
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Code Monkeys & Skirt Suits

Tyler Harris--Ty to the handful of people who could stand him--stared at his code, fingers flying across the keyboard like a caffeinated spider on amphetamines. The dull hum of the open-plan office surrounded him like the white noise of his existence, broken only by the occasional ping of Slack and the too-loud laugh of Mark "Golden Boy" Reynolds across the aisle. Ty's monitor reflected his unshaven face, the dark circles under his eyes testifying to another all-night coding bender fueled by energy drinks and spite.

"Hey Ty," Mark called, leaning over the low partition with an easy grin that probably got him laid weekly. His perfectly styled hair didn't move an inch as he tilted his head. "You coming to happy hour tonight, or you gonna spend another Friday night romancing your terminal?"

Ty's fingers paused mid-keystroke. He smirked, not bothering to look up. "Sorry, I have a hot date with JavaScript. She's less likely to ghost me. Or talk about CrossFit for forty-five minutes straight while staring at her own reflection in the bar mirror."

"That happened once," Mark protested, then grinned. "Okay, twice."

"I've counted six times since New Year's," Ty countered, finally glancing up. "Your biceps aren't that interesting, no matter what the interns think."

Mark laughed, flashing that perfect "I-just-woke-up-like-this" smile that made the interns swoon and made Ty want to punch him in the teeth—gently, because they were still friends. "You know, you'd get more action if you came out with us. Maybe even get Veronica to buy you a drink. Heard she likes a challenge."

Ty's stomach did an unwelcome flip at Veronica's name. "Yeah, and sharks like seal meat. Doesn't mean it ends well for the seal."

"Come on, man. The way she looks at you—"

"Like I'm a bug she wants to squash?"

"Like she's trying to figure out if you're worth keeping around," Mark corrected. "Besides, rumor has it she's got a thing for smart-asses who can actually back it up with code."

Ty rolled his eyes. Veronica Steele--his boss, his nemesis, and the only woman in the office he couldn't seem to outsmart or outmaneuver. She dressed like a Vogue editor and worked like a drill sergeant with a vendetta. Six feet of sleek corporate dominance in heels that could double as weapons. Ty admired her from a distance and avoided her up close, a strategy that had kept him employed if not promoted.

And speak of the devil in Prada, Ty thought as Veronica's heels clicked across the polished floor, echoing authority with each step. The sound made junior developers flinch like Pavlov's dogs. She stopped at Ty's desk, arms crossed, lips painted corporate red, her charcoal pencil skirt hugging curves that Ty pretended not to notice during code reviews.

"Harris," she said, her voice cool and precise. "That code review I asked for? It's not in my inbox."

Ty flashed a cocky grin, ignoring the way his pulse quickened. "It's on its way. I figured you wanted it gift-wrapped with a little bow. Maybe some glitter?"

Her eyebrow arched, a gesture so perfect it had to be practiced. "I want it readable. And on time. Unlike your last three commits." She leaned down, just enough for Ty to catch a whiff of her perfume--spicy, expensive, and completely out of his league. Her voice dropped to a silky whisper. "Try not to break the build. Or the HR rules. I'd hate to have to discipline you... again."

Jesus Christ, Ty thought, does she have to make "discipline" sound like something from a premium channel after midnight?

Mark snickered as Veronica stalked off, hips swaying like she owned the place--which, Ty had to admit, she kind of did. Her stride was the corporate equivalent of a mic drop.

"Dude, she's totally into you," Mark whispered, practically bouncing in his ergonomic chair.

"Yeah, if by 'into me' you mean plotting my murder and where to hide the body," Ty shot back, trying to ignore the heat crawling up his neck. "She's probably got a voodoo doll of me she sticks pins in during executive meetings."

"You wish she was sticking pins in you," Mark waggled his eyebrows suggestively.

"Go back to your CrossFit cult," Ty grumbled, turning back to his screen.

The Usual Suspects

Sam Patel, Ty's best friend and honorary enabler since their freshman year dorm room flooded with beer, rolled his chair over, nearly knocking over his prized Baby Yoda mug. His dark hair was disheveled in a way that somehow looked intentional, unlike Ty's "I forgot shampoo exists" aesthetic.

"Dude, I could hear Veronica's heels of doom from across the floor," Sam whispered. "You're still alive, so I'm guessing she didn't find out about the penis ASCII art you hid in the comments of the last merge."

"That was art, Sam. Cultural expression."

"It was anatomically ambitious," Sam countered.

Ty snorted. "You know she's just riding me because I'm the only dev who can fix Jenkins when it has a meltdown."

"Yeah, well, I wish she'd ride me for other reasons," Ty muttered under his breath, fingers resuming their dance across the keyboard.

Sam choked on his soda, snorting it halfway across Ty's desk. "Bro, you need to get laid. Badly. Your sexual frustration is leaking into the codebase. That's why the build keeps breaking."

"Don't remind me," Ty sighed, tossing Sam a handful of napkins from his desk drawer. "My last Tinder date thought React was a hair product. When I tried to explain what I do, she asked if I could hack her ex's Instagram. By dessert, she was texting under the table."

"At least you got dessert," Sam said, mopping up soda. "Better than the one who asked if you were 'like, rich like Mark Zuckerberg.'"

"We can't all be Mark," Ty said, nodding toward their coworker, who was now charming a new client with stories that definitely didn't happen the way he was telling them.

"Speaking of people who actually get laid," Sam's eyes widened as he nodded toward the hallway.

Lila Chen--HR lead, gossip queen, and unofficial oracle of office drama--sauntered by, eyeing Ty's faded hoodie and sneakers combo with professional disapproval. Her silk blouse probably cost more than Ty's entire wardrobe.

"You know, Ty," she called out, stopping at his desk with a practiced hair flip, "there's a dress code for a reason. Some of us like to pretend we work for an actual company, not a college dorm where laundry is optional."

Ty grinned, leaning back in his chair. "I like to keep the bar low for everyone else. Makes you all look better by comparison. I'm selfless that way."

She laughed, tossing her glossy hair that somehow never tangled. "Keep it up and I'll put you on skirt duty. New HR policy: inappropriate attire gets swapped for the opposite gender's formal wear."

"Not sure the world's ready for my legs," Ty quipped. "I haven't shaved since that swimming competition in college."

"The one where you lost to the sixty-year-old alumni?" Sam interjected helpfully.

"Oh, honey," Lila winked, ignoring Sam's comment, "everyone's ready for a little surprise now and then. You might find you like the breeze."

"Is that a HR-approved comment?" Ty challenged, enjoying the banter despite himself.

"I'm HR. I approve everything I say by definition," Lila shot back, then lowered her voice. "But seriously, Ty, Veronica's on the warpath about dress code. Maybe just swap the hoodie for something with buttons once in a while?"

"I'll consider it," Ty said, which they both knew meant 'not a chance in hell.'

As Lila walked away, Sam leaned in. "You know she's actually cool, right? Not all HR people are soul-sucking corporate drones."

"I know," Ty admitted. "But if I start being nice to HR, next thing you know I'll be wearing chinos and talking about my 401k."

"The horror," Sam deadpanned.

The Party Hack

By 7 p.m., the office had transformed from corporate beige to something approximating a party--cheap beer in red cups, neon LED strips hastily taped to the walls, and a playlist stuck somewhere between 90s pop and ironic EDM that made Ty's ears bleed. Sam passed Ty a flask under the ping-pong table while Mark held court with a gaggle of interns who laughed too hard at his jokes.

Veronica, cool and composed even after hours, nursed a glass of wine in the corner, somehow making the breakroom look like a VIP lounge just by standing in it. She caught Ty staring and raised her glass slightly, her eyes never leaving his. Ty quickly looked away, feeling like he'd just been caught peeking at the teacher's answer key.

"She's been watching you all night," Sam said, following Ty's gaze. "Either she wants to jump your bones or fire you. Maybe both."

"That's not a mental image I needed," Ty lied, taking another swig from the flask. The whiskey burned pleasantly down his throat.

"You know what would impress her?" Sam whispered, eyes wide with the kind of mischief that had gotten them campus-banned from three bars in college. "Something ballsy. Technical. Something only you could pull off."

"I'm listening," Ty said, already knowing he'd regret it.

"Dare you to hack the new HR system," Sam said, voice low and excited. "Heard it's got some crazy AI from that weird consulting firm--'Syzygy Solutions' or something. The one with the NDA thicker than my student loans."

"That's a terrible idea," Ty said flatly. "We could get fired, arrested, or worse—forced to attend more sensitivity training."

"Since when are you afraid of a little corporate sabotage?" Sam challenged. "Besides, it's just for laughs. Nothing permanent."

Ty grinned, feeling the booze and the challenge. Something hot and reckless unfurled in his chest. "You want chaos, I'll give you chaos."

He slipped into the server room, Sam close behind, giggling like they were sixteen again. The room hummed with fans and blinking lights, the heartbeat of the company laid bare.

"Dude, we're going to get caught," Sam whispered, which was what he always said right before they did something stupid together.

"Relax," Ty mumbled, sliding into the chair. The HR portal was already logged in--thanks to a sticky note with the world's dumbest password ("Password123!"). "Security in this place is a joke. They deserve this."

Ty poked around, snorting at the features: pronoun fields, "team-building modules," even a "personality optimizer." He clicked through database tables labeled with cryptic acronyms.

"What does PAI stand for?" Sam asked, peering over Ty's shoulder.

"Probably 'Painfully Asinine Interface,'" Ty quipped, navigating deeper. "Oh shit, look at this. 'Identity Core Integration.' Fancy."

"Bro, check this," Ty slurred, clicking into the employee profile editor. "Let's make Mark a cat lady with seven felines and a yarn addiction. Lila gets a mohawk and a sudden passion for death metal. And I'll be… Tina. Sounds hot, right?"

Sam giggled, egging him on. "Do it. Make yourself a ten. The kind of girl who'd never date you in real life."

"So, any girl," Ty said, fingers flying across the keyboard. He swapped his photo for a stock image of a glamour model with dark hair and pouty lips, changed his email signature to "Tina Harris -- Office Bombshell," and started tweaking a few mysterious settings labeled "Identity Core: ENABLE."

"What's all this shit?" Sam asked, pointing at toggles for "Physical Manifestation" and "Cognitive Alignment."

"No idea. Probably some HR psychobabble," Ty said, checking every box. "Fully integrated employee experience, blah blah blah."

A small window popped up: "WARNING: Identity Core changes require quantum verification. Proceed?"

"Quantum what now?" Sam frowned.

"Whatever, man. It's all buzzwords to justify their consulting fees," Ty laughed, clicking "YES" with a flourish. The screen flickered, then displayed a simple message: "Changes processing. Identity sync complete within 12 hours."

"Watch this, HR," Ty said, raising his flask in a mock toast, a strange tingling sensation already spreading through his fingertips. "Maybe you'll finally notice me."

They stumbled back to the party, laughing, the glow of the monitors fading behind them. For a brief moment, Ty thought he saw Veronica watching him from across the room, her expression unreadable.

The Hangover

The next morning, Ty woke up to a pounding headache, a suspiciously empty bottle of whiskey on his nightstand, and a phone blowing up with messages. He groaned, his mouth tasting like something had crawled in and died. His entire body felt strange—lighter somehow, with an odd sensitivity across his skin.

He fumbled for his phone, squinting at the brightness.

Welcome to the team, Tina! Love the new profile pic! -Accounting Dept

Hot new pic, girl! Drinks soon? -Jen from Marketing

Is this a prank? Or did you finally transition? #respect -Dave

Nice to see you embracing your true self! The women's bathroom code is 5523. -Lila

"What the actual fuck?" Ty mumbled, his voice sounding strangely high to his ears. He cleared his throat and tried again, but it came out even softer.

He sat up, panic beginning to crawl up his spine as he scrolled through his work email. His signature was "Tina Harris, Senior Developer." His ID badge photo showed a woman—curvy, confident, with full lips and smoky eyes—totally not him. His Slack avatar was a bombshell in a pencil skirt with a sly smile.

"This isn't funny, Sam," Ty said aloud, but even as he spoke, he knew this went beyond Sam's capabilities. This was something else entirely.

He blinked, groaned, and reluctantly checked his reflection in the phone's front camera.

Still Ty. Mostly. For now.

But as he sat up, he could've sworn his hoodie felt just a little bit looser around his shrinking shoulders. His hands looked different too—slimmer, with longer fingers and nails that definitely hadn't been that length yesterday. He ran those unfamiliar hands through his hair, which felt softer, slightly longer at the ends.

"This isn't happening," he whispered, but the tingling sensation was spreading across his chest now, a gentle pressure that made him acutely aware of changes brewing beneath his skin.


Chapter 2: Tina in the Machine.

Ty blinked blearily at the mirror, rubbing sleep from his eyes with hands that felt oddly delicate. Still the same tousled brown hair—though maybe a touch softer, with the faintest hint of a wave? And the same stubborn stubble, though perhaps a bit sparser than usual. He leaned closer, poking at his jawline, which seemed to yield slightly under his touch.

"What the hell?" he muttered, voice cracking. He cleared his throat and tried again, but his voice still came out higher than normal—not feminine exactly, but like he was fighting a cold that affected only his vocal cords.

Maybe his jawline looked a little softer, the angles less pronounced, but that was probably just the hangover. Right? The bags under his eyes seemed lighter too, his lashes a fraction longer. He blinked rapidly, watching them flutter against his cheeks.

"Get it together, Harris," he told his reflection, but even that sounded uncertain. He ran his hands down his chest, pausing at an unfamiliar tenderness just beneath his nipples. His fingertips lingered there, registering a slight swelling that definitely hadn't been there yesterday.

"Stress," he declared to the empty bathroom. "Stress gives men... boobs? Fuck, is that a thing?" He made a mental note to delete his browser history after googling that particular question.

Downstairs, his phone buzzed with an avalanche of notifications. Slack, email, text messages—all addressing someone named "Tina." His stomach dropped as he scrolled through them.

Lila Chen (HR):
Morning, Tina! Can you sign off on the new "Women in Tech" lunch invite? Also, HR approved your request for the women's restroom key. Pick it up whenever! 💅

Mark Reynolds:
Did you lose a bet? Nice pic, princess. Seriously though, didn't know you had it in you. The new look is 🔥🔥🔥

Mark Reynolds:
Wait, are you single now? Asking for a friend. The friend is me.

Sam Patel:
Bro, check your profile. I think you broke the matrix. Also, I think Mark wants to date you now, which is HILARIOUS.

Unknown Number:
Hey girl! Got your number from the Women's Network directory. Brunch Sunday? -Stacey from Accounting

Veronica Steele:
Dress code policy attached. Looking forward to seeing the new you at the meeting. Don't be late.

"Jesus Christ," Ty groaned, dropping the phone like it had burned him. He stumbled to his closet, yanking out his loosest jeans and a hoodie that usually swallowed his frame. The jeans slid up his legs with suspicious ease, hanging awkwardly off his hips. Why did his belt feel looser? He had to cinch it two notches tighter than usual, the excess leather flopping ridiculously.

"I'm not losing my mind," he told himself firmly. "I'm just hungover. And possibly malnourished. Or poisoned. Maybe I should call poison control?" He dismissed the thought—he needed a sandwich, not an ambulance.

As he pulled the hoodie over his head, his chest brushed against the fabric with an unexpected jolt of sensitivity. He froze, arms half-raised.

"What the actual—" he whispered, then forced the hoodie down. It hung off him like a tent, which was... not normal. He'd always filled it out decently with his programmer's shoulders. Now it drooped, the neckline sliding to reveal a collarbone that looked suspiciously delicate.

The walk to the office felt off from the first step. His center of gravity seemed shifted, his hips swinging with a motion he couldn't control. Ty swore people on the street glanced at him differently—not with recognition, but with a new kind of appraisal. Was it the hangover? The fact that he'd forgotten to brush his hair? Or maybe it was the way his hips felt... weirdly stiff, yet paradoxically more mobile, like his pelvis had restructured overnight.

A construction worker did a double-take as Ty passed, then gave a low whistle. "Morning, sweetheart. Why the long face?"

"Fuck off," Ty snapped, then nearly tripped over his own feet at the sound of his voice—still his, but lighter, with a musicality that hadn't been there yesterday.

The worker just grinned. "Feisty. I like that."

Ty quickened his pace, mind racing. He adjusted his hoodie for the tenth time and kept walking, telling himself to lay off the late-night whiskey and HR hacking. And possibly to lay off construction sites.

This is temporary, he told himself. A weird hangover. Food poisoning. Or Sam slipped something into that flask. That's it—I'm going to kill Sam.

Desk Duty

Back at his desk, Ty's screen greeted him with a cheery "Welcome, Tina!" banner in a horrific shade of pink. He cursed under his breath, minimizing the pop-up just as Lila sashayed over, holding a stack of pink flyers and wearing a smile that made his stomach clench with dread.

