Steve is an arrogant young man, brimming with confidence that sometimes tips into
arrogance. He fancies himself the smartest person in any room and doesn't like to see
others succeed around him, His jealousy knows no bounds

Living with his girlfriend Amy, Steve, at 24, is currently working as an accountant while

pursuing his Certified Public Accountant qualification.

Steve, you're just an accountant to

Steve, you're jumping to conclusions.

I told you to wear my nurse costume from last year.
You could've earned some brownie points too.

Steve, maybe you still have & chance to impress’

Stacy. Women's Day is coming up on March 8th

You could dress up as a girl just for the day ta
appease her.

Amy, you won't believe it, but Stacy is an ultra-feminist. She
couldn't care less about my hard work for the company. It's always
Lucy she favors. And let's be real, Lucy is just an accountant.

Amy, I'm working towards my CPA, I'll be qualified in the next
6-8 months. Can't you see Stacy's biased towards women?

Amy, you know what's ridiculous? Last month at the Halloween

chapter, Justin, the office boy, dressed as Supergirl. Guess who

got a pay raise from Stacy? Yeah, Justin for no reasons but for
what costume he wore on Halloween, (Steve chuckles)

Steve, looking regretful: Yeah, |
should've listened to you.

Steve, laughing it off: | don't
think that's a good idea.




After two months of subtle persuasion and
tactical nudges from Amy, Steve found
himself contemplating the idea of dressing
up as a girl for Women's Day on March 8th.

Steve, have you thought any more
about dressing up for Women's Day?

Think about it, Stacy made a big deal
out of Women's Day last year. It could
be a great opportunity for you.

It's not about pleasing her, it's about
showing her you're willing to go the
extra mile.

We need time to prepare. "Steve, you can't just throw ‘
together a last-minute cross-dressing act. You need
to be perfect, not just some run-of-the-mill drag
queen. We're talking about impressing Stacy here."

Amy, I've been swamped with work.
Why are you so fixated on this?

Dressing up as a girl to please
Stacy seems desperate.

ne, I'll think about it. And see, | have
already started growing out my hair on
your advice. But March 8 is still one
month away. Why should | worry about
it now?




This will be worth it. Trust me.

Deal. | won't tell anyone. Steve, though I'm
aware of your true nature, your innocent
countenance is indeed a divine gift. Make

the most of it." Sarah winked subtly.

That's the spirit! Let's get to work.

| guess you have a point.

Alright, but on one condition: this
stays between us. It's a surprise.

Hahahaha.... Thanks, Amy. Even if I'm
not entirely convinced.

As Steve mulled over the idea, his ego momentarily set
aside to entertain the possibility, he realized the potential
benefits. Dressing up as a girl could placate Stacy's
feminist inclinations and undermine Lucy's rising
prominence in the office. "And it's not just about winning
brownie points with Stacy," he reasoned. "No, this is a
strategic move, laying the groundwork for my future
endeavors. Once | attain my CPA, I'll need Stacy's support
to launch my own business.




| "Steve, | have a surprise for you“'l

"Ta-da! Let's start your

transformation with these,"

"Be open-minded, Steve. It'll make all
the difference on Women's Day."

. "I'm not some puppet you can
dress up,"

“Learning the basics of womanhood
will prevent you from becoming a
laughingstock.”

"Fine, But I'm doing this under
protest.”

"That's the spirit, Steve.
Let's get started.”




“I still don't know about this, Amy,"

"I'm here to guide you every step of the way." I

"Now, first things first, let's talk about posture.”

"Exactly. Keep your shoulders back, your
spine straight, and your chin up, this will
help you maintain balance and grace while
walking."




“Good. Now, let's talk about your stride,
In heels, your steps should be smaller
and more controlled compared to when
you're wearing flat shoes.”

"So, like taking shorter steps?”

"Exactly, Focus on placing one foot
directly in front of the other, maintaining
a smooth and fluid motion.”

"Okay, | think | understand,”

reat. Now, let's practice, Start by}

walking slowly, paying close

attention to your posture and
stride."




"Alright, Steve, let's talk about the
finer points of feminine mannerisms,"

i "Don't warry, Steve, I'm here to help

you every step of the way, Now, let's
start with something simple:
posture.”

Yes, that's it. Keep your back
straight, your shoulders relaxed,
and your movements fluid,
Imagine you're gliding gracefully
through the room.”

"Good. Now, let's move on to
gestures, for example, when
you speak, try using your hands
to emphasize your points
delicately,” she explained,
demonstrating with graceful
hand movements. "And when
you walk, let your arms swing
naturally at your sides, with
your elbows slightly bent.”

