifted under the water, turning slowly, watching the way his body moved now, how balance and posture had subtly changed. He should have been alarmed by how easily he was adapting, by how little resistance he felt. Instead, he found himself adjusting without thinking, accommodating the new weight, the new shape.

“Jesus Christ, mate, snap out of it,” he said.

The words echoed faintly off the tiles, then dissolved. The shower continued its steady rhythm, indifferent to his confusion. As he stood there, hands resting lightly against his chest, the questions began to blur again, pushed aside by sensation and that same quiet sense of rightness. He looked down at the cage and wondered how it had been attached. By who?

Josh shut off the water and stepped out of the shower, steam curling around him as the cooler air met his skin. He reached for a towel and dried himself slowly, carefully, as though his body required a different kind of attention now. The towel moved over him in steady strokes, soaking up water, brushing over curves that were still new enough to make him pause.

When his skin was dry, he reached for the moisturiser on the shelf.

He didn’t remember deciding to use it. His hand simply closed around the bottle, his thumb pressing the pump with familiar ease. The lotion was cool at first, then warmed quickly as he spread it over his arms, his stomach, his legs. He worked methodically, palms gliding over smooth skin, the scent faint and clean. When he reached his chest, he slowed, fingers circling gently, taking more care than necessary.

By the time he finished, his skin felt soft, as though it had been waiting for this kind of attention all his life. He slipped into the silk dressing gown and shuddered a little as it settled over his body.

Tisha stood near the bed, her back to him. Spread out across the bed were her tools, laid out with precision. Brushes. Bottles. Small containers. A hairdryer, hairspray and rollers.

She turned to look at him. Her expression was calm but firm, her eyes sharp and focused as they took him in. She didn’t smile.

“Good,” she said simply.

Josh shifted his weight, the towel tightening slightly at his waist. “Tisha, I—”

She raised a hand, stopping him mid-sentence.

“No,” she said. Her voice was steady, authoritative. “Listen.”

She stepped closer, stopping just in front of him. Close enough that he could smell her, something earthy and familiar. She looked up at him, meeting his eyes directly.

“You are to think of yourself as Tiffany now,” she said. “Josh no longer exists. You are a girl.”


Chapter Eight

Tiffany sat perfectly still in front of the vanity mirror, hands folded in her lap, her reflection staring back at her as if it belonged to someone else. The silk robe she wore caught the morning light, reflected softly, the fabric shifting with every small breath she took. It clung just enough to show the outline of her growing breasts beneath it, the gentle curves visible where the silk fell.

She barely recognised herself.

Her face looked calmer than she felt. Softer. The steam from the earlier shower had left a faint warmth in her skin, a slight flush on her cheeks. Her straight hair fell loose around her shoulders, framing her face in a way that made her eyes seem larger, more open.

Behind her, Tisha stood quietly.

Tiffany saw her shape resolving into focus in the mirror as Tisha stepped closer. There was no rush in her movements. She reached out and lifted Tiffany’s hair gently, gathering it between her fingers and raising it just enough to expose the line of her neck.

Tiffany’s breath caught. She watched in the mirror as Tisha held her hair up some more, the silk robe shimmering as she shifted slightly on the stool.

“We’ll start with the hair,” Tisha said.

She picked up a comb and drew it through Tiffany’s hair slowly, starting at the ends and working her way up with practiced patience. The teeth slid easily through the strands, the sound soft and rhythmic in the quiet room. Tiffany watched as her hair fell neatly back into place, darker where it was still slightly damp, catching the light where it dried.

“Shoulder length already,” Tisha said, assessing it as she gathered a section between her fingers. “That’s going to be easy to style.”

She reached for some scissors and trimmed just a little, precisely and controlled. There was no dramatic change, no handfuls of hair falling away. Just small adjustments, shaping rather than removing. Her movements were confident, the kind that came from good muscle memory.

Tiffany sat very still, aware of every sensation. The gentle pull as Tisha lifted sections of hair. The faint snip of the scissors. The light brush of fingers against her neck when a strand slipped loose. She found herself relaxing into it without meaning to, shoulders lowering as the minutes passed.

“I used to work in a hair salon,” Tisha explained casually, continuing to comb and trim. “Years ago.”

Tiffany’s eyes flicked up in the mirror. “Really?”

Tisha nodded. “Before the art took over. Paid the bills for a while. You don’t forget it once you’ve learned.”

She stepped back slightly, tilting her head as she checked the shape, then moved in again to make another small correction.

“This part’s easy,” Tisha added, setting the scissors down for the moment and running the comb through Tiffany’s hair once more. “Your hair is going to look amazing. We just have to help it along a bit.”

Tiffany swallowed, eyes still fixed on the mirror, as Tisha’s hands continued their steady, skilful work behind her.

“How do you know Jack?” she asked.

Tisha stopped. Not abruptly, but enough that Tiffany noticed immediately. She set the comb down and leaned forward slightly so their eyes met properly in the mirror.

“Stop,” Tisha said.

Tiffany’s stomach tightened. “What?”

“That voice,” Tisha replied calmly. “It’s all wrong.”

She straightened and rested her hands lightly on Tiffany’s shoulders. “You can look more like a girl. You can be shaped into one. The attributes are all there. But if you don’t talk and act like one, it won’t work.”

Tiffany blinked, heat rising in her cheeks. “I didn’t—”

Tisha cut her off gently. “I know. That’s why we correct it now.” She leaned in closer, her tone firm but not unkind. “Soften it. Less tension. Less push. Let your inner girl come out.”

Tiffany swallowed and nodded faintly.

“Now,” Tisha said, “repeat the question.”

Tiffany drew a breath and tried again, consciously letting it out more slowly, easing the tightness in her throat. Her voice came out quieter this time, lighter.

“How… how do you know Jack?” she asked.

Tisha smiled, just a little.

“Better,” she said, picking the comb back up and resuming her careful work through Tiffany’s hair. “Much better.”

“I met Jack a couple of years ago, when I was going nowhere fast. I was drinking most nights, doing whatever drugs were around, telling myself it was part of being an artist when really I was just hiding from the fact that I couldn’t focus on anything. My work was getting worse, not better. I’d start pieces and abandon them. I’d miss deadlines, burn bridges, and make excuses. I knew I was messing up my life, but I didn’t know how to stop.

“Jack saw it straight away. He didn’t try to save me or comfort me; he just stepped in and imposed order. Rules. Structure. Expectations. I hated it at first. I pushed back, argued, and disappeared for days at a time. Most people would’ve walked away, but he didn’t.

“He kept pulling me back, kept insisting I do the work, keep regular hours, take myself seriously. Slowly, it started to stick. Once the chaos was gone, the art came back stronger. Now I’m producing work I’m actually proud of. I’ve had pieces shown, real exhibition space, and people in the art world are starting to know my name. None of that would’ve happened without him refusing to give up on me, even when I tried to make it impossible.”

“Are you Jack’s girlfriend?” Tiffany asked, her voice still careful, softer than before.

“It’s kind of complicated,” Tisha replied. “We’re on and off. I don’t do being tied down very well, and he doesn’t pretend I should be anything I’m not. What matters is that I get to live rent-free, I don’t have to worry about survival, and I can concentrate on my art without everything falling apart. That works for both of us.”

Satisfied with the shape she’d created, Tisha set the scissors aside and reached for a small bottle. She worked a little cream into her palms, then began applying it through Tiffany’s hair with slow, deliberate movements, lifting sections gently to encourage volume and definition. Her touch was confident and unhurried, fingers knowing exactly where to press and release.

Tiffany felt the subtle pull as Tisha shaped and smoothed, the faint scent of the cream mixing with the clean smell of her hair. There was something deeply calming about it. The careful attention. The assumption that she was meant to sit there and be pampered.

It reminded her of nothing she could clearly name, only a sense of being allowed to stop thinking for a while. To let someone else decide what came next. The gentle rhythm of Tisha’s hands, the quiet focus of the moment, made everything else fade into the background.

Tisha reached for some rollers and began working them into Tiffany’s hair, sectioning each area quickly and neatly. Her hands moved with ease, wrapping, securing with a pin, then moving on without hesitation.

“Once we brush it out a bit,” Tisha explained, fastening the last roller in place, “it’ll look fabulous.”

Tiffany smiled at her reflection, the rollers framing her face in a way that felt oddly promising. “Can I ask you something?”

“Go on,” Tisha replied, already checking the placement. “Lighten your voice a bit more.”

“Your look,” Tiffany said carefully. “The gothic thing.”

Tisha gave a short laugh. “It’s just a phase. One of many.”

“Do you like Goth music?” Tiffany asked.

“God, no,” Tisha said. “Can’t stand most of it. I just love the look. The contrast. The drama. I’ve always wanted to be taken by a handsome vampire.”

She stepped back and wiped her hands together lightly. “Next week, I might look completely different. Softer. Sharper. Brighter. It depends on how I feel.”

Tiffany considered that. “So it’s not… fixed.”

“Nothing should be,” Tisha said. “A girl should try different looks. Different versions of herself. You don’t have to decide who you are all at once.” She met Tiffany’s eyes in the mirror, her expression certain. “You’ll see.”

“Does Jack like it?” Tiffany asked, her voice still light, almost tentative.

Tisha smiled slightly. “He prefers ultra-feminine women,” she said. “Soft lines, polished, unmistakable. That’s his taste.”

She adjusted one of the rollers and shrugged. “But he puts up with my fashion swings. He knows the look changes, not the core. As long as I’m disciplined where it matters, clothes are just clothes.”

Her eyes met Tiffany’s in the mirror. “You’ll learn the difference.”

Tisha gave Tiffany’s hair a final, even mist of hairspray, the cloud settling softly over the rollers and catching the light before disappearing. The scent hung briefly in the air.

“There,” she said, satisfied. “Now we’ll do your nails.”

She moved a chair closer and gestured for Tiffany to extend her hands. Tiffany did so without hesitation, resting them in Tisha’s grasp. Her fingers felt oddly delicate there, palms warm, skin still faintly scented from the moisturiser. Tisha worked methodically, pushing back cuticles, smoothing, and filing, her brow creased in quiet concentration. Every movement was precise, as though she’d done this hundreds of times before.

Tiffany watched, transfixed, as her hands were shaped and prepared. The attention felt intimate, focused entirely on making something beautiful. She found herself holding her breath without meaning to, afraid to disrupt the process.

Tisha selected the nails next. Long, glossy, a deep, unapologetic red. She lined them up carefully, matching each one to Tiffany’s fingers before fixing them in place with firm, confident pressure.

“These are long,” Tiffany said softly, watching her hands change in front of her.

“You’ll get used to them,” Tisha replied without looking up. “Every girl does. You just learn to move a little differently.”

When Tisha released her hands, Tiffany lifted them slowly, turning them this way and that. The nails caught the light immediately, vivid and dramatic. Her fingers looked longer, more expressive. She flexed them gently, the weight unfamiliar but strangely pleasing.

Tisha was already moving on.

She shifted down to Tiffany’s feet, guiding them into position with the same calm authority. She removed any remaining moisture, smoothed the nails, and began painting them with the same rich red. The brush glided carefully, leaving glossy colour in its wake. The contrast between the polish and Tiffany’s skin was striking, deliberate.

Tiffany stared down at the transformation, at how coordinated it all looked. Hands and feet matching.

“Try not to smudge them,” she said. “Sit still.”

Tiffany smiled faintly and nodded, toes spread just enough to let the polish set. She felt different now in a way that went beyond appearance. The long nails altered how she held herself, how she thought about movement. The colour felt bold and unmistakably feminine.

While the nail varnish dried on Tiffany’s toes dried, Tisha stood and moved quietly out to the kitchen. Tiffany could hear the soft sounds of preparation: the kettle filling, the click of the switch, cupboards opening and closing.

She studied her reflection. The rollers sat snugly in her hair, neat and purposeful, promising shape and softness yet to come. They framed her face in a way that made her look ready to blossom.

The silk robe shimmered every time she breathed. The fabric caught the light and flowed over her body, skimming her waist and draping over the curves of her breasts. She shifted slightly on the stool and watched how the silk responded, how it clung and released, how it traced her without effort. Her nipples hardened a little and showed through the material.

She lifted her hands before the mirror, fingers spread slightly. The long red nails glimmered in the light, glossy and rich, each one perfectly shaped. They looked decadent. Excessive in the best possible way.

A quiet thrill moved through her.

She lowered her hands again and looked back at her face. There was still uncertainty there, but it sat alongside something else now. Anticipation. A growing sense of excitement.

Tisha returned a moment later, carrying two mugs. She set one down within easy reach, careful not to disturb Tiffany’s hands.

“Milk and one sugar,” she said simply.

Tiffany smiled at her reflection rather than turning around. “Thank you.”

She wrapped her fingers carefully around the mug, mindful of the nails, adjusting her grip instinctively until it felt right. The warmth seeped into her hands as she took a small sip, eyes still locked on the mirror.

“The cage,” Tiffany said finally. “Why?”

Tisha sighed. “It’s to…stop you, you know.”

“Did he…?”

Tisha held up her hand and smiled, “Sorry, that was me.”

Tiffany blushed. She didn’t know what to say to that. She could feel the coolness of the cage and wasn’t sure whether she liked it or needed to resist it.

“Who has the key?” She asked.

“Who do you think?”

Tiffany lifted her eyes to meet Tisha’s in the mirror.

“Now the makeup,” Tisha said, moving on quickly. “We’ll do a daytime look for the moment. Something more exotic for this evening.”

Tisha’s mouth curved into a small, approving smile as she set her mug down and reached for the brushes.

The rollers remained in place as the makeup began. A clean, flat surface on the vanity was prepared, and items were arranged in precise order. Bottles, lids loosened; brushes laid parallel, handles aligned. The mirror was adjusted slightly so the light fell evenly across Tiffany’s face.

She began lightly plucking the eyebrows. The small stings made Tiffany wince a little, but, as usual, Tisha worked quickly.

A soft cloth was used first to ensure the skin was completely clean and dry. Micellar water was applied with a cotton pad, drawn gently across the forehead, down the bridge of the nose, over the cheeks, and along the jawline. The pad was replaced and the process repeated around the eyes and mouth with lighter pressure. The skin was left clear and matte.

A lightweight moisturising primer followed. A small amount was dispensed and warmed briefly between fingers before being smoothed over the face. It was applied from the centre outward, across the forehead, down the nose, and over the cheeks, blending carefully into the hairline and along the jaw. The texture settled quickly, leaving a smooth, even base.

The foundation was applied next. A liquid formula was pumped once onto the back of Tisha’s hand. A dense brush picked it up and stippled it onto the skin in small, controlled motions. Coverage was built gradually, again beginning at the centre of the face and working outward. The brush moved along the cheeks, across the chin, around the mouth, and up toward the temples. The tone evened out as it was blended, reducing shadows and redness without obscuring natural contours. A damp sponge was then pressed lightly over the skin to remove excess product and soften edges.

Concealer was added sparingly. A lighter shade was placed beneath the eyes in small arcs, then tapped into place with a fingertip until it disappeared into the foundation. Additional concealer was applied around the nostrils and at the corners of the mouth, blended carefully to maintain a seamless finish.

A setting powder was applied with a large, soft brush. The brush was tapped to remove excess, then swept lightly across the face. Focus was given to the forehead, nose, and chin. The powder reduced shine while preserving the skin’s natural texture.

Contour was introduced subtly. A cool-toned powder was drawn beneath the cheekbones with an angled brush, starting near the ear and stopping short of the mid-cheek. The same shade was used lightly along the sides of the nose and beneath the jawline. Each area was blended thoroughly to avoid harsh lines.

Blush followed. A soft, natural shade was applied to the apples of the cheeks, then blended upward toward the temples. The colour added warmth without overpowering the base.

Highlighter was placed with restraint. A small brush dusted it along the tops of the cheekbones, the bridge of the nose, and the cupid’s bow. The effect was subtle, catching the light without appearing reflective.

The eyebrows were shaped next. She brushed the hairs upward and outward. A pencil filled in sparse areas using short, hair-like strokes, maintaining a natural arch. The brows were then set with a clear gel and brushed into place to hold their shape.

Eye primer was applied across the lids with a fingertip, creating a smooth surface for shadow. Once set, a neutral matte shade was swept across the entire lid as a base. A slightly darker tone was blended into the crease using a soft, tapered brush, adding gentle depth. The edges were diffused carefully to maintain a daytime softness.

A light shimmer was pressed onto the centre of the lids, catching the light when the eyes moved. The lower lash line received a faint wash of the same neutral shade, blended out to avoid harshness.

Eyeliner was applied next. A fine brush traced a thin line along the upper lash line, kept close to the lashes. The line extended only slightly at the outer corners, maintaining a clean, understated shape. No liner was applied to the lower lid.

Mascara was then applied in controlled strokes. The wand coated the upper lashes from root to tip, separating and lengthening without clumping. A second light coat added definition. The lower lashes received a single, careful pass.

The lips were prepared with balm, allowed to absorb briefly, then blotted. A lip liner defined the natural shape with a soft, neutral tone. Lipstick followed, applied with a brush for precision. The colour was understated and balanced, complementing the rest of the face. A setting spray finished the process. It was misted lightly over the face, allowing all layers to meld.

“There you are,” said Tisha, touching Tiffany’s shoulders lightly.

Tiffany felt an unfamiliar squirm of delight in her stomach, something close to joy, as she studied her reflection.

Tisha opened the dresser drawer and reached inside without hesitation. She took out a satin-red teddy trimmed with black lace and laid it carefully on the bed, smoothing it flat so the fabric caught the light. The satin gleamed softly, the lace outlining its shape with deliberate contrast. Next came a pair of black lace stockings, folded neatly, placed beside it. This simple act of laying out the lingerie made Tiffany again squirm inside. As if this was the final act of supplication.

She stood and untied the silk robe, letting it slide from her shoulders and fall away behind her. She stepped closer to the bed and picked up the teddy. The satin was cool and fluid in her hands, heavier than it looked, the lace fine and intricate along the edges.

She stepped into it slowly.

The fabric gathered briefly at her feet before she drew it up over her legs, the satin gliding smoothly against her skin. As it rose, it followed the shape of her hips and waist, settling neatly as she adjusted it into place. She slipped her arms through the straps and lifted it higher, the front panel smoothing over her torso. The lace trim framed her chest, the satin holding close without pinching or pulling.

Tisha adjusted the straps at her shoulders, tightening them slightly until the fit was secure and balanced. The teddy settled into place, the red satin contrasting sharply against Tiffany’s skin, the black lace adding a delightful definition.

Next came the stockings.

Tiffany sat on the edge of the bed and unrolled the first stocking carefully, gathering the lace top before guiding it over her foot. The lace slid up her calf, the nylon stretching lightly as it climbed. She rolled it higher, smoothing it with her palms until it sat evenly against her thigh. She repeated the process with the second stocking, taking the same care to align the lace on each side.

Once both were in place, she stood and adjusted them again, again ensuring the tops sat level and symmetrical. The lace felt delicate but secure, the sheer fabric revealing skin beneath while softening its outline.

She turned her attention to the shoes that Tisha had set down by the bed.

The black high heels were glossy, with heels about 4 inches. She lifted one and set it down, stepping into it slowly, guiding her foot until it settled fully into place. The heel lifted her posture immediately, shifting her weight forward. She fastened the strap, checked the fit, then repeated the motion with the second shoe.

When she stood fully upright, the heels changed the line of her body. Her legs lengthened, her stance narrowed slightly, balance adjusting as she took a careful step forward. She paused, then took another, the sound of the heels soft against the floor.

Tisha asked her to sit, and Tiffany did so carefully, lowering herself onto the chair as Tisha moved in behind her. One by one, the rollers were removed. Each section of hair was released gently, falling into place with soft movement. Tisha worked methodically, lifting, loosening, letting the hair settle before moving on to the next.

Once the rollers were gone, she took a brush and drew it lightly through Tiffany’s hair. The bristles moved slowly, shaping rather than flattening, encouraging softness and flow. With each pass, the hair fell more naturally, framing Tiffany’s face and resting against her neck and shoulders. Tiffany became aware of the sensation immediately. The light brushing of hair against her skin was constant and delicate, moving with her breath, shifting when she turned her head even slightly.

Tisha stepped back and gestured for her to stand.

She guided Tiffany across the room to a full-length mirror and positioned her directly in front of it. Tiffany lifted her eyes and saw herself fully for the first time.

Her hair fell smoothly to her shoulders, full and softly shaped, catching the light as it moved. The makeup was balanced and flattering, bringing out her eyes and softening her features without overpowering them. The red satin teddy fitted her perfectly, the black lace adding contrast and detail. The stockings and heels lengthened her legs, changing the line of her stance and the way she carried herself.

She looked pretty.

Not in an abstract way, not as an idea, but clearly, unmistakably pretty. The reflection showed someone polished and feminine, someone who looked like she belonged exactly as she was. Her heart lifted as she took it in, a quiet happiness spreading through her that made her smile without thinking.

Tiffany shifted slightly and watched how the mirror version moved with her. The hair brushed her shoulders again, the satin caught the light, the heels held her steady. The happiness deepened, warm and steady, filling her chest and settling there.

“You are so pretty,” whispered Tisha.


Chapter Nine

Tisha stood by the window and motioned for Tiffany to begin. The space between the bed and the mirror became a short runway, ready for the new girl to strut her stuff. Tiffany took a first step forward carefully, placing her foot down with more attention than she had ever given to walking, probably since she was a toddler. The high heels felt awkward, her stockinged feet slipping slightly as she walked.

“Again,” Tisha said.