"There she is! Our new diversity ambassador," Lila cooed, dropping the flyers on his keyboard with a theatrical flourish. "You know, you'd look great in a pencil skirt, Tina. Those legs of yours could stop traffic—especially now that you've apparently been waxing." She winked.

Ty rolled his eyes, trying to ignore the implication. "Very funny. Did Mark put you up to this? Or is this some elaborate HR prank for people who hack the system while drunk?"

She grinned, perching on the edge of his desk in a way that gave him a direct view of her crossed legs. A test? "Nope. It's in the system. You're officially 'Tina Harris' now. Pronouns 'she/her.' Don't worry—HR's got your back, girl. Though I have to say," she leaned closer, lowering her voice, "most employees give us a little more notice before transitioning at work. Your enthusiasm is... refreshing."

"I'm not—" Ty began, then stopped, unsure how to explain. "Look, there's been a misunderstanding. I was just messing around—"

"With your gender identity?" Lila raised an eyebrow, suddenly serious. "Not cool, Ty—sorry, Tina."

"No! With the system. The HR portal. I was just..." he trailed off, realizing how damning this confession would be.

"Just...?" Lila prompted, eyes narrowing.

"Just... exploring my options?" Ty finished weakly.

Lila's smile returned. "Well, congratulations on taking the plunge! The company fully supports your journey. Though next time, maybe fill out the proper paperwork first?" She patted his arm, her touch lingering. "By the way, your skin is amazing today. Whatever moisturizer you're using, I need it."

Before Ty could respond, she sauntered away, leaving him staring at her retreating figure with his mouth hanging open.

He checked his emails again, heart pounding like a jackhammer on amphetamines. Every message, every thread—Tina Harris. Even his calendar was full of meetings Ty had never agreed to: "Women's Networking Brunch," "SheLeads: Leadership Skills for Female Employees," "Intro to Office Makeup," and most alarmingly, "Feminine Hygiene in the Workplace: Be Prepared for Anything!"

"I'm going to kill Sam," he muttered, fingers hovering over his keyboard. "I'm going to strangle him with his own stupid Baby Yoda tie."

He was about to fire off a scathing reply to the entire company when Mark plopped down on the edge of his desk, flashing that annoyingly perfect smile that suddenly made Ty's stomach do a weird little flip.

What the hell was that? Ty thought, horrified.

"Hey, Tina," Mark drawled, eyes roaming over Ty's face with new interest. "You coming to the gym tonight, or is it leg day for the ladies? I could spot you, you know. Make sure your form is... proper." The way he said "proper" made it sound like the filthiest word in the English language.

Ty snorted, trying to ignore the strange flutter in his chest. "If you call me Tina again, I'm changing your payroll to 'Marky Mark and the Funky Bunch' and redirecting your direct deposit to a llama sanctuary."

Mark grinned wider, teeth impossibly white against his tan. "Promise? By the way, you look different. Did you lose weight? Your face is... softer. Pretty, actually."

Ty blinked, feeling heat rise to his cheeks. Was he blushing? What fresh hell was this? "Uh. Sure. New diet. Whiskey and existential dread, with a side of corporate-induced hallucinations."

Mark laughed, eyes lingering a second too long on Ty's face, then drifting lower to where the oversized hoodie hinted at a changing silhouette beneath. "It's working for you. Seriously. You should come out with us tonight. I'll buy you a drink—something sweet, maybe? You strike me as a cosmopolitan girl now."

"I'm not a 'cosmopolitan girl,'" Ty growled, making air quotes with fingers that seemed increasingly slender. "I'm the same beer-drinking code monkey who kicked your ass at darts last week."

"We'll see," Mark said with a wink, sliding off the desk. "Oh, and Tina? That color really brings out your eyes." He sauntered back to his desk, leaving Ty staring after him in confused horror.

Did Mark just hit on me? The thought made Ty feel like he needed a shower and, bizarrely, like he needed to check his hair. He ran his fingers through it absently, surprised at how much longer it felt—still short, but the ends curled around his fingers now.

Sam rolled his chair over, eyes wide. "Dude, what did you do to the system? The whole office is buzzing about your 'transition.' Lila cornered me in the break room and asked if I was being 'a supportive friend during your journey.'"

"I didn't do anything!" Ty hissed. "I mean, I changed some settings, but it was just a stupid prank. It shouldn't be... physically affecting me."

Sam's eyes widened further. "Physically? What do you mean, physically?"

Ty hesitated, then leaned closer. "My voice is higher. My clothes don't fit right. And my chest feels... weird."

"Weird how?" Sam pressed.

"Like... sensitive. And maybe... bigger?" Ty whispered, mortified.

Sam's jaw dropped. "Holy shit, bro. I think you actually broke reality. Or maybe that Syzygy AI thing is more advanced than we thought." He peered at Ty's face. "Your eyelashes are definitely longer. And your lips look... fuller?"

"Stop looking at my lips, Sam!" Ty snapped, then winced at the high pitch of his voice.

Sam held up his hands. "Just making observations! Scientific method and all that." He leaned back in his chair, considering. "You know, if you're really turning into a woman, at least you'll finally understand why your last girlfriend said you were bad at foreplay."

"I hate you," Ty groaned, dropping his head onto his keyboard. "So much."

Dress Code

By lunchtime, things had gotten exponentially weirder. Ty's hoodie hung looser around his shoulders, which seemed to have lost at least an inch of width overnight. The sleeves swallowed his wrists, which looked positively delicate now. His jeans felt baggy around his thighs but oddly tight across his widening hips and increasingly round backside. He ducked into the men's bathroom, heart pounding, and locked himself in a stall.

After a moment's hesitation, he lifted his shirt and stared down at his torso.

"Holy shit," he breathed.

Was his waist... smaller? Definitely. There was no denying the inward curve that hadn't been there yesterday, creating the beginning of an hourglass silhouette. He traced the curve of his side with trembling fingers, feeling a subtle inward dip that felt alien on his previously straight-lined body.

And his chest—that wasn't his imagination. Where he'd once had firm pectoral muscles (okay, not gym-worthy, but solid), there was now a definite swelling. His nipples had darkened and expanded, becoming almost painfully sensitive under his exploring fingertips. They pressed against his t-shirt in a way that would be noticeable if he took off his hoodie.

"I'm growing tits," he whispered to the bathroom stall, equal parts horrified and fascinated. "Actual, honest-to-god tits."

He snapped a selfie of his face, which now showed undeniable changes—softer jaw, fuller lips, larger eyes framed by lashes that any mascara ad would envy—and sent it to Sam.

Ty:
Dude. Tell me I'm imagining this.

Sam's reply came fast, practically instant.

Sam:
Bro, you look…kinda hot? Like, not in a weird way. But in a "if I met you at a bar, I'd definitely buy you a drink" way. Your SKIN. How is it that clear? Are you wearing makeup?

Sam:
Also, Lila just added you to the "Women's Dress Code" Slack channel. You might want to check that. There's a poll about your lipstick preferences that's getting way too many votes.

Ty groaned, leaning against the stall door. This couldn't be happening. He reluctantly opened Slack on his phone, scrolling through the "Women's Dress Code" channel with growing dismay. Rules, tips, endless threads about skirt lengths and "heels no lower than two inches for client meetings." There was even a poll: "Should Tina try red or nude lipstick at tomorrow's meeting?" Red was winning by a landslide.

He scrolled to the bottom and froze, his newly slender fingers nearly dropping the phone. Someone had posted a photo—his new employee badge. It was definitely him... only not. Same eyes, but bigger, more luminous, framed by long lashes and a sly, knowing smile. His hair was long, glossy, cascading past his shoulders in chestnut waves. And his body—curvy as hell, with an impossible hourglass figure. A plunging neckline showed off an impressive rack that would make any plastic surgeon weep with pride.

"Nice," someone had commented. "Tina's glow-up is real. #TransitionGoals"

Another comment read: "Welcome to the sisterhood, Tina! Girls' night next Friday—you in?"

And most disturbingly, from Mark: "Is it inappropriate to say 🔥? Asking for a friend."

Ty closed the app, breathing hard. This was beyond a prank now. Something was actually happening to his body—something impossible, something he couldn't explain away with hangovers or bad sushi.

He exited the stall on shaky legs that felt increasingly unlike his own—longer, smoother, with a different muscle tone. A man washing his hands did a double-take, eyes narrowing.

"Uh, I think you're in the wrong bathroom... miss?" he said uncertainly.

Ty opened his mouth to argue, then caught his reflection in the mirror over the sink. The change was subtle but unmistakable—his face was softer, features more delicate, his expression somehow more expressive. Even through the oversized hoodie, his body's changing contours were becoming apparent.

"Sorry, wrong turn," he mumbled, hurrying out before the man could say anything else.

In the hallway, he hesitated between doors. Men's? Women's? Where did he belong now? With a frustrated growl, he headed back to his desk, resolving to hold it until he got home. Or maybe forever.

Boss's Orders

Ty nearly jumped out of his skin when Veronica's voice cut through the chatter of the open office floor.

"Tina, my office. Now."

The command silenced the nearby desks, all eyes swiveling between Veronica's imperious figure and Ty's hunched form. He shuffled to his feet, acutely aware of how his body moved differently now—hips swaying involuntarily, center of gravity shifted lower.

"Someone's in trouble," Mark stage-whispered, earning him a glare from both Ty and Veronica.

Ty followed his boss down the hallway, catching his reflection in the glass doors they passed. Each one showed a slightly more feminine version of himself, like a time-lapse of transformation. By the time they reached Veronica's office, his hair seemed to have grown another inch, curling softly around a face that was increasingly heart-shaped.

He shuffled in, nerves jangling, hoodie bunched in his now-slender fists. The clothing hung off him like a child playing dress-up in their parent's clothes.

Veronica didn't look up from her laptop, perfectly manicured nails tapping efficiently on the keyboard. "Close the door."

Ty obeyed, then stood awkwardly, unsure whether to sit. His new body felt foreign, a rental car with different controls than he was used to.

"The new HR initiative is all over the company Slack," Veronica said without preamble. "Apparently, you're representing us for the Women in Tech panel tomorrow. That's short notice, I know. But I expect you to handle it with the same... competence you bring to your coding."

The slight pause suggested she was being generous with the word "competence."

Ty blinked, panic rising. "Uh, Veronica, I—I don't think I'm qualified for that. I mean, I just... this is all very new, and I—"

She looked up, eyes laser-sharp, cutting off his stammering. "No excuses. You're smart, you're assertive, and you've clearly got people talking. That's exactly what we need." Her gaze flicked over him assessingly. "Though you'll need to dress the part. That hoodie isn't doing your new figure any favors."

Ty swallowed hard, heart racing. He wanted to protest, to shout that something was wrong, that he hadn't meant for any of this to happen, but her penetrating gaze pinned him in place like a butterfly in a collection.

"I'm not sure I have the right... clothes," he managed, his voice sounding increasingly feminine even to his own ears—lighter, with a melodic quality that made Veronica's eyebrow arch.

"Lila tells me you've been added to the clothing allowance. Use it. Get something appropriate." She leaned back in her chair, her expression softening marginally. "You know, when I first started here, I was the only woman in technical leadership. It was... challenging."

Ty shifted uncomfortably, hyperaware of his body's changing contours. His hips seemed wider by the minute, his chest heavier, straining against his t-shirt beneath the hoodie.

"And Tina," Veronica added, voice suddenly soft, almost intimate. "You... do look different. Good different. The confidence suits you." She smiled slightly. "Don't let the boys get to you. Especially Mark—I've seen how he's looking at you. Remember, office relationships require disclosure forms."

For a moment, Ty wondered what Veronica would say if she knew the truth—that this was all an accident, a drunken prank gone horribly, impossibly wrong. But all he could do was nod dumbly, feeling strangely warmed by her approval despite his confusion.

"Thanks, boss," he mumbled, cheeks burning with a blush he couldn't control. His skin felt different too—softer, more sensitive, quick to betray his emotions with color.

She smiled—a rare, private thing that transformed her usually stern features. "Go knock 'em dead. And maybe try a skirt tomorrow. With your legs? You'll own the room."

Ty nodded again, backing toward the door, his newly curvaceous body moving with an unfamiliar sway. As he turned to leave, he caught his reflection in Veronica's office window—his hair now definitely past his ears, face undeniably feminine, body curving in ways that couldn't be hidden even under the baggy hoodie.

What the hell am I going to wear tomorrow? he thought, panic rising as he realized this transformation showed no signs of stopping. And more importantly, how the hell do I walk in heels?


Chapter 3: Skirt Suits and Smirks.

Ty had always considered himself a master of adaptation--new codebase, new meme format, new way to sneak whiskey into company parties. But nothing could've prepared him for standing in the women's boutique, staring at a rack of revealing yet professional skirt suits and doubting every life choice that had led to this moment.

"I should've listened to my mother and become a dentist," he muttered, running his increasingly slender fingers through hair that now brushed his shoulders in chestnut waves. The transformation had accelerated overnight; he'd woken up to find his jawline completely softened, cheekbones higher, and eyelashes so long they created tiny shadows on his cheeks.

His hoodie now hung off him like a deflated balloon on a lamppost, the shoulders drooping pathetically where muscle mass had melted away. His old jeans bunched at the waist, threatening to slide right off hips that had widened dramatically to create a perfect hourglass figure. The strangest part was his chest—what had been nascent swelling yesterday was now a pair of undeniably feminine breasts that strained against his t-shirt, nipples embarrassingly visible through the thin fabric.

He cupped them experimentally, shocked at their weight and the jolt of sensation that shot through him at the touch. They were perfectly proportioned to his new frame—not massive, but perky and round, the kind that would draw appreciative glances without seeming artificial.

"This is insane," he whispered, watching his reflection. His voice had fully transformed now—no trace of his former baritone remained, replaced by a melodic alto that somehow managed to sound both sexy and sophisticated.

His phone buzzed. Sam, ever the wingman, was on FaceTime, cackling like this was the funniest thing he'd ever witnessed.

"Holy shit, dude," Sam howled, wiping tears from his eyes. "You're actually hot! Like, legitimately bangable. If you weren't my best friend, I'd totally—"

"Don't finish that sentence if you value your life," Tina snapped, then winced at how naturally the feminine intonation came to him. "This isn't funny, Sam. I have a panel tomorrow and nothing to wear except clothes that make me look like I'm cosplaying as a homeless tent enthusiast."

"Dude. You're going to have to try something on. You can't show up to this panel in a potato sack," Sam advised, still grinning like an idiot. "Besides, I think your new... assets... deserve better packaging."

Ty grimaced, holding up a skirt suit in navy blue with a plunging neckline that would definitely showcase his newly acquired cleavage. "How do women wear these? There's like, zero pockets. Where am I supposed to put my phone? My wallet? My existential dread?"

Sam grinned, adjusting his camera angle. "That's why they all have handbags. It's a conspiracy by the purse industry. Just pick something black and tight. You know, show off the assets. You've got them now, after all. Might as well flaunt what the mysterious AI gods have given you."

"I hate you so much right now," Ty replied, but even he had to admit, the new curves looked... damn, kind of hot. His waist had cinched in dramatically, creating a perfect hourglass when combined with his wider hips and newly prominent chest. His legs seemed longer, smoother, with delicate ankles that would look perfect in heels. He wondered, not for the first time, if this was some elaborate dream—or a very specific kind of nightmare.

"Seriously though," Sam continued, his tone shifting to something almost wistful, "you make a pretty smoking hot woman. Like, unfairly hot. Did you notice your lips? They're all pouty and stuff now."

Ty turned back to the mirror, examining his face. Sam was right—his lips had plumped considerably, the bottom one especially full and naturally rosy. Combined with his larger eyes, higher cheekbones, and the feminine arch of his eyebrows, the effect was striking.

"Great," Ty muttered. "I'm a walking Instagram filter."

"The kind men would swipe right on faster than free beer," Sam quipped. "So what are you buying? The suspense is killing me."

With a resigned sigh, Ty grabbed a tight black pencil skirt that would hug every newly acquired curve, a crisp white blouse with just enough stretch to accommodate his chest, and a pair of 4-inch heels that looked like torture devices designed by someone with a very specific vendetta against ankles.

"I need... other things too," he realized aloud, face flushing. "You know... underneath stuff."

Sam's eyes widened. "Oh shit, right! Underwear! Bras and... other things. Damn, this really is a full-service transformation."

"I'm going to have to end this call if I'm going to shop for... those items," Ty said firmly.

"Coward," Sam laughed. "Fine, but text me pictures of what you buy. For scientific documentation purposes only."

"In your dreams," Ty snapped, ending the call.

Twenty excruciating minutes later, Ty emerged from the lingerie section with a black lace bra (34C, according to the overly helpful saleswoman who'd measured him with alarming enthusiasm), matching panties that made him question everything he knew about comfort versus aesthetics, and a pair of sheer stockings that the same saleswoman assured him would "make those gorgeous legs pop."