“I'm not sure I'm cut out for this,”




“Alright, Steve, it's time to delve
into the world of makeup,"

"Makeup? You've got to be kidding me, Amy,"

"Don't worry, Steve, I'll walk you
through it step by step, Think of it as
another skill to add to your
repertoire.”

"But why do | need to learn makeup? Can't
you just do it for me on Women's Day?"

"Of course | can help you with makeup on
Women's Day, but it's always beneficial to
know the basics yourself, You might need to
do touch-ups throughout the day, and it's
important to know how to do it properly."

"Fine, let's get this over with,"




As Steve continued his daily practice of mastering feminine
mannerisms and walking gracefully in heels, the subtle
transformation didn't go unnoticed by his colleagues, Stacy
and Lucy. Each with their own perspectives, they couldn't help
but observe the intriguing shift in Steve's demeanor.

In Lucy's mind, a curious internal dialogue
unfolded.

"Has Steve's walk always been this poised?
There's an air of elegance about him lately.
Maybe he's been secretly taking dance
lessons or something. Well, whatever floats

his boat. I'll just sit back and enjoy the show.
After all, it's an office, not a catwalk.”,

Meanwhile, Stacy, the astute owner of the firm, raised an
intrigued eyebrow at the unfolding spectacle. "Steve's
confidence has always been his trademark, but there's a
newfound grace in his movements. Is he trying to make a
statement? It's quite fascinating. In all my years in the
world of finance, I've never seen anything quite like it.
Perhaps there's more depth to Steve than meets the eye.
Regardless, it's certainly a delightful diversion from the
usual office routine — a touch of unexpected entertainment
amidst the numbegrs."




Alright, Steve, today we're going to work on something
a bit different. We're going to focus on your voice.

| My voice? What's wrong with it? I

It's not about what's wrong, Steve. It's about
refining it to match your feminine presentation.

This

(hesitant) | don't know, Amy.
feels a bit... much.

Trust me, Steve. Think about how it'll enhance
your overall portrayal on Women's Day.

(reluctant) | guess you have a point.

Great! Let's start by finding your feminine pitch.
Try raising the pitch of your voice slightly.

A bit higher. Imagine you're speaking with a
lighter, more melodic tone.




Stacy : "Steve, excellent work on
those financial projections. Your
attention to detail and strategic

insights are commendable,”

"Thank you, Stacy. Just
doing my part for the
success of the firm."




"She's finally recognizing my
efforts. This is working better
than | anticipated.”

Stacy : "Steve, | have to say, I'm genuinely
impressed with your recent performance,
your behavior, and your attitude. You've
been a valuable asset to the firm. I'm
considering making you my partner once
you finish your final examination for
Certified Public Accountant (CPA)."

"Stacy, that's incredible! | can't
thank you enough for the
opportunity. I'll make sure to
prove myself even more.”




During a casual conversation at the
Steve's Desk, Lucy commented

Stacy has been really pleased with your |
work lately, Steve. What's your secret?"

"Just putting in the effort and
staying focused. Maybe she's
finally recognizing my brilliance.”



In the quietude of their home, Steve sat contemplating the unfolding
success of his intricate plan. The thought that his practice of becoming a
girl for a day had already begun yielding dividends before the grand
reveal on March 8 filled him with a sense of satisfaction, As he absorbed
the magnitude of the unfolding success, Amy entered the room, catching
the gleam of enthusiasm in Steve's eyes.

"What's got you so excited?” Amy asked,

Amy, feigning innocence, raised an eyebrow. "Your brilliant idea? Are
yOu sure it was yours, Steve?"

Amy, with a mischievous glint in her eyes, light-heartedly argued, "Hmm, |

distinctly remember suggesting the whole International Women's Day plan.

You were the one who thought it was a great idea and decided to take it to
the next level.”

"So, you're the brains behind the operation, huh?"

“Well, aren’t you just the genius of the century?* ‘

"My brilliant idea of practicing to appear as a girl
for a day is starting to pay off even before the
actual day arrives.”

"Of course, it was my idea, I'm the
mastermind behind all this."

Steve, not one to easily credit others, waved off
her remark. "Well, maybe you gave the initial idea,
but turning it into a strategic move at the office,
refining my mannerisms ~ that's all me.”

Steve, embracing the moment of arrogance,
affirmed, "Absolutely. And it's working like a
charm, Stacy is more cooperative, my colleagues
are noticing, and I'm gaining the recognition |
deserve.”