Tiffany turned and walked back the other way. Her heels created a soft beat against the carpet, each step landing a fraction too wide, her shoulders a little too tense. She was aware of everything at once: balance, height, the unfamiliar angle of her hips.

With the next step, she felt the gentle movement of her chest, the subtle bounce of her growing breasts, contained by the satin teddy but unmistakable all the same. The sensation made her hesitate for half a second.

“Don’t fight it,” Tisha said. “Trust your body and just let the girl flow.”

Tiffany nodded, though she wasn’t quite sure what that really meant. She tried again. This time she shortened her stride, placing one foot in front of the other more deliberately. The change altered everything. Her hips shifted naturally, weight transferring more smoothly from side to side. The exaggerated movement of her chest followed, a soft, rhythmic response rather than something sudden or jarring.

She walked the length of the room again. It was like learning a new language only with her body. She concentrated so hard on her legs that her arms hung stiffly by her sides.

Tisha stopped her with a raised hand. “Your hands.”

Tiffany let go a sigh of frustration. Being this girl was proving more difficult than she thought. Looking the part was only half the challenge.

“Let them move,” Tisha said. “Don’t swing like you’re marching. Let them float.”

She briefly demonstrated, lifting her hands and letting them rest loosely, fingers relaxed, wrists soft. The movement was minimal but expressive and hopelessly feminine.

Tiffany tried to copy her, lifting her hands slightly away from her sides. On the next walk, she allowed them to move with her steps, small shifts and turns that followed the motion of her shoulders. The effect was immediate. Her whole posture softened.

They repeated the walk again and again. Each pass refined something small. Her chin lifted a touch. Her shoulders dropped back. Her steps grew quietly confident. She began to feel the bounce of her breasts not as a distraction but as part of the motion, a reminder of the rhythm she was finding. A reminder that she was a girl.

Tisha circled her slowly, watching from different angles. “You’re improving,” she smiled.

Tiffany started again, this time determined to let her newfound feminine energy loose on the world. Another half hour followed. The movement smoothed out. Her weight settled more naturally into her hips. The heels no longer felt like obstacles but extensions of her posture.

“Better,” Tisha said. “Again.”

Tisha showed her how to pivot on the ball of her foot, letting her shoulders and hips follow rather than twisting sharply. Tiffany practised turning at the end of the room, first stiffly, then with more ease. Each successful turn brought a small surge of confidence.

Tiffany walked, slowed, then came to a halt, letting her weight settle onto one hip almost naturally. Her chest rose and fell with each breath. Her hair brushed her shoulders. The pose felt instinctive.

Tisha nodded. They returned to the mirror.

“Hands,” Tisha said.

She guided Tiffany through a series of simple gestures. How to hold her hands together loosely in front of her. How to rest one hand lightly at her waist. How to lift a hand to adjust hair without clenching fingers. Each movement was broken down, practised, and repeated until it no longer felt so deliberate.

Tiffany watched her reflection as she worked through each one. The red nails caught the light with every movement, drawing attention to her hands. She learned to slow down, to let them finish each gesture cleanly rather than snapping back to stillness and with that came a certain feminine grace.

“Your hands speak before your mouth does,” Tisha said.

Next came sitting and standing.

Tisha showed her how to turn slightly before sitting, how to smooth imaginary fabric beneath her, how to keep her knees together as she lowered herself. Standing was the reverse: a gentle lean forward, weight through the feet, rise without haste. Tiffany practised until the movements flowed together.

Finally, Tisha stepped back and folded her arms.

“Talk,” she said. “Anything.”

Tiffany swallowed. “I… don’t know what to say.”

“That’s fine,” Tisha replied. “Say that.”

Tiffany tried again, consciously softening her voice, letting it rise slightly at the end of the sentence. “I don’t know what to say.”

Tisha shook her head. “Too careful. Breathe.”

They worked through it slowly. Tiffany learned to release tension in her throat, to let her voice sit higher without pushing. She practised speaking while walking, speaking while standing still, speaking while turning. Each time, Tisha corrected small things. Volume. Pace. Inflection.

Tiffany repeated phrases, adjusting until the sound matched the movement of her body. Her voice grew lighter, more fluid. She stopped forcing it and began letting it emerge naturally.

They added expression next. Smiling while speaking. Letting her eyebrows move. Using her hands to punctuate words without overdoing it. The coordination was difficult at first, but gradually it came together. Tiffany seemed to be a quick learner.

Tisha guided her through short, simple exchanges. Greetings. Small comments. Casual questions. It seemed that Tiffany was shifting from something rigid to a new being.

By the time they stopped, her legs ached slightly from the heels, her body warm from movement. She stood in front of the mirror again, breathing steadily, watching herself shift her weight from one foot to the other without thinking.

“That’s enough for now,” she said.

Tisha crossed the room and opened the wardrobe, pushing aside hangers with a practised flick of her wrist. She searched without hurry, fingers brushing fabric, pausing now and then before moving on. After a moment, she drew out a dress and let the rest fall back into place.

It was a soft summer dress in red.

The fabric was light, designed to move, with a gentle, flowing skirt. Tisha held it up and stepped back toward Tiffany, lifting it against her body to check the fit. The red worked immediately, warming her skin, echoing the colour of her nails without matching them exactly.

“Put it on,” Tisha said.

Tiffany slipped the dress over her head carefully, mindful of her hair. The fabric slid down over her shoulders and chest, falling smoothly along her torso before settling over her hips and legs. It moved differently from the teddy's satin. Softer. Lighter. As it fell into place, she felt it brush across her thighs, cool and fluid, the hem grazing her knees with each small shift of her weight.

The sensation brought that familiar joy back again, quiet but unmistakable.

Tisha adjusted the dress, smoothing the fabric at the waist, tugging it gently where it needed to sit better. She straightened the neckline, then crouched to arrange the hem, making sure it hung evenly. She went to a box on the dresser, opened it and took out a delicate silver necklace. She fastened it around Tiffany’s neck, adjusting it slightly.

She stood and took the new girl by the arm, guiding her back to the full-length mirror.

The dress changed everything.

The red softened her silhouette, the fabric moving with her. The neckline framed her chest naturally. The skirt skimmed her legs, allowing just enough movement to draw attention. With her hair loose around her shoulders and the daytime makeup finished, the effect was immediate and complete.

Tiffany looked at herself and smiled. Tisha stepped back to see the full picture, then nodded once, satisfied.

“You look gorgeous,” she said.

The words settled warmly, reinforcing what Tiffany could already see. She turned slightly and watched the dress respond, the hem lifting and falling with the movement. The joy deepened, steady and reassuring, filling her chest and easing into every part of her.

She stayed in front of the mirror for a moment longer, taking it in. The dress. The colour. The way it felt to stand there like this.

Tisha reached past her and adjusted a final detail at the shoulder. “This,” she whispered, “is almost perfect.”

Tisha turned back to the wardrobe and reached for a small handbag hanging from one of the hooks inside. It was compact and structured, black with a gold trim. She opened it and began placing items. A compact. Lipstick. A small brush. A slim bottle of something tucked neatly into a side pocket.

She closed the bag and walked back across the room, holding it out.

“For you,” she said.

Tiffany’s fingers closed around the handle. The weight was light but noticeable, its presence unfamiliar and strangely significant. She looked down at it, then back up at Tisha.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

“Out.”

Tiffany hesitated. The word almost made her flinch. Outside meant being seen. Being looked at. Judged. She glanced at the mirror again, at the red dress, at herself standing there like this.

“I don’t know if I’m ready,” she breathed.

Tisha didn’t argue. She didn’t reassure her or slow down. She simply stepped closer and met Tiffany’s eyes.

“You are,” she said with certainty.

Tiffany’s fingers tightened around the handbag. A dozen thoughts tried to surface at once, reasons to stay, to delay, to suggest waiting just a little longer. None of them quite formed. The pull to follow Tisha felt stronger than the hesitation, a steady pressure that made resistance feel pointless.

Tisha reached out and took Tiffany’s arm, her grip firm.

“Come on,” she said.

Tiffany allowed herself to be guided, her steps slightly uncertain at first, then steadier as they moved together across the room. The dress shifted with each step, the handbag swinging lightly at her side. Her heart beat faster, but it wasn’t panic or even fear. It was anticipation. Suddenly delicious and irresistible.

At the door, Tisha reached past her and unlocked it. The sound was clear and final. She opened it and gestured forward. Tiffany stood there for half a second longer, looking out into the bare hallway beyond. Then she stepped through.

The door closed behind them, the lock clicking into place, and Tisha led her on without looking back.

The moment Tiffany stepped out of the building, the air changed.

It was cooler than inside, moving across her skin, touching places she was suddenly very aware of. The dress responded immediately, the light fabric lifting and settling against her legs as she took her first step onto the pavement. The hem brushed her knees, then fluttered higher with movement, grazing smooth skin in soft, repeated strokes.

She inhaled sharply. It felt wonderful.

Her heels clicked against the concrete, the sound crisp and unmistakable. Each step announced itself. The rhythm was different from trainers or boots. More deliberate. She had to place her feet with care, navigating the more uneven ground. It required focus. Her spine straightened. Her shoulders settled back. Her hips followed naturally.

With the second step, she felt her breasts move again.

The gentle bounce kept time with her stride, a soft upward-and-downward motion contained by fabric and more pronounced than in the flat. The sensation was immediate and vivid. It made her acutely aware of her chest, of the weight there, of how her body now responded to motion. Again, the joy of it suddenly filled her, an affirmation that fed her confidence.

The city was awake.

Cars passed in steady streams, tyres hissing against the road. Buses exhaled at stops. Voices overlapped in fragments, conversations blending into a low, constant hum. People moved everywhere. On the pavement. Crossing streets. Standing in doorways. Laughing. Talking. Existing without paying her any particular attention to the two young women emerging from the block of flats.

Tiffany felt exposed.

Not because anyone was staring. But because she was visible in a new way. The dress marked her out. The heels marked her out. The handbag swinging lightly from her wrist marked her out. She could feel the air against her legs, the way the fabric shifted with every step, never still.

Her stride faltered slightly.

Tisha’s hand tightened gently on her arm.

“Slow,” Tisha said quietly. “Breathe. One step at a time.”

Tiffany focused on that. On the mechanics. The click of the heel. The brush of the dress. The subtle movement of her chest. Each sensation anchored her. Pulled her attention inward rather than outward.

They reached the corner.

A group of people stood waiting to cross. Tiffany stopped with them, weight settling onto one hip without her thinking about it. The dress draped naturally. Her breasts rose and fell with her breath. She could still feel the faint pull of gravity through them, the way the fabric held and shaped them.

She glanced at the shop window beside her and caught her reflection.

Red fabric. Bare legs. Long hair falling softly around her shoulders. The image startled her, but it also steadied her. She looked like she belonged in this scene.

The light changed. They crossed.

The crowd thickened as they moved down the street. People passed close enough that she could smell perfume, aftershave, coffee, and smoke. Someone brushed past her arm. Another stepped around her. This proximity heightened everything. The awareness of space. Of movement. Of her body moving among other bodies.

Her heels clicked again, faster now, more confident. She adjusted her stride without thinking, shortening it slightly, letting her hips do the work rather than her legs. The movement smoothed out. The bounce of her breasts settled into a gentle rhythm that matched her pace.

The dress lifted with each step and fell again, brushing her thighs, whispering against her skin. The sensation repeated over and over, never fading. It was constant, intimate, impossible to ignore.

Tisha leaned closer as they walked. “You’re doing fine,” she said. “Let them see you walk. Don’t rush.”

Tiffany slowed fractionally. The change made everything more pronounced. The click of her heels spaced out. The sway of the dress became more noticeable. Her posture adjusted again, chin lifting slightly, shoulders easing back.

She felt taller.

Not just because of the heels. Because of the way she was holding herself. The way she moved through space, rather than trying to disappear into it.

People glanced at her now. Brief looks. Passing interest. Nothing hostile. Nothing lingering. Just an acknowledgement. She registered each one sharply at first, then less so as they accumulated. Each glance passed without incident.

They passed a café with outdoor seating. Conversations paused briefly as they walked by, then resumed. A man turned his head. A woman smiled faintly and looked away. Tiffany noticed everything without being overwhelmed by it.

Her focus returned again and again to sensation. The weight of the handbag at her wrist. The slight tension in her calves as the heels worked muscles she wasn’t used to using. The way her breasts moved when she turned her head. The way the dress responded instantly to every shift of her body.

“See?” Said Tisha. “You’re walking like you’ve always been a girl.”

Tiffany didn’t answer. She didn’t need to. She took another step, then another, heels clicking, dress fluttering, body moving smoothly through the crowd.

Tisha led them to a small bistro café on the high street, its tables set close together beneath a narrow awning outside. The low murmur of conversation and the clink of cutlery drifted out onto the pavement.

She chose a table near the window and sat down without hesitation, setting the tone immediately. Tiffany followed, smoothing her dress as she lowered herself into the chair, acutely aware of the seat beneath her and how close everything suddenly seemed.

The chair scraped lightly as she adjusted it. She placed her handbag carefully on her lap, then shifted it to hang from the back of the chair, copying what she’d seen other women do. Her hands rested together for a moment, fingers interlaced, red nails catching the light.

People sat all around them. Close enough that she could hear fragments of conversations. Laughter from one table. A phone vibrating on another. Cups being set down. She felt exposed again, aware of her posture, her legs beneath the table, the line of the dress as it fell over her knees.

A waiter appeared almost immediately.

He was young, neatly dressed, and carrying a small notepad. He smiled easily and looked from Tisha to Tiffany without hesitation.

“What can I get you ladies?” he asked.

Ladies.

Tiffany felt something loosen in her chest. The tension eased just enough for her to breathe more freely. She nodded once, a small, controlled movement, and glanced at the menu in front of her.

Tisha ordered first, casual and confident. Tiffany listened, using the moment to steady herself. She focused on the menu, on the printed words, on the simple task before her. Drink. Food. Ordinary choices.

The waiter turned his attention to her.

“And for you?”

Tiffany lifted her eyes. She felt the familiar flutter of nerves, but it didn’t overwhelm her. She softened her shoulders, adjusted her hands, and spoke.

“I’ll have a sparkling water, please,” she said. Her voice came out even, light, exactly where she wanted it. “And the grilled vegetable salad.”

The waiter smiled and wrote it down. “Of course.”

When he walked away, Tiffany realised she was smiling too.

Tisha watched her for a moment, then picked up her cutlery and set it down again, satisfied. “That’s my girl,” she said quietly.

Tiffany nodded, her gaze drifting back to the street outside the window. People passed by, unaware of the significance of the moment unfolding just inside. She shifted slightly in her chair and felt the dress move with her, the fabric responding softly.

The table felt solid beneath her arms. The chair supported her. The café buzzed gently around them. It was all perfectly natural.

When the drinks arrived, Tiffany wrapped her fingers carefully around the glass, adjusting her grip without thinking. Everything felt suddenly natural now. Not forced. She took a sip and looked back at Tisha. The nerves were still there, but they no longer dominated. In their place was a quieter feeling.

Tisha rested her forearms on the table and glanced out through the café window at the steady flow of people on the high street. “You’re more relaxed than you were five minutes ago,” she said.

Tiffany followed her gaze for a moment, then looked back. “I’m just trying not to spill anything,” she said lightly. “Everything feels like a challenge.”

“That’s normal,” Tisha replied. “New clothes. New purpose. New you.”

Tiffany nodded and smoothed the fabric of her dress where it rested over her knees, then stopped herself halfway through the motion and laughed softly. “See? I keep catching myself doing that.”

“Doing what?”

“Adjusting. Checking. Like I’m trying to make sure nothing’s wrong.”

Tisha tilted her head. “Is something wrong?”

Tiffany considered the question. “No,” she said. “That’s what’s strange. I keep waiting for something to feel off kilter.”

They fell quiet for a moment as a couple at the next table laughed loudly, the sound spilling over. Tiffany shifted her chair a fraction closer to the table and rested her elbows lightly, hands folded. She looked around, then back to Tisha.

The waiter appeared with their drinks, placing them carefully on the table. “Here you go, ladies,” he said with a quick smile.

“Thank you,” Tisha replied.

“Thanks,” Tiffany added, her voice steady. She met the waiter’s eyes briefly and smiled. He smiled back and moved on.

Their food arrived shortly after. Plates were set down, cutlery adjusted. Tiffany thanked the waiter again, her lashes lowering and lifting naturally with the words. She didn’t notice it. Tisha did. She wondered at how easily Tiffany was beginning to adjust as if the role of being a girl was consuming her, leaving nothing of the boy she had been earlier in the day.

They began to eat.

“So,” Tisha said between bites, “tell me what’s going on in your head right now.”

Tiffany chewed, swallowed, then thought. “I don’t know,” she said. “I can’t believe how good I feel. How different.”

“You’re a natural, and you're very pretty,” Tisha said with more than a little mischief.

Tiffany laughed, then reached up and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Her fingers lingered there for a second, twisting the ends before dropping back to the table.

They talked about ordinary things for a while. The food. The weather. A gallery Tisha was thinking of visiting later in the week. Tiffany listened, asked questions, and nodded along. As she spoke, her hands moved more, punctuating sentences with small, fluid gestures. When she laughed, she leaned forward slightly. When she paused, she tilted her head.

Halfway through the meal, Tisha set her cutlery down.

“Okay,” she said. “Now I’m going to say something, and I don’t want you to change anything when I do.”

Tiffany looked up. “That sounds ominous.”

“You’re fine,” Tisha said. “Just listen.”

Tiffany nodded, fingers still loosely wrapped around her fork.

“You’re acting feminine without checking yourself,” Tisha said. “Your hands. Your posture. Your expressions. You’re not thinking about them. It’s incredible.”

Tiffany blinked. “I am not.”

Tisha raised an eyebrow.

Tiffany opened her mouth to argue, then stopped. She glanced down at her hands. One was resting lightly against her collarbone, thumb brushing the edge of the fabric there. She hadn’t realised it was there.

“Oh,” she said quietly.

“It’s natural,” Tisha said. “You don’t look like you’re trying anymore. You look like you’re comfortable.”

Tiffany lifted her glass again, took a sip, and set it down. Her wrist bent slightly as she did, the movement soft and unforced.

“There,” Tisha said gently. “That.”

Tiffany groaned and covered her face for a second. “Stop watching me.”

“I’m supposed to,” Tisha replied. “That’s how I know when to stop correcting.”

Tiffany lowered her hands and looked at her again. “So what happens now?”

“Now?” Tisha said. “Now you eat your lunch. You talk. You move. You exist. And you let your body keep teaching you.”

As they stood to leave the café, Tisha slipped her arm through Tiffany’s without asking. The contact was light but confident.

“I’ve forgotten something,” she said.

Tiffany turned her head. “Forgotten what?”

Tisha smiled but didn’t answer. She steered Tiffany along the street, their steps falling into rhythm together, heels clicking in sync. Tiffany felt the closeness immediately, the press of Tisha’s arm against hers, the way being linked changed how she walked. Her stride shortened slightly, her shoulders angling in, movement becoming more contained.

They stopped outside a salon a few doors down. Large windows. Bright interior. Clean lines. The kind of place that smelled faintly of disinfectant and hairspray even from outside.

Tiffany hesitated. “Tisha—”

“It’s fine,” Tisha said calmly, already opening the door.

Inside, the space was bright and busy. Stylists moved between chairs. Hairdryers hummed. A receptionist looked up and smiled.

“Yes?” she asked.

Tisha didn’t hesitate. “My friend needs her ears pierced.”

The receptionist’s eyes moved to Tiffany, taking her in without surprise. “Of course,” she said. “Have you had them done before?”

Tiffany opened her mouth, then closed it again. She shook her head. “No.”

“That’s alright,” the receptionist replied easily. “We’ll take good care of you.”

Tisha squeezed Tiffany’s arm once and leaned closer. “Two in each lobe,” she said, decisive. “I think that’s best.”

Tiffany turned to her, eyes wide. “Two?”

Tisha met her gaze steadily. “Trust me.”

There was a moment where Tiffany considered refusing. She felt the familiar swell of nerves rise in her chest, sharp and insistent.

They were led to a small chair near the back. Tiffany sat down carefully, smoothing her dress automatically. The stylist explained the process in a calm, routine voice. Gloves snapped on. A small tray was prepared. Studs were laid out, simple and neat, catching the light.

Tiffany’s heart thudded loudly in her ears.

Tisha stood close, one hand resting lightly on her shoulder. “Breathe,” she said quietly. “You’re doing great.” She turned to the stylist: “She hates pain.”

The stylist cleaned Tiffany’s ear, cool antiseptic against warm skin. A small mark was placed. Tiffany watched it all in the mirror, seeing her own face reflected back at her, eyes bright, lips slightly parted.

“Ready?” the stylist asked.

Tiffany swallowed. “Yes.”

The first piercing was quick. A sharp pressure, brief and startling, then gone. Tiffany flinched despite herself, a small gasp escaping her.

“That’s one,” the stylist said cheerfully. “You did brilliantly.”

Before Tiffany could fully relax, the second followed a little from the first. Another quick pinch. Another breath caught and released.

Her eyes watered slightly, more from adrenaline than pain.

They repeated the process on the other ear. By the time it was finished, Tiffany’s hands were trembling faintly in her lap. She became acutely aware of her ears, of the warmth there, the slight throbbing.

The woman stepped back and held up a mirror.

Tiffany looked.

The earrings were small, but unmistakably feminine. Two in each ear. They framed her face, catching the light when she moved her head even slightly. The effect was subtle but transformative.