In the changing room, he stripped off his oversized clothes, trying not to stare at the stranger's body in the mirror. Every masculine feature had been replaced—his shoulders narrower, his chest fuller, his waist dramatically smaller, his hips flaring out in a perfect feminine curve. Even his... well, that had changed too, though he was trying very hard not to think about it.

With trembling fingers, he fastened the bra, immediately shocked at the support and how it pushed his breasts up and together, creating a line of cleavage he couldn't stop staring at. The panties slid up legs that were now completely smooth—hair apparently not included in this bizarre transformation—and hugged curves that hadn't existed two days ago.

"This is my life now," he muttered, turning to examine his profile. "I'm a Victoria's Secret model with coding skills."

He wriggled into the skirt, cursing under his breath as it hugged his hips and rear with unforgiving precision. It ended just above his knees, professional enough for the office but tight enough to ensure he'd have to take smaller steps. He zipped up the blouse, which strained slightly over his chest, creating a hint of the cleavage beneath, and stared at himself.

Tina Harris, office bombshell. The name tag in his purse (yes, he'd bought a purse, a sleek black leather affair that cost more than his last three takeout orders combined) said it all.

He slipped his feet into the heels, immediately gaining four inches of height and a precarious sense of balance. Walking to the register required concentration he usually reserved for debugging critical errors, each step a negotiation between gravity and dignity.

"These look perfect on you," the cashier gushed as she rang up his purchases. "Your boyfriend is going to love that skirt."

"I don't have a—" Ty began, then stopped. What was the point? "Thanks," he said instead, his new voice dripping honey and resignation in equal measure.

The Debut

The next morning, Ty—now Tina, at least on the outside—teetered into the office, heels clicking a staccato rhythm on the polished floor, skirt hugging every new curve. The blouse, professionally crisp but suggestively fitted, emphasized the dramatic transformation of his physique. His hair, now fully shoulder-length and inexplicably styled in loose waves despite his minimal effort with a borrowed hairdryer, bounced with each step.

Heads swiveled like synchronized swimmers. Conversations stopped mid-sentence. Someone actually dropped a coffee mug, the crash punctuating the sudden silence. In seconds, Slack lit up with GIFs and heart emojis—he could see them flashing on nearby screens, his name appearing in channel after channel.

"Did you see Tina?"
"Holy shit, is that really Harris?"
"Daaaaaamn, girl!"

Mark nearly choked on his coffee, eyes widening as he took in the transformation. He stood from his desk, making no attempt to hide his appreciative once-over. "Whoa, Tina. Didn't know we were getting a runway model for this panel. You clean up nice. Like, supermodel nice."

Tina shot him a smirk, trying to channel confidence she definitely didn't feel as she clung to the edge of a nearby desk for balance. "Don't get too excited, Mark. I still code better than you with twice the style now."

He grinned, leaning in a little too close, his cologne enveloping her. Something about his proximity sent an unfamiliar flutter through her body—a reaction that was definitely new and disturbingly powerful. "I don't know, I think you're giving me a run for my money now—on and off the keyboard."

He winked, his gaze dropping briefly to her chest before returning to her face. Tina felt her cheeks flush, a weird flutter low in her belly. Was it her imagination, or was Mark actually checking her out? More disturbingly, was she... enjoying it?

"My code is still up here," she said pointedly, gesturing to her face, though the effect was somewhat undermined by the blush she couldn't control.

"And it's a beautiful face," Mark replied smoothly. "But I've always been more interested in your... backend development."

"That was terrible, even for you," Tina groaned, but couldn't help the small laugh that escaped her glossed lips. When had she applied lip gloss? She couldn't even remember—her morning routine had become a blur of unfamiliar products and YouTube tutorials.

Lila, never one to miss drama, sidled over in a perfectly tailored red dress that suddenly made sense to Tina in a way it never had to Ty. "I love the look, Tina. And those heels! Four inches on your first day? Ambitious! You're making the rest of us look bad." She lowered her voice conspiratorially. "You need any tips, just ask—I've got a full makeup kit in my desk. We could do lunch and I'll show you my contouring technique."

Tina grinned, feigning confidence while mentally calculating how many steps to her desk without falling. "Might take you up on that. I'm still figuring out which end of the mascara is which. This morning I nearly blinded myself trying to put on eyeliner."

Lila laughed, the sound genuine and warm. "You'll have it down in no time. Trust me, the first time you realize you can get out of a parking ticket with just a smile and a strategic lean forward, it's all worth it."

"I'll add that to my list of new superpowers," Tina replied dryly. "Right after 'being cold all the time' and 'not having functional pockets.'"

"The struggle is real," Lila agreed with mock solemnity. "By the way, half the office has already asked me if you're single. Including three people who never spoke to you before. Fame is fickle, honey."

"Great," Tina muttered. "Just what I need—coworkers who couldn't remember my name last week suddenly wanting my number."

"Welcome to the club," Lila said with a wink, before sashaying away.

As Tina finally reached her desk—a journey that felt like crossing the Sahara in stilts—she caught her reflection in her darkened monitor. The woman staring back was undeniably attractive, with features that balanced between cute and sexy—big doe eyes with naturally long lashes, high cheekbones that caught the light, full lips that looked perpetually ready to share a secret. Her body, even seated, displayed curves that the old Ty would have definitely checked out from across the room.

This is so weird, she thought, adjusting her skirt as she sat down. I've become exactly the type of woman I used to stare at.

Her phone buzzed with a text from Sam:

Survived the grand entrance? On a scale from 1 to 10, how many people are currently trying to get your number?

She typed back quickly:

According to Lila, at least half the office. Mark is being extra Mark-like. Send help or whiskey. Preferably both.

His reply came instantly:

Knew it! Mark's probably already planning your first date. Btw, checked the HR system again. No sign of whatever caused this. Maybe just enjoy being the hot girl for a while? Could be worse—you could've turned into me.

She snorted, then caught herself as the sound came out as a delicate, feminine giggle. Even her laughs had been transformed.

The Panel

Two hours and numerous uncomfortable adjustments to her bra later, Tina headed to the break room where the Women in Tech panel was being set up. Her walk had improved marginally—from "newborn giraffe on ice" to "only moderately likely to fall"—but the heels still felt like elegant torture devices.

Veronica was waiting, clipboard in hand, eyes sharp as ever, dressed in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit that somehow managed to be both professional and undeniably sexy. She looked up as Tina entered, her gaze traveling slowly from Tina's heels to her face in a measured assessment that felt almost physical.

"Tina. Looking sharp. You ready to knock them dead?" Veronica's voice held a note of approval that sent an unexpected thrill through Tina's body.

Tina's heart fluttered in her chest—a sensation that was becoming annoyingly common in her new form. Veronica's gaze lingered—longer than usual—on the line of her skirt, the curve of her new hips, before returning to meet her eyes with an intensity that made Tina's mouth go dry.

"Uh, as ready as I'll ever be," Tina replied, smoothing her skirt and trying not to wobble on the heels. "Though I'm still not sure what qualifies me to be on a Women in Tech panel beyond, you know, suddenly having the appropriate anatomy."

Veronica's lips quirked in a rare smile. "You've always had the brain for it. Now you just have the perspective to match." She stepped closer, her perfume—something expensive and subtle—enveloping Tina. Lowering her voice, she continued, "Just remember: Own the room. You're smart, you're gorgeous, and you're not Ty anymore. Let them see what you can do."

Tina's mouth went dry, her enhanced body responding to Veronica's proximity in ways that Ty would have only dreamed about. There was something in Veronica's tone—almost an invitation. Or was that just the wishful thinking of someone who hadn't been properly flirted with in months?

"Right. Own the room. Got it," Tina managed, her new voice slightly breathless. "Though these heels might own me first. How do you walk in these things all day without developing a vendetta against footwear designers?"

"Practice," Veronica replied with a knowing smile. "And determination. You'll get used to it." Her eyes flickered down again. "The pain is worth the effect, trust me."

Before Tina could process what that meant, they were ushered to the panel table, where three other women from different departments were already seated. The audience—mostly company employees with a few visitors from partner firms—filled the rows of chairs, many eyes fixed on Tina with undisguised curiosity.

The panel went by in a blur of compliments, questions, and the odd awkward joke from Mark ("Tina here can debug a server and break hearts at the same time"). Tina found herself answering technical questions with the same confidence Ty had always had, but with a new awareness of how people received her words—men leaning forward attentively, women nodding in solidarity.

Her body, still foreign to her, reacted to the spotlight in new ways—cheeks flushing when attention focused on her, heart racing when she made eye contact with certain audience members, a pleasant warmth spreading through her when her comments drew appreciative murmurs.

From the back of the room, Veronica watched, never taking her eyes off Tina. Her gaze was a palpable thing, leaving heat wherever it touched.

The Aftermath

Afterwards, the office buzzed with excitement. Tina found herself surrounded—coworkers eager to chat, women asking for her opinion on everything from coding frameworks to contouring techniques, men sneaking glances when they thought she wasn't looking.

"You were fantastic," gushed an intern whose name Tina couldn't remember. "The way you explained cloud architecture made so much sense."

"Thanks," Tina replied, still adjusting to how people hung on her every word now. "It's really just about visualizing the data flow."

"And your outfit is killer," added a woman from marketing. "Where did you get that blouse?"

"Oh, um, just a boutique downtown," Tina improvised, making a mental note to start paying attention to store names.

As the crowd finally thinned, Mark sidled up, a sly grin on his face. His hair was freshly tousled, as though he'd run his hands through it specifically for this approach. "You were great up there. Really held your own."

"Don't sound so surprised," Tina retorted, though without real bite. "I knew what I was talking about before... all this." She gestured vaguely at her transformed body.

"Yeah, but now people actually listen," Mark replied, then winced. "That came out wrong."

"But accurate," Tina acknowledged with a wry smile.

Mark leaned closer, his cologne enveloping her again. "Drinks tonight? To celebrate your debut? I promise not to hit on you... too much." His eyes twinkled with mischief and something else—genuine interest that made Tina's new body respond in confusing ways.

Tina laughed, swatting his arm—her touch lingering just a bit longer than intended, her body seemingly making decisions without consulting her brain. "Buy me a real drink, not those fruity things you think women want, and we'll see."

"Deal," Mark said, his smile widening. "I'll pick you up at seven. Wear something that makes you look as good as you do right now."

"Is that even possible?" Tina quipped before she could stop herself.

"Good point," Mark agreed with a wink before walking away, his gait just a touch more swagger than usual.

Did I just agree to a date with Mark? Tina thought, slightly horrified yet also intrigued. This body is making decisions my brain hasn't approved.

As Mark disappeared around the corner, Veronica appeared at Tina's side, close enough that their shoulders brushed, sending an electric current through Tina's increasingly sensitive skin.

"You handled yourself well today," Veronica murmured, her voice low and intimate, for Tina's ears only. "I'm... impressed. You're not just surviving. You're thriving." Her eyes, usually cool and professional, held a warmth that made Tina's breath catch.

Tina met Veronica's gaze, heat blooming between them like a physical force. For a moment, the world faded—just the two of them, close enough to feel each other's breath, to count eyelashes, to notice the faint freckle near Veronica's left eye that Ty had never been close enough to see.

Veronica's lips curled into a slow, wicked smile that sent Tina's heart racing and awakened sensations in her new body that were both foreign and thrilling. "Come by my office later. I have some... private feedback that might benefit both of us."

The implication in her tone was unmistakable, her eyes holding a promise that made Tina's newly sensitive skin flush with anticipation.

"I'll be there," Tina replied, her voice husky with possibilities she was only beginning to understand.

Veronica nodded once, satisfaction in her eyes, before walking away with the confident stride that had always intimidated Ty but now fascinated Tina.

Left alone for the first time all day, Tina took a deep breath, adjusting to the weight on her chest, the curve of her hips, the precarious balance on her heels. Her phone buzzed with a text from Mark confirming their drinks, while her calendar showed a reminder for her "meeting" with Veronica.

I'm Tina Harris now, she thought, with a mix of resignation and growing curiosity. And apparently, Tina has options.

She smiled to herself, a newfound confidence beginning to bloom alongside the confusion. Maybe being Tina Harris wasn't the worst fate in the world after all.


Chapter 4: After Hours.

By six o'clock, Tina couldn't remember the last time she'd been the center of so much attention--at least, not the good kind. Ty had only ever drawn eyes when he'd crashed the server during a product launch or showed up to a client meeting in a hoodie with questionable stains. But Tina? Tina drew gazes like gravity.

Colleagues kept stopping by her desk, congratulating her on her panel performance with lingering looks that traveled from her glossy hair to her crossed legs and back. There were compliments on her "confidence," her "poise," and--more than once--her legs, which seemed to have lengthened overnight, skin smooth as silk and calves toned from just one day in those torture devices masquerading as shoes.

"You really killed it up there," said Dave from DevOps, eyes firmly fixed on her chest. "I had no idea you knew so much about system architecture."

You had no idea I existed last week, Tina thought, shifting in her seat as her new body responded to attention in ways that still startled her. Her nipples had hardened beneath her blouse, sending little shocks of pleasure-pain through her with each movement. The silk of her underwear slid against parts of her anatomy she was still coming to terms with, creating sensations that made concentration nearly impossible.

"Thanks, Dave," she replied, crossing her legs and watching his eyes follow the movement. "I've only been explaining it in meetings for the past year."

He laughed as though she'd said something hilarious. "You're funny too! We should grab coffee sometime."

"Sure," she said noncommittally, feeling a strange power in the way his expression brightened at even this tepid response. "Maybe when the sprint's over."

As Dave finally retreated, Tina examined her reflection in her darkened monitor. The face looking back was completely transformed from Ty's—fuller lips painted a subtle rose that somehow made them look perpetually ready for a kiss, eyes larger and more expressive beneath perfectly arched brows, cheekbones higher, jawline completely softened into a delicate oval. Her hair fell in glossy waves past her shoulders, the kind of effortless style that would have taken Ty's sister hours to achieve.

Her body had completed its transformation too, curves filling out her clothing in ways that made the cheap blouse look expensive. Her breasts strained slightly against the fabric, creating a shadow of cleavage that drew eyes all day. Her waist had narrowed dramatically, cinching in to create an hourglass shape that made her skirt hug curves Ty had never possessed.

"This is insane," she muttered, adjusting her blouse for the hundredth time. Her voice was still strange to her—melodic and light, with a husky quality that seemed to invite confidences.

Just before she could slip out for drinks, Lila cornered her with a mischievous grin that spelled trouble. Her perfectly manicured nails tapped against Tina's desk as she leaned forward, giving Tina an excellent view of her own impressive cleavage.

"You're coming out with us, right? We're not letting our newest femme fatale skip her own after-party," Lila purred, her eyes traveling appreciatively over Tina's form. "Everyone's dying to buy you a drink. Especially Mark—he's been adjusting his pants all afternoon every time you walk by."

Tina hesitated, tugging at her skirt, which seemed determined to ride up her thighs. "I'm not exactly--uh--dressed for the club." She gestured at her office attire, which suddenly felt too constricting, too warm.

Lila looked her up and down, making a show of licking her glossy lips. "Are you kidding? You look absolutely edible, honey. That skirt is criminal on those hips. Mark can barely keep his tongue in his mouth when you bend over to pick up a pen."

Tina snorted, cheeks flushing hot. She'd noticed the unfamiliar heat that kept rising to her face throughout the day—her new body's apparent inability to hide reactions that Ty would have suppressed with ease. "He's not that subtle, is he? I thought maybe I was imagining things."

"Imagining?" Lila laughed, the sound rich and knowing. "Honey, he's practically drooling. But he's not the only one," she whispered, eyes darting meaningfully toward Veronica's office at the end of the hall. "She's been watching you all day. I think she wants a taste, too. I've worked with her for three years, and I've never seen her look at anyone the way she looks at you."

Tina's heart skipped, then raced, her body responding traitorously to the suggestion. She felt a distinct tightening low in her belly, a rush of warmth between her thighs that was becoming familiar yet remained deeply disconcerting. How did women function with bodies so reactive to every stimulus?

"Veronica? No way," Tina protested weakly, even as she recalled the intensity in her boss's gaze, the lingering touch on her shoulder after the panel. "She's just... impressed with the presentation."

"Sure, honey," Lila smirked. "And I wear these heels because they're comfortable. Come on, admit it—you like the attention. You've been swaying those new hips all day like you were born with them."

Before Tina could formulate a suitably cutting response, Mark swept in, slinging an arm around her shoulders with casual possessiveness. The weight of it sent a cascade of unfamiliar sensations down her spine—comfort, excitement, and a strange yielding quality she'd never experienced as Ty.

"Ladies, don't hog the star of the show," Mark said, his smile dazzling white in his tanned face. His aftershave enveloped her, spicy and masculine in a way that made her newly sensitive nose tingle. "Tina, you ready to celebrate? The whole team's waiting downstairs."

His hand slid from her shoulder to her waist, palm lingering a second too long on the dramatic curve there, fingers splaying against the silk of her blouse. Tina shivered—half from nerves, half from the electric thrill of being wanted, of feeling small and delicate under his touch. Nobody had ever looked at Ty like this, with heat and hunger barely disguised as friendly interest. Certainly not Mark, whose main interaction with Ty had been competitive banter and occasional coding collaboration. And definitely not Veronica, whose professional distance had always been impenetrable.

"I guess I could stop by for one drink," Tina conceded, gathering her purse—still an alien weight on her arm—and smoothing her skirt over hips that flared dramatically beneath her touch.

"That's my girl," Mark grinned, his hand never leaving her waist as he guided her toward the elevator, thumb tracing small circles against her side that sent sparks through her entire body.

"I'm not your girl," Tina said automatically, but the protest sounded weak even to her own ears.

"Not yet," Mark replied with a wink that made her stomach flip. "But the night is young."

Happy Hour

The bar was loud, dark, and buzzing with office gossip, most of it centered around the transformed coworker who now commanded the room simply by existing. Tina perched on a high stool, skirt riding high on thighs that seemed impossibly smooth and shapely, heels dangling precariously as she tried to find a comfortable position that didn't involve flashing the entire accounting department.

"This is ridiculous," she muttered, tugging at her hemline for the thousandth time. "How do women sit in these things without constant wardrobe anxiety?"

"Practice," said a female colleague passing by. "And the knowledge that sometimes a strategic flash gets your drink faster."

Mark returned from the bar, eyes darkening as he took in Tina's crossed legs and the expanse of thigh revealed by her position. He handed her a vodka cranberry, "something sweet for someone sweeter," he said with a wink that would have made Ty roll his eyes but made Tina's heart flutter traitorously.

"I usually drink whiskey," she pointed out, taking the pink concoction anyway.

"I know what Ty drank," Mark replied, leaning close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body. "But I thought Tina might like to try something new. You seem... adventurous today."

She took a long sip, the sweetness masking the alcohol hit that she felt almost immediately—her new body apparently had a significantly lower tolerance. "Are you calling me a lightweight, Reynolds?"

"I'm calling you a revelation," he countered, his eyes never leaving hers. "The way you handled those tech bros from the partner firm? I nearly stood up and applauded when you shut down that question about 'emotional decision-making in code reviews.'"

"They were being condescending jerks," Tina shrugged, surprising herself with how easily she was slipping into this role, this skin. "Same questions they asked me last month when I was Ty, just with added sexist overtones."

"Well, Tina handles it with more style," Mark said, his gaze dropping briefly to her lips. "Though I have to say, I miss arguing with Ty sometimes. He was always up for a good coding throwdown."

"I'm still the same person," Tina protested, though she wasn't entirely sure that was true anymore. Her body, her reactions, even her thought patterns felt increasingly foreign—enhanced somehow, more vividly connected to the world around her.

"Are you though?" Mark asked, suddenly serious. "Because from where I'm standing, Tina is... something else entirely."

Before she could untangle the complex feelings his question evoked, Sam showed up, eyes practically bugging out of his head at the sight of Tina perched on the barstool, one strap of her blouse slipping slightly off her shoulder in a way that drew every male eye in the vicinity.

"Holy shit," Sam blurted, then caught himself. "I mean, dude—uh, girl—you look amazing. Like, you actually walk in those things? How's it feel?" He gestured at her heels, which had left angry red marks on her ankles.

"Like medieval torture devices designed by someone who hates feet and balance equally," Tina replied dryly. "But apparently they 'elongate my legs' and 'accentuate my assets,' according to the very pushy saleswoman who sold them to me."

"They're working," Sam confirmed, eyes darting to said legs before he forcibly redirected his gaze to her face. "This is so weird. You're hot. Like, legitimately hot. Not that you weren't, you know, a decent-looking dude before, but this is—"

"Different," Tina finished for him, taking another sip of her drink. The alcohol was hitting her faster than expected, creating a pleasant warmth that loosened her limbs and tongue. "You think this is weird for you? Try living in this skin. Everything feels different. Clothes, air, even sitting down is a whole new experience."

"Different how?" Sam asked, genuine curiosity overriding his obvious discomfort.

Tina took a sip, feeling her cheeks flush from more than just the alcohol. "Weird. Good weird. Everything's more... intense? I'm not sure if I'm supposed to feel this... sensitive. And confident? Like, I walk into a room and I can feel eyes on me, and part of me loves it even while another part wants to hide."

"That's just being hot," Lila interjected, appearing suddenly at Tina's side with what looked like a martini. She slid her perfectly manicured hand along Tina's bare knee, the touch sending shivers up Tina's thigh. "Welcome to the club, honey. The world treats you differently when you look like this. Might as well enjoy the perks."

Tina giggled, the sound high and musical, nothing like Ty's deep chuckle. Her voice came out higher and softer than she remembered, words slightly slurred from just one drink. "Maybe after a few more drinks I'll stop jumping every time someone looks at me like they're undressing me with their eyes."

"They are undressing you," Lila confirmed with a wicked smile. "Especially that one." She nodded toward the bar where a man in a business suit was staring openly at Tina's crossed legs.

Mark slid closer, his body heat palpable as he placed a possessive hand on Tina's lower back. "Good thing she's got friends to watch out for her, then."

Lila rolled her eyes. "Please. She's got friends, not guard dogs. Tina can handle herself."

"Can I?" Tina wondered aloud, feeling distinctly out of her depth as her body responded to Mark's touch with a rush of warmth. "This is all so new."

Mark leaned in, voice low enough that only she could hear. "You know, I always thought Ty was cute, in a scruffy, perpetually caffeinated way. But Tina? You're a total knockout. What's your secret? Some kind of reverse Clark Kent thing? Remove the hoodie and suddenly you're Supergirl?"

Tina blinked, suddenly acutely aware of the heat building between her thighs, the tingling in her chest where her breasts pressed against the constricting fabric of her bra. Her body wanted things—new things that Ty had only imagined from the other side. She found herself imagining Mark's hands sliding up her skirt, Lila's lips on her neck, Veronica's commanding voice in her ear—

She took another long drink, emptying the glass in one desperate swallow.

"Whoa, easy there," Mark laughed, signaling the bartender for another round. "We've got all night."

"Not sure I do," Tina replied, feeling increasingly overwhelmed by the sensory input bombarding her transformed body. "I should probably head home soon. Still need to... adjust to all this."

"Let me drive you," Mark offered immediately. "You shouldn't be alone tonight."

The implication hung in the air between them, charged with possibilities that made Tina's pulse race.

"I can handle myself," she replied, channeling confidence she didn't entirely feel.

"I don't doubt it," Mark said, his eyes darkening. "But maybe you don't want to handle yourself. Maybe you want someone else to handle you for a change."

Tina nearly choked on her fresh drink, heat flooding her face and neck. "You really don't hold back, do you?"

"Not when I see something I want," Mark confirmed, his gaze direct and unapologetic. "And I've wanted you since you walked in this morning."

"You wanted Tina," she corrected him. "Not Ty."

"Maybe I wanted both," Mark suggested, his voice dropping to a register that made her body respond in ways she couldn't control. "But only one of them would have let me do this."

His fingers brushed against hers on the bar top, a seemingly innocent touch that sent electricity racing up her arm and straight to her core.

"I should go," Tina said suddenly, standing on unsteady legs, the room spinning slightly from the alcohol and adrenaline. "I need to... clear my head."

"Running away?" Mark challenged softly.

"Strategic retreat," Tina countered. "I need to figure some things out."

"Don't figure too long," he replied, his eyes following her as she gathered her purse. "Some offers have expiration dates."

Private Feedback

Back at the office, Tina's head was spinning from more than just the drinks. She'd left the bar in a rush of confusion, her body's reactions overwhelming her ability to process them. The company building was mostly empty, the late hour leaving only security guards and the occasional workaholic still at their desks.

She slipped into the women's bathroom—no longer feeling like an interloper in this space—and stared at her reflection under the unforgiving fluorescent lights. What looked back was a woman in the full bloom of femininity—glossy hair tumbling past her shoulders, mascara somehow still flawless despite the heat of the bar, lips plump and parted in a perpetual invitation. She looked like she belonged in this body, in these clothes, in this life.

Her hands rose to cup her breasts through her blouse, feeling their unfamiliar weight and sensitivity. They responded instantly to her touch, nipples hardening, sending sparks of pleasure through her that made her gasp softly. Her waist dipped dramatically where Ty's had been straight, flaring out to hips that swelled roundly beneath her skirt. Between her thighs, she felt an emptiness, a yearning ache that had been building all day with each admiring glance, each casual touch.

"What is happening to me?" she whispered to her reflection, watching those full lips form words that still sounded alien in her melodic voice.

Her phone buzzed in her purse, breaking the moment. A message from Veronica flashed on the screen:

Veronica:
My office. Now. Door will be locked.

Tina's heart lurched, then began pounding so hard she could feel it in her throat. The three-word command sent a flood of heat straight to her core, her body responding to Veronica's authority in a way that Ty would have resented but Tina found irresistibly compelling.

She smoothed her skirt, adjusted her blouse to showcase just a hint more cleavage—a move that felt instinctive rather than calculated—and reapplied her lip gloss with shaking hands.

Tina's heart pounded as she crossed the darkened floor, heels clicking on the polished surface like a countdown to something inevitable. Veronica's office was lit only by the glow of her laptop and a small desk lamp that cast dramatic shadows across her sharp cheekbones. She looked up as Tina entered, eyes hungry, lips parted in a smile that promised trouble of the most delicious kind.

"You came," Veronica observed, her voice a low purr that sent shivers down Tina's spine.

"You ordered me to," Tina replied, surprised at the slight breathlessness in her voice.

Veronica stood, coming around her desk with fluid grace. She wore the same perfectly tailored suit from earlier, but had removed her jacket, leaving only a silk blouse that hinted at the curves beneath. "And you always follow orders? That's new. Ty was rather... resistant to authority."

"I'm not Ty," Tina said, the words feeling truer than they had all day.

"No," Veronica agreed, moving closer. "You're not."

She closed the door behind Tina, flicking the lock with a soft click that sounded final, definitive. "You did well today. Better than well. You owned the room, Tina. Every person there was hanging on your words—not just because you're beautiful, though you certainly are, but because you spoke with authority and insight."

Tina swallowed hard, nerves and desire twisting inside her like twin serpents. "Thank you, Veronica. I—this is all new to me. I'm not sure I'm doing it right." She gestured vaguely at her body, her clothes, the whole impossible situation.

Veronica stood close enough now that Tina could smell her perfume—something expensive and subtle that made her want to lean in closer. She circled Tina slowly, like a predator assessing prey, her gaze a tangible force that seemed to touch every inch of Tina's transformed body.

"You're doing it very right," Veronica murmured, coming to a stop directly behind Tina, close enough that Tina could feel the heat of her but not quite touching. "But there's more than one way to lead, you know. Sometimes it's about commanding attention..." She reached out, brushing a stray strand of hair from Tina's face, fingers lingering at her jaw in a touch so light it was almost imaginary. "And sometimes it's about making them beg for it."

Tina's breath caught as Veronica's thumb traced the outline of her bottom lip, the touch sending sparks of sensation straight to her core. "You're not Ty anymore," Veronica continued, her voice a hypnotic murmur. "You're... captivating. Do you know how many people came to my office today to talk about you? To ask if you were single? To wonder aloud what other... talents you might be hiding?"

Tina couldn't answer, her voice trapped somewhere between her racing heart and her increasingly damp thighs. Veronica had moved to face her now, close enough that their breaths mingled, her eyes dark with intent.

"Mark wants you," Veronica observed casually, though her tone held an edge. "I saw how he watched you at the bar. How he touched you."

"You were there?" Tina managed, surprised.

"I see everything that matters in this company," Veronica replied, her hand coming to rest lightly on Tina's waist, fingers splaying against the dramatic curve there. "And right now, you matter very much."

Veronica leaned in, her breath warm against Tina's ear, sending cascades of goosebumps down her neck and across her chest. "You like this attention, don't you? The way they all look at you. The way you feel in your skin. The power of it."

Tina nodded, unable to speak, thighs clenching involuntarily with need, her body responding to Veronica's proximity with an intensity that left her dizzy.

"There's power in beauty," Veronica continued, her lips brushing the shell of Tina's ear, barely a whisper of contact that nevertheless sent electric currents straight to her core. "But there's more power in knowing exactly what you want and taking it."

Veronica's lips brushed Tina's cheek, a ghost of a touch, barely a whisper away from her mouth. Tina felt herself leaning in instinctively, her body seeking more contact, more sensation, more of whatever Veronica was offering.

"What do you want, Tina?" Veronica asked, her voice a silken command.

For a moment, time hung suspended—Tina's heart pounding like a trapped bird, her body aching for Veronica's touch, her mind a dizzy swirl of fear and want and confusion. The woman before her had always been untouchable, unapproachable to Ty. But to Tina, she was a possibility, an invitation, a door opening to experiences Ty had only dreamed about.

Then Veronica stepped back, breaking the spell, though her eyes remained dark and knowing. "Go home, Tina. Get some rest. Tomorrow, we'll see just how far you're willing to go."

The words held layers of meaning that made Tina's pulse race and her skin flush with anticipation.

"Is that an order?" Tina asked, finding her voice at last.

Veronica's lips curved into a smile that was equal parts promise and threat. "Consider it a preview. The question is, are you brave enough to see what comes next?"

Tina stood frozen, her body thrumming with unfulfilled desire, her mind racing with possibilities. She'd begun this day as Tina reluctantly, fighting the transformation at every step. But now, with Veronica's gaze burning into her, with the memory of Mark's touch still tingling on her skin, with her new body responding to stimuli in ways that were frightening and exhilarating in equal measure, she found herself wondering what tomorrow might bring.

And for the first time, she wasn't entirely sure she wanted to go back to being Ty.


Chapter 5: Silk, Lace, and Uncharted Territory.

Tina woke up to sunlight slanting through her blinds, pooling across sheets that suddenly felt too rough on her skin—like sandpaper against silk. Her body had undergone another overnight transformation, as if some cosmic sculptor had spent the dark hours refining its feminine masterpiece.

She stretched languorously, feeling the unfamiliar weight of her blossoming breasts against her chest. They'd grown again, fuller and heavier, with nipples that had darkened to a dusky rose and seemed perpetually sensitive. Her waist had cinched even tighter, creating a dramatic hourglass that would make a 1950s pinup girl envious. Her hips had widened further, and her thighs had softened, losing the last vestiges of masculine muscle tone in favor of smooth, feminine curves.

Most disconcertingly, her last pair of Ty's boxers had vanished overnight—literally disappeared from her body—replaced by lace panties that hugged the curves of her ass and pressed intimately against parts of her anatomy she was still coming to terms with. It was as if reality itself was enforcing her new identity, erasing the last physical connections to Ty Harris.

"What the actual hell?" she muttered, her voice pure feminine melody now, without a trace of Ty's baritone. She ran her hands over the unfamiliar fabric, feeling how it cupped and caressed her. "Did my underwear just... evolve?"

She padded to the bathroom on feet that seemed smaller, the arches higher, toenails somehow perfectly shaped and slightly iridescent, as if someone had given her a pedicure while she slept. Catching her reflection in the full-length mirror, she froze, captivated by the woman staring back at her.

There was no denying it now: this wasn't just a slight feminization of Ty's features but a complete transformation. Her face had settled into perfect feminine harmony—cheekbones high and soft, nose slightly smaller and more delicate, lips full and naturally rosy, as if perpetually freshly kissed. Her brown hair spilled in glossy waves past her shoulders, catching the morning light with auburn highlights that hadn't been there yesterday.

Her eyebrows had thinned and arched naturally, framing eyes that seemed larger, more expressive, with lashes so long they cast tiny shadows on her cheeks. Even her ears seemed daintier, perfect for the dangly earrings Ty had always secretly admired on women.

"This is insane," she whispered, watching those perfect lips form the words. "I'm like some computer-generated fantasy woman."

She turned sideways, examining her profile. Her body was all gentle curves and smooth skin without a trace of the masculine angles and planes that had defined Ty. Her shoulders had narrowed considerably, making her neck appear longer, more graceful. She ran her hands down her sides, marveling at how her waist pinched in dramatically before flaring out to hips that curved generously where Ty's had been straight and unremarkable.

Her ass had transformed from flat and functional to round and perky, filling out the lace panties in a way that would definitely turn heads in tight jeans. Her thighs were shapelier, softly curved but still toned, meeting at a juncture that remained both fascinating and foreign to her.

She continued her inspection, noting how even her hands had changed—fingers longer and more slender, nails naturally oval-shaped and shiny, wrists delicate. Her skin everywhere was softer, smoother, seemingly poreless, with a subtle glow that made her look perpetually well-rested despite the emotional turmoil of the past days.