Tisha smiled. “See?”

Tiffany reached up without touching, fingers hovering just short of her ear. “They’re nice.”

“Yes,” Tisha said. “They are.”

They thanked the stylist and stepped back out onto the street. The city noise rushed in again, louder than before. Tiffany lifted a hand to her ear this time, careful not to disturb anything, and felt the faint soreness beneath her fingertips.

She walked a few steps in silence, then laughed softly, half in disbelief. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

Tisha linked her arm again.

“Now we just have to get you ready for this evening,” said Tisha.

Tiffany felt the pull of excitement, as if she had no more will to resist.

“I’ve got just the outfit for you,” added Tisha, squeezing Tiffany’s arm. “Don’t worry, I’ll be there too.”


Chapter Ten

Jack Hansen arrived ten minutes early and parked where the cameras didn’t reach.

The building used to be a tyre depot, back when the road still pretended it was industrial rather than forgotten. Now it sat between a shuttered takeaway and a self-storage place that advertised twenty-four-hour access it couldn’t possibly guarantee. The brickwork was stained black around the vents. The windows were filmed, years of dust and neglect clinging to them. No one came here by accident.

Jack checked his watch, then got out of the car.

He didn’t rush. That suggested nerves, or worse, need. He adjusted his jacket, straightened his cuffs, and walked to the side door. It was unlocked.

Inside, the air smelled of damp concrete and old oil. A single strip light buzzed and flickered overhead. Someone had tried to clean the place recently. Mop streaks and dirt ran across the floor.

The man waiting for him stood near a folding table. Early thirties. Greying at the temples in a way that didn’t suit his face. Cheap jacket. Nervous eyes that flicked up the moment Jack stepped into the room.

“Jack,” he said. “You’re early.” He was trying to act assured, but those eyes gave him away. Jack had always been good at reading people.

He closed the door behind him and turned the lock.

“You’re late,” Jack replied.

The man swallowed, then forced a smile. “That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

Jack pulled out a chair, took out a handkerchief and wiped it, and then sat. He crossed one leg over the other and waited.

The man hovered for a moment, then took the opposite chair without being invited.

“It’s not like I’ve been sitting on the money,” he said. “You know that. Things just… went sideways this month.”

“How much?” Jack asked.

The man hesitated. Jack flicked some imaginary lint from his knee and stared hard at the man.

“How much?” he repeated.

“Eight,” the man said. “Short eight.”

Silence settled between them.

“That’s not going sideways,” Jack said calmly. “Sideways is a little bump in the road. Eight grand is something else.”

The man leaned forward. “I can explain.”

“I’m sure you can,” Jack said. He waited.

The man took a breath. “One of the units got hit. Storage locker three-B. Someone forced the door. Took electronics, tools. I had to cover it.”

Jack tilted his head. “You didn’t call the police.”

The man shook his head. “I couldn’t. Not with the arrangement. You know how it is, Jack.”

“So you made a decision.”

“Yes.”

“A decision that wasn’t yours to make.”

The man’s jaw tightened. “I was protecting the operation. You weren’t here.”

Jack smiled faintly. “You were protecting yourself.”

“That’s not fair.”

Jack leaned forward now. His voice didn’t rise.

“Fair,” he said, “is paying what you owe on time. Without all this made-up bullshit.”

The man’s foot tapped against the floor. He folded his arms. “I just need a couple of weeks. I’ll make it right.”

Jack studied him for a moment. The sheen of sweat along his hairline. The way he kept adjusting his body while talking.

“You’ve been running these units for three months,” Jack said. “In that time, you’ve been late twice. Both times, you talked. Both times, I let it slide.”

The man nodded eagerly. “Exactly. I’ve been solid.”

“You’ve been lucky,” Jack corrected. “There’s a difference.”

The man laughed weakly. “Come on. You know me. Jack, it’s just a hiccup.”

Jack’s eyes hardened slightly. “It’s not.”

The man leaned back, exasperated. “What do you want me to do? I don’t have it right now.”

Jack stood.

The movement was unhurried, but it changed the air in the room immediately. Jack stepped forward and stopped just short of the man’s space. The man had to tilt his head back to look up at him. His imposing figure suddenly seemed to dominate the room.

“You’ve misunderstood something,” Jack said quietly. “I’m not here to discuss options.”

The man swallowed. “Jack—”

Jack reached out and took hold of the man’s jacket collar. He lifted him just enough to remind him of the difference between them, as if that was needed.

“This is not a negotiation,” Jack said.

He released him and stepped back, looking around at the walls, hands on hips.

The man gasped, steadying himself against the chair. “Jesus. You don’t have to do that.”

“I do,” Jack said. “Because you’re starting to believe you can move money without consequence.”

The man’s voice dropped. “What are you going to do?”

He picked up the man’s phone from the table where it had been left face-down and tossed it to him.

“Call your partner,” Jack said.

The man stared at the phone. “He’s not involved in this.”

“He’s always involved.”

The man hesitated. Jack didn’t look at him. He checked his watch again.

When the call connected, he put it on speaker. “Yeah,” he said. “I need you to bring the cash from the garage. All of it.”

A pause.

“What do you mean why?”

Another pause. His face tightened. “Just do it.”

He ended the call and set the phone down.

“That won’t cover everything,” he said.

“It will cover today,” Jack replied. “We’ll discuss the rest.”

The man’s shoulders slumped. “You’re going to ruin me.”

Jack looked at him evenly. “No. You did that the moment you decided to play accountant with my money.”

The bathroom was softly lit, the overhead light diffused by the faint steam still clinging to the mirror.

Tisha stood close to the sink, leaning in slightly as she worked, her movements controlled and unhurried. She wore a simple black dress, the hem short and cleanly cut, ending high on her thighs. The fabric followed her shape without clinging. Black stockings ran smoothly up her legs, their tops hidden beneath the dress. High heels she wasn’t used to shifted her posture subtly forward, calves tightened, hips angled.

Her hair had been styled differently tonight. Gone was the sharper, harsher edge she often favoured. Instead, it fell in soft waves, shaped to frame her face, the volume boosted by a few essential hair products. It even moved when she tilted her head, catching the light and settling again without effort. The overall effect was unmistakably feminine, just what Jack liked to see.

She began with her face already prepared, skin clean and even. Foundation had been applied earlier, light but precise, leaving a smooth surface that reflected the light evenly. She added contour, tracing gentle lines beneath her cheekbones, blending until the shadows looked natural rather than sculpted. Blush followed, placed slightly higher, lending warmth and softness. Highlighter caught the tops of her cheeks and the bridge of her nose, subtle points of brightness that lifted her features.

Her eyes took the longest. She worked methodically, layer by layer. Neutral tones first, brushed across the lids to create depth. Darker shades followed, carefully blended at the outer corners, elongating her eyes rather than weighing them down. A fine line of eyeliner sharpened the lash line, extended just enough to suggest drama without exaggeration. Mascara lengthened and separated, each stroke deliberate, each lash defined.

As she worked, her expression remained focused, brow slightly furrowed, lips relaxed. The mirror reflected not just the process but the person behind it, someone used to changing personas when she needed to. This was not the careless transformation of habit, but a considered shift, chosen for the evening ahead.

Her lips were next. She lined them precisely, correcting the natural shape only where necessary, then filled them with colour. The shade was richer than her recent gothic choices, catching the light when she pressed her lips together to set it. The result was almost doll-like, without tipping into excess.

Perfect.

She stepped back briefly, assessing the whole. The black dress, the stockings, the heels, the softly styled hair, the carefully applied makeup. It was a version of herself designed to move through the night as seductress, wanton and free and delighted by a man’s touch.

Her thoughts drifted as her hands rested lightly on the edge of the sink.

The pace of recent events lingered at the back of her mind. The speed with which Tiffany had taken shape still felt uncanny, as though something in her had been waiting all these years for the smallest opening. There had been no prolonged resistance, no drawn-out negotiation. Tiffany had emerged with startling clarity, step by step, each change settling almost immediately into place. It couldn’t just be down to the hypnosis, Tiffany thought.

She considered the mechanisms involved, the layers of influence, the subtle shifts in behaviour that often took weeks or months to fully embed. With Tiffany, those markers had appeared almost overnight. Posture had softened. Movement had altered. Voice had followed. The body itself had responded as if it had been primed long before anyone else noticed.

Tisha leaned closer to the mirror again and adjusted a final detail at the corner of one eye.

She wondered whether this speed signalled fragility or strength. Whether something formed so quickly would prove unstable, or whether it meant there had never been much distance to travel in the first place. Some transformations resisted. Others seemed to recognise themselves the moment they were allowed to exist.

She stared at the mirror. The woman looking back at her appeared composed, almost serene, but beneath that surface sat awareness. She was not naive to the forces at play, nor to Jack’s role within them. Far from it. She understood structure, discipline, and the quiet weight of expectation. She also understood how easily someone could mistake relief for choice when pressure was applied with skill.

She could not deny what she had seen in Tiffany. The joy of seeing herself for the first time had been real. It had not been feigned.

Tisha straightened fully now, heels steady against the tiles of her bathroom. She smoothed the front of her dress.

She picked up her makeup bag. The bathroom light reflected once more off the polished surfaces, the glass, the metal, the faint shimmer of makeup. She took one last look at herself, then turned away, carrying with her the unanswered questions, the sense of momentum, and the quiet certainty that whatever lay ahead tonight would be significant for Tiffany and maybe her as well.

Tisha stepped out into the living room and paused for a moment, taking in the quiet of the flat. The light was lower here, warmer, the evening settling in around the furniture. She crossed to the small table near the sofa and picked up the vodka bottle they’d brought back with them earlier.

It was already half empty.

She turned it slightly, watching the clear liquid move inside. She poured two glasses carefully, measured but generous. The smell rose immediately, sharp and familiar. She was setting the bottle down when she sensed movement behind her.

Tisha turned.

Tiffany had stepped into the room.

For a second, Tisha forgot to breathe. Her mouth fell open before she had time to stop it, the reaction instinctive and unfiltered.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You look stunning.”

The words hung in the air, genuine and unguarded, as Tisha stood there with the glasses in her hands, staring at Tiffany as if seeing her properly for the first time.

Jack returned to the building just after seven.

He unlocked the front door and stepped inside, closing it gently behind him. The hallway lights came on automatically, revealing clean lines and polished surfaces. He reached down to the mail slot, gathered a few envelopes, and flipped through them as he walked. Bills. A council notice. Something handwritten, he dismissed at a glance. He stopped by the hall table and set them down neatly, squared the edges with a tap of his fingers, and moved on.

The living room opened out in front of him. The furniture was substantial without being decorative. Leather, dark wood, glass. Everything placed with intention, nothing ornamental. Jack crossed to the drinks cabinet, opened it, and took out a bottle of expensive single malt. He poured a measure into a heavy-bottomed glass, the liquid catching the light briefly before settling.

He took a long drink, swallowing without ceremony.

The jacket came off next. He draped it over the back of a chair, loosened his cuffs, and rolled his sleeves partway up. He checked his watch. The room was quiet except for the faint hum of the building around him.

He finished the drink in two more pulls and set the glass down in the sink without rinsing it. Then he headed down the short corridor to his bedroom.

It was large and decorated in the same style as the living room. Bed neatly made. Fitted wardrobe doors flush and closed, mirrors polished. Jack stopped long enough to unfasten his shirt and shrug it off, then his belt, trousers, and socks. He moved without pause, clothes folded roughly and placed on a chair. His body bore the marks of use rather than care. Broad shoulders. Thick chest and arms covered in dark hair. Old scars cut across him in places, pale and irregular. A thin line along his ribs. A puckered mark near one shoulder. Another along his forearm. None of them was recent. And none of them was accidental.

He stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower.

Water hammered down in a steady stream, filling the room with steam almost immediately. Jack stepped under it and tilted his head forward, letting the water soak his hair and run down his face. He stood still for a moment, then reached for the soap and worked it across his body with firm, efficient movements. Over the chest and shoulders. Down his arms. Across his back.

The water darkened his thick chest hair and flattened it against his pectorals. It traced the contours of muscle and bone, ran in rivulets down his legs and disappeared into the drain. He rinsed thoroughly, turned slowly once to let the spray hit his back, then reached up and shut the water off.

He stepped out onto the mat and towelled himself dry. Not carefully. Thoroughly. He rubbed at his hair, then his chest, then his legs, leaving his skin pink from the friction. The mirror fogged over, and he cleared it with a large club hand. He shaved, taking time over his granite jaw and then rinsed his face and splashed on some cologne.

Finally, he picked up his toothbrush and applied toothpaste. He brushed methodically, moving the brush with the same controlled rhythm as everything else. He rinsed, spat, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and set the toothbrush back exactly where it belonged.

Back in the bedroom, he opened the wardrobe and selected clean clothes without hesitation. Slacks first, pressed and dark. Then a fresh cotton shirt, pale and crisp. He dressed quickly, pulling the shirt on and buttoning it from the bottom up. The fabric settled over his frame easily, sleeves hugging his thick arms before loosening at the cuffs.

He fastened his belt, checked the alignment of the buttons, and ran a hand once through his damp hair. It was already beginning to dry, curling slightly at the ends. He did not look at his reflection.

Jack returned to the living room and crossed to the sound system without hurry. He selected a record, lowered the needle, and cool jazz filled the space, low and unintrusive. The rhythm settled into the room immediately, steady and controlled, the kind of music that didn’t demand attention but shaped the atmosphere all the same.

He checked his watch and sat down on the sofa, one arm resting along the back, posture relaxed but deliberate. He waited.

A few minutes passed. The music continued. Then he heard the front door open, the sound muted, careful. Voices followed, low and close, indistinct whispers drifting down the hallway.

A moment later, Tisha’s head appeared around the corner. Her expression was bright, almost conspiratorial.

“Hi, Jack,” she said quietly. “Are you ready for this?”

Jack lifted his eyes to her and gave a small nod. “Come in.”

Tisha stepped fully into the room and stood there a little nervously. She looked cute, he thought, in her black dress and heels. She seemed to waver for a moment and then moved aside.

Tiffany walked in.

Jack saw her the moment she crossed the threshold, and for a fraction of a second, the room seemed to recalibrate around her presence.

She moved forward without hesitation, high heels clicking softly against the floor, each step precise and balanced. There was nothing tentative in her movement. Her posture was upright, shoulders relaxed, her weight shifting smoothly from foot to foot as though the heels were a natural extension of her body rather than an affectation. She did not hurry, nor did she pause. She simply entered, and the space accepted her.

The dress caught his attention immediately. It clung closely to her body, ankle-length and cut to follow every line with exacting intent. The fabric was patterned, dark with a repeating geometric design that drew the eye to her curves, only to be interrupted by a high double slit that revealed her legs as she walked. The opening, with each step, exposed the smooth expanse of thigh and the top of black lace stockings beneath. The contrast between the dress's dense pattern and the delicate lace was sharp and effective.

The neckline was bold. A deep opening framed her chest, the cut revealing a hint of cleavage that was sophisticated rather than overt.

The stockings were sheer along the calf, darker and more ornate at the top, the lace band resting firmly against her skin. The heels lifted to alter her line, lengthening her legs and changing the way her hips moved, a subtle sway that came not from exaggeration but from confidence and balance.

Her hair framed her face cleanly, dark and softly styled, moving lightly when she turned her head. Her makeup was flawless, her lips painted a deep red that stood out sharply against her skin, her eyes defined in a way that made her gaze steady and overtly sensual.

As she advanced into the room, Jack took in the whole of her without needing to focus on any single detail for long. Everything worked together. The dress, the heels, the stockings, the hair and the pretty face.

She stopped a few paces in, turning slightly as if orienting herself, and in that moment, he saw it clearly: this was not someone wearing an outfit. This was someone fully realised within it. The clothes did not lead. They followed.

She looked exactly as she should.

Jack let the silence sit for a moment longer, the music low behind it. His gaze stayed on her, measured and steady.

“Why don’t you introduce yourself?”

She didn’t hesitate.

“I’m Tiffany.”

He inclined his head slightly, as if weighing the name and finding it acceptable. “Well, Tiffany, why don’t you fix me a drink. A whiskey, straight.”

She turned without a word and walked toward the drinks cabinet.

From where he sat, Jack watched the movement closely. The heels set the rhythm, each step controlled and balanced. Her hips moved with a gentle, natural sway, not exaggerated, not restrained. The dress responded to her stride, the slits opening and closing with each step, the fabric shifting smoothly over her body. It was fluid and completely assured.

She reached the cabinet, opened it, and selected the bottle without fumbling. She took his glass and poured with a steady hand. The amber liquid splashed once, settled, then rose to a precise level.

She turned back toward him, carrying the glass carefully. The movement was slower now, deliberate, the click of her heels softer against the floor. She stopped close enough that he could see the fine details he’d missed at a distance: the clean line of her jaw, the controlled calm in her expression, the way her breathing lifted her chest subtly beneath the fabric. The smell of perfume.

She extended the glass.

Jack reached out and took it. Their fingers brushed briefly as he did, a light, passing contact. Skin against skin for just a moment. She didn’t pull back sharply, and he didn’t linger. The exchange was clean, contained, but unmistakable.

He drew the glass back and rested it in his hand, eyes still on her. She remained standing there, poised and unruffled, hands settling naturally at her sides, posture relaxed.

Jack lifted the glass slightly, not in a toast, just enough to acknowledge the moment, and took a slow drink.

“Why don’t you girls get yourself a drink?”


Chapter Eleven

Tiffany stood just inside the bedroom doorway, the light catching her reflection at an angle, and for a moment she hardly recognised herself.

The dress clung to her body in a way that felt incredibly intimate. The fabric followed every curve without resistance, holding her closely through her waist and hips, skimming her legs with a softness that made her acutely aware of how she was standing, how she was breathing, even how she was thinking.

When she shifted her weight, the dress responded immediately, sliding effortlessly, as if it were part of her. It felt alive against her skin, sending a small, involuntary shiver through her.

She lifted her hands, her nails glistening in the light, and then let them fall again, fingers trembling slightly. Her heart was racing. Not with fear now. It was something sharper and brighter. Anticipation tangled with nerves, excitement brushing up against a deep, unfamiliar feminine confidence that kept threatening to bubble to the surface and explode into the world.

Jack had done this to her. And she had let him.

The thought alone tightened her chest.

She had heard his voice. Felt his presence. Now she was about to step into his space, looking like this, carrying herself like this. The idea made her pulse thud loudly in her ears. Her mind raced ahead, imagining his eyes on her, measuring, assessing every little feminine detail. She wondered what he would see first. The dress. Her legs. Her face. The hair. Or whether he would simply see her as a whole, already formed.

Would he be happy with what he saw?

Tisha moved in close behind her, hands gentle but sure. She adjusted the line of the dress at Tiffany’s shoulder, smoothed the fabric at her waist, and tugged the hem just enough to perfect the fall.

“Relax,” she said softly. “You’re stunning.”

Tiffany swallowed. “I don’t feel relaxed.”

“That’s fine,” Tisha replied, unbothered. “You don’t need to. That will come. Just don’t fight it.”

She stepped around in front of Tiffany and made a final adjustment, straightening her garter strap, then reaching up and brushing a stray lock of hair behind her ear. Her touch was grounding for Tiffany, who, right this moment, felt she was going to explode.

“You don’t need to be anything except you,” Tisha continued. “Just let it out. All of it. The way you move. The way you stand. The way you look at someone. The way you think. Don’t be ashamed. Be out there. That’s your power now.”

Tiffany drew in a slow breath. She felt the dress tighten slightly across her chest as she did, felt the weight there, the subtle pull downward as gravity reminded her of the changes that had happened in the blink of an eye. She exhaled and felt something loosen inside her. Not the nerves, exactly, but the resistance to them.

Tisha nodded, satisfied, and reached for the door. They stepped out into the hallway together.

The air felt cooler here, the light dimmer as the sun went down. Tiffany’s heels clicked softly against the floor as she walked, each sound echoing just enough to make her hyper-aware of her movement. She kept her steps measured, remembering what she had learned so far. The dress brushed her legs with every stride, a constant, gentle reminder of her girlish body in motion.

They reached the stairs.

Tiffany paused for half a second, looking down. The descent felt symbolic in a way she couldn’t quite articulate. Moving downward. Moving forward. Moving into something she could no longer pretend was accidental.

Tisha went first. Tiffany followed.

Each step required attention. Balance. Grace. She held the rail lightly, fingers grazing it rather than gripping. Her body adjusted naturally, posture aligning as she went, free hand naturally holding the skirt of her fabulous. By the time they reached the bottom, her breathing had steadied.

They stopped outside Jack’s door. Tiffany felt her heart surge again, strong and fast. She lifted her chin slightly without meaning to. The movement felt natural. Right. This was it.

Tisha glanced at her once more, smiled, then reached for the handle.

As the door opened and warm light spilt out into the stairwell, Tiffany stepped forward, the dress settling against her, her heels steady beneath her, her mind a whirl of sensation and expectation. She crossed the threshold knowing, with absolute clarity, that whatever happened next, she could not retreat.

Tiffany followed a step behind Tisha as they entered the flat, letting her lead the way. The music reached her first, low and smooth, filling the space before she saw anything else. The living room opened ahead of them, larger than she expected, darker at the edges, with warm, deliberate lighting.

Tisha moved forward confidently.

“Hi, Jack,” she said. “Are you ready for this?”

Tiffany stayed just behind her shoulder, half hidden, her pulse loud in her ears.

“Come in.” The voice was deeper than she remembered. More masculine. It carried easily across the room.