Her nipples ached slightly, drawing her attention back to her chest. When her fingers brushed over them experimentally, a jolt of heat shot straight between her legs—a sensation so intense and unexpected that she gasped aloud, biting her full lower lip. The feeling was electric, nothing like what Ty had experienced when touching the same area of his body.

"Holy shit," she breathed, watching her cheeks flush pink in the mirror. She forced herself to pull away, though her body clamored for more exploration. "There'll be time for that later."

She shook her head, sending those glossy waves bouncing around her shoulders. Today, she had a mission that couldn't wait: the shopping spree Lila had insisted on. Because if reality was determined to make her Tina permanently, she needed a wardrobe to match.

The Lure of the Mall

"You look like you were poured into those jeans, and I mean that as the highest compliment," Lila declared, appraising Tina as they met outside the mall entrance. Tina had scraped together the last of her presentable clothing—a pair of too-tight jeans that now hugged every new curve and a blouse that strained precariously across her chest.

Lila had insisted on coming along, declaring it her "makeover fantasy come to life." She was dressed impeccably as always, in a floral sundress that somehow managed to look both innocent and calculated, her glossy black hair pulled into a high ponytail that swung when she moved.

"I feel like I'm stuffed into a sausage casing," Tina complained, tugging at the waistband of the jeans. "Nothing fits right anymore. My ass is apparently determined to break free of all constraints."

"That's a feature, not a bug," Lila laughed, linking her arm through Tina's with casual intimacy that still felt foreign but not unwelcome. "Trust me, if I had that backside, I'd be wearing things that showed it off constantly. You've got the kind of curves people pay surgeons obscene amounts to create."

"Great, so I'm a walking Kardashian special," Tina muttered, though she couldn't completely suppress the small thrill of pleasure at the compliment.

"Better," Lila insisted. "You're natural. Or at least, you look natural, which is all that matters in this superficial world we inhabit. Now come on, we have serious shopping to do. Your credit card is about to have a very bad day."

They hit the mall in a blur of giggles and arm-linking, Lila dragging Tina from boutique to boutique with missionary zeal, shoving handfuls of clothes into her arms with a gleam in her eye that suggested this was the most fun she'd had in months.

"I've been waiting years to give someone a complete makeover," Lila confessed as they entered the third store, a high-end boutique with minimalist decor and maximum prices. "It's like living out every teen movie fantasy I ever had."

"Glad I could fulfill your dreams," Tina replied dryly, eyeing a price tag with alarm. "But maybe we could find somewhere that won't require me to take out a second mortgage?"

"Don't be dramatic," Lila scoffed, already pulling dresses from racks with practiced efficiency. "Quality costs. Besides, the company has that wardrobe stipend for new executives—which technically you are now, Miss Women in Tech panelist. Veronica approved it herself."

"She did?" Tina asked, surprised and oddly touched.

"Mmhmm," Lila hummed, holding up a sleek black dress against Tina's frame. "She seemed very invested in your professional appearance. Said something about 'ensuring our talent presents appropriately.' Though the way she was eying your legs during that panel makes me think her interest isn't entirely professional."

Tina felt heat rising to her cheeks, her new body betraying her emotions with transparent ease. "We're just colleagues."

"Sure, honey," Lila smirked, adding the black dress to their growing pile. "And these aren't just clothes, they're weapons of mass distraction. You HAVE to try this one," she crowed, holding up a slinky crimson dress with a neckline that plunged dangerously low. "If you don't make Veronica drool in this, I'll eat my employee badge. Raw. Without ketchup."

Tina blushed deeper, but her body thrilled at the idea, nipples tightening against her too-small bra at the thought of Veronica's eyes on her in that dress. "It's a bit much for the office, don't you think?"

"Who said anything about the office?" Lila winked. "This is for after hours, when you want to make your intentions crystal clear. Trust me, in this dress, you won't be paying for your own drinks. Ever."

"I'm not sure I'm ready for that kind of attention," Tina protested weakly, even as her fingers reached out to touch the silky fabric.

"Honey, you're already getting that attention. Might as well dress for it," Lila countered, piling more items into Tina's arms. "Now go try these on while I find you some shoes that'll make your legs look even more unfairly perfect."

In the dressing room, Tina confronted another mirror, this one surrounded by flattering lighting that seemed designed to seduce shoppers into bad financial decisions. She tried on everything Lila had selected—skirt suits that hugged her hips and nipped in at her waist, silky blouses that draped perfectly over her chest, tight jeans that accentuated her ass in ways that made her stare at her own reflection in disbelief, even a leather miniskirt that made her look downright dangerous.

"Holy hell," she murmured, turning to examine the leather skirt from behind. "Ty would have gotten whiplash looking at an ass like this."

She emerged from the dressing room in a navy blue wrap dress that clung to every curve while somehow remaining office-appropriate.

"Spin," Lila commanded, twirling her finger. When Tina complied, Lila let out a low whistle. "If I didn't know better, I'd swear you were born with those hips. You move like you've always had them."

"Is that a compliment?" Tina asked, still getting used to the way her body swayed naturally when she walked, the way her center of gravity had shifted lower.

"Definitely," Lila nodded approvingly. "Some people who transition take years to get that natural feminine movement down. You're like a duck to water."

"I didn't transition," Tina corrected automatically. "I was... transformed. Against my will. By rogue HR software."

"Potato, po-tah-to," Lila shrugged. "The point is, you look amazing. And judging by how you keep checking yourself out, I think you're starting to enjoy it."

Tina couldn't entirely deny it. There was something intoxicating about the way these clothes felt on her new body, the way fabric draped and clung in all the right places, the way colors seemed to enhance her complexion.

"It's just... different," she admitted, smoothing the dress over her hips. "Everything feels different. The way clothes sit on my body, the way people look at me, the way I move through the world."

"Better different or worse different?" Lila asked, eyeing her shrewdly.

Tina hesitated, then went with honesty. "Just different. Sometimes better. Sometimes terrifying. Mostly confusing."

"Well, confusion looks damn good on you," Lila declared, adding the navy dress to their "yes" pile. "Now, we have one more essential stop, and it's the most important one."

"Please don't say shoes," Tina groaned, her feet already protesting at the thought of more heels.

"No, honey," Lila grinned wickedly. "Something much more fundamental. The foundation of any good outfit."

Tina followed her gaze to the storefront across the mall concourse, with its pink and black signage and window displays of mannequins in elaborate lingerie.

"Oh no," Tina breathed, suddenly nervous in a way she hadn't been while trying on outer clothes.

"Oh yes," Lila corrected, already dragging her forward. "Welcome to your sexual awakening, Tina Harris."

The Lingerie Aisle

The lingerie store was a sensory overload—soft lighting, subtle perfume in the air, displays of lace and satin in every color imaginable. Racks of bras, panties, garters, stockings, and items Tina couldn't even identify stretched before them like an unexplored continent of feminine secrets.

Lila grinned, eyes wickedly delighted as she watched Tina's overwhelmed expression. "Welcome to paradise, babe. Every woman's rite of passage. The place where comfort meets fantasy, and both meet your credit card limit."

"There's so much... stuff," Tina murmured, eyes wide as she took in the dizzying array of options. "How do you know what to choose?"

"That's what fittings are for," Lila explained, steering her toward a smiling saleswoman. "You need to know your actual size before you start. Those sports bras you've been squeezing into are doing nothing for your girls."

Thirty minutes and one surprisingly intimate measuring session later, Tina had learned she was a perfect 34D ("Your back must be killing you," the saleswoman had sympathized), with a narrow ribcage that made her breasts appear even more prominent on her frame.

Armed with her new measurements, Tina wandered among racks of lace and satin, her senses flooded by the colors, the textures, the promise of secrets against her skin. She ran her fingers over a sheer black bra, marveling at the delicacy of the material. Her nipples tingled at the thought of being encased in soft lace—supported yet exposed, hidden yet displayed for admiration.

"You're overthinking this," Lila observed, appearing at her side with an armful of selections. "Lingerie isn't meant to be intellectual. It's meant to be felt."

She plucked a handful of items from the racks with practiced ease: a lacy red bra and thong set with tiny black bows, a silky black teddy with a plunging neckline, garters and stockings in sheer black, even a pale blue babydoll that looked impossibly delicate.

"Don't look so terrified," Lila laughed, noticing Tina's expression. "It's just fabric. Extremely expensive, extremely small amounts of fabric."

"I'm not terrified," Tina protested, though her heart was racing. "Just... out of my depth. Ty's idea of underwear shopping was grabbing whatever three-pack was on sale."

"Well, Tina deserves better," Lila declared. "Trust me, the first time you see yourself in real lingerie, you'll never go back. It's like discovering there's been a secret society of sensual pleasure that half the population has been keeping from you."

In the changing room, Tina carefully hung up the selections, then took a deep breath, steeling herself for another intimate encounter with her new body. She slipped out of her blouse and skirt, standing in just her skin and the too-small undergarments she'd woken up in.

The lighting in this dressing room was even more flattering than the previous stores—soft and golden, designed to make every curve look its best. She unclasped her old sports bra—now comically inadequate for her generous curves—and reached for the red set, holding up the bra with a mixture of determination and trepidation.

Hooking the bra was a challenge—why did they put the clasps in back, where they were nearly impossible to reach?—but when she finally secured it and turned to the mirror, her breath caught in her throat.

Her breasts—full, round, perfect—spilled slightly over the cups, creating a line of cleavage that would be visible in anything lower than a turtleneck. The scarlet lace contrasted beautifully with her skin, the underwire lifting and separating to create a silhouette that was pure pin-up fantasy. The matching thong hugged the curve of her hips, disappearing between her ass cheeks in a way that was both uncomfortable and strangely thrilling.

She looked... incredible. Like a lingerie model, like the kind of woman Ty would have stared at in advertisements with mingled desire and disbelief.

"This can't be me," she whispered, turning to examine herself from all angles. But it was—every curve, every dip and swell belonged to her now.

She ran her hands over her body, shivering at the dual sensation of silk and lace against her palms and the novel feeling of being touched through such delicate barriers. Heat bloomed low in her belly, her thighs clenching involuntarily with an anticipation she didn't fully understand.

She tried on the black teddy next, marveling at how it hugged her waist and flowed over her hips, the satin cool and slippery against her increasingly sensitive skin. The garter belt was trickier—she had to watch a quick tutorial on her phone to figure out how to attach the stockings—but the result was worth it. The sheer black fabric made her legs look even longer, the garters framing the curve of her ass like a picture frame highlighting a masterpiece.

"I'd bang me," she murmured to her reflection, then laughed at the absurdity of the statement.

A soft knock interrupted her self-admiration. "How's it going in there?" Lila's voice called. "Need any help with the clasps? They're a bitch until you get used to them."

"I think I've got it," Tina replied, adjusting the straps of the teddy. "Though I'm not sure I'll ever get used to having my ass flossed by a g-string."

Lila's laugh rang out. "That's what thongs feel like at first. You stop noticing after a while. Or you learn to enjoy the constant reminder of your own sexiness. Can I see? I promise not to ogle too much."

Tina hesitated only briefly before opening the door a crack. Lila poked her head in, eyes going comically wide at the vision before her.

"Girl," she breathed, stepping fully into the dressing room. "You look incredible. Like, stop traffic, cause accidents, make people walk into walls incredible."

"It feels... strange," Tina admitted, turning back to the mirror. "Good strange, but strange. Like I'm playing dress-up, except the costume is my actual body."

"Strange will pass," Lila assured her, adjusting one of the teddy's straps with casual intimacy. "The confidence will stay. And speaking of staying—Veronica is going to lose her mind when she sees you in that red set. I can practically guarantee it."

Tina giggled, feeling a rush of confidence—and unmistakable arousal—at the thought of Veronica seeing her like this. "Maybe that's the plan."

"Oh, it's definitely the plan," Lila winked. "That's what good lingerie is all about—having a secret weapon under your clothes. No one can see it, but you know it's there, and it makes you carry yourself differently."

"Like a sexy secret identity," Tina mused, running her hands over the satin teddy again.

"Exactly," Lila nodded approvingly. "So which ones are you getting?"

Tina surveyed the pile of delicate garments, then made her decision. "All of them."

The Art of Seduction

The next morning, Tina strutted into the office with newfound confidence, her body moving with natural feminine grace. She wore a fitted navy skirt suit that accentuated every curve without being overtly sexual, heels clicking a rhythm of authority on the polished floor, silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at the red lace beneath.

Her hair fell in perfect waves, courtesy of the curling iron Lila had insisted was an "essential investment," and subtle makeup enhanced her already striking features. She looked polished, professional, and devastatingly feminine.

Heads turned as she passed. Conversations halted mid-sentence. Mark nearly tripped over a filing cabinet, coffee sloshing dangerously close to his crisp white shirt as he did a double-take worthy of a cartoon character.

"Morning, Mark," Tina greeted him with a smirk, enjoying his obvious discomfort. "Careful with that coffee. Stains are so hard to explain in meetings."

"Tina," he managed, eyes traveling from her face to her modest cleavage and back again with poor attempts at discretion. "You look... different today. Good different. Really good different."

"New clothes," she explained with a casual shrug that made her blouse shift just enough to reveal another millimeter of lace. "Amazing what proper fit can do, isn't it?"

"Amazing is the word," he agreed fervently. "Though I think 'miraculous' might be more accurate. Or 'life-altering.'"

"It's just a skirt suit, Mark," she laughed, though she was secretly pleased by his reaction. "Not the second coming."

"Speaking of coming—" he began with a suggestive grin.

"Don't finish that sentence if you value your reproductive future," she cut him off sweetly.

"Fair enough," he conceded, still grinning. "But the offer for drinks still stands. Especially now that you're clearly embracing your... situation."

"I'll think about it," she replied, noncommittal but not rejecting. Truth be told, she was enjoying this new dynamic with Mark—the banter tinged with attraction, the power she seemed to hold over him now. It was intoxicating in a way she hadn't anticipated.

As she continued toward her desk, she spotted Veronica through the glass walls of her office, watching Tina's progress with undisguised interest. Their eyes met across the distance, and Tina felt that now-familiar heat bloom in her core, her nipples tightening against the lace of her new bra.

Before she could reach her destination, Veronica emerged from her office, intercepting Tina's path with precise timing. She stood with arms crossed, eyes devouring Tina from head to toe with an intensity that left no doubt about her appreciation.

"You look... different," Veronica murmured, echoing Mark's words but with a depth of meaning that sent shivers down Tina's spine. "Confident. Like you finally believe you belong here."

Tina smiled, stepping closer than professional boundaries strictly allowed, letting her fingers trace the line of her own collarbone in a gesture that drew Veronica's eyes exactly where she wanted them. "Maybe I'm just enjoying the attention. It's quite the novelty."

Veronica's gaze darkened, pupils dilating visibly. "You like being wanted, don't you?" The question was direct, almost challenging, as if testing how far Tina was willing to acknowledge this game between them.

Tina leaned in, close enough that her perfume—a new purchase, something with notes of vanilla and spice—enveloped them both, her breath warm against Veronica's ear. "Maybe I want more than attention."

She felt rather than saw Veronica's sharp intake of breath, satisfaction curling through her at having provoked such a reaction in the normally composed executive. Veronica's lips parted slightly, her hand coming to rest on Tina's hip, fingers digging in just enough to make Tina gasp softly at the pressure.

For a heartbeat, the world fell away—just heat, breath, the promise of something forbidden. The busy office around them faded to background noise, irrelevant compared to the electricity arcing between their bodies.

Veronica's voice was a whisper, low and dangerous with promise. "Lunch. My office. Don't be late." Her fingers tightened briefly on Tina's hip, then slid around to brush against the small of her back in a touch that couldn't be mistaken for casual. "And wear the red," she added, her eyes flicking meaningfully to the hint of lace visible at Tina's neckline.

Tina nodded, heart pounding, thighs already slick with anticipation as Veronica released her and walked away. She watched her boss's retreat, admiring the confident sway of her hips, the authority in her stride.

"What have I gotten myself into?" Tina murmured, though the question held more excitement than trepidation.

She made her way to her desk at last, hyperaware of the red lace against her skin, of Veronica's eyes following her progress, of the clock counting down to lunch. Every step was a promise of what was to come, every movement a rehearsal for the performance she would give in just a few hours.

Being Tina, she was discovering, had definite advantages.


Chapter 6: Lunch Break.

Lunch hour arrived with a sizzle in the air that had nothing to do with the July heat wave outside. Tina had spent the morning hyperaware of every shift of the red lace against her sensitized skin, every subtle weight transfer as she crossed and uncrossed her increasingly shapely legs, every heated glance from Veronica's office. By noon, her body hummed with anticipation, the unfamiliar ache between her thighs a constant reminder of her transformed anatomy.

Tina's phone buzzed on her desk. A simple message from Veronica:
"Now. And lock the door."