Tisha stepped aside. That was her cue. Tiffany took a breath and walked forward.

Her heels clicked softly as she crossed into the room, the sound impossibly loud to her own ears. She felt the dress move with her, the familiar brush against her legs grounding her as she advanced. When she lifted her eyes, she saw him properly for the first time since her transformation.

Jack was bigger than she remembered. Broader. He filled space without effort, sitting back on the sofa as though it had been made to accommodate him. The fresh shirt outlined his chest and shoulders clearly, the fabric stretched just enough to hint at the solid mass beneath. His presence was dense, unmistakably masculine, the kind that made the air around him feel heavier.

Her heart skipped. For a fraction of a second, she forgot to keep moving.

Then she remembered herself and took the last few steps forward, stopping near the centre of the room. She stood straight, shoulders relaxed, hands settling naturally at her sides.

Jack looked at her steadily.

“Why don’t you introduce yourself?”

The words landed squarely on her.

“I’m Tiffany,” she said. Her voice held. Softer than it used to be, lighter, but clear. She felt a small surge of relief at that alone.

“Well, Tiffany,” he said, “why don’t you fix me a drink. A whiskey, straight.” He gestured to a spot behind her.

Her stomach fluttered, sharp and immediate.

“Yes,” she said, and turned.

She walked toward the drinks cabinet, acutely aware of every step. She could feel the gentle movement of her hips as she walked, the shift of balance demanded by the heels. She didn’t try to stop it. She let it happen, focusing instead on keeping her pace smooth and unhurried.

At the cabinet, she selected the single malt bottle and a glass, hands steady despite the rush in her chest. She poured carefully, watching the amber liquid rise, stopping at what felt like the right point without needing to correct herself.

She turned and walked back. Jack watched her openly. She felt it without needing to look up. When she reached him, she extended the glass. Their fingers touched briefly as he took it. The contact was light, fleeting, but it sent a clear jolt through her, sharp and electric. She didn’t pull away quickly. She didn’t linger either. She let the moment be what it was.

She stepped back half a pace and stood there, heart racing, dress settling against her body again. Behind her, the jazz continued to play. In front of her, Jack lifted the glass. Tiffany realised, with a sudden, breathless clarity, that she a girl now and would never be able to change back.

“Why don’t you girls fix yourselves a drink,” Jack said.

Tisha went to the cabinet and poured two vodkas, adding ice and tonic, moving with easy familiarity. She handed one to Tiffany first, then brought the other back to the sofa. They sat down together, Tisha settling comfortably, Tiffany perched a little closer to the edge, knees angled neatly, glass held carefully in both hands.

Jack sat, his posture relaxed, one arm draped along the back of the sofa behind Tisha. Tiffany could feel his attention on her even when he wasn’t speaking. It wasn’t a stare so much as a steady assessment, his gaze moving over her in slow passes, taking in her hair, the line of her shoulders, the way the dress lay against her. It made her skin feel warm, as though she were standing closer to a fire than she realised.

They drank. The vodka burned pleasantly on the way down, loosening the tight knot in her chest just enough to make breathing easier. The jazz continued in the background, low and smooth, filling the spaces between voices.

Tisha did most of the talking at first, animated and pleased with herself. She leaned forward as she spoke, glass gesturing lightly in her hand, her voice bright.

“She’s been amazing,” Tisha said, smiling broadly. “Honestly. She listens. She learns fast. Some people fight every step of the way, but Tiffany just…takes it in. It’s been a joy.”

Tiffany felt her cheeks warm at that. She took a small sip of her drink, eyes dropping to the glass for a moment before she looked back up.

Jack nodded slowly, still watching her.

“And how do you feel?” he asked.

The question caught her off guard.

Tiffany’s blush deepened instantly. She lifted one hand and brushed her fingers through her hair, twisting a strand lightly without meaning to. When she realised she was doing it, she didn’t stop. The movement felt comforting, familiar now.

“I…I’m not entirely sure,” she said, her voice softer than before. She laughed quietly, uncertain. “It’s a lot. Everything’s happened so quickly.”

She shifted slightly on the cushion, crossing her ankles and tucking her feet back, the glass steady in her hand despite the flutter in her stomach.

“But,” she added, after a pause, “it feels…good. Mostly. I feel different. Not just how I look. Inside as well.”

She glanced briefly at Tisha, then back to Jack, her fingers still playing with her hair.

“I’m still figuring out what that means,” she said.

The room stayed quiet for a moment after she finished, the music carrying on beneath it. Tiffany felt very aware of herself on the sofa, of the cool of the drink in her hand, of Jack’s presence so close now.

She took another sip, trying to steady herself, and waited to see what would come next.

The drinks continued to flow, the glasses refilled without ceremony. With each one, the tight edge of the room softened. The jazz gave way to looser conversation, the pauses between words stretching comfortably rather than awkwardly. Tiffany felt the warmth of the alcohol settle through her, not dulling her senses but easing them, smoothing the constant hum of nerves into something quieter.

She found herself looking at Jack more openly now.

Near her on the sofa, his presence felt even more pronounced. The strength of his arms showed clearly through the cotton shirt, the fabric pulled taut when he shifted, relaxed again when he settled back. He carried himself with an ease that suggested long familiarity with rooms like this and with situations in which others looked to him without being told to. Control seemed to sit with him naturally.

She noticed how he interacted with Tisha, how he listened without interrupting, how his attention never really drifted. It was clear he was used to women, used to being watched and responded to, and just as used to setting the tone without raising his voice.

At some point, Jack leaned forward and set his glass down.

“Tisha,” he said, calm and expectant. “Put some livelier music on. Something to move to.”

Tisha grinned and stood, crossing the room to the sound system. The jazz faded out, replaced by something slower and more rhythmic. A beat that filled the space rather than sitting quietly in the background. She turned up the volume a little.

Jack leaned back again and looked at them both. “Dance for me.”

The words sent a ripple straight through Tiffany.

Tisha didn’t hesitate. She stepped back into the open space, already moving with the music, confident and fluid. She held out a hand, and Tiffany followed a moment later, heart racing again.

She let herself move.

The dress responded instantly, the fabric shifting and gliding over her body as she swayed. She could feel the lingerie beneath, close and constant, every movement reminding her of its presence. The heels demanded attention, forcing her to balance, to keep her movements deliberate. Her hips moved to the rhythm, the dress brushing her legs and lifting slightly with each turn. Her perfume hung gently around her, reminding her that she was a girl now. Nothing more. Nothing less.

She glanced toward Jack without meaning to.

He was watching her intently.

The awareness sharpened everything. She didn’t stop. She let the movement continue, letting her arms lift, her hands trace slow arcs through the air. The music carried her, and she followed it, step by step, sway by sway.

Tisha danced beside her, close enough that their movements echoed each other at times. Tiffany found herself mirroring without thinking, learning through motion and letting herself go. The room seemed to narrow, the outside world fading as the rhythm took over.

She realised at one point that she was dancing for him, making her body move in a way she hoped he would find attractive.

The music continued, the beat steady, the air warm.

Jack lifted one hand and patted the sofa beside him, a small, unambiguous gesture.

“Tisha,” he said, calm and assured. “Come here.”

Tisha caught the signal immediately. She slowed her movement, let the music carry her to a natural stop, and crossed back to the sofa without hesitation. She sat down beside him, close enough that their thighs touched. After a moment, she leaned into him, her body settling comfortably against his side. One hand rested on his knee, fingers relaxed.

Tiffany kept dancing.

The space felt different now. The dynamic had shifted, and she felt it instantly. The room seemed to orient itself around the sofa, around the stillness there, the quiet gravity of Jack and Tisha together. Tiffany’s awareness sharpened. She felt the music more clearly, the beat threading through her body, guiding her movements.

She turned slowly, letting the dress follow her, the fabric sliding over her hips, catching briefly before releasing again. The heels grounded her, kept her pace measured, controlled. Her arms lifted, wrists soft, movements flowing rather than precise. She wasn’t thinking about steps anymore. She was responding.

She could feel Jack’s attention on her even without looking. It wasn’t heavy or demanding. It was steady. Expectant. She let herself sway, shift her weight, turn again. The dress brushed her legs with every movement, the lingerie beneath close and constant, a reminder of herself with every breath.

From the corner of her vision, she saw Tisha settle further against Jack, her posture relaxed, familiar. Her hand remained on his knee, thumb moving slightly as if absentmindedly.

She danced on.

Each movement felt deliberate now, but not rehearsed. She let her hips follow the rhythm, let her shoulders loosen, let her head tilt slightly as her hair moved with her. She felt composed, aware, and strangely calm.

Tisha’s smile widened as she watched from the sofa, her head tilted slightly, eyes following the movement in front of her.

“Doesn’t she look amazing.”

Jack didn’t answer immediately. His attention stayed fixed on Tiffany as she continued to move, the rhythm still carrying her. For a few moments longer, he simply watched, taking in the line of her back, the controlled sway of her hips, the ease she had settled into without realising it.

Then he stood.

The movement was quiet but decisive. The sofa creaked softly as he rose, his presence changing the air behind her even before she was fully aware of him. Tiffany felt it first as a shift, a sudden density at her back that made her breath catch.

He was very close.

The warmth of him reached her before his hands did. His size, his solidity, overwhelmed her senses for a brief moment. She felt smaller by comparison, more aware of her own body, of the space she occupied.

Then his hands settled on her arms.

They were strong hands, broad and firm, fingers closing with certainty just above her elbows. Not rough. Not hurried. The grip was controlled, grounding. The contact stopped her movement instantly. The music continued, but she no longer danced. She stood still, held, heart hammering in her chest.

Jack’s hands remained where they were for a beat longer, steadying her, anchoring her in place. She could feel the contrast between them, the strength in his grip against the softness of her skin, the unmistakable difference in scale.

One hand released her arm.

She felt it move upward, deliberate, unhurried. His fingers found the small zipper at the back of her dress. There was a brief pause, just enough for her to register what was about to happen, for the sensation to sharpen.

Then he drew it down.

The sound was soft, almost lost beneath the music, but the effect was immediate. The tension in the fabric released. The dress loosened, sliding away from her shoulders, the weight of it leaving her body in a slow, controlled descent. She felt cool air touch skin that had been covered moments before.

The dress fell to the floor at her feet.

She stood there, held, aware of everything at once. The music. The room. The weight of his hands. The sudden absence of the fabric that had shaped her movement.

Jack did not rush.

He remained behind her, his presence close and unmistakable, as the dress pooled at her heels and the moment stretched, heavy with anticipation, suspended exactly where it was meant to be.

Jack’s voice cut through the music, calm and even, carrying authority without volume. He told her to continue. Then he stepped away.

The pressure at her arms disappeared, replaced by open air, and she felt the absence of his hands as clearly as she had felt their grip. She stood still for a heartbeat, aware of herself in a new way.

Jack returned to the sofa and sat beside Tisha, settling back into place with the same composed ease as before. His attention never left her.

Tiffany drew a slow breath.

Without the dress, everything felt closer. The air against her skin. The fabric beneath. The way her body existed without concealment. It should have made her feel exposed, vulnerable, but instead, something unexpected rose inside her. A warmth. A lightness. As if removing the dress had stripped away another layer of hesitation along with it.

She began to move again. The black silk teddy that she wore shimmered in the light.

The joy came quietly at first, then spread.

It filled her chest, loosened her shoulders, softened her movements. She lifted her arms and let them fall again, wrists relaxed, hands expressive. Her hips followed the beat naturally, the motion fluid rather than deliberate. She felt present in her body in a way she hadn’t before, every sensation amplified but no longer overwhelming.

She was aware of Jack watching her.

From the sofa, he observed without interruption, his gaze steady, appreciative. He took in the way she moved now, the increased confidence, the ease that had replaced careful control. The transformation was visible in every small adjustment, every unguarded shift of posture.

Tisha leaned comfortably against him again, watching as well, her smile slow and satisfied.

Tiffany turned, letting the music guide her. She no longer thought about how she looked or how she should move. She simply moved for him. The rhythm carried her forward, the sensations grounding her, the quiet joy inside her expanding with every step, every sway.

Stripped of the dress, stripped of the last layer of self-consciousness, she danced with a fluidity that surprised even her. And as she did, she knew she was being seen exactly as she was, and that knowledge only deepened the pleasure of the moment.

Jack lifted his glass slightly, the remaining whiskey catching the light as he held it out toward her. His gaze stayed on her, steady and expectant, and he asked her for another. She took the glass from him, their eyes meeting and lingering.

Tiffany turned and crossed the room again, every step measured, fully aware of his eyes following her. At the cabinet, she poured carefully, the familiar ritual grounding her, the glass filling smoothly beneath her hand.

She carried it back, posture straight, movements unhurried.

Jack reached out to take the glass.

As she leaned in, his free hand settled at her waist. The contact was immediate and decisive. His grip was firm, encompassing, fingers pressing confidently into her side. Before she could register the motion fully, he pulled her toward him and down.

She landed on his knee in one fluid movement.

The strength behind it was unmistakable. He positioned her without strain, his body solid beneath her, supporting her weight easily. The sudden closeness stole her breath for a moment, not from fear, but from the intensity of it. She felt the contrast sharply again. His size. His solidity. The way he occupied space so completely.

He held her there, one arm secure around her waist, anchoring her in place. The other hand took the glass without hurry. The motion contained no rush, no fumbling. It was practised, assured, as though this was exactly where she belonged.

Tiffany sat still, acutely aware of herself balanced on his knee, of the heat of him through the fabric beneath her, of the way his presence framed her entirely.

Jack took a slow drink.

Then he handed his glass to Tisha. His hand then settled gently on Tiffany’s stomach. She gasped at that touch. She couldn’t help it. The sensation sent a thrill through her that was difficult to resist. The hand slid up and gently cupped her right breast, holding there for a moment. She felt her nipples harden and closed her eyes, mouth opening slightly.

His thumb stroked across her nipple, slow and deliberate and this new sensation made Tiffany arch her back. She opened her eyes and stared at him. Tisha put down Jacks glass and stood. She slowly pulled her dress up over her body, dropped it on the floor, ran her fingers through her hair and settled back down on the sofa. Jack continued to play with Tiffany’s nipple and she closed her eyes again and let the sensation flow through her. She swayed slightly and put a hand on his shoulder, feeling the hard muscle and bone beneath her fingers. His hand slid under the material of the teddy and touched her soft breast, the slight roughness of his flesh making her groan.

“Are you my girl?” he said in a low voice, almost a growl.

She gasped again, opened her mouth, licked her lips and then said: “Yes, I’m your girl.”

“Part your legs for me,” he said.

She gently parted her legs, and his hand reached slowly down and, stroking the outside of her thigh and then the inside, reached up to press softly against her crotch. He rubbed gently, slowly, and she couldn’t help but squeeze her shoulder. When she looked at him, she could see that he was smiling.

Tisha leaned in, her white cleavage shimmering in the low light. She pressed a hand against Jack’s trousers, her eyes wide and dreamy. She rubbed gently as Jack continued to press his hand against Tiffany’s cage. Tiffany opened her legs a little wider and groaned again. Tisha unzipped Jack’s trousers and looked up at her and smiled. She reached in and slowly pulled his cock free, letting it suddenly grow in her hand as her small fingers wrapped around the shaft. It was large and veined and seemed to engorge fully in a matter of seconds. Tisha smiled again at Tiffany.

“Don’t be scared,” she said.

Without thinking, Tiffany slipped back onto the sofa, letting Jack’s hand slide gently across her thigh. The two girls sat on either side of him, his enlarged member now like a statue between them. Tisha stroked him and then reached out for Tiffany’s hand. She placed it slowly around his shaft. Tiffany felt the heat and taut strength of it beneath her fingers and palm, her eyes wide with anticipation. She could not help herself now. She had to be the girl in every way. She slowly moved her hand up and down and then giggled. Tisha bent forward and kissed the tip of his cock, running her tongue down the side.

Tiffany felt a hunger that she couldn’t describe. It seemed to fill her at that moment and pushed her forward. She touched his head with her lips, feeling another surge of joy as if this was all she was meant to be. Her lips parted slowly, and she let the head move partway into her mouth.

“Good girl,” whispered Tisha. “Just a little bit more.”

Tiffany opened her mouth some more, and now the head of his cock was resting on her tongue. It tasted strong and a little salty. She held his stiff shaft and pulled back slightly as Tisha began to instruct her. Each time she took him in her mouth, she went further, pressing his cock towards her throat. She bobbed gently up and down, reaching for his hairy balls and stroking them as Tisha began to unbutton Jack’s shirt. She ran her small hand through the wiry hairs on his chest, urging Tiffany to do the same. Together, they kissed his chest. She could taste the sweat and feel each muscle under her fingers.

Jack's hand reached around and caressed her buttocks, splitting them and stroking as she returned her attention to his cock, working down from his chest, over the muscles of his stomach. Her lips wrapped around his head again, this time she licked him with her tongue, groaning slightly as he pressed his hand to the back of her head and pushed her down slightly. She felt his cock suddenly grow again, and his fist caught her hair and bunched it beneath his strong fingers. Her eyes widened as he came, jetting hot cum down the back of her throat. It was hot and salty, and when he allowed her to pull back, another powerful jet erupted from the top of his cock and caught her in the face. She felt its heat and gasped with pleasure. Without thinking, she licked his head gently and stroked his shaft as cum dripped from her face.

Tisha giggled: “Oh, you’re such a good girl,” she said.


Chapter Twelve

Tiffany woke slowly, sunlight making her squint as she opened her eyes. It came through the window in thin bands, shifting as something outside moved, catching on the wall and the edge of the bed. Dust motes danced in the perfumed air and for a moment it looked almost magical.

She lay on her back, eyes open but unfocused.

The nightdress rested lightly against her body. Where the silk fabric touched skin, she felt it immediately. At her shoulders. Along her sides. Across her thighs. The material was thin enough that she could feel the cooler air above it. Beneath it, the waistband of her panties pressed gently into her hips.

She didn’t move at first.

Breathing was the only motion. Each inhale lifted the fabric at her chest. Each exhale let it fall again. The sensation repeated, steady and precise.

Her skin felt unusually alert. Not in one place, but everywhere. The sheet beneath her calves. The faint weight of the nightdress against her stomach. The air on her forearms. When she finally shifted one foot slightly, the change registered immediately, a small adjustment felt clearly through muscle and skin.

She flexed her fingers against the sheet. The cotton creased under her touch. She released it and felt the smoothness return.

For a moment, there was nothing else. No thought. No memory. Just the accumulation of small sensations arriving all at once. The room was quiet. No voices. No music. Only distant sound from outside, traffic passing, muted enough that it didn’t intrude.

She turned her head slightly toward the window. The movement caused the nightdress to slide a fraction across her ribs. She felt the fabric move, then settle again. Her hair brushed lightly against her cheek as she turned.

She remained there, eyes open, breathing slowly, aware of her body against the bed and the steady light filling the room, letting the sensations continue without interruption. She could stay like this forever, where it was safe and warm and unchallenging.

Tiffany lifted one hand and rested it against her chest.

The change was immediate and unmistakable. There was more weight than before, a fuller heaviness that shifted when she moved her hand. She pressed gently, testing it, then sat up a little. The movement made the sensation clearer. Her breasts pulled downward under their own weight, the nightdress stretching slightly as they settled.

She frowned and touched them again, more deliberately this time. There was no doubt about it. They had grown. That made her laugh.

She drew her hand away and ran her fingers through her hair instead, pushing it back from her face. As she did, her body adjusted to the new balance. Her breasts swayed a little, unhindered by a bra. Her nipples hardened a little and she felt a slight pressure between her legs – the cage, she thought and reached down and pressed against it’s hard structure.

Images broke through then, sharp and uninvited.

The low light. The music. Jack’s hands. The pressure of his body close to hers. The memory arrived in fragments, disconnected but vivid enough to register physically before she could organise them into thought.

Her breath caught.

She became aware of her nipples tightening more beneath the thin fabric, the sensation more pleasant than disturbing. The nightdress brushed against them as she breathed, and the contact felt sharper than it had moments before. She lowered her gaze to her chest, watching the fabric rise and fall, aware of the way her body was responding without instruction.

She sat there for a moment longer, hand still in her hair, breathing shallowly now, the remnants of sleep gone completely as sensation and memory settled fully into place.

The door opened quietly, and light spilt in from the hallway. Tiffany looked up just as Tisha stepped into the room.

She was in jeans and a T-shirt, dark fabric, boots, her hair sharper again, the softer styling from the night before gone. She closed the door behind her and crossed the room as if she needed to check that Tiffany was still alive.

“Time to get up, sleepy head,” Tisha said.

She dropped onto the bed beside Tiffany with a solid bounce, the mattress dipping under her weight. Tiffany flushed instantly. She pulled the sheet higher without thinking, fingers gripping the edge. Sitting upright like this made her more aware of herself and of what had happened last night.

Tisha turned slightly and looked her over. “So,” she said, casual but maybe a little nervous. “How do you feel?”

Tiffany hesitated. Her mouth opened, then closed again. She swallowed.

“I didn’t know I was capable of doing things like that,” she said finally, her voice quieter than she intended. There was a hint of sadness, as if something had been lost forever.

Tisha raised an eyebrow, a small smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “But did you enjoy yourself?” she asked. “You looked like you enjoyed yourself.”

The heat rushed straight to Tiffany’s face. She could feel it spreading, colouring her cheeks, her neck. She shook her head once, embarrassed, then laughed softly despite herself.

“I—” She stopped, unable to finish.

She turned abruptly and buried her face in the sheet, pressing it over her mouth as if that might hide everything. Her shoulders drew in, knees tucking slightly as she curled around herself.

Tisha watched her for a moment, then reached out and patted her leg lightly.

“A red face is very telling,” she said. “You’ve nothing to be ashamed of. You just did what girls do. At least sometimes.”

Tiffany stayed where she was, face hidden, heart still racing, the memory of the night pressing close again whether she wanted it to or not. What she couldn’t control was how it started to make her horny again. Last night, there had been no release. The locked cage had pressed against her, preventing any release. It had all been about pleasuring Jack.

“Let’s keep moving,” said Tisha. “Don’t dwell on what’s happened, think about what’s to come.”

Tiffany showered quickly, the hot water pounding against her shoulders and back, steam filling the small bathroom. She washed her hair, then her body, hands lingering only long enough to rinse away the last of the weariness in her body. When she stepped out, skin damp and pink from the heat, she wrapped a towel around herself and crossed back into the bedroom.

Laid out neatly on the bed was a simple white cotton dress, light and clean-looking. Beside it sat a white bra and matching panties. At the foot of the bed, a pair of high heels waited, pale and elegant, their lines sharp against the carpet.

Tiffany reached for the bra first, lifting it and turning it slightly in her hands. She began to put it on and then her brow creased.

“I think I need a bigger bra,” she said, half to herself.

Tisha looked up from her phone. “Oh my,” she said, a grin spreading across her face. “That happened fast.”

Tiffany felt her cheeks warm again. She pulled up the straps and adjusted her breasts as best she could. “It’s way tighter than yesterday.”

“We’ll go shopping later,” Tisha said. “Maybe it’s time to get you measured. Unless they’re growing more. Oh God, what if they keep growing?”

That didn’t bear thinking about. Tiffany checked her profile in the mirror.

“But first things first,” Tisha said

Tiffany looked at her. “What?”

“Jack’s booked you into a salon,” Tisha said. “Hair, nails, the works.”

Tiffany glanced back at the dress, then at the heels, then at herself in the mirror. Her towel slipped slightly, and she adjusted it without comment.

“A salon,” she repeated.

Tisha smiled. “Yes. And you’re going to love it.”

Tiffany exhaled slowly, then nodded. She reached for the panties and began to dress, movements almost as natural as they could be now. She tucked the cage under her and checked to make sure it was completely hidden. The dress and heels followed along with some light makeup. Then they were ready to go.

A black cab dropped them at the salon on a narrow cobble street set back from the main road. The window was darkened, opaque enough that nothing inside could be seen from the pavement. Above the door, discreet gold lettering read Femme Revolution. There were no posters, no offers, no attempt to attract passing trade. It didn’t even look as though it was open for business.

Tisha hooked her arm around Tiffany’s elbow and led her to the door, pushing it open with her usual confidence.

Inside, the atmosphere was completely different.

The salon was bright, clinical, and modern. White walls, chrome fixtures, glass shelves holding carefully spaced products. The air smelled clean, with a floral undertone. Everything had a place, and everything was in its place. There was no music playing, only the quiet hum of the lights and the soft movement of people working.

A woman stepped forward from behind the main counter.

Mrs Devere was in her fifties, tall and sharply dressed, her grey-streaked hair pulled back tightly from her face. Her clothes were immaculate, her posture rigid. She looked Tiffany up and down in a single, unbroken assessment that missed nothing.

“You’re on time,” she said in a thick European accent Tiffany couldn’t place. “Good.”

Two younger women appeared almost immediately, both dressed in simple black uniforms, hair neatly tied back, expressions neutral and attentive. They did not speak. They followed instructions.

Tiffany was guided through the salon and into a private treatment room. The lighting was bright and unforgiving. A padded table sat in the centre, surrounded by trays of instruments and machines. Everything gleamed and was a little frightening.

She was instructed to change into a smock and lie back. The young women looked at her with stern expressions, as if they were robots rather than real people.

The first treatment focused on her skin. A cooling gel was applied methodically, section by section, over her legs, arms, torso and face. The touch was efficient rather than gentle, hands working with practised speed. An IPL device was prepared, calibrated, and then pressed against her skin in short bursts. Each pulse delivered a sharp, controlled sensation, brief flashes of heat followed by coolness as the device was lifted and repositioned.

The process was systematic. Lower legs first, then thighs. Arms. Underarms. Along her stomach and sides. And then her face. Each area treated with the same precision, no commentary, no reassurance, just steady work. The aim was clear: reduction, smoothing, refinement. When it was finished, her skin was wiped clean, left slightly flushed, already looking more even.

She was given time to sit up, then guided to the manicure station.

Her hands were placed on a padded rest. The false nails were removed and real nails treated. Then gel extensions were added. Each nail was filed to a uniform length and curve. The process was deliberate, but the girls worked with a professional ease that seemed almost supernatural. The same care was given to her toes, her feet lifted and supported, nails trimmed and shaped, skin treated and smoothed.

Once prepared, colour was applied properly this time. A rich, polished red, layered evenly, cured, then sealed. When her hands were finally released, her nails looked exquisite, clean lines and depth of colour giving them more weight and presence.

Next came her face.

She was reclined again, head supported, hair pulled back. Mrs Devere took over personally for this part. She examined Tiffany’s features from multiple angles, fingers lightly pressing at her cheeks, her jawline, her lips.

Small syringes were prepared. The injections were precise and minimal, delivered with the same calm efficiency. A measured amount was placed into her cheeks to soften and round the contours. A careful application to her lips, adding fullness without exaggeration. Each injection was followed by a firm massage to distribute the product evenly.

Tiffany felt pressure, brief discomfort, then warmth. Her face tingled slightly as the treatments settled. A mirror was not offered yet. She was eager to see how it had changed her face. She had already reached the stage where she was finding little faults. That was part of her feminisation and probably wouldn’t change much, she decided.

Finally, it was time for her hair.

She was seated at a styling station, cape fastened around her shoulders. Mrs Devere selected a colour without discussion. A deep, vibrant red. The dye was mixed, then applied thoroughly from root to tip, sectioned and coated with precision. Foils were placed. Time was measured exactly.

When the dye was washed out, the transformation was immediate. Her hair, once darker and muted, now caught the light with intensity. Her hair was blow-dried and styled, shaped to frame her face, to fall cleanly around her shoulders. The style was polished, unmistakably feminine, controlled and beautiful.

Only then was a mirror turned toward her.

Tiffany stared.

Her skin looked smoother, lighter, almost luminous. Her nails were perfect. Her face was subtly altered, softer lines, fuller cheeks, lips that looked shaped rather than painted. Her hair glowed red under the lights, styled deliberately and finished.

Mrs Devere stood behind her, arms folded. “This is maintenance,” she said flatly. “Not indulgence. You will return when instructed.”

Tiffany nodded, still looking at her reflection. There was no payment; they were just ushered out the door as if they were an inconvenience.

By the time they left the salon, late morning light had shifted outside. The window darkened behind them again, hiding everything that had been done within.

Tisha glanced at her once and smiled. “That was weird,” she whispered as if Mrs Devere could hear them.

Tiffany giggled, more in relief than anything else.

They took a bus back into town, and Tiffany couldn’t stop stealing looks at herself in the window reflection. A man in a suit kept looking at her, so much so that she suddenly stared back at him, her lips fixed hard. He looked away, and she counted that as a small victory.

They got off as they reached the high street and headed to a large department store. They took the escalator up to the lingerie floor, the space opening out into soft lighting and muted colours that brought a lump to Tiffany’s throat. It was like hallowed ground and she was entering into it as a woman. The department store was busy but not loud, the sound dampened by carpet and fabric. Racks of bras and slips lined the walls, arranged by colour and cut, mannequins posed in careful, neutral stances, some looking quite provocative.

Tiffany slowed instinctively.

Tisha noticed immediately. “It’s fine,” she said quietly. “This is your place now.”

A sales assistant approached them as they began to browse, a woman in her forties with a calm expression and a measuring tape already looped around her neck. She smiled warmly.

“Can I help you?”

“Yes,” Tisha said. “She needs to be measured properly.”

The assistant turned her attention to Tiffany. “Of course. Come with me.”

They were led to a private fitting area, separated from the main floor by heavy curtains. Inside, the space was small but comfortable. A mirror. A padded stool. Hooks for clothes. The assistant closed the curtain behind them, shutting out the rest of the store.

“Pull down your dress and remove your bra,” she said gently.

Tiffany’s hands shook slightly as she did as she was told. She blushed. The room felt warm. All of a sudden, the walls seemed to close around her. When she stood there in just her panties, arms folded instinctively across her chest, the assistant waited without comment, giving her time.

“You can drop your arms,” she said softly. “I need to measure you.”

Tiffany hesitated, then lowered them.

The tape measure was cool against her skin as it was placed around her ribcage, snug but not tight. The assistant checked the number, adjusted it slightly, then measured across her chest, carefully and precisely. Her touch was neutral, but even so the proximity made Tiffany’s breath shallow.

“Alright,” the woman said, making a note. “That explains it.”

“Explains what?” Tiffany asked.

“You’ve been wearing a size too small,” she replied calmly. “And you need more support than what you were wearing.”

Tisha smiled. “I told you.”

The assistant reached for a selection of bras. She chose several, different styles and fabrics, laying them out on the stool. Lace. Satin. A smooth plunge. A structured balconette.

“Try these first,” she said. “We’ll adjust from there.”

When Tiffany put on the first bra and stepped back out, the difference was immediate. The fit was firm, supportive, lifting in a way she hadn’t experienced before. She looked at herself in the mirror, then down at her chest, surprised by the shape it gave her.

“Oh,” she said quietly.

Tisha leaned against the wall, watching her. “That’s the right size.”

The assistant adjusted the straps with a quick, professional touch. “How does it feel?”

“Secure,” Tiffany said after a moment. “Different.”

“That’s how it should feel,” the woman replied.

They worked through the others slowly. Each bra changed the way Tiffany looked and felt. Some were soft and enveloping. Others shaped her more dramatically. Lace brushed her skin, satin slid when she moved. With each change, her posture shifted slightly, her movements becoming more confident as she grew used to the sensation of being properly held.

“This one’s good for every day,” the assistant said, indicating a smooth, supportive style.

“And that one?” Tisha asked, nodding toward a darker lace piece.

The assistant smiled knowingly. “That one’s for when you want to feel… noticed.”

Tiffany blushed but didn’t look away from the mirror.

They made their choices carefully. Styles Tiffany never would have picked for herself before. When it was over, she stood there fully dressed again, bag in hand, feeling strangely lighter.

As they left the fitting room, Tiffany exhaled. “Good thing we didn’t have to explain.”

Tisha giggled. “I’d love to see her face.”

Tisha paid, and they headed down the escalator and stepped back out into the street. Tiffany carried the bag close to her side, aware of it with every step. On the way home, she kept touching the strap of the new bra she had chosen to wear beneath her dress, reassured by the fit.


Chapter Thirteen

They ate a simple lunch, standing at the kitchen counter, talking about nothing in particular. It was enough to take the edge off their hunger and slow the day down. Tiffany noticed how naturally she now leaned against the counter, hip taking some of her weight, one knee bending without thought.

When they finished, Tisha cleared away and closed the curtains in the living room.

They settled on the couch together. Tiffany curled slightly toward the corner, legs tucked in, the new bra supporting her comfortably beneath the dress she wore. The fabric pooled softly over her knees. Tisha stretched out beside her, boots kicked off, one arm draped along the side of the couch.

They watched Cinderella.

The screen glowed in the low light, blues and silvers washing across the walls. The house at the beginning of the film appeared bright and open, sunlight spilling through the windows. Tiffany watched closely, eyes tracking every movement, every detail of fabric and gesture. In the past, it would not have been a movie that would have interested her. Now, she felt drawn to it by some mysterious force.

As Cinderella grew older on screen, the colours shifted. The dresses became plainer. The rooms darker. The work heavier. Tiffany felt herself leaning forward slightly without realising it, elbows resting on her thighs, hands loosely clasped.

Tisha glanced at her, then back to the screen. “Imagine it’s you,” she said quietly. “Not watching. Living it.”

Tiffany swallowed and nodded.

She focused again. The camera lingered on Cinderella’s hands as she worked, on the way she moved through the house, careful but invisible. Tiffany noticed the posture, the way her shoulders were often drawn in, the way she kept herself small.

When the fairy godmother appeared, the change was sudden and unmistakable. Light. Motion. Fabric forming where there had been none. Tiffany felt a tightness in her chest as the dress took shape on screen, layers settling into place, the colour deepening as it moved. It was so beautiful.

She shifted on the couch. The new bra pressed gently against her ribs as she breathed in.

The ball scene held her completely. The music swelled. The room on screen filled with movement and sound. Cinderella stepped forward, transformed, and everything around her seemed to pause. Eyes turned. Bodies stilled.

Tiffany felt it in her stomach.

She watched the way Cinderella walked, the way the dress responded to her movement, the way her posture changed now that she was seen. The difference wasn’t just the gown. It was the way she held herself. The way she moved through space as if she were allowed to be there.

Tisha leaned closer. “That moment,” she said. “That’s what it feels like when things finally fit.”

On screen, Cinderella danced. The camera followed the sweep of fabric, the measured steps, the deliberate closeness. Tiffany became acutely aware of her own body again, of the weight at her chest, of the way her legs were folded beneath her, of the quiet contact where her arm brushed Tisha’s and the gentle smell of perfume.

When the clock struck midnight, Tiffany felt her jaw tighten. The rush. The loss. The fear of being seen too clearly and then losing it all at once. She sat back against the cushions, fingers gripping the edge of the throw without realising it. As the film moved toward its ending, the pace slowed. The glass slipper fit exactly where it was meant to. Tiffany exhaled slowly as the shoe slid into place on screen, the certainty unmistakeable.

She realised her eyes were wet.

Tisha reached for the remote and lowered the volume, then looked at her. “So,” she said. “Did you feel it?”

Tiffany nodded. “Yes.”

“And?”

Tiffany thought for a moment, choosing her words carefully. “I love that dress,” she said finally.

Tisha smiled, satisfied, and leaned back into the couch. “You’re such a girl!”

Tiffany shifted closer without thinking, resting her shoulder lightly against Tisha’s arm. The screen was completely dark now, reflecting only the faint outline of the room and the two of them sitting there together.

She stayed where she was, the images from the film lingering, the emotions she had felt. It was all so different. How had that changed so quickly? She straightened her skirt and ran a hand through her red hair.

Tisha’s phone chimed softly in her hand. She glanced at the screen, her expression shifting from relaxed to more serious. She read it once and then looked at Tiffany.

“Jack wants to see you,” she said. “Alone this time. Seven.”

The words landed heavily, but there was no argument to be made. Tiffany nodded, a tight flutter starting low in her stomach. A couple of hours escaping into the world of Cinderella had been wonderful but now she was back to the real world.

After she showered, the bathroom filled again with steam and the clean scent of soap. Tiffany dried herself carefully, aware of her body in a way that now felt habitual. When she stepped back into the bedroom, Tisha had already laid everything out.

White dominated the bed.

A satin corset lay at the centre, smooth and luminous, its seams and panels clearly designed to shape and support. Beside it were matching panties, fine and minimal, and suspenders laid straight and ready. White stockings were folded neatly, sheer and precise. At the foot of the bed, white high heels waited, elegant and unforgiving. Draped last, almost as an afterthought, was a long white robe, sheer enough to soften what lay beneath without hiding it. There was no bra.

Tisha helped with the corset, closing it snugly around Tiffany’s torso, the satin cool at first, then warming quickly to her skin. It held Tiffany firmly, lifting and shaping, changing how she stood the moment it was secured. Her breasts hung over the lip of the corset and made Tiffany feel vulnerable. The stockings were carefully drawn up, the fabric sliding smoothly over her legs before being clipped into place. The corset squeezed her breath, but felt somehow sensual.

The panties settled lightly beneath it all, barely there.

She stepped into the heels next. The height altered her balance immediately, shifting her posture, lifting her frame. She straightened instinctively, spine aligning, shoulders back. The robe came last. When she slipped her arms into it, the sheer fabric flowed down over her, catching the light, softening the lines beneath without disguising them. It moved when she moved, trailing slightly, whispering against her legs, the material settling deliciously over her breasts. She noticed her nipples were already erect.

Tisha took her to the vanity table.

The makeup this time was slower, more exacting. Eyes darkened and shaped, lashes thickened and lengthened until her gaze looked heavier, more deliberate. Her cheeks were contoured subtly, lips deepened in colour and glossed just enough to catch the light. The overall effect was sultry.

With her newly dyed red hair styled to frame her face and fall cleanly down her shoulders, the transformation was complete. The white satin reflected light softly. The robe added movement and mystery. Her face looked fuller and prettier after the salon. Everything worked together with unsettling effectiveness.

Tiffany swallowed and let her hands fall to her sides, fingers brushing the robe. She felt composed and exposed at the same time, every detail in place, every sensation sharp and present.

Jack was sitting on the edge of a double bed when she entered, the towelling dressing gown loose around his broad frame, revealing more than a hint of thick matted hair. The room was warmly lit, shadows soft against the walls, the bedspread dark and almost pristine. He looked up as the door closed behind her and took his time, his gaze moving over her slowly, deliberately, from the fall of the sheer robe at her shoulders down to the line of her legs and the white heels.

She felt the weight of that look immediately. It made her feel a squirm of pleasure in the pit of her stomach and she blushed without being able to help it.

They exchanged a few polite words, nothing urgent, the sound of their voices calm in the quiet room. Jack shifted slightly on the bed as he spoke, then leaned back and parted his legs, the movement unhurried.

He patted the bed and told her to come and sit down.

Tiffany crossed the room, holding her breath, her heart beating. The robe moved around her with every stride, the fabric brushing her calves, the corset holding her firmly. When she reached the bed, she turned and lowered herself between his legs, settling back until she felt the solid presence of him behind her.

The heat of his body and the hard musculature seemed to make her feel safe, as if this one simple act grounded her to who she was. Her posture adjusted instinctively, spine straightening, shoulders easing back as she found a comfortable position against him.

Jack remained still for a moment, his legs framing her, the space around her suddenly contained. Tiffany rested her hands lightly in her lap, aware of every point of contact, of the contrast between the softness of the bed and the solidity at her back.

Jack’s hands settled on her shoulders, broad and rough, the skin of his palms warm against her. He moved slowly, thumbs pressing in slightly as his fingers spread, the contact firm but gentle. The sensation travelled through her immediately, a sharp, involuntary thrill that made her breath catch for a moment before she steadied it.

“You look nice,” he said, his voice low, close enough that she could feel his warm breath on her neck. “How was the salon?”

“It was different,” Tiffany replied. Her voice was softer than she intended, but it held. “They did a lot. More than I expected.”

His hands continued their slow movement, working along the tops of her shoulders, easing down toward her upper arms before returning again. The rhythm was unhurried, almost methodical, as if he were testing how she responded to each pass.

“They know what they’re doing there,” he said.

“Yes,” she replied. “I feel different. I look different.”

His thumbs pressed briefly at the base of her neck, then eased off, his fingers tracing the line of her shoulders again. The robe shifted slightly with the movement, the sheer fabric sliding against her skin. She became acutely aware of her posture, of the way she was sitting between his legs, of how easily she fit there. Her nipples pushed through the sheer material of the robe and she found herself wishing he would touch her there.

Jack’s hands remained steady, reassuring in their consistency, the contrast between their roughness and the delicacy of her skin heightening every small sensation. Jack’s hands slowed, then stilled, resting on her shoulders as he spoke.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “you’ll meet me at a bar. I’ll be there with friends. I think you’re ready to make your debut.”

The thought of being up close to people who didn’t know in public wasn’t as strange to her as she thought it might be. It sent a small shiver of disquiet through her, but she knew that she would do what he said and would not run away. Not now.

“You’ll be my new girlfriend,” he continued. His tone was matter-of-fact, as though he were outlining a schedule rather than a role. “You’ll make your entrance so they can all see and you’ll come to me. I’ll introduce you, and people will know who you are and what you mean to me. You will only have eyes for me. You’ll listen. You’ll be attentive. Feminine.”

She nodded slightly, the movement small in the darkening room.

“You are Tiffany,” he said. “That’s who they’ll meet.”

After a moment of quiet, she said: “Yes.”

Her breath caught, then steadied again. She felt a warmth spread through her chest at the certainty in his voice, at the absence of doubt or negotiation. His hands resumed their gentle movement, thumbs pressing once more into the muscles at the base of her neck, then easing off. The contact was sensual and she didn’t want it to stop.

He paused.

“Now,” he said, “you’re allowed to ask questions.”

The room felt very quiet in that moment. Tiffany sat still between his legs, one hand moving slowly to his knee and resting there. She swallowed, gathering her thoughts, aware of the significance of being invited to speak openly.

She tilted her head slightly, a habit now, and prepared to ask what she needed to know.

“Why did you do this?” She asked nervously.

“Why did I do this?” Jack said calmly, repeating her question. “I’ve always been drawn to trans girls, not as a curiosity or a phase but deliberately, because femininity that’s chosen is conscious and cultivated, not taken for granted.

“It’s attentive, sensual, and deliberate. Girls like you tend to understand their bodies, their movement, their presentation in a way most women never have to think about. I like women who are in tune with that, who understand that femininity isn’t weakness but something else, knowing how to move, respond, and occupy space as who they were meant to be.

“I also like order. I’m an Alpha male, in case you hadn’t noticed. Women who know their place don’t need constant instruction; they understand the world they’re in and their role in it.