Three words that sent a cascade of heat from Tina's flushed cheeks down to her core. She checked her reflection quickly in her compact mirror—lips fuller than they'd been even yesterday, cheekbones higher, eyes somehow more luminous. Her transformation seemed to be refining itself hourly, each feminine feature becoming more pronounced, more perfect.

"Hot date?" Sam teased, catching her primping.

"Just a meeting," Tina replied, voice honeyed and breathless in a way Ty's never could have managed.

"With Veronica?" Sam waggled his eyebrows. "The whole floor's been taking bets on when you two would... 'have a meeting.'" His air quotes made the euphemism unmistakable.

"Don't you have code to debug?" Tina shot back, but couldn't suppress her smile.

"My terminal can wait. Your terminal velocity into the boss's arms is much more interesting," Sam quipped. "Just remember—I expect all the juicy details. For science."

"In your dreams," Tina replied, standing and smoothing her skirt over hips that had somehow widened overnight, creating an even more dramatic hourglass. Her waist had cinched further, tiny enough now that Mark had joked he could span it with his hands—a comment that had sent an unexpected thrill through her.

Tina's heart hammered in her chest as she glided down the corridor, the click of her heels echoing like a metronome counting down to something inevitable. Every step felt deliberate, her body moving with a grace that came increasingly naturally. Her hips swayed with a subtle rhythm that drew male eyes from every cubicle she passed. She could feel the silk of her new red lingerie—a secret hug beneath her smart navy skirt and crisp blouse, the lace cups supporting breasts that seemed fuller today, more sensitive, the underwire lifting them into a cleavage that strained subtly against her top button.

She paused at Veronica's door, drawing a steadying breath that pushed her chest against silk and lace, sending little shocks of pleasure through her nipples. What am I doing? she thought briefly, but her body already knew the answer, already craved whatever lay beyond that door.

Veronica's office was empty except for her, standing by the window, sunlight catching the sharp lines of her jaw and the curve of her hips beneath that power suit. She didn't turn as Tina entered, didn't say a word as Tina closed the door and turned the lock with a decisive click.

The silence stretched between them, charged with possibility.

"Come here," Veronica commanded softly, still gazing out at the city below.

Tina obeyed, feeling a delicious thrill at the authority in Veronica's voice. She stopped just inside Veronica's personal space, close enough to smell her perfume—spicy, intoxicating, with notes of amber and something darker.

"You kept me waiting," Veronica observed, finally turning to face Tina. Her eyes were dark with intent, her lips parted slightly.

"Sorry," Tina replied, not sounding sorry at all. "Sam was being nosy."

"And what did you tell him?" Veronica asked, her eyes raking over Tina, lingering at the teasing open buttons of her blouse where red lace peeked through.

"That I had a meeting," Tina said innocently. "Very important. Can't be disturbed."

A smile curved Veronica's lips. "Indeed." She reached out, feather-light, and traced a line along Tina's collarbone, down to the first edge of red lace visible at her neckline. "You wore it," she whispered, voice husky with approval.

Tina's breath hitched as Veronica's fingertip grazed the swell of her breast. "Like you asked," she managed, her new voice breathy in a way that would have embarrassed Ty but felt utterly natural to Tina.

"I didn't ask," Veronica corrected, her touch firmer now, more possessive. "I told you to wear it. There's a difference."

"Yes, boss," Tina replied with a hint of playful defiance, her body responding to Veronica's dominance in ways that surprised and delighted her.

Veronica's hands slid to Tina's hips, drawing her closer until their bodies nearly touched, the heat between them palpable even through layers of silk and wool. "Do you know how distracting you've been today?" Veronica's mouth brushed Tina's earlobe, sending a shiver down her spine that settled as liquid heat between her thighs. "I could barely focus in the budget meeting. I keep picturing what you're hiding under that blouse."

Tina's hands found Veronica's waist, bolder now, her fingers trembling with anticipation as they registered the firm curve beneath expensive fabric. "Why don't you see for yourself?" she suggested, surprised at her own audacity.

With a sly smile that promised delicious retribution for such boldness, Veronica slid Tina's jacket off her shoulders, fingers trailing down her arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. She unfastened the next two buttons of Tina's blouse, exposing more of the red lace, her eyes darkening at the sight of Tina's full breasts pushed high by the demi-cups.

"Beautiful," Veronica murmured, tracing the edge of lace where it met skin, her touch maddeningly light. "But I think we can improve the view." She slipped a hand behind Tina's back, unclasping the bra with practiced ease that made Tina's eyebrows rise.

"Done this before?" Tina asked, voice hitching as the bra loosened, the straps sliding down her arms.

"Once or twice," Veronica admitted, pushing the lace cups aside to reveal Tina's breasts fully, her gaze appreciative as she took in the perfect roundness, the dusky rose nipples already hardened with arousal. "But never with someone quite like you."

The cool air of the office teased Tina's bare skin, nipples tightening further under Veronica's hungry gaze. Veronica cupped them gently, thumbs circling with expert precision, drawing a gasp from Tina's lips as pleasure spiraled from her chest straight to her core.

"You're sensitive here," Veronica observed, her touch becoming firmer, more insistent as Tina's reactions encouraged her. "I like that."

"Everything's sensitive," Tina admitted, her head falling back slightly as Veronica's fingers worked their magic. "This body... it's like all the nerve endings are turned up to eleven."

"Lucky me," Veronica purred, leaning down to replace her fingers with her mouth, the wet heat of her tongue sending electric currents through Tina's transformed body.

Tina shivered, her hands threading through Veronica's sleek dark hair, holding her close as her body thrummed with new, electric need. She pressed closer, feeling the heat of Veronica's thigh against her own, the wet ache between her legs growing desperate as Veronica's tongue and teeth worked exquisite torment on her nipples.

"Please," Tina gasped, not even sure what she was asking for, only knowing that her body craved more—more touch, more pressure, more of Veronica.

Veronica's lips claimed Tina's—hungry, confident, tasting her with slow, deep kisses that spoke of experience and control. Tina melted into it, losing herself in the rhythm, the slide of silk and skin, the sweet, sharp bite of Veronica's teeth on her lip.

"I've wanted to do that since you walked in yesterday in that skirt," Veronica confessed between kisses, her hands roaming Tina's body with increasing urgency. "You have no idea how hard it was to send you home instead of bending you over my desk right then."

"Why didn't you?" Tina challenged, her own hands growing bolder, untucking Veronica's blouse to find warm skin beneath.

"Because I needed to be sure you wanted this as much as I did," Veronica replied, her eyes meeting Tina's with unexpected vulnerability. "That it wasn't just the novelty of your new body making you reckless."

"Trust me," Tina assured her, guiding Veronica's hand to her thigh, "there's nothing reckless about how much I want you right now."

When Veronica's hand slipped beneath Tina's skirt, teasing the edge of the red thong where it stretched across her hip, Tina moaned softly, arching into her touch. Veronica's fingers explored with deliberate slowness, mapping the new terrain with gentle reverence, then with growing hunger as she discovered just how ready Tina was for her.

Tina's body responded instinctively—hips rocking, breath coming in sweet, ragged gasps as Veronica's fingers slid beneath lace to find slick heat. Every nerve ending seemed to fire at once, pleasure sharper and more immediate than anything Ty had ever experienced.

"Oh god," Tina breathed, clinging to Veronica's shoulders for support as her knees threatened to buckle. "That's—I can't—"

Veronica paused, her eyes locked on Tina's, searching for permission even as her fingers hovered at the entrance to Tina's most intimate place. "Are you sure?" she asked, her voice husky but serious. "We can stop."

Tina nodded, desperate for completion. "Please," she whispered, beyond pride or hesitation. "I need you."

Veronica's touch grew bolder, more insistent, finding the rhythm that made Tina gasp and shudder, stroking her until pleasure built and broke and built again. Tina clung to Veronica, riding wave after wave of sensation, her cries muffled by Veronica's kisses as she experienced her first climax in her new body—an explosion of pleasure that radiated outward from her core, leaving her trembling and breathless.

After, Veronica held her close, fingers tracing lazy circles on her bare back as Tina's breathing slowly returned to normal. "You're not Ty anymore," she whispered, tucking a strand of hair behind Tina's ear with unexpected tenderness. "You're Tina. And you're magnificent."

Tina smiled, dazed and radiant, knowing it was true—not just in body, but in the way she moved through the world now, the way she felt in her skin. "Does this mean I get a raise?" she quipped, finding her voice at last.

Veronica laughed, the sound rich and genuine. "Cheeky. But no—this means you get lunch." She gestured to a bag on her desk that Tina hadn't noticed before. "I ordered Thai. I figured you'd work up an appetite."

"Forward thinking of you," Tina replied, beginning to rebutton her blouse with fingers that still trembled slightly.

"I'm a planner," Veronica shrugged, helping Tina refasten her bra with the same efficiency she'd shown removing it. "And I plan to do that again. Soon."

"I'm free tonight," Tina suggested, surprising herself with her boldness.

Veronica's smile was slow and predatory. "My place. Eight o'clock. Wear something easy to remove."

The Rumor Mill

Tina returned to her desk with her hair mussed despite her best efforts to tame it, lips swollen from Veronica's passionate attention, and a dazed smile she couldn't hide no matter how she tried. Her body felt different—looser, more relaxed, yet somehow more alive to every sensation. The fabric of her skirt whispering against her thighs, the subtle constriction of her bra against breasts that still tingled from Veronica's touch, even the air against her skin seemed heightened, electrified.

She hadn't taken three steps onto the main floor before Lila materialized beside her, eyes sparkling with mischief and unbridled curiosity. "Well, well, well," she whispered, falling into step beside Tina. "Someone's glowing like they just won the sexual lottery. Spill. Everything. And don't you dare leave out a single juicy detail."

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Tina replied primly, though her flushed cheeks and secret smile gave her away completely. "Veronica and I had a very productive lunch meeting."

"Oh, I bet it was productive," Lila agreed with a knowing smirk. "Productive enough to leave a hickey?" She gestured discreetly to a spot just below Tina's ear.

Tina's hand flew to her neck, eyes widening. "She didn't—"

"No, but your reaction just confirmed everything," Lila cackled triumphantly. "You little minx! First day in your new lingerie and you've already seduced the boss. I'm impressed and slightly jealous."

"Keep your voice down," Tina hissed, glancing around to see if anyone had overheard. "It's not like that. It's just..." She trailed off, unable to define exactly what it was between her and Veronica.

"Honey, it's exactly like that," Lila corrected her, eyes twinkling. "And good for you. Veronica's been wound tighter than a Swiss watch for months. Someone needed to help her release some tension, and apparently that someone is you." She gave Tina an exaggerated wink. "Your talents are wasted in coding. You should consider a career in stress management."

Tina couldn't help but laugh, the sound light and musical. "You're impossible."

"I'm delightful," Lila countered. "And you love me for it. Now, are you seeing her again, or was this a one-time office supply closet kind of deal?"

"Her place. Tonight," Tina admitted, feeling a fresh wave of heat at the memory of Veronica's parting words. Wear something easy to remove.

"Look at you go!" Lila squeezed her arm excitedly. "From reluctant woman to femme fatale in less than a week. I'm so proud I could burst. We need to find you something devastating to wear. My closet, after work."

Before Tina could protest, Mark appeared at her shoulder, his expression a mixture of curiosity and something more intense, more hungry. His eyes tracked over her disheveled appearance, lingering on her lips, her flushed cheeks.

"You okay, Tina?" he asked, his voice low, intimate, his attention more focused than ever. "You look... happy." The way he said "happy" made it sound like a euphemism for something far more explicit.

Tina grinned, letting her hand rest on Mark's arm just a bit longer than necessary, enjoying the way his eyes darkened at her touch. Her new body seemed to crave contact, connection, the validation of being desired. "I am. Very happy. But I could use a drink after work. You in?"

Mark's eyes widened fractionally, then he grinned, all charm and heat and barely restrained desire. "For you? Always. Name the time and place."

"Seven o'clock? The Rooftop Bar at The Grand?" she suggested, naming an upscale cocktail spot close enough to Veronica's apartment that she could easily make both appointments.

"I'll be there," Mark promised, his gaze traveling the length of her body in a way that would have earned Ty a sharp rebuke but sent pleasant shivers through Tina. "Save a dance for me?"

"If you're lucky," she teased, turning away with a deliberate sway of her hips, feeling his eyes follow her every step.

As she settled back at her desk, trying to focus on the code that suddenly seemed far less interesting than the evening ahead, Tina felt the thrill of being wanted from every angle—Veronica's possessive hunger, Mark's open adoration, even Lila's whispered curiosity and encouragement.

Her body, now fully feminine in every delicious curve and secret hollow, hummed with anticipation. Her mind, increasingly comfortable in this new reality, spun with possibilities. Ty had been respected for his coding skills but largely overlooked as a person. Tina, it seemed, commanded attention simply by existing.

She crossed her legs, feeling the delicious friction against her still-sensitive core, and smiled to herself as she began to type. Tina Harris had finally arrived, and the world would never be the same.


Chapter 7: Crossing Lines.

The office emptied out as the sun dipped behind glass towers, painting the sky in streaks of amber and gold. Tina lingered at her desk, heart pounding with anticipation. Her body, now completely transformed, seemed to hum with electricity. Overnight, the final masculine traces had vanished—her shoulders perfectly proportioned to her narrowed waist, her neck longer and more graceful, her hands delicate with slender fingers and oval nails that looked professionally manicured despite never having been touched by a file.

Even her bone structure had altered—her ribcage narrower, her pelvis wider, creating the perfect feminine foundation for her new curves. Her center of gravity had shifted completely, settling lower in her hips, forcing her to walk with a natural sway that drew appreciative glances from every direction.

Her phone buzzed—a message from Mark lighting up the screen:

Mark:
Drinks? Just us. I know a place with killer martinis…and a back booth where we can discuss your... professional development.

She read the message twice, imagining his voice—that low, teasing tone he'd been using with her lately, so different from the casual banter he'd shared with Ty. Her new body responded instantly to the thought, nipples tightening against her silk blouse, a warm pulse between her thighs that was becoming familiar yet remained thrillingly novel.

She texted back "yes" before she could second-guess herself, adding a winking emoji that Ty would have rather died than use.

As she packed up her laptop, Sam rolled his chair over, eyebrows raised. "Hot date with the boss lady?" he asked, nodding toward Veronica's office where the light still burned.

"Actually, I'm meeting Mark," Tina replied, enjoying the way Sam's eyes widened.

"Mark? As in 'I bench press my own ego' Mark? The same Mark that Ty once called, and I quote, 'a walking LinkedIn profile with the depth of a kiddie pool'?"

Tina laughed, the sound like silver bells. "People change," she said with a shrug that made her blouse shift enticingly across her chest. "And some people have... hidden depths."

"And you're going to explore those depths?" Sam waggled his eyebrows suggestively. "Bold move, considering your lunch 'meeting' with Veronica yesterday. Office gossip travels faster than our data packets."

"I have no idea what you're talking about," Tina replied primly, though a flush crept up her neck, betraying her. Her skin seemed programmed to broadcast her emotions now, a feature of her new feminine form that still took her by surprise.

"Uh-huh," Sam smirked. "Just be careful, Tina. You're playing with fire on both sides."

"Maybe I like getting burned," she replied with a wink, surprising herself with her own boldness. This new confidence seemed woven into her DNA now, as much a part of her transformation as her physical changes.

She freshened her lipstick—Lila's "power red" that somehow made her lips look even fuller, more kissable—and checked her reflection in her compact mirror. Her face had settled into its final form, every feature perfected: high cheekbones that caught the light, a delicate nose with a slight upward tilt, eyebrows naturally arched in a way that gave her a perpetually interested expression. Her eyes seemed to have actually changed color, shifting from Ty's plain brown to a warmer amber with flecks of gold that sparkled when she smiled.

Every inch of her felt alive and electric: the silky blouse hugging curves that seemed designed for maximum impact, the skirt's hem teasing her thighs which had become impossibly smooth and shapely, the secret thrill of lace beneath it all rubbing against increasingly sensitive skin.

She grabbed her purse—a sleek black leather bag that now felt like an extension of her arm—and headed for the elevator, aware of eyes following her progress across the office floor.

The First Move

Mark was waiting at the bar, already halfway into his first martini, his suit jacket discarded, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle. He saw her enter and straightened, eyes darkening as they tracked her approach. The look sent a thrill through her that was equal parts power and desire.

"You look—wow," he said, standing as she reached him. "I mean, you always looked good, but tonight, you're dangerous."

Tina slid onto the stool next to him, crossing her legs so her skirt rode up just enough to make Mark's gaze drop momentarily. "Maybe I like being dangerous," she replied, deliberately lowering her voice to a husky register that made his pupils dilate.

He laughed, his gaze lingering on her lips painted in that perfect red. "I've never seen you this confident. I like it. A lot." His eyes held a question, an invitation, a challenge.