“When I first saw you, I wasn’t sure. You were unfinished, drifting, but there was potential there. I’ve been looking for someone for a long time, not just anyone, someone who would respond rather than resist, who would settle instead of fracture, and become the girl I was looking for. Last night, you showed that you were that girl. You didn’t fight the changes, you absorbed them.

“Each step in the transformation made you calmer and more submissive, and that told me all I needed to know. This isn’t about humiliation or punishment, it’s about refinement and direction, taking something unformed and giving it shape. You’re more feminine now than most women I know, more responsive, more aware, more sensual, and you didn’t lose anything important to get there.

“You’re Tiffany because that’s what fits, not because I said so, but because your body and behaviour agreed long before you did. I don’t need someone who argues their identity every day. I need someone who steps into it and accepts who she is.”

“And what do you expect of me now?” Tiffany asked.

“I expect that you learn and that you embrace what you’ve already started to become. I expect you to accept your femininity fully rather than question it, to stop treating it like something temporary or thinking that you can go back. Tisha will guide you in the finer things, how to move, how to listen, how to please your man, not as a trivial act but as a skill, something learned and refined like anything else worth doing. You’ll accept the structure of your new life and enjoy what it does for you. There’s no trap here. You have two weeks. Live this way fully, without holding yourself back. If, at the end of that time, you decide this isn’t what you want, you’re free to leave, and I won’t stand in your way.

“But if you choose to stay, then you stay completely. We’ll be married, and you’ll become my wife, not as a costume or a fantasy, but as a proper wife with expectations on how you behave. For my part, I will treat you as the woman you really should be. You will want for nothing. That’s the choice in front of you, and it’s yours to make.”

She wondered if it was really. After so much had happened in such a short time, she felt less in control than she had ever been in her life.

“And the cage?”

“And the cage,” Jack said, smiling a little, “is there for focus. It isn’t punishment, and it isn’t about denial for its own sake. It’s a constant reminder of who you are now and where your attention belongs. It removes certain distractions and realigns old habits that pull you away from who you are meant to be.

“When you stop focusing on your own release, you start to think differently about intimacy, about touch, about anticipation, about satisfying your man rather than satisfying yourself. That shift is important. The cage reinforces a more feminine pattern of thinking, one based on responsiveness, patience, and awareness rather than impulse. Over time, it stops feeling like something added to you and starts feeling like something that simply makes sense.”

His hands moved around and gently held her breasts. She shuddered, unable to stop herself. His thumbs stroked her nipples through the sheer material of the peignoir, and she leaned naturally back into him, feeling his hardness start to develop.

“Until you decide to give yourself to me fully, I will not touch you in a more intimate way again. That will be saved for our wedding day. Last night was just a test to see how you would react. In the meantime, you’ll listen to Tisha and follow her instructions.”

She felt herself tighten against the cage and wondered why she was so submissive to his touch now. Why she couldn’t find fault in his argument or instructions. Tiffany closed her eyes as he stroked her gently and wondered if she could ever resist again.


Chapter Fourteen

They spent most of the morning on the sofa.

The summer light shifted slowly across the living room as time passed, the curtains half-drawn, the flat quiet and insulated from the outside world. Tiffany wore pale silk pyjamas, the fabric smooth and cool against her skin, the trousers loose, the top buttoned neatly. Tisha had chosen a darker, patterned silk for herself, the sleeves pushed up as she worked. Between them lay notebooks, loose sheets of paper, a tablet, and a couple of mugs that were refilled more than once.

They were creating Tiffany. She needed a past if she was going to appear in polite company.

“This isn’t lying,” Tisha said early on, tapping a pen against the notebook. “It’s reinventing.”

Tiffany smiled. “I’m not sure I’ll be able to keep all this in my head.”

Tisha grinned back. “Everyone does it. We’re just going a little bit further.”

They started with the basics.

Name, obviously, was already decided. Tiffany wrote it at the top of the page, then wrote it again beneath it, smaller, as if testing how it looked on paper rather than in conversation. Beneath that came age. Not her actual age. Something slightly different. Older by a year. Younger by two. They debated it briefly, weighing what felt right.

Tisha said. “Twenty-four is safe.” Adding a couple of years sounded a little strange to Tiffany but Tisha said it was important.

They moved on to where she was from. Not the exact town. Something nearby. Close enough that she could plausibly know the area, far enough that no one would expect shared memories.

“You grew up there,” Tisha said, leaning back. “Moved away for a bit. Came back recently.”

“Why?”

“Because people always ask why,” Tisha replied. “If you don’t give them one, they invent it.”

They laughed, the tension easing slightly as they built it together. Tiffany scribbled notes, crossing things out, rewriting. She found herself enjoying it more than she’d expected. There was a strange freedom in shaping a version of herself deliberately, deciding which details mattered and which didn’t.

Education came next. Not too impressive. But enough not to make her sound like a total dunce.

“Something creative,” Tisha suggested. “How about performing arts? That would explain how glamorous you look.”

They settled on art and design, which was close enough to what she’d done before. Work followed. This part made Tiffany hesitate.

“I don’t really want to talk about work,” she admitted.

“Then don’t,” Tisha said easily. “You’re a temp, looking at your options.”

They added a line about freelance work, something flexible, something that sounded real without being concrete. Tiffany noticed how often Tisha framed things not in terms of deception, but in terms of comfort. What would make conversations flow? What would prevent awkward pauses?

By midday, the notebook was half full.

They took a break to eat, plates balanced on their knees, the television on low in the background, but even then the conversation drifted back to Tiffany. Her preferences. Her supposed past. The kind of music she liked. The places she might reasonably have visited. They could keep most of it the same, but adding a little embellishment here and there seemed to be a good idea.

“Don’t overdo it,” Tisha warned when Tiffany started listing too many details. “You’ll never remember it all if we do too much.”

Tiffany nodded, crossing something out. “I keep thinking I need to be ready for every question.”

“You don’t,” Tisha said. “Most people don’t listen closely enough to catch inconsistencies. They’re thinking about themselves or, in the case of men, looking at your gorgeous tits.”

Tiffany giggled and then blushed. That was another thing she would have to contend with.

They returned to the sofa and started again, this time focusing on personality rather than facts. How Tiffany reacted in groups. Whether she was quiet or talkative. How she handled attention.

“This is important,” Tisha said, serious now. “Jack’s friends will clock confidence before they clock detail.”

“I don’t know if I’m confident,” Tiffany said.

“You don’t have to be,” Tisha replied. “You just have to be comfortable. Practice listening and don’t be too eager to speak. That’s what I think.”

They talked through scenarios. Meeting someone new. Being introduced. Sitting at the bar. Laughing at the right moments. Letting conversations happen around her without forcing herself into them.

“You don’t need to be impressive,” Tisha repeated. “You just need to be pleasant to be around.”

They practised with Tisha playing the part of different people.

At first it felt silly. Tiffany sitting upright on the sofa, shoulders back, hands folded, while Tisha played a curious friend.

“So how did you and Jack meet?” Tisha asked.

Tiffany hesitated, then answered. They stopped. Adjusted. Tried again. Each time, it became easier. The words flowed more naturally. The pauses shortened. “What if they ask him?”

“They won’t.”

They laughed when Tiffany overexplained. They laughed when she stumbled over a detail they hadn’t settled on yet. The atmosphere stayed light and playful, but underneath it all, Tiffany could feel something tightening.

The time was getting closer.

Every now and then, her gaze drifted to the clock on the wall. Each glance made her stomach flutter. The debut, as Tisha kept calling it half-jokingly, loomed larger the more real Tiffany became on paper.

By mid-afternoon, the notebook looked less like a plan and more like a memoir. Pages filled with notes about likes and dislikes. Favourite drinks. How she took her coffee. A short list of films she could mention casually without sounding rehearsed.

They even discussed what she didn’t like.

“Boundaries are important,” Tisha said. “It’s okay to say you don’t enjoy something. It makes everything else feel more real.”

Tiffany circled a few items thoughtfully.

As they worked, she noticed her posture changing without conscious effort. She sat with her legs tucked neatly to one side now, rather than sprawled. She played with the pen when she thought, twirling it between her fingers, then setting it down carefully. Small things.

Tisha noticed everything.

“See?” she said at one point, smiling. “You’re already doing it.”

“Doing what?”

“Being her.”

Late afternoon light slanted across the room when they moved on to the final part. How Tiffany would present herself socially as Jack’s girlfriend.

She explained the group dynamics. Who talked the most. Who liked to hold court. Who tended to fade into the background. When she might be asked a direct question versus when she could simply listen.

“You don’t need to cling to him,” Tisha said.

They practised standing with Jack. Where Tiffany’s hands would rest when she sat beside him. How to stand close without looking as they were joined at the him. How to lean in slightly when he spoke, how to make eye contact without holding it too long.

Still, the clock ticked on. And the nerves threatened to get the better of her.

She could feel them building as the shape of the evening became clearer. Faces she didn’t know. Opinions she would be silently weighed against. The knowledge that she would be seen not just as herself, but as his.

“What if they don’t like me?”

Tisha didn’t dismiss it. She set the notebook aside and turned fully toward her.

“Some of them won’t,” she said. “That’s normal. But that’s because you’re just too damned pretty. It won’t matter.”

They finished for the day, and then Tisha said it was time to go and find Tiffany a new dress. They changed quickly, folding away their silk pyjamas and choosing a dress for Tiffany. Nothing dramatic yet. Practical layers, shoes easy to walk in, hair brushed and makeup applied. Tiffany caught her reflection once as she slipped on a jacket and felt the familiar flutter return, a mix of anticipation and nerves.

Outside, the city was already busy. Shops were open, pavements full, the air carrying the sound of traffic and voices. They walked side by side into town, Tisha setting the pace, Tiffany keeping close. She knew this wasn’t casual browsing. Somewhere among the rails and mirrors was an outfit waiting for her, something that would make her entrance irresistible.

The function room above The Gardener’s Arms was already full when Jack arrived. The air carried the smell of beer and food cooking in the background, layered with the steady noise of conversation and some music that no one could really hear.

Coats were draped over the backs of chairs, glasses already clustered on tables, bodies packed close enough that movement required small negotiations. Jack moved through it easily, nodding, clasping hands, accepting a drink before he’d taken three steps inside.

He wore a dark suit, open at the collar, jacket already loosened. He stood near the centre of the room, one hand around a large whiskey, posture relaxed. People came to him rather than the other way round. He listened, smiled at the right moments, and offered short responses that kept conversations moving without giving much away.

Martin Cole was already loud, already red-faced, already well into enjoying himself. Jack clapped him on the shoulder, endured a brief speech about age and survival, then drifted away before being pinned down. He exchanged a few words with Tom Ridley near the bar, nodded through a story he’d heard before, then stepped aside to make room for another group forming.

Eleanor Cole approached him while he was mid-conversation with Paul Mercer. She wore a dark dress, simple lines, jewellery chosen carefully and sparkling in the light. She greeted Paul first, then turned to Jack.

“You’re late,” she said lightly.

“Fashionably, I hope,” Jack replied. “How are you, Eleanor?” He kissed her on the cheek.

She smiled at that, a small, knowing expression. Her gaze flicked briefly toward the door, then back to him.

“I’m excited. I can’t wait to see this new girl of yours,” Eleanor said.

Jack took a sip of his drink. “You be good to her, none of your motherly stuff.”

“I’m sure I’ll be the soul of discretion,” Eleanor replied. “Everyone’s already curious.”

“I wonder how they all know,” Jack said, not unkindly.

Eleanor studied him for a moment longer, then nodded. “I’m glad you’ve found someone, and I hope it works out.”

Jack got another drink, then set the glass aside. He leaned against the bar, arms folded loosely, and listened to Karen Willis complain about parking. He smiled at the right points. He made a short joke. Music played softly from a speaker in the corner, something familiar enough to ignore. The staff moved behind the bar efficiently. Someone started a round of shots that Jack declined.

Eleanor returned, this time with Rachel Bloom in tow. Rachel looked bright, curious, a little too eager. Eleanor’s hand rested lightly at her elbow, guiding her rather than restraining her.

“This is Rachel,” Eleanor said. “Tom’s better half.”

Jack nodded. “Nice to meet you.”

Rachel smiled widely. “Likewise. Everyone’s talking about you.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “That sounds unfortunate.”

Rachel laughed. “Not you. Your girlfriend.”

It was obvious that someone had been gossiping. Jack’s lack of a woman had long been the subject of concern among the women. There had rarely been a month that went by when Eleanor didn’t try to introduce him to some girl she knew.

The room shifted again, subtly. People settled into smaller clusters. Someone raised a toast to Martin. Glasses lifted. He felt the change before he saw it. A slight pause in conversation near the door. A ripple of attention moving away. His expression didn’t change. But his posture did. He straightened slightly, shoulders squaring. Whatever had been casual about his presence moments before tightened into focus.

Eleanor noticed. She followed his gaze and smiled faintly.

“There she is,” she said quietly. “Oh my, Jack, what have you got there.”

The red dress caught the light, the colour rich and unmistakable against the darker tones of the room. It sat just below her knees, fitted closely through her torso and hips, the fabric smooth and taut without pulling. The neckline rested off her shoulders, exposing clean lines of skin across her collarbones and upper arms. The cut held her chest firmly, shaping rather than exaggerating, the dress's structure doing its work quietly.

She paused for half a second in the doorway, long enough to orient herself, then stepped forward.

Her heels clicked softly against the wooden floor, each step measured and even. She didn’t rush. The shoes lifted her posture naturally, her back straight, shoulders relaxed, head level. Her stride was controlled, hips moving subtly rather than swinging. The dress responded to her walk, the fabric shifting over her thighs, catching the light with each step.

She held a small black clutch at her side, fingers wrapped neatly around it, arm close to her body. Her other hand hung relaxed, fingers loose, moving only as much as balance required.

Her hair fell in loose red waves around her shoulders, styled beautifully, moving gently as she walked. Under the warm lights of the function room, the colour deepened, darker at the roots, brighter where it caught the glow from the bar. Her makeup was perfect: eyes defined without excess, lashes dark, lips matched carefully to the dress.

As she crossed the room, conversations thinned. Not stopped, but softened. A few heads turned, mostly men, but some women too.

She walked directly toward Jack. Even in a crowd he was hard to miss.

Her gaze lifted briefly as she moved, scanning the room just enough to register faces without locking onto any of them. Her mouth curved into a small smile that was the prettiest thing he had seen in a long while.

From where he stood, the details sharpened. The way the dress narrowed at her waist. The clean line of her calves above the heels. The way she carried herself. There was nothing tentative in her movement. It was as if she truly belonged.

Eleanor observed her closely from the side. The walk, the posture, the dress and heels. She noted that the woman didn’t tug at the dress or check herself in passing mirrors or glass. She simply moved through the space as if it were meant to accommodate her.

When Tiffany reached Jack, she stopped, close enough to indicate familiarity but not crowding him. She turned slightly toward him, angling her body with intention. Jack inclined his head toward her and kissed her lightly on the lips. His hand came to rest on her lower back, and it was then that he realised she was trembling slightly.


Chapter Fifteen

From the moment she stepped fully into the room, Tiffany felt the weight of attention settle on her skin. Travelling in the cab on her own, she had felt physically sick. The nerves were so bad at one point that she nearly asked the driver to turn back. It was only by force of will that she managed to get out, head into the pub and not run for cover.

Her senses were heightened even more as she pushed open the door to the function room and stepped in. She could feel them looking. Not all at once, not dramatically, but in small, cumulative ways. A pause in a sentence nearby. A glance held half a second longer than necessary. One man looked her up and down in a rather crude way and pursed his lips, then turned to his friend to say something.

The awareness followed her as she moved through the crowd to Jack’s side, the warmth of his presence grounding her immediately. The nerves settled a little as if she had jumped off a mountain and could now do nothing but fall.

Jack leaned in slightly and kissed her. She breathed in his aftershave and put a hand on his waist. “Drink?” He said, smiling.

“Yes,” she breathed.

He moved away toward the bar, and the space beside her felt suddenly exposed again.

Eleanor Cole didn’t waste the opening. “So,” she said pleasantly, turning her body toward Tiffany, her expression open but focused. “You must be the woman everyone’s been waiting to meet.”

Tiffany smiled and fought back a blush of embarrassment. “I didn’t realise I was that interesting.”

Eleanor’s eyes flicked briefly to Tiffany’s dress, then back to her face. “New faces always are in our little clique. Especially when they are with Jack.”

“I suppose that makes sense,” Tiffany replied.

“And how did you two meet?” Eleanor asked, the question light, conversational, but deliberate.

Tiffany felt the notebook in her head open instantly. She gave the answer she and Tisha had shaped, keeping it simple. “Through mutual friends. We kept running into each other. And then he asked me out.”

“Where was that?” Eleanor asked smoothly.

“A couple of places,” Tiffany said. “It took a while before we actually talked properly.”

Eleanor nodded, as if filing that away. “And what do you do, Tiffany?”

Before she could answer, Jack returned, glass in hand.

“Here,” he said, placing it gently into her fingers.

She accepted it and shifted closer to him without thinking, her shoulder brushing his arm, her body angling toward his. The contact steadied her. She felt his hand settle lightly at her waist, gently holding her.

“Eleanor,” Jack said calmly, “you’re already interrogating.”

Eleanor smiled, unapologetic. “I’m making conversation.”

“Eleanor is one of my oldest friends,” he explained.

Tiffany lifted her glass and took a small sip, then let herself lean in a fraction more, her arm slipping around Jack. The gesture was natural, instinctive. She felt his body respond subtly, accommodating her without comment.

“She’s had a long day,” Jack added. “Be kind.”

“I always am,” Eleanor said. Then she softened, her tone changing. “You’re doing very well,” she said to Tiffany. “Debuts can be so overwhelming.”

Tiffany nodded. “There are a lot of people.”

“Any excuse for a party,” Eleanor replied. “It’s something you’ll have to get used to. I just love your dress, by the way.”

Jack’s hand tightened briefly at Tiffany’s waist.

The conversation widened as others joined them. Martin’s voice cut through from across the room. Rachel Bloom drifted closer, smiling brightly and trying to ingratiate herself. Tiffany listened more than she spoke, answering when addressed, laughing softly at the right moments, trying not to lose contact with who she was meant to be. She didn’t want to drink too much either, even though everyone else seemed to be trying to drain the function room dry. She stayed close to Jack, her hand resting against his side now, fingers lightly gripping the fabric of his jacket when the noise swelled.

After a while, Jack leaned down toward her. “I need to talk to someone about something dull,” he said quietly. “I’ll be back in a little while.”

Her stomach fluttered. Before she could respond, he straightened and addressed Eleanor. “Keep an eye on her.”

Eleanor inclined her head. “Of course.”

Jack squeezed Tiffany’s waist once more, then stepped away into the crowd. The absence was immediate. It was if her anchor had been taken away.

Eleanor turned to Tiffany and gestured with her glass. “Come on,” she said. “I’ll introduce you properly to the rabble.”

They crossed the room together. Tiffany followed slightly behind, careful to match Eleanor’s pace. The group Eleanor led her to was gathered near a table by the wall. Three women stood there, drinks in hand, mid-conversation.

“Ladies,” Eleanor said smoothly, “this is Tiffany.”

Introductions followed in quick succession. Names blurred slightly in Tiffany’s mind, but faces registered. Smiles. Appraisals. One woman leaned in to kiss her lightly on the cheek. Another complimented her dress. It seemed the thing to do in polite conversation.

Tiffany answered questions when asked. Where she was from. Whether she liked the area. How she found the pub. They had most of their functions here, apparently. Jack had a share in the licence, it turned out.

She noticed how the women watched her hands when she spoke, how they clocked her posture, the way she stood, the way she held her glass. She made an effort to keep her movements minimal, composed, letting Eleanor steer. Another drink seemed to ease her tension a little and she began to relax.

“You’ll have to forgive us,” Eleanor said at one point. “We’re curious by nature.”

“Jack warned me,” Tiffany replied. “I’m having a lovely time, really.”

Eleanor smiled, approving.

As the conversation settled into something easier, Tiffany glanced across the room and found Jack again. He was deep in conversation, but he felt her gaze. He looked up, met her eyes, and gave a brief wink.

She stayed with the group, answering another question, smiling at another comment, but the knowledge that Jack was there, watching, made her feel safe. She rested one hand lightly against the edge of the table, heels steady beneath her, drink balanced easily in her other hand.

Nature finally called, and Tiffany excused herself, moving through the crowd and into the corridor that led to the ladies. The noise from the function room dropped away as she pushed the door open. Inside, the space was bright and quiet, tiled walls reflecting the overhead lights.

She went into a cubicle and sat down, smoothing her dress automatically. For a moment, she allowed herself to breathe. The evening replayed in her mind in fragments: Eleanor’s measured tone, the way the women had smiled, the ease with which conversation had flowed once Jack stepped away. No one had challenged her. No one had looked at her with suspicion. Everything was okay. So far, at least.

When she finished, she stood, adjusted the fall of her dress, and stepped back into the main bathroom. She went to the mirror and leaned closer, checking her appearance. She took her lipstick out of her clutch bag and swept a little more colour over her lips. She lifted her hands to her hair, smoothing one side, then the other, watching her reflection carefully. Then she took out a small perfume bottle and sprayed a little on her wrists.

A voice spoke beside her.

“My, haven’t you scrubbed up well.”

Tiffany’s hands stilled.

She turned her head slowly.

Julie was standing at the sink next to her, looking straight at her reflection in the mirror.

Julie tilted her head slightly and smiled. “Let me look at you.”

She took a small step closer, her eyes moving over Tiffany openly, from the line of the dress to her hair, then back to her face. “It’s been barely a week,” she said. “I can’t believe how fabulous you look.”

Tiffany felt a flicker of heat rise in her cheeks. “Did you…did you know about this?” she asked carefully.

Julie didn’t hesitate. “Yes. Of course.”

Tiffany’s eyes widened. “You did?”

Julie nodded. “At first, I’ll be honest, I just wanted you out of the flat. I needed my space back.” She paused, then smiled again, slower this time. “But when I got wind of what Uncle Jack had planned, I couldn’t wait to see what happened.”

Tiffany searched her face, unsure what she’d find there. Julie leaned back against the wall, her arms folded and lowered her voice. “Don’t worry,” she said. “Your secret is safe with me.”

She went up on the tips of her toes and gave Tiffany a short peck on the cheek. “All I can say is the girls will have to watch out with you around. I hope it goes okay. Uncle Jack is really a nice guy.”

With that, she headed out into the bar, leaving Tiffany staring at the wall with her mouth slightly open.


Chapter Sixteen

The days that followed blurred together in a way Tiffany hadn’t expected. Time seemed to compress as Tisha began to teach her the nuances of being a girl full-time. Mornings began early. Evenings ended more learned as Tiffany sank deeper and deeper into her femininity.

With the success of her debut still hanging warmly over her, she seemed to soak up new things as if her inner core was changing beyond all recognition. One morning, makeup was simply laid out on the table. Brushes were ordered. Products uncapped and waiting.

“Your turn,” Tisha said. “It’s time Tiffany learned how to do things for herself.”

At first, her hands were uncertain, and the results were almost comical. She learned by repetition under Tisha’s expert guidance. How much pressure to use. How to blend rather than draw lines. How to stop before too much became obvious. Mistakes were corrected without fuss. Wiped away. Done again. By the end of the week, she could produce a clean daytime look on her own and adjust it for the evening with a few deliberate changes.

Clothes followed the same rhythm.

They went through the wardrobe piece by piece. What worked. What didn’t. Why one dress demanded heels while another needed flats. Why certain cuts called for restraint, while others allowed softness. Tisha encouraged experimentation, laying out outfits that felt unfamiliar and watching how Tiffany reacted to them in the mirror.

Some styles were discarded quickly. Others lingered.

“You need more than one look, depending on the occasion,” Tisha told her.

Tiffany learned how fabric changed posture, how shoes altered movement, even how the weight of jewellery affected how she held her head. She stopped asking whether something was “too much” and started asking whether it was appropriate.

Alongside this came instruction that was quieter, more private.

Tisha spoke plainly about intimacy, about how sex felt different when experienced from a woman’s point of view. She talked about sensualness and erogenous zones, the girls giggling as Tiffany blushed and tried to imagine herself submitting, being the girl. They practised intimate scenarios, Tisha playing the man, guiding Tiffany to let herself go and accept who she was meant to be.

As the days moved on, Tiffany stopped marking them. She stopped wondering how she had so easily fallen into this feminine lifestyle and why she seemed to enjoy it so much.

She woke knowing what was expected of her and moved through it without resistance. There was suddenly a structure to her life that made sense. Makeup in the morning. Practice in the afternoon. Quiet evenings. Conversations about intimacy felt easier each time and she became willing to try new things and not be embarrassed about it. Her body adjusted. Her habits shifted. The unfamiliar became routine.

The question Jack had set before her remained. Two weeks. And a choice.

But as time accelerated and Tiffany settled into the rhythm that had formed around her, she found herself thinking less about the deadline and more about the shape her days had taken. She had also gained two new friends, and they were becoming closer by the day.

Julie became part of the daily routine almost without announcement.

She started turning up in the afternoons, sometimes with coffee, sometimes with nothing at all, letting herself in with the ease of someone who no longer felt like a guest. At first, Tiffany was tense around her, unsure how much of the past Julie still carried with her, but it didn’t take long for that edge to soften.

“You know,” Julie said one afternoon, leaning against the kitchen counter while Tiffany practised walking in a new pair of shoes, “I never thought I’d be giving you tips on posture.”

Tisha laughed. “And yet, here you are.”

Julie shrugged, unapologetic. She had split from Mike, mainly because he had some old-fashioned views about Tiffany. Since then, Tiffany had noticed a closeness developing between her and Tisha that was a little more than just friendship.

She was surprisingly invested in Tiffany’s new training regime. She corrected small things gently, the angle of Tiffany’s shoulders, the way she held her bag, the habit of fidgeting when she was unsure. She framed it as practical rather than personal, which made it easier to accept. When Tiffany struggled with something, Julie didn’t sugar-coat it, but she also didn’t mock her.

“That’s not working,” she’d say plainly. “Try again.”

The three of them began spending long stretches together, the flat filling with conversation and movement. Tisha brought structure. Julie brought familiarity. Tiffany found herself relaxing into the space between them, no longer feeling like everything she did was under a microscope.

Julie helped with clothes more than anything else. She had a blunt sense of what worked and what didn’t, and she wasn’t afraid to say when something looked wrong.

There were quieter moments, too. Sitting on the sofa, legs tucked up, sharing a takeaway and watching something mindless on television. Julie would glance at Tiffany occasionally, as if checking that she was still there, still real.

Whatever Tiffany was becoming, Julie wasn’t watching from a distance anymore. She was part of the transformation.

Eleanor entered Tiffany’s life more quietly than Julie had, but her presence carried a different weight. She was older, composed, and unhurried, and from the beginning, she treated Tiffany as someone worth knowing.

It became clear, gradually, that Eleanor knew Jack well. Not just socially, not just professionally. There was an ease in the way she spoke about him, an absence of mystery or judgement. Over lunch one afternoon, she mentioned, matter-of-factly, that she and Jack had once shared a brief dalliance years earlier, when he was younger. There was no nostalgia in the admission, no bitterness either. She made it equally clear that she knew about his tastes, about the kind of women he gravitated toward, and that Tiffany’s presence in his life was neither surprising nor concerning to her.

What surprised Tiffany was Eleanor’s warmth.

She invited both Tiffany and Tisha out to lunch more than once, choosing quiet places where conversation could unfold naturally. Over food, Eleanor talked about womanhood in practical terms. Confidence. Boundaries. How to be gracious without shrinking. How to listen without disappearing. She corrected gently when needed, praised without exaggeration, and never treated Tiffany as fragile.

Eleanor’s support felt maternal without being smothering. She checked in regularly, and Tiffany got the impression she often reported back to Jack. When Tiffany doubted herself, Eleanor reframed the doubt as a stage rather than a failing. When Tiffany succeeded, Eleanor acknowledged it with a nod and moved on, as if success were expected.

In her presence, Tiffany felt steadier. Less like she was being shaped moment by moment and more like she was being guided toward something that would be unchangeable.

“You’re not the first,” Eleanor said once, calmly. “What matters is that you know what you’re choosing. You really are quite pretty, you know. I don’t think you appreciate that.”

With Julie’s blunt encouragement and Tisha’s structured lessons, Eleanor became the third point of balance. The one who reminded Tiffany that growth didn’t have to be frantic, and that settling into herself could be done with grace and didn’t need to be hurried.

Over the weeks that followed, Tiffany’s relationship with Jack settled into a pattern that felt deliberate on his part. He remained firm and contained, never overexplaining himself, never softening in ways that felt he was giving in. He trusted Tisha to guide her, and that trust extended naturally to Julie and Eleanor as well. He didn’t hover over Tiffany’s development or question the advice she was given.

He took her out to dinner two or three times a week. Sometimes it was quiet restaurants where conversation came easily, the table between them small, the lighting low. Other times it was louder places, busy and public, where Tiffany learned how to cope with more attention. Through these evenings, she began to see more of him beyond the surface.

Jack was hard on the outside, a little dangerous if truth be told, but there was an underlying sense of honour that guided him. He spoke plainly about his work without revealing details, and while Tiffany understood that not all of his dealings were entirely legal, it was clear that he operated within boundaries he set for himself. He had never crossed a line that would put him in prison, and he took a quiet pride in that restraint. He paid his debts. He kept his word. When he committed to something or someone, he did not do it lightly.

At dinner, he listened more than he spoke. He would ask Tiffany about her day, her progress, what she had learned, and what she was thinking. He didn’t correct her often, but when he did, it was specific and unemotional. She found herself wanting to do well in his presence, not out of fear, but out of something else.

She began to look forward to their nights out alone. The ritual of getting ready. The quiet anticipation of sitting across from him and dressing to please him. The feeling of being chosen, deliberately, again and again by this man. Those evenings felt separate from the rest of her life, as though time moved differently when it was just the two of them.

Alongside these dinners were gatherings Jack expected her to attend. Dinners at private homes. Drinks after meetings. Celebrations that marked business successes or long-standing friendships. Tiffany learned quickly that this group was bonded by more than convenience. There was a long history there. People who had known each other for years, who trusted one another implicitly and closed ranks without discussion.

She began to understand the dynamics. Who spoke first. Who listened. Who deferred to whom. Where Jack sat in the hierarchy without ever needing to assert it. She learned when to speak and when to remain quiet, when a smile was enough and when engagement was expected. Over time, faces became familiar. Conversations easier. Her presence stopped being a novelty and started being assumed.

As the weeks passed, Tiffany felt herself becoming part of something larger and more structured than she had ever known. Her days had shape. Her evenings had purpose. Her place beside Jack felt increasingly defined and inevitable.

By the time the two weeks ended, no one marked the date. Jack didn’t mention it. Tiffany didn’t either. The question that had once hovered between them had dissolved quietly, rendered irrelevant by how things had progressed. They both knew where she stood.

One morning, she came back from shopping with Tisha, bags looped over their arms, laughing about something trivial that had happened in a queue. The flat felt warm and familiar as they stepped inside, the door closing behind them with a soft click. Tiffany kicked off her shoes and bent to gather the bags from the floor.

That was when she noticed the envelope.

It lay just inside the door, large and stiff, the brown paper unmarked except for her name written neatly across the front.

Slowly, Tiffany set the bags down and picked up the envelope. It was heavier than she expected. She turned it over once, then slid her finger under the flap and opened it.

Inside were documents. A passport. Her photograph. Her face looking back at her, hair styled, expression neutral, name printed clearly beneath it. Tiffany.

A driving licence followed, then a debit card, still attached to its backing, her name embossed cleanly across the front. There were other papers too. Letters. Confirmations..

Her hands began to shake. She sat down slowly on the edge of the sofa, the envelope sliding into her lap, documents spread across her knees. She stared at them one by one, touching each as if to check that they were real.

Tisha watched her carefully. “Looks like he didn’t wait for an answer.”

Tiffany swallowed. “No.”

She lifted the passport again and traced her finger lightly over the name. There was no sense of surprise left in her now. Just a strange, settling weight, as if something that had been hovering unfinished had finally locked into place.

Tisha sat down beside her. “How do you feel?”

Tiffany didn’t answer right away. She gathered the documents together carefully, placed them back into the envelope, and held it against her chest.

“I guess there really is no going back,” she said.

Tisha hugged her and smiled. “Good.”

The choice had been made without words.

By then, Tiffany had been living as herself for almost two months. The days no longer felt borrowed or provisional. They unfolded with an easy certainty, each one building quietly on the last. That evening, she and Jack sat at a small bistro table near the window, the street outside glowing softly with early evening light.

She wore a halter-neck top that left her shoulders bare, the fabric light and flattering, and a short, flared skirt that shimmered slightly when she crossed her legs beneath the table. High heels completed the look, familiar now, natural. She sat comfortably across from him, posture relaxed, hands resting lightly around her glass as they talked about nothing urgent.

When the plates were cleared, coffee arrived. The clink of cups and saucers marked a subtle shift in the evening. Jack stirred his slowly, then set the spoon aside. He reached into his jacket pocket and placed something on the table between them.

It was a small box. Dark, ornate, heavier than it looked. It sat there without comment, deliberate and still.

Tiffany’s breath caught.

She looked at the box, then at Jack. His expression was calm, but his attention was fully on her. After a moment, she reached out and drew the box closer, her fingers steady despite the sudden thrum in her chest. She opened it.

Inside, nestled against dark velvet, was a ring. Elegant rather than ostentatious. A single stone, clear and bright, set in a band that looked carefully chosen by the man opposite her. It caught the light from the window and the candle on the table, throwing back a quiet sparkle.

Jack watched her take it in and smiled.

Then he spoke, simply.

“Will you marry me?”


Chapter Seventeen

The hotel sat back from the road behind tall wrought-iron gates, its limestone façade pale and imposing in the early morning light. The Ashbourne Court rose three storeys high, symmetrical and restrained, its proportions balanced and deliberate. Time had softened the stone without diminishing its presence. Every surface was clean, every edge maintained immaculately, the windows glimmering in the low morning light.

The gardens spread out behind it like a wedding train. Gravel paths curved through trimmed lawns and low hedges, leading the eye toward clipped yew trees and carefully placed stone benches. Beds of seasonal flowers lined the paths, petals still holding traces of dew. Everything was quiet. No guests wandered yet. No staff crossed the lawns. The day had not fully begun.

At the far edge of the grounds, delivery vans had already come and gone. White chairs stood stacked beneath a temporary awning, waiting to be arranged later. Ribbons and floral arrangements rested under covers, protected from the cool air. Nothing looked hurried. Everything was staged and ready, as if the building itself understood what was expected of it.

Inside, lights glowed softly behind the windows. Somewhere, coffee was being poured. Somewhere else, rooms were being prepared, beds smoothed, mirrors polished. Upstairs, suites overlooked the gardens, their high ceilings and tall doors hinting at a different pace of life, one that moved slowly and with intention.

Eleanor woke slowly in the wide double bed, sunlight just beginning to edge past the heavy curtains. She stretched without hurry, arms reaching out, toes pointing, the movement unrestrained and indulgent. The sheets slid smoothly over her skin as she shifted, the mattress firm and supportive beneath her. She lay there for a moment longer, then reached for the robe folded neatly at the side of the bed and slipped it on.

The robe was thick and soft, the kind provided only by hotels that expected to be remembered. She stepped out into the main part of the suite.

The room was expansive, with a high ceiling that gave a sense of air and space without feeling cavernous. Pale walls were broken up by tall panelling and discreet artwork in muted tones. A large seating area occupied one side of the room, furnished with deep upholstered sofas and a low table of dark wood. A faint trace of last night lingered there: a champagne glass tipped on its side near the edge of the rug, a second glass upright but empty, with faint fingerprints visible. Nearby, a silver ice bucket held a bottle, its neck tilted at an angle, condensation still clinging to its sides.

Beyond the seating area, a writing desk stood beneath one of the tall windows, its surface cleared except for a folded card and a hotel pen placed precisely beside it. Lamps stood unlit, their shades casting soft shapes against the walls even in daylight. The carpet was thick underfoot, muffling Eleanor’s steps as she crossed the room.

She paused near the window.

Hung carefully from a padded hanger, the wedding dress waited. It was positioned so that the morning light caught it fully, illuminating the fabric's fine detail. The gown was ornate and expensive, layers of delicate material falling in careful lines. Lace traced the bodice, intricate and precise, the pattern repeating down the sleeves and along the skirt. The craftsmanship was unmistakable. Every seam was intentional. Every embellishment restrained enough to feel elegant.

Eleanor smiled.

She remembered the afternoon they had chosen it. Tiffany’s careful movements in front of the mirror. Tisha’s sharp eye for detail. The way the room had gone still when this dress was finally stepped into, as if the decision had already been made long before anyone said it aloud.

She reached out and touched the fabric lightly, just at the edge, not wanting to disturb the way it hung.

The suite was silent except for distant sounds filtering up from the gardens below. Somewhere in the hotel, doors opened and closed softly. Voices murmured. The day was beginning. Eleanor crossed the suite and opened the door to the second bedroom.

The room beyond was dim, the curtains still mostly drawn, morning light filtering through in narrow bands. The outlines of the furniture were soft and indistinct, but the bed was unmistakable. It was wide and unmade, the covers twisted and bunched from sleep. In the centre of it lay the tangled shape of three bodies, limbs overlapping, hair spread across pillows. Tiffany was in the middle, half on her side, one arm flung loosely above her head, her hair fanned across the sheets.

Quietly, Eleanor stepped into the room and crossed to the window. The curtains were heavy, designed to keep out all light, and she grasped them firmly before pulling them apart in one smooth motion. Morning flooded the room at once, bright and immediate, filling the space and washing over the bed.

The shapes beneath the covers stirred.

“Wake up, my sleepy heads,” Eleanor said brightly. “We have work to do!”

She stepped back as the girls began to move, the day finally breaking over the room, the stillness of early morning giving way to the hum of what lay ahead. Tisha pushed herself upright slowly, hair falling into her face as she squinted against the light. She pressed the heel of her hand to her forehead and winced.

“Is my head supposed to hurt like this?”

Eleanor turned back toward the door. “I’ll order breakfast. Strong coffee. You girls get yourselves showered and ready for action.”

She clapped her hands once, sharp and decisive, then stepped out into the main part of the suite, leaving the bedroom already filling with movement as the day finally began in earnest.

She heard Julie mutter: “Who put her in charge?”

An hour later, the suite felt fully awake. Steam no longer fogged the mirrors, cups and plates had been cleared away, and the easy lethargy of the morning had given way to excited conversation and giggles. The girls sat together in the main sitting area, robes wrapped loosely around them, legs tucked beneath them on sofas and chairs pulled close. Hair was damp or loosely tied back, skin still carrying the warmth of showers. They chatted idly, laughter rising and falling as nerves were burned off in small doses.

The door to Eleanor’s bedroom opened.

She stepped out dressed for the day, the transformation immediate. Her morning suit was lilac, sharply cut and perfectly fitted, the colour soft without being sentimental. The jacket sat cleanly on her shoulders, the blouse beneath it pressed and immaculate. Her hair was styled neatly back, makeup flawless and understated, every line precise. She looked composed, ready, entirely in control.

She surveyed the room once, approving.

“Okay, bridesmaids first, darlings,” Eleanor said briskly. “Let’s get your makeup sorted, and then we can deal with the main act.”

Her gaze settled on Tiffany.

“And how are you feeling?”

Tiffany didn’t hesitate. “Terrified.”

Eleanor smiled, not unkindly. “Good,” she said. “That means you understand the importance of the day.”

The stylist arrived promptly at ten thirty, wheeling a compact case into the suite and greeting everyone with calm efficiency. There was no fuss, no chatter beyond what was necessary. She moved with the assurance of someone who had done this many times before and understood the weight of the day without needing it explained.

Tiffany was seated by the window, a chair positioned to catch the light. A protective cape was placed around her shoulders, her damp hair brushed through carefully until it fell smooth and straight down her back. The stylist worked methodically, sectioning the hair with neat precision before setting it into long, gentle curls. Each section was treated patiently, wrapped and released, the shape forming gradually rather than all at once.

As the curls cooled, they softened into loose waves, full without being heavy. The stylist adjusted them with practised fingers, lifting here, smoothing there, ensuring the movement looked natural rather than styled. Once satisfied, she gathered the top section of Tiffany’s hair and drew it back, securing it halfway so the rest could fall freely down her shoulders and spine.

At the back of the crown, she fixed a delicate beaded arrangement in place. Small pearls caught the light subtly, woven into the hair rather than sitting on top. The effect was restrained and elegant, the decoration integrated rather than ornamental.

When the stylist finally stepped back, Tiffany’s hair framed her face softly, the curls resting against her shoulders, the pearls glinting faintly whenever she moved. Eleanor watched closely from across the room and nodded once.

“That will do nicely,” she said.

Tiffany caught her reflection in the mirror and felt her breath steady. The shape was right. Everything was falling into place.

Tisha stood by the window, the robe pulled loosely around her, arms folded as she looked down into the gardens below. From this height, the layout was clear. Staff moved with purpose across the lawn, setting out rows of white chairs in careful lines. At the far end, beneath an old stone arch softened with climbing greenery, the wedding altar was taking shape. Flowers were being fixed into place, pale colours against the green, arrangements lifted and adjusted until they sat just right.

She watched it all in silence.

Near the centre of the activity, Jack stood with the organiser. He was dressed simply in jeans and a T-shirt, sleeves pushed up, posture relaxed. Even from above, there was no mistaking him. He listened, nodded once or twice, and gestured briefly toward the altar. When something wasn’t quite right, he said so. The organiser responded immediately, making a note and calling someone over.

She caught herself smiling.

It was strange, she thought, how inevitable it all now seemed. The chairs, the flowers, the quiet authority Jack carried even in a T-shirt. All of it felt like the natural endpoint of something that had been unfolding for weeks.

Below, Jack laughed at something the organiser said, brief and genuine, then turned back to the work at hand. Tisha stayed where she was, watching the preparations continue as the garden slowly transformed into the space where everything would finally come together.

With Tiffany’s hair set, Tisha took control of the space without asking. She cleared the table, laid out her brushes and palettes with care, and positioned Tiffany so the light fell evenly across her face. There was nothing rushed about her movements. She worked close, steady, confident, as though this were simply another stage in a process she understood completely.

She began with skin, blending carefully, evening tone without masking it. The touch was light, deliberate, building rather than covering. She softened shadows, brought quiet warmth to Tiffany’s cheeks, and kept everything balanced. Nothing sharp. Nothing dramatic. Just enough to make Tiffany look fresh and wholesome. Eyes came next. Defined but not heavy, lashes darkened without excess, colour kept neutral and flattering. Tisha often stepped back, checking from different angles and making small, precise corrections.