"Confidence looks good on everyone," she said, accepting the martini he pushed toward her. "Even Ty had it, just... packaged differently."

"Speaking of packaging," Mark's eyes traveled appreciatively over her figure, lingering on the curves Ty had definitely never possessed, "yours is exceptionally gift-wrapped tonight. Special occasion?"

"Just felt like dressing up," she replied, taking a sip of her drink. The gin was sharp and cold on her tongue, the vermouth a subtle undertone. "Besides, you never complained when Ty wore the same hoodie three days straight. Double standard much?"

"Guilty as charged," Mark admitted with a grin that would have irritated Ty but made Tina's stomach flip pleasantly. "But in my defense, Ty never filled out a blouse like that."

"Objectifying your coworker, Reynolds? I'm shocked," Tina teased, leaning forward just enough to give him a better view of said blouse. "What would HR say?"

"That I should attend another sensitivity training," he replied without missing a beat. "Worth it, though."

They drank. They laughed. The conversation flowed easily, turning playful—memories of old pranks, of Ty's sarcasm, of late-night bug fixes and inside jokes that only they shared. Tina felt the chemistry between them—sharper, sweeter now, threaded with new desire that crackled like electricity whenever their hands brushed.

"Remember when you crashed the server during that product demo?" Mark asked, his second martini making his smile looser, more genuine. "And blamed it on 'sunspot activity'?"

Tina laughed, the sound musical. "The CEO actually believed it! Started talking about investing in better 'solar protection' for our systems."

"You always were quick on your feet," Mark said, his tone shifting to something more intimate. "Some things haven't changed."

His hand found her knee beneath the bar, warm and solid. His thumb traced lazy circles on her skin, sliding a little higher with each pass. The touch sent cascades of sensation up her thigh, making her breath catch.

"Some things have definitely changed," she replied, her voice lower, inviting.

Mark leaned closer, his cologne enveloping her. "For the better, I'd say."

Tina's breath caught. "You know, I used to wonder what it'd be like to get picked up by the office heartthrob. To be on the receiving end of the famous Mark Reynolds charm offensive."

Mark grinned, leaning closer still, his voice a low rumble that she felt more than heard. "And?"

She smirked, letting her hand rest on his thigh, feeling the muscle tense beneath her touch. "I think I'm about to find out."

He kissed her then, slow at first—testing, exploring—then hungry as she responded. The taste of gin, the slight scrape of stubble against her softer skin, the soft moan she couldn't hold back as his hand slipped beneath her skirt, tracing the edge of her stockings where they met bare thigh. His fingers teased higher, finding the delicate lace of her panties, drawing a sharp gasp from her lips.

"Red?" he murmured against her mouth, voice thick with desire.

"Veronica's favorite," Tina whispered, loving the heat that flared in his eyes at the implication. Her new body seemed to crave drama as much as it craved touch, feeding on the thrill of being caught between two desires.

They broke apart, breathless, as the waitress dropped off their check with a knowing smile. Mark tossed down cash without looking at the bill, grabbing Tina's hand. "My place?" The question was direct, urgent.

She nodded, pulse racing, core aching with a need that was still new but increasingly demanding. "Lead the way."

New Sensations

Mark's apartment was close—just a few blocks and a stolen kiss in the elevator that left her lipstick smeared across his mouth and her back pressed against the mirrored wall. Inside his door, he pressed her against the wood, his hands roaming her body with a mixture of reverence and hunger that made her arch into his touch.

"I've thought about this," he confessed between kisses, his hands cupping her ass, squeezing appreciatively. "Way more than I should admit."

"Even before?" Tina asked, curious despite the desire fogging her brain. "When I was Ty?"

Mark paused, then grinned against her neck. "Maybe a little. But this—" his hand traced the dramatic curve of her waist, "—is a definite improvement on the hoodie-and-energy-drink aesthetic."

Tina laughed, then gasped as his teeth found her earlobe. She reveled in the newness of every sensation: the way her skin sparked under his touch, more sensitive than Ty's had ever been; the way her body molded to his, soft curves yielding against hard planes; the heady mix of power and surrender as he lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist with instinctive grace.

He carried her to the bedroom, laying her on sheets that felt cool against her heated skin. His eyes devoured her, dark with intent.

"You're going to have to help me," he said, his hands hovering at her blouse buttons. "This is... new territory for us."

"For both of us," she reminded him, guiding his hands to the first button. "But I'm a quick study."

He undressed her slowly, savoring every button, every inch of red lace revealed. Her body, now completely feminine in every detail, felt like a marvel even to her—smooth skin stretched over gentle curves, breasts that were perfectly proportioned to her frame, nipples darkened to a dusky rose and exquisitely sensitive.

"God, you're beautiful," he whispered as the last piece of lace fell away, his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her shiver. "Every inch of you."

Tina felt none of Ty's self-consciousness as she lay naked before him. This body was made to be admired, to be touched, to be worshipped—and Mark was a devoted acolyte. She let him explore her, learning her body as she was learning it herself. When his mouth found her breasts, sucking gently at her aching nipples, she arched with a gasp, waves of pleasure rolling through her more intense than anything Ty had ever experienced.

"Like that?" Mark asked, looking up at her with a mixture of hunger and genuine curiosity.

"God, yes," she breathed, threading her fingers through his hair to hold him closer. "More sensitive than—than before."

His hands roamed lower, tracing the dramatic curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the roundness of her ass that filled his palms perfectly. Every touch was a discovery, every caress a revelation. She guided his hands, showing him where to touch, how she liked it—how she needed it now that her body responded so differently.

Her hips rocked against his thigh, seeking friction, pressure, release. Her breath came in desperate, whimpering gasps that would have embarrassed Ty but felt perfectly natural falling from Tina's lips.

When he slid his fingers beneath the lace, teasing her slick, swollen folds, she nearly sobbed with need. This part of her, the most dramatically changed, the most foreign yet increasingly central to her pleasure, responded with a sensitivity that bordered on overwhelming.

"Please," she gasped, beyond pride or hesitation. "I need—"

Mark's lips found hers again, devouring her moans as his fingers worked their magic, finding rhythms and pressures that made her writhe beneath him. And when he finally entered her, joining their bodies in the most intimate way, Tina's world exploded—every nerve singing, every inch of her alive and claimed and gloriously, deliriously female.

The sensation was utterly new—being filled rather than filling, receiving rather than giving—yet her body knew exactly how to move, how to clench around him, how to maximize every thrust and withdraw. She wrapped her legs around his waist, angling her hips to take him deeper, her nails raking down his back as pleasure built in waves that crested higher and higher.

When her climax came, it was nothing like Ty's experiences—not a single peak and fall but a rolling series of contractions that radiated outward from her core, making her cry out Mark's name in a voice that hardly sounded like her own. Her body shuddered and clenched around him, drawing his own release with a primal efficiency that left them both gasping and sweating.

After, they lay tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, Mark tracing lazy patterns on her hip, following the curve that still seemed miraculous to her.

"That was…" he started, seemingly at a loss for words for once.

Tina grinned, feeling sated and sparkling and deliciously well-used. "Yeah. It was."

He kissed her again, softer now, with a tenderness that surprised her. "You're amazing, Tina. Not just this—" he gestured to her body, "—but all of you. The way you think, the way you laugh. I hope I get to do this again."

The sincerity in his voice touched something in her, a softer emotion threading through the purely physical satisfaction. "You just might," she replied, trailing her fingers down his chest. "If you play your cards right."

"I've always been good at games," he murmured, pulling her closer. "Especially ones worth winning."

Jealousy

The next morning, Tina strode into the office with a glow she couldn't hide if she tried. Her body moved with new awareness, new confidence—hips swaying, shoulders back, head high. Even her walk had changed, each step a deliberate placement of her stiletto heel, a roll through the ball of her foot that emphasized the gentle sway of her hips.

She'd dressed carefully—a deep green wrap dress that hugged every curve, cinching her impossibly tiny waist and flowing over her hips in a way that drew every eye in the room. Her hair fell in glossy waves, her makeup subtle but perfect, enhancing features that seemed to grow more striking with each passing day.

Mark caught her eye across the floor, a private smile passing between them that held the memory of tangled sheets and breathless cries. He gave her a small nod, a promise of more to come that sent a pleasant shiver down her spine.

But as she approached her desk, she saw Veronica waiting for her, arms crossed, lips pursed in a way that suggested she'd noticed that exchange. Her eyes tracked over Tina's appearance with laser focus, missing nothing—not the slight flush to her cheeks, not the subtle mark on her neck that concealer hadn't quite covered, not the confident glow of a woman who'd been thoroughly satisfied.

"Rough night?" Veronica teased, her voice deceptively light but edged with something darker, more possessive. "You look... well-rested."

Tina set down her purse, meeting Veronica's gaze with a boldness she would never have attempted as Ty. "You could say that," she replied, letting the memory of Mark's hands linger in her smile.

Veronica's gaze burned hotter, a flash of something primal crossing her features before she controlled it. "I missed you last night," she said, her voice low enough that only Tina could hear. "I waited."

Guilt flickered briefly, but Tina pushed it aside. "Something came up," she replied, not quite apologizing.

"Someone, you mean," Veronica corrected, her eyes flicking meaningfully toward Mark's desk. "I see how he looks at you. How you look back."

"Jealous?" Tina asked, the word slipping out before she could stop it.

Instead of anger, a slow smile spread across Veronica's lips—predatory, challenging. "Don't get too comfortable, Tina. The office is a jungle. And I'm not the only one who bites." She reached out, straightening Tina's necklace with deliberate intimacy, her fingers brushing the sensitive skin of Tina's neck. "But I bite harder."

The touch, brief as it was, sent electricity racing down Tina's spine, reminding her body of pleasures Veronica had introduced her to just days ago. Her breath caught, betraying her.

Veronica noticed, her smile widening. She leaned in, lips brushing Tina's ear in a whisper that was half threat, half promise. "Come by my office later. I want to see if you're still as hungry as you were yesterday. Or if Mark managed to satisfy that appetite of yours."

With that, she turned and walked away, her own hips swaying with deliberate intent, leaving Tina breathless and conflicted.

Sam rolled his chair over, eyes wide. "Was that... what I think it was?" he whispered, glancing between Tina and Veronica's retreating form.

"Mind your own code, Patel," Tina replied, but without heat.

"You're playing with fire," Sam warned, though his tone suggested he was more impressed than concerned. "Both of them? Really?"

A delicious shiver ran down Tina's spine as she settled into her chair, crossing legs that still bore the pleasant ache of Mark's attention. She was caught between two fires, and she never wanted to leave the heat.

"Some people," she replied with a secretive smile, "are worth getting burned for."


Chapter 8: The Heat of Competition.

Tina couldn't help but radiate satisfaction as she sipped her morning coffee—her body still tingling from Mark's hands, her mind spinning with memories of Veronica's lips and commanding voice. The transformation that had begun as an accident now seemed complete in every delicious detail. Her body had settled into its new feminine form with a perfection that seemed almost deliberate, as if some cosmic artist had been refining their work each night while she slept.

She ran her fingertips along her collarbone, marveling at its delicate structure. Overnight, even the most subtle masculine traits had vanished—her hands now smaller with slender fingers and oval nails that gleamed with a natural shine, her wrists narrow and elegant, her neck longer with a graceful curve. Her shoulders had narrowed to perfect feminine proportions, creating an exquisite contrast with the dramatic flare of her hips.

The entire office seemed to sense her new energy, her complete comfort in this skin that now felt more natural than Ty's ever had. Eyes lingered as she passed, drinking in the way her body moved with fluid grace. Gossip fluttered behind cubicle walls—whispers about Mark's lingering glances, Veronica's possessive stance, the way Tina seemed to command attention without effort.

She wore power today like a second skin: a fitted deep green dress that hugged every curve, emphasizing her impossibly tiny waist and the generous swell of her hips, killer black pumps that added four inches to her height and forced her to walk with a sway that drew eyes to her rear, hair tumbling in loose waves past her shoulders, and beneath it all, the secret thrill of lacy black lingerie that made her feel dangerous and desirable with every step.

She caught her own reflection in the glass partition and smiled, hardly recognizing the woman who looked back—full lips painted a subtle rose, high cheekbones that caught the light, eyes that seemed to have actually changed color from Ty's plain brown to a luminous amber with flecks of gold. Her face had transformed completely, softening and refining until it achieved perfect feminine symmetry.

"This is me now," she thought with a thrill of satisfaction. "A woman in control, a woman who makes people want."

She nodded to Dave from DevOps, who nearly walked into a wall trying to maintain eye contact while simultaneously checking out her figure. "Morning, Dave. Jenkins behaving itself today?"

"Uh, yeah. I mean, good. You look... green. I mean, the dress is green. It's nice," he stammered, his face flushing.

"Smooth, Dave. Real smooth," Sam commented as he passed, coffee mug in hand. He leaned in to whisper to Tina: "The betting pool on who you'll choose has reached four figures. I've got twenty on Veronica, by the way."

"Betting on my love life? Classy," Tina replied, arching one perfect eyebrow.

"Love? Who said anything about love?" Sam grinned wickedly. "This is pure animal magnetism we're talking about. The pheromones coming off you three could power a small city."

She barely made it to her desk before her phone lit up with a message from Veronica:

My office. Now.

The command sent a shiver down her spine, her body responding instantly to the authority in those three words. She smoothed her dress, aware of eyes following her as she made her way to Veronica's office, her hips swaying with each deliberate step.

Tina stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft click. Veronica was standing at the window, the cityscape behind her creating a dramatic silhouette, arms folded across her chest. The morning light caught the sharp angles of her face, highlighting the intensity of her gaze as she turned.

"Enjoy your night?" Veronica asked, voice soft but sharp as a blade.

Tina met her gaze, unflinching, a little smirk playing at the edge of her lips. Her confidence had grown with each new curve of her body, with each appreciative glance, with each successful seduction. "Very much. Thanks for the inspiration. Those red panties you like so much? Mark was quite impressed."

Veronica's eyes narrowed dangerously, but Tina could see the slight tremble in her jaw that betrayed her arousal. She stalked closer, heels clicking ominously on the hardwood floor, and stopped only inches away. Close enough that Tina could smell her perfume—something expensive and subtle that made her want to lean in closer.

"You're not just my star coder anymore, Tina," Veronica said, her voice lowered to an intimate register that sent heat spiraling through Tina's body. "You're the talk of the building. Do you know how many emails I got last night? About you. About Mark. About how you 'fit in' suddenly, and how you 'light up the floor.'"

Tina's heart hammered against her ribs, the sound echoing in her ears. She forced herself to stand tall, chin lifted, aware of how the posture pushed her chest forward slightly. "Maybe I'm just finally being myself."

Veronica's gaze dropped—hungry, appraising—taking in the curves that strained against green fabric, lingering on the hint of cleavage visible at Tina's neckline. "And who is that, Tina? Mark's new plaything? Or mine?"

The question hung in the air between them, charged with possession and desire. Tina couldn't help the flush that crept up her neck, spreading across her cheeks in a way that her new body seemed programmed to do whenever aroused or embarrassed. "Why not both?" she challenged, surprising herself with her boldness.

Something flashed in Veronica's eyes—anger, desire, possessiveness—all melding into a heat that was almost tangible. With a movement too quick to anticipate, Veronica gripped Tina's hips, pulling her close until their bodies pressed together. Her mouth was hot, demanding as it claimed Tina's, tongue seeking entrance with confident authority.

Tina melted into her, responding with equal hunger, gasping softly as Veronica's hand slid up her thigh, fingers finding the line of her stockings beneath her dress. The touch sent electric currents racing along her skin, awakening nerve endings that seemed designed for maximum pleasure.

"Lunch. Here. Door locked," Veronica growled into her ear, teeth grazing the sensitive lobe. "And next time, leave the panties off. I don't want any... barriers."

Tina shivered, every nerve ending on fire, her body responding with an immediacy that still amazed her. Her breasts felt heavy and sensitive against the constraint of her bra, her thighs pressed together against the growing ache between them.

"Is that an order?" she managed, voice breathy and low.

"Consider it a directive with... performance incentives," Veronica replied, releasing her with obvious reluctance. "Now go fix whatever disaster Sam's created before I forget we're in my office and do something HR would definitely not approve of."

A Crisis Brews

But just as she stepped back into the open office, still flushed and slightly disheveled from Veronica's attention, her phone buzzed insistently in her hand. A message from Sam flashed on the screen:

Jenkins is down. Production is on fire. Veronica wants you, Mark, and me in the war room. Now. And by "on fire" I mean literally smoking. Dave poured coffee on a server.

"Perfect timing," Tina muttered, smoothing her dress and trying to compose herself. She took a deep breath, feeling her chest rise and fall, then headed toward the conference room they'd designated as "the war room" for technical emergencies.