Julie worked at the same time, seated at Tiffany’s side with a small towel draped over her lap. She handled Tiffany’s hands with surprising gentleness, shaping, filing, choosing a pale, understated shade that suited the day. When she finished with Tiffany’s fingers, she moved to her toes, working efficiently, occasionally glancing up to catch Tiffany’s eye and smile.

“Can’t have you tripping down the aisle with chipped nails,” Julie said lightly.

Eleanor watched from a nearby chair, legs crossed, hands folded neatly in her lap. She didn’t interfere. She didn’t comment unless asked. Her gaze moved between them, attentive and satisfied, taking in the way the room had settled into a shared rhythm.

By the time Tisha finished Tiffany’s lips, the look was complete.

“That’s it.”

Almost on cue, there was a knock at the door.

The hotel manageress stepped in, carrying a chilled bottle of champagne nestled in a cloth, four glasses balanced expertly in her other hand. She smiled broadly, taking in the room, the finished hair, the robes, the quiet anticipation.

“Everything is ready,” she said. “The guests are arriving, and the garden is set.”

She put the glasses down and opened the bottle with a soft, controlled pop, pouring carefully into each flute. Eleanor rose to take one, then handed the others out.

They stood together for a moment, glasses in hand, the air charged now, the final calm before the day moved forward.

“Alright,” Eleanor said, lifting her glass slightly. “It’s time.”


Chapter Eighteen

Jack stood at the front of the garden, the pale limestone of Ashbourne Court rising behind him, solid and unyielding in the midday sun. The air was clear and cool, a faint breeze blowing from the West. White chairs lined the lawn in careful rows, filled now with people he knew well. Conversations had faded to a low murmur, and everyone was waiting in anticipation.

He had wanted everything to be perfect, and it was. The arch was dressed in flowers. The neat line of the aisle cut through the lawn. The way the hotel framed the space without overpowering it was symmetrical. Everything was exactly as he had planned.

Movement at the back of the garden drew his attention.

Eleanor appeared at the start of the aisle, elegant as ever, dressed in a tailored outfit that suited her perfectly. She walked alone, unhurried, her posture straight, her expression calm. Heads turned, and a few friends acknowledged her and complimented her on her outfit. She made her way down the aisle and slipped into a seat near the front, smoothing her skirt as she sat. Before turning forward, she looked up at Jack, met his eyes, and gave him a small, deliberate wink and smile.

The music began.

He looked up and saw Tiffany standing at the far end of the aisle.

For a moment, everything else receded. The guests, the hotel, and the garden itself became background as his attention fixed on her.

The wedding dress was exquisite. The bodice fit her perfectly, lace worked in fine detail across her torso and shoulders, the structure shaping her in a way that was undoubtedly feminine. The neckline framed her collarbones cleanly, drawing the eye upward. The fabric was pale and luminous, catching the sunlight as she moved.

The skirt flowed freely from her waist, layers of fabric moving softly with each step. It brushed the grass lightly, never dragging, the motion smooth and controlled. The dress didn’t overwhelm her. It followed her.

Her hair fell in long curls, half drawn back, the pearls at the crown glinting subtly as she walked. The veil trailed behind her, sheer and light, barely there. Her face was calm, composed, her eyes wide. She wasn’t looking to see who was there. Her eyes were on Jack.

Paul Mercer walked beside her, his arm offered, his pace steady. He held himself with quiet formality, guiding her down the aisle without hurry. Behind them, Tisha and Julie followed, their bridesmaid dresses chosen carefully to complement without distracting. Tisha walked with confidence, her focus entirely on Tiffany. Julie’s expression softened as she watched her, pride and disbelief mingling openly on her face.

As Tiffany moved forward, the guests rose. Chairs shifted. Heads turned fully now. Jack could see the reactions clearly. The pause as people took her in. The slight intake of breath from more than one woman. The conversation stopped altogether.

She walked beautifully.

Not with exaggerated care, not with stiffness, but with a natural rhythm shaped by the dress and the moment. Each step was deliberate. The fabric responded to her movement, light sliding over it as she advanced. Sunlight caught her face as she passed beneath the open sky, highlighting the softness of her makeup.

Jack felt his chest tighten at how beautiful she looked.

When she reached the front, Paul slowed and stopped. He turned, offered Jack a brief nod, then placed Tiffany’s hand into Jack’s. Her fingers were warm. Steady. She didn’t hesitate.

Jack closed his hand around hers and looked at her properly, up close. The details sharpened. The fine lace. The careful stitching. The way the dress moved when she breathed. The way she held herself was upright and calm. She looked extraordinary.

Around them, the garden was silent. The hotel stood witness. Eleanor watched from her seat, smiling broadly, a tear glistening in her eye.

Through the veil, Jack could see her eyes clearly enough. They caught the light, bright and wet, lashes dark against her skin. She blinked once, slowly, as if steadying herself. When he felt her fingers tighten slightly around his, he squeezed back, just enough to be felt and anchor her.

The registrar began to speak. The words were familiar, carrying easily across the quiet garden. Jack listened, aware of the cadence more than the meaning, his attention never leaving Tiffany. The veil shifted faintly in the breeze, brushing against her shoulders. She stood very still beside him, shoulders square, chin lifted.

When it came time for her vows, there was a pause.

Tiffany opened her mouth and tried to speak, but her voice caught. The first words came out thin, breathless, tangled together. She stopped, swallowed, and laughed softly despite herself, the sound barely audible. Jack saw her chest rise sharply as she drew in a breath, deeper this time, holding it for a fraction of a second.

Then she spoke again.

Her voice steadied. The words came more slowly now, measured and clear. She looked straight at him through the veil, no longer glancing down or away. As she spoke, the breathlessness eased. Each line came out cleanly, her voice carrying softly but loud enough for everyone to hear. Jack watched the movement of her mouth, the way her expression settled as confidence returned, the way her grip on his hand remained firm.

When it was his turn to speak, he didn’t look anywhere else. The words came easily. When he had finished, Tiffany smiled. The registrar’s voice carried clearly across the garden.

“I now pronounce you man and wife.”

Jack lifted his hand and reached for the veil, his fingers careful as he gathered the sheer fabric and raised it away from Tiffany’s face. The sunlight touched her fully now. Her eyes were bright, her expression open and unguarded, emotion written plainly across her features.

He leaned in and kissed her.

She responded instantly, stepping into him, her body softening as she pressed close. Her arms rose and wrapped around his neck, holding him without hesitation. He felt the weight of her there, the closeness of her, the way she fit against him as if she had practised the shape of that moment.

Around them, the garden erupted.

Cheers rose from the seated guests, sharp and joyful. Hands clapped. Someone laughed out loud. Eleanor’s voice cut through the noise briefly, delighted and approving. Tisha and Julie were smiling broadly behind Tiffany, their applause unrestrained.

Jack kept the kiss brief but certain, his hand steady at her waist as he drew back just enough to look at her properly. Her cheeks were flushed now, her breath quick, her smile uncontained.

The applause continued as the registrar stepped aside and the newly married couple turned to face the guests together. Sunlight, flowers, limestone, familiar faces. All of it framed the moment, but none of it distracted from the simple fact of her standing beside him as his wife.

Tiffany sat at the top table with Jack beside her, her hands resting lightly in her lap, posture upright but no longer rigid. From this vantage point, the room opened out in every direction. The reception space was vast, a high-ceilinged hall within the hotel, its walls softened by draped fabric and warm lighting. Chandeliers hung low and glittered in the sunlight, and the opulence of it all wasn’t lost on her.

There must have been close to a hundred guests, all suited and dressed to the nines.

Tables were arranged in long arcs that faced the top table, covered in crisp linen and set with heavy glassware and silver cutlery. Floral arrangements ran along the centres adding more colour to the scene. The room hummed with conversation, a steady undercurrent of voices, laughter rising and falling in waves.

Tiffany turned her head slightly and looked at Jack. He was relaxed, jacket unbuttoned now, one arm resting comfortably along the back of her chair. When he noticed her glance, he met her eyes and gave a small smile.

Tisha and Julie sat nearby, both in their bridesmaid dresses, the colour rich next to the white of Tiffany’s wedding dress. They looked radiant and unmistakably pleased, leaning toward one another as they spoke, occasionally glancing up at Tiffany with open smiles. She knew that something was going on between them that was a little more than friendship.

The speeches began after the first round of drinks.

There was no father of the bride, nor father of the groom. No one tried to fill that absence. Instead, the speeches were handled by people who knew Jack well and who had chosen, deliberately, to stand in that role.

Martin Cole spoke first, rising with his glass already half empty, voice loud and confident. He talked about history, about long nights and raucous parties in their youth, about Jack’s stubbornness and his loyalty and, above all, his enduring friendship. He didn’t mention Tiffany much at first, but then acknowledged her presence a raised glass and welcomed her into the fold without hesitation.

Eleanor spoke next.

She stood without notes, her voice a little emotional. She spoke about how she had come to know Tiffany these last few months and how she and Jack were the perfect match. She finished with a joke, warning Jack to look after her.

Tiffany felt heat rise behind her eyes and blinked it away. Jack spoke briefly, aiming a few jokes at people in the room. He seemed at ease and didn’t hurry, and then said he was the luckiest man alive at this moment, something that made Tiffany blush and hide her face.

The meal followed.

Plates arrived in careful succession, the service smooth and professional. Tiffany found herself eating easily, the nerves that had carried her through the ceremony finally loosening their grip. She leaned slightly toward Jack as they spoke quietly between courses. Sometimes it was about the food. Sometimes it was about the room. Sometimes it was nothing at all.

She noticed how people watched them.

Couples looked up at the top table and whispered. Some smiled back when they noticed Tiffany watching them. Between courses, guests moved freely. Conversations crossed tables. Glasses were refilled, and gradually a few people started to get a little drunk. Tisha and Julie drifted, talking to people, returning to the top table and squeezing Tiffany’s hand, adjusting a strand of hair, leaning in to whisper something that made her laugh.

The cake was brought out to applause.

It was tall and elegant, iced in pale tones that echoed the day, simply decorated with flowers that matched the garden's arrangements. Tiffany stood beside Jack as they cut it together, his hand guiding hers briefly on the knife.

When the meal was finished, the music started with the sun begin to settle and darkness fall.

Chairs were moved back. The centre of the floor cleared. The lights dimmed slightly. The music began softly, familiar but not overpowering. Jack stood and offered Tiffany his hand. She rose, smoothing her dress and placed her hand in his.

They stepped onto the floor together.

Jack drew her close, one hand firm at her back, the other holding hers. Tiffany rested her free hand against his shoulder and allowed herself to settle into the movement. They moved slowly, in time with the music, bodies close, steps measured.

From where she stood, the room blurred. Faces softened. Light shifted. She was aware of the weight of her dress, the sound of her heels against the floor, the steady rise and fall of Jack’s breathing.

She tilted her head slightly and looked up at him. He was watching her. She felt herself relax further, allowing the moment to carry her. Around them, guests watched quietly. Some smiled. Some spoke or laughed. Tisha and Julie stood together at the edge of the floor, arms linked, faces bright with emotion. Eleanor watched from her table, composed and satisfied, her glass untouched for once.

When the music ended, the applause came quickly and warmly. Jack leaned down and spoke quietly in Tiffany’s ear. Whatever he said made her smile.

As the evening continued, the formality eased. Jackets came off. Shoes were kicked aside. The music grew louder, the dancing more enthusiastic. Tiffany stayed close to Jack, moving between tables, accepting congratulations, responding to warmth with warmth.

At some point, she became aware of the simple fact that she was no longer waiting for anything to happen. The day was almost finished. When she returned to the top table later, she looked out over the room again. The people. The light. The movement. The sound.

She turned back to Jack, her husband now, and rested her hand over his.

“We should go,” Jack said quietly.

Jack stood first and turned toward her, offering his hand. She placed hers in it and rose, smiling at Tisha and Julie dancing together as she did. The fabric of the dress settled around her.

They moved together through the reception room. The space parted for them without effort. Conversations paused, then resumed at a lower volume. Smiles followed them. A few hands reached out briefly, touching Jack’s arm, Tiffany’s hand, offering last congratulations. Jack acknowledged each with a nod or a short word, his pace unhurried, his presence steady. Tiffany stayed close at his side, her shoulder brushing his arm as they walked.

Near the edge of the room, Eleanor stepped forward. She didn’t say anything at first. She simply drew Tiffany into a firm embrace, holding her with both arms, solid and reassuring. The scent of her perfume lingered faintly, familiar from earlier in the day.

“You were perfect,” Eleanor said softly.

Tiffany hugged her back, the emotion pressing suddenly at her chest. “Thank you,” she replied.

Tisha and Julie appeared just behind her. Tisha wrapped her arms around Tiffany without hesitation, her grip tight, her cheek pressing briefly against Tiffany’s hair. Julie followed, her hug quicker but no less heartfelt, one hand patting Tiffany’s back as if to steady herself as much as Tiffany.

“Go,” Julie said with a smile that didn’t quite hold. “Before we all start again.”

They laughed quietly, the sound fragile but genuine, and then Jack guided Tiffany onward.

The doors closed behind them, and the sound of the reception fell away. The hotel lobby felt cool and composed by contrast, marble floors reflecting the soft overhead lighting, the air faintly scented with polish and flowers. Their footsteps echoed gently as they crossed the space together.

At the reception desk, asked for his key. The manager smiled warmly and congratulated them, sliding a key card across the counter. Jack accepted it with a brief nod and slipped it into his pocket before turning back to Tiffany.

The lift stood waiting at the far end of the lobby. They stepped inside and the doors closed, sealing them into the quiet. The ascent was smooth, almost imperceptible. Jack’s arm came around Tiffany’s waist, drawing her closer. She leaned into him, aware of the warmth of his body, the steady rise and fall of his breathing.

The lift opened onto the top floor. The corridor was silent, carpeted thickly enough that their footsteps made no sound at all. The lighting was low and even, the walls lined with closed doors. Jack led her to the end of the hall, where a single door stood apart.

He unlocked it and pushed it open.

The bridal suite lay beyond, spacious and dim, curtains drawn back just enough to reveal the city lights beyond the windows. The air inside was still and cool.

Jack stepped forward, then bent and lifted Tiffany into his arms. The movement was sure and unstrained. She gasped softly, instinctively putting one arm around his neck while her other hand gathered a fold of his jacket. The weight of her dress shifted as he straightened, the fabric brushing against his legs.

He carried her across the threshold and into the room, the door closing behind them with a soft, final sound.

Jack set her down gently just inside the suite. Before she could step back, his hands came up to her waist, and he pulled her close, kissing her deeply. The kiss was unhurried but full, his mouth warm and insistent, the long day finally breaking open between them. Tiffany rose onto her toes without thinking, pressing herself against him, her hands sliding up his arms to his shoulders.

He drew back just enough to look at her, his forehead resting briefly against hers. “We don’t have to,” he said quietly. “If you’re tired.”

She pulled back a little more, enough to see his face clearly. She lifted one hand and placed it flat against his chest, feeling the solid warmth beneath her palm. Her breath was still quick, her cheeks flushed.

“Are you kidding?” she said, a smile breaking through as she shook her head. “I’ve been waiting for this moment all day.”

Her hand stayed where it was, fingers curling slightly into the fabric of his shirt as she leaned back into him, leaving no doubt about her answer. He pulled her down onto the bed, and they kissed passionately. She could feel his weight and his strength, and she groaned with pleasure as he kissed her neck and then her lips and squeezed her waist.

They stayed that way for a while, unhurried, simply enjoying each other. Then Tiffany got up and reached behind her, unzipping the dress and letting it fall to the ground. She stood in her white bridal lingerie as he stood, pulling off his shirt and letting it drop to the floor. She let her hand run across his hairy, muscular chest, then cupped her hand around his neck as he kissed her forcibly. She undid his trousers and knelt as she pulled his pants down, kneeling in front of him. Her hand reached up and stroked his strong, hard erection, staring up at him, her lips slightly parted. She smiled and then released his cock and let it fall out in front of her. Her nails glistened in the light as she stroked it back and forth and then bent to kiss it. Her nipples had hardened, and Jack played with them gently as she sucked on him, her hands cupping his balls.

Jack lifted her effortlessly and lay her back on the bed, climbing onto her with a look of unbridled passion in his eyes. He spread her legs and let his cock rest on her pubic bone as he kissed her lips, worked down her neck and sucked at her nipples. Tiffany felt herself shudder as if something was coming that she would never be able to stop. She reached down and stroked his cock and then guided it towards her, feeling it press against her and then penetrate for the first time. She arched her back and let out a groan of sheer pleasure. He was large, and for a moment it was uncomfortable, but he entered her slowly, and finally she relaxed, his cock fully inside her. He asked if she was okay, stroking her hair.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered.

He began moving slowly back and forth, attentive to her reaction. She closed her eyes and began to work against him, matching his rhythm. She felt the sweat on his chest and the heat of him inside her and let herself go, allowing the pure sensation to overtake her. Their movements together gradually increased and became more frantic. She felt him begin to grow even bigger inside of her, and she began to moan with each thrust. He lifted her then, pushing deeper into her as she settled over his thighs. She wrapped her arms around his neck and gasped with the pleasure of it, feeling the orgasm rise and overwhelm her. When it came, it was electric, deep, and uncontrollable. Her neck arched back, and she screamed, a tear running down her cheek. A moment later, he exploded inside her, his own body stiffening and a low growl escaping his lips. He pulled her close and shuddered.

They clung close for a long moment, frozen together. Then Tiffany kissed his neck and said, “Oh my God, that was so worth the wait.”

He lay her down gently and fell on the bed beside her. Tiffany settled in the crook of his arm, her head on his shoulder, her hand resting on his chest. 


Epilogue

Morning settled gently over Ashbourne Court.

The gardens looked different in daylight after the wedding, less formal now that the guests were leaving, chairs cleared away, flowers being collected by the staff. The lawns were still immaculate, but there was a looseness to the place, as if the wedding's effort had passed and the building was allowed to breathe again. Sunlight moved slowly across the limestone walls, warming the pale stone.

Eleanor stood near the drive with a light shawl draped over her shoulders, a cup of coffee warming her hands. Tisha leaned against the low wall nearby, sunglasses pushed up into her hair, one heel tapping absently against the gravel. Julie paced a little, unable to stay still, hands shoved into the pockets of her jacket despite the mild air.

They weren’t alone. A small group had gathered, friends and family who had stayed the night, lingering with no real urgency to leave. Laughter drifted in low bursts, easy and unforced. Someone snapped a photo of the car waiting in the drive.

It had been prepared carefully. White ribbon looped around the mirrors. Flowers tied to the door handles. Across the back window, bold and unmistakable, the words JUST MARRIED scribbled proudly. A line of tin cans hung from the rear bumper, resting quietly against the gravel for now.

Tisha glanced up at the hotel. “They’re taking their time.”

Eleanor smiled into her coffee. “Maybe they’ve got better things to do.”

Julie snorted. “If I’d been locked in that suite with him, I wouldn’t be rushing either.”

Tisha laughed, sharp and genuine, then fell quiet again, her gaze lifting to the top floor. There was something satisfied in her expression, something complete. She had done what she set out to do, and done it well. Whether it was right or wrong didn’t matter. It felt right to her.

The hotel doors opened, catching flashes of sunlight.

Then Tiffany stepped out, Jack just behind her.

She looked different again, though no one could have said exactly why. Her dress was simple, light and flowing, her hair loose around her shoulders. She moved easily, as her arm tucked naturally into Jack’s. He looked relaxed in a way few people ever saw, jacket slung over his shoulder.

As they crossed the threshold into the morning light, the small crowd broke into applause. Someone whistled. Someone else laughed and clapped louder than necessary.

Tiffany blushed and smiled broadly, the kind of smile that didn’t hold anything back.

Eleanor reached her first, pulling her into a warm embrace. Tiffany hugged her tightly, closing her eyes for a brief moment.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

Eleanor held her at arm’s length for a second, looking her over with open approval. “You look good enough to eat.”

Tisha was next, wrapping Tiffany in a fierce hug, rocking her once on her heels. “You’re glowing,” she said, voice thick.

Julie followed, arms around Tiffany’s shoulders, cheek pressed briefly to hers. “Have a good time,” she said and stepped back and put her arm around Tisha.

Tiffany laughed softly. “And you too.”

Jack accepted handshakes, claps on the shoulder, brief embraces from close friends. He stood back for a moment, watching the women surround Tiffany, the easy intimacy of it all. When Tiffany reached for him again, his arm settled around her waist as if it had always belonged there.

Someone opened the car door.

“Well,” Eleanor said, lifting her cup slightly. “Here’s to living happily after.”

Tiffany turned once more to take it all in. The gardens. The hotel. The faces she knew so well now.

She kissed Eleanor’s cheek once more, hugged Tisha and Julie one last time, then slid into the passenger seat. Jack walked around the car and got in beside her, closing the door with a solid, final sound.

The engine started.

As the car pulled away, the cans rattled into life, the sound bright and unmistakable, echoing briefly through the drive. Hands waved. Someone called out a final congratulations. The car turned toward the gates, sunlight flashing briefly across the windscreen before it disappeared onto the road.

The group stood for a moment longer, watching until the car was gone.

Julie exhaled. “Well. That’s that.”

Behind them, Ashbourne Court stood quiet and dignified once more, holding the memory of what it had witnessed. Ahead, the road stretched open and clear.

And somewhere beyond the gates, Jack and Tiffany drove on together, leaving the last of the noise behind them, carrying nothing but certainty and love into whatever came next.
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