She found it already buzzing with frantic energy. Mark was hunched over his laptop, tie askew, brow furrowed in concentration as his fingers flew across the keyboard. His hair was mussed, as if he'd been running his hands through it repeatedly—a habit Tina had always found oddly endearing, even as Ty. Sam looked frazzled, his usually neat appearance rumpled, lines of code scrolling across his screen in a blur of green and black.

"About time," Sam called as she entered. "We're getting error messages I've never even seen before. It's like the server is speaking in tongues."

"Move over," Tina commanded, settling into the chair beside him. Her body moved with natural grace, each motion fluid and deliberate. She leaned forward to examine the screen, aware of how the position emphasized the curve of her rear in the fitted dress. "What happened exactly?"

"Dave was explaining his brilliant new architecture to an intern," Sam explained, "gesturing wildly with his coffee mug, and—"

"Say no more," Tina interrupted, already typing commands. "Let me guess—direct hit on the main server rack?"

"Bullseye," Sam confirmed. "Took out three nodes."

Veronica swept in behind Tina, her presence electric, the scent of her perfume momentarily distracting Tina from the crisis at hand. Their eyes met briefly, the memory of their encounter hanging between them like an unspoken promise.

"We've got a client deadline in six hours," Veronica barked, all business now despite the heat still evident in her gaze whenever it landed on Tina. "If we don't fix this, we lose the account. Tina, you're lead. Mark, you're support. Sam, patch deployment. Move."

The room immediately reorganized around Veronica's commands, everyone falling into their assigned roles with practiced efficiency. But beneath the professional veneer, a different kind of tension crackled. Every glance between Mark and Veronica sparked with rivalry and heat. They circled each other like predators sharing territory, with Tina as the prize they both coveted.

Mark's hand brushed Tina's as they both reached for a mouse, their fingers tangling in a touch that lasted a second too long to be accidental. She felt the warmth of his skin, the slight roughness of his fingers against her newly soft ones, and remembered those same hands exploring her body the night before.

"You look incredible today," he murmured, voice low enough that only she could hear. "That color makes your eyes look amazing."

"Focus on the server, Mark," she replied, but couldn't suppress her smile. "We've got a crisis here."

"I can multitask," he assured her, eyes lingering on the curve of her neck where it met her shoulder. "Great code, great view."

Veronica's gaze never left Tina, monitoring her every move from across the room; every suggestion, every order, was laced with double meaning that made Tina's skin tingle with awareness.

"I need you to penetrate deeper into the system architecture," Veronica instructed, her voice professional but her eyes burning with suggestion. "Get underneath the surface issues."

"On it," Tina replied, equally professional though her cheeks flushed at the innuendo. Her fingers flew across the keyboard, her mind focusing on the code despite the distractions of her new body and the competing attentions of Mark and Veronica.

"Nice to see you on top for a change," Mark whispered as she took command of the debugging process, expertly identifying the key issues and delegating tasks. His smirk was appreciative, almost proud.

Tina shot him a look, eyebrow arched. "Don't get used to it—I still code circles around you." Her voice came out in that musical lilt that still surprised her sometimes, so different from Ty's deeper tones.

He leaned in, voice low and intimate, his breath warm against her ear. "Last night said otherwise."

The memory of their encounter flashed through her mind—his weight above her, the feeling of being filled and claimed, the surprising intensity of pleasure that her new body could experience. Heat bloomed in her core, her thighs pressing together involuntarily.

Across the room, Veronica's eyes narrowed, missing nothing of their exchange. "Focus, Mark," she called, voice sharp with authority and a hint of jealousy. "Or I'll have Tina discipline you herself."

Tina's cheeks flamed at the suggestion, but she grinned, adrenaline and desire mixing in her veins to create a heady cocktail of excitement. She tapped out a flurry of commands, barking orders with a confidence that came naturally to her now, her new voice commanding yet sweet in a way that made people listen.

"Sam, I need those patches sequenced and ready. Mark, trace the data corruption back to source. Dave—" she glanced at the sheepish-looking developer hovering in the doorway, "—maybe just get us coffee. And keep it in the cup this time."

They worked together in a frantic dance of keyboards and commands, sweat beading on brows, the air thick with stress and barely contained sexual tension. Hours compressed into minutes as they raced against the deadline. Tina felt her body responding to the pressure in new ways—her heart racing, her skin flushed, her breathing quick but controlled.

Finally, as the clock ticked down to their deadline, Tina hit Enter—and the server purred back to life, status lights flipping from angry red to healthy green across the board. The room erupted in relief, tension breaking into celebratory whoops and high-fives.

Mark grabbed Tina impulsively, spinning her in a hug that pressed her curves flush against him, her softer body molding to his harder planes in a way that sent sparks flying between them. His lips brushed her ear, sending shivers down her spine. "See? We make a hell of a team."

She felt the strength in his arms, the solid warmth of his chest against her breasts, and remembered how those arms had pinned her to his mattress just hours ago. Her body responded instantly, nipples tightening against the fabric of her bra, a warm pulse beginning between her thighs.

Before she could reply, Veronica stepped close, smoothly inserting herself into their moment, sliding her hand onto Tina's lower back. Her nails scraped lightly through the fabric of Tina's dress, a proprietary touch that left no doubt about her intentions. "You did well. Both of you," she acknowledged, though her eyes remained fixed on Tina. "But Tina's the star. Don't forget it."

Tina stood between them, pulse racing, basking in victory—and in the heat of their competing attention. Her body, now completely feminine in every delicious curve and secret hollow, seemed to hum with energy and anticipation. She felt powerful, desired, the center of their universe in a way Ty had never experienced.

Aftermath

When the room cleared, the crisis averted and normal operations restored, Mark lingered, leaning against the conference table with studied casualness. His eyes were dark with promise, his smile slow and deliberate as he loosened his tie further. "Drinks tonight? To celebrate our victory? Or are you busy... elsewhere?"

The suggestion in his tone was unmistakable, memories of their night together hanging between them like an invitation for a repeat performance. Tina felt her body respond to his gaze—a warmth spreading through her, her lips parting slightly as she considered accepting.

Before she could answer, Veronica stepped in, her movement fluid and purposeful. "She's got plans. With me." Her voice was silk over steel, the declaration both a statement of fact and a challenge to Mark.

Tina glanced between them, fascinated by the tension, the competition, the raw desire emanating from both. Her smile turned sly, her newfound confidence allowing her to enjoy this power she held over them. "Maybe I'll let you two fight over me," she suggested, her voice a teasing purr. "Winner takes all."

Veronica stepped closer, close enough that Tina could feel the heat radiating from her body, her lips brushing Tina's ear in a gesture that was both intimate and possessive. "You haven't seen anything yet," she promised, her voice low enough that only Tina could hear. "What I have planned for you will make last night look like a warmup exercise."

The words sent a cascade of heat through Tina's body, pooling low in her belly. She remembered Veronica's skilled touch, the commanding way she'd taken control, the intensity of pleasure she'd drawn from Tina's transformed body.

Mark watched their exchange, his eyes darkening further, accepting the challenge implicit in Veronica's stance. He pushed off from the table, moving into Tina's space from the other side so that she stood bracketed between them, surrounded by their desire. "I'll take that challenge," he said, his confidence unwavering. "May the best... player win."

"And what if I want to be the judge of that contest?" Tina asked, enjoying her position at the center of their attention. Her body thrummed with awareness, with possibilities, with the delicious anticipation of pleasures to come.

"Then we'll both have to bring our A-game," Mark replied with a wolfish grin. "I'm not afraid of a little healthy competition."

"Neither am I," Veronica countered, her hand still possessively placed on Tina's lower back. "Though I think we both know who has the home-field advantage."

Tina looked between them, these two beautiful, powerful people who both wanted her with an intensity that was intoxicating. She realized, for maybe the first time in her life, she was exactly where she wanted to be—at the center of everything, wanted, desired, and in control.

Her body, transformed completely from Ty's angular masculinity to Tina's lush femininity, seemed made for this moment—designed for pleasure, for desire, for power. Every curve, every soft plane, every sensitive inch of her skin felt alive with possibility.

"Game on," she murmured, her smile promising delights for both competitors, regardless of who might ultimately win her favor. "I'll be the prize worth fighting for."


Epilogue: Two Years Later.

Tina Harris was late, and she loved every second of it. Being late was a luxury that belonged to those at the top, and Tina had climbed higher than even Ty's most ambitious dreams could have imagined.

She strode through the glass doors of her tech firm—her firm now, after the board unanimously voted her into the CEO's chair six months ago, citing her "unparalleled vision" and "magnetic leadership." The transformation that had begun as an accident had perfected itself over time, her body now completely feminine in every exquisite detail. Her curves had settled into perfect proportions—a tiny waist that emphasized the flare of her hips, breasts that filled her blouses with just the right fullness, legs that seemed to extend forever.

Her navy skirt suit hugged those curves like a devoted admirer, tailored precisely to emphasize the dramatic hourglass figure that still turned heads in every meeting. Her chestnut hair, now falling in glossy waves past her shoulders, bounced with each confident step. Her heels clicked with authority on the marble floors, announcing her arrival like a royal fanfare, and her laughter—musical, infectious—was the first thing her staff heard as she breezed down the hallway, trailing the subtle scent of her signature perfume.

"Morning, Ms. Harris," called her assistant, Ryan, jumping to his feet with a clipboard and coffee ready. "You're looking particularly CEO-ish today."

"That's not a word, Ryan," she replied with a wink, accepting the coffee. "But I'll take it. Any disasters requiring immediate attention?"

"Just the usual. Three fires, two floods, and Dave tried to upgrade the server farm while drinking an energy drink the size of his head."

Tina laughed, the sound making nearby developers look up from their screens with unconscious smiles. "So a quiet morning then." She paused, glancing around at the bustling office floor. "Have our partners in crime arrived?"

"Mr. Reynolds has been in your office for twenty minutes, pretending to work while actually playing Minecraft. Ms. Steele arrived five minutes ago and is terrorizing the interns with impromptu performance reviews."

"Perfect. Hold my calls unless the building's actually burning down. And even then, check if Sam can handle it first."

The office was thriving—twice the size of the original space, just as chaotic but infinitely more productive, with a new "Tina's Rule" emblazoned on the wall in neon lights: If you're not having fun, you're doing it wrong. She'd built a culture of wild ideas, smart risk-takers, and, yes, the occasional after-hours mischief that would make HR departments elsewhere have collective aneurysms.

She waved to Sam as she passed his glass-walled office. He'd been promoted to CTO six months ago, a position he claimed to hate but secretly loved. "Still alive, Patel?" she called.

"Barely," he groaned, surrounded by stacks of papers. "Remind me why I let you talk me into management?"

"The corner office, the obscene salary, and the fact that you secretly love telling people what to do?" she suggested with a grin.

"Lies and slander," he replied, but couldn't hide his smile. "Your evil cohorts are waiting, by the way. And judging by Mark's expression when he arrived, you might want to lock the door."

"Noted," she laughed, continuing her procession through the office, exchanging quick greetings and receiving updates as she went.

Her favorite part of every day still waited in her glass-walled corner office with its sweeping views of the city skyline. The space was a perfect blend of modern efficiency and luxurious comfort—sleek furniture, cutting-edge tech, and enough personal touches to make it unmistakably hers.

Mark was already there, sprawled on the leather sofa like he owned it, laptop open but gaze fixed firmly on Tina as she entered. Two years as Chief Strategy Officer had only improved him—his confidence had matured into genuine leadership, though he still maintained that rakish charm that had first drawn her to him. He grinned, standing to meet her with a kiss that was equal parts homecoming and promise of things to come.

"Morning, boss," he murmured, hands finding her waist and pulling her close. "You know, you really should be on time. You're setting a bad example for all those impressionable young coders who think the CEO can just waltz in whenever she pleases."

She smirked, kissing him again, enjoying the way her body still responded to his touch with immediate heat. "I thought the example was to always keep them wanting more. A strategy you taught me, if I recall correctly."

His hands slid lower, resting just above the curve of her rear. "I've created a monster. A gorgeous, brilliant monster who now outranks me and never lets me forget it."

"Poor baby," she teased, smoothing his tie. "How ever will you cope with your trophy girlfriend being the boss?"

"I have my methods of maintaining... influence," he replied, voice dropping to that register that still made her skin tingle. "I could demonstrate later, if you'd like a private briefing."

A throat cleared behind them, the sound deliberate and amused. Veronica, radiant in a sharp red dress that emphasized her confident authority, arched one elegant eyebrow and closed the door with a thud. As Chief Operating Officer, she'd become Tina's right hand, her strategic partner, and so much more.

"If you two are quite finished with your morning groping session, we have a board meeting in ten minutes," Veronica announced, setting down her tablet. "And I'd rather not have to explain why Tina's lipstick is on your collar, Mark. Again. The board members are catching on."

Mark grinned wider, unrepentant. "No promises. Some stains are worth the explanation."

Veronica rolled her eyes, but the smile she gave Tina was soft—intimate in a way that still made Tina's heart skip even after all this time. Veronica stepped close, her movements graceful and purposeful, and pressed a slow, confident kiss to Tina's lips, her hand cupping Tina's face with practiced familiarity.

"Congratulations, by the way," she whispered against Tina's ear. "Two years as queen bee. Still making us work for your attention. Still worth every moment."

The warmth of Veronica's breath against her skin sent pleasant shivers down Tina's spine, a reminder of pleasures shared and promised. This—this perfect balance between them—had been the biggest surprise of all. What had begun as competition had evolved into something none of them had expected but all of them treasured.

Tina laughed, feeling the rush of love and lust and utter belonging that still amazed her. "You both keep me on my toes. Wouldn't have it any other way."

"Speaking of keeping you on your toes," Mark interjected, "what's this I hear about you approving Sam's ridiculous AI project? The one with the 'personality integration module' or whatever he's calling it?"

Tina's eyes sparkled with mischief. "It's called 'Identity Core Technology' now, and yes, I approved it. Seemed like poetic justice, considering how I ended up in this position." She gestured to her transformed body with a flourish.

"Tempting fate, don't you think?" Veronica asked, perching on the edge of Tina's desk. "Not that I'm complaining about the results." Her gaze traveled appreciatively over Tina's figure.

"Lightning never strikes twice," Tina replied with confidence. "Besides, we're marketing it specifically for gender affirmation now. Controlled, consensual transformation. Sam says we can help thousands of people skip years of medical procedures."

"And make billions in the process," Mark added pragmatically. "Though I still think we should include a warning label: 'May result in irresistible attractiveness and complicated love lives.'"

They'd tried to keep it secret at first—this unconventional arrangement between the three of them. Veronica had been reluctant to make it public, concerned about professional appearances. Mark had been surprisingly supportive, arguing that transparency was better than gossip. Tina had ultimately made the call, deciding that life was too short to hide who and what she loved.

This was the new office—gossip was currency, and eventually everyone knew that Tina's heart had room for more than one. Some eyebrows had raised, but most people just shrugged and went back to work. The three of them had found their rhythm: businesslike in the boardroom, playful in private, and always, always each other's biggest supporters.

"The quarterly numbers are ready for presentation," Veronica said, shifting to business mode with practiced ease. "We're up seventeen percent over projections. The board will be pleased."

"They'd better be," Tina replied, moving to her desk to gather her materials. "I didn't spend two weeks perfecting that pitch deck for lukewarm applause."

"You'll knock them dead," Mark assured her, his expression softening with genuine pride. "You always do."

Sometimes, after long days of pitches, code sprints, and power lunches, they'd retreat to Tina's penthouse apartment with its floor-to-ceiling windows and spectacular city views. There, Mark would cook (a skill he'd developed to everyone's surprise and delight), Veronica would pour the wine (always perfectly paired with whatever Mark had prepared), and Tina—well, Tina would curl up between them, knowing she was loved, wanted, and exactly where she belonged.

Her body, now completely settled into its feminine form, felt more natural to her than Ty's ever had. Every curve, every soft plane, every delicate feature had become simply... hers. The miracle of the transformation had become the everyday reality of her existence.

"We should celebrate tonight," Mark suggested as they gathered their materials for the board meeting. "Two-year anniversary of Tina's grand debut deserves something special."

"I've already made reservations at Lumière," Veronica revealed. "Eight o'clock. And I've arranged for that private room you like." The implication in her tone made Tina's cheeks flush slightly.

"Always thinking ahead," Tina murmured appreciatively. "That's why you're COO."

"Among other talents," Veronica replied with a wink that promised evening delights.

As the three of them headed to the boardroom, Mark squeezed her hand surreptitiously, Veronica walked close enough that their shoulders brushed, and Tina felt the old thrill of anticipation—for the meeting, for the evening ahead, for all the moments still to come.

She had everything she'd once envied—success, respect, friends who were family, and a love that was never ordinary, always extraordinary. The transformation that had begun as a drunken prank had become the greatest gift of her life.

The world was hers. And she'd never stop rewriting the rules.

The End.
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