Steve, with a mock bow, responded,
"Genius indeed. It's just a taste of
what's to come on March 8. The grand
reveal will leave them all astounded.”




s th days rolfed closer to the anticipated Intarmational Women's Day. Steve was
meticulously preparing at home. Unbeknownst to him, the effects of Amy's training ware
subitly seeping into his everyday behavior. He did not realize that his mannerisms had
taken on a youthtul, ferminine quality, thanks to Amy’s traininig. Occasionally, his vaice even
cartied the genthe cadence he had been practicing

Meanwhile, Stacy and Lucy, observing these changes; found themselves unable to resist discussing the apparent
transformation in Steve's behavior. In a private moment, they shared their thoughts.

Lucy. with a hint of excitement, leaned in and whispered, "Have you noticed the changes in Steve lately? It's ke he's a
completely different persen,”

Stacy, equally intrigued, nodded. "Yes, It's quite remarkable. | can't put my finger an it. but there's a certaiti grace and
softness to his demeanor.”

Lucy; her eyes widening with realization, suggested, "Do you think Steve might be transgender? Transitioning to a girl,
perhaps?”

Stacy, considering the possibility, replied; "It would explain the changes, wouldn't it? And If that's the case, we should support
him. It must be a significant jeurney for him.

Lucy, with a hint of excitemant, Did you know that today he was so excited to share his recent dieting schedule and show off
the ear piercings and hair extensions he got?”

Stacy responded with interest, “Inferesting, I'm now more cofivinced that he i transitioning.”

Both of them acknowledged the positive shift in Steve’s bahaviour, believing it to be a sign of personal growth and
self-discovery, Howéver, they were adamant about not spoiling the-surprise by canfranting Stove. Instead, they
decided toiet him share his journey when he felt ready.

Stacy, with a reassuring smile, concluded, “Let's not jump to conclusions. If Steve is going through something, we
should respect his process. When he's ready, he'll share it with us.”

Lucy agreed, "Absolutely. It's his story to teil. I'm just glad to see him evolving into a happier version of himseif.”

As the office buzzed with daily activities, Stacy and Lucy mantained their shared secret, eagerly waiting for the day
when Steve would reveal the true nature of his transformation. The anticipation heightenad as March 8 approached.
leaving the office in an unwitting state of excitement and curiosity about the surprise that awaited them on
International Women's Day.

Steve's girlfriend Amy, In her innocence, shared part of the plan with Lucy
during a personal call. Lucy, being cunning, listened attentively and promised
not to disclese anything at the effice, pledging instead to support Steve.




Stacy, Discussing the balance sheet
with Steve.

So, Stefanie, what do you think about these projections
for the next quarter?

Stacy's voice carried a tone of innocence as she responded, "Did |7 Oh, I'm not sure, Lately,
I've found mysell caught up in a whirlwind of old memories. | apologize If | seemed absent-
minded

2, Stephanie. Now, regarding these expenses...

Stacy, maintaining her feigned innocence, continued, "It must be the stress. My
apologies, Steve. I've been reminiscing about my old friend Stefanie a lot lately.
il you Stephanie sometimes? It would mean a lot to me. You know, to
& about the good old times.”

emarked, "Stephanie, your hair
leng and lool

Here we go again. How many timesam | going
to be called Stefanie today?

Just smile and bear with It, Steve.
It's not worth making a fuss over.

Alright, that's it. | need to
put a stop to this

Actually, Stacy, if you don't mind, could you please call me Steve?

“Sure, Stacy. If it helps you reminisce, call me
Stephanie sometimes."

Thanks Stacy

After today's incident, the office started
calling Stephanie "Steve" for fun, including
Lucy. Initially hesitant, Steve eventually
went aleng to maintain a positive

atmosphere, especially with International
Women's Day approaching.



As Steve lay in bed, his mind swirled with visions of grandeur, each

thought a testament to his burgeoning arrogance.

"Impressing Stacy on March 8 is just the
beginning, I'll ascend to the tap of the firm,
leaving all competition in my wake. Lucy will

be nothing but a distant memory."

He relished the idea of molding the office in his
image, a reflection of his own superiority.

“I'll handpick a team of young,
attractive recruits, each one eager to
serve under my command, Together,
we'll dominate the industry, with me
at the helm, steering the ship toward
greatness.”

he imagined, his ego swelling with each
passing thought.

"Stacy will hang on my every word,
recognizing my brilliance at every tum,”
My insights will propel the firm to
unprecedented success, and Lucy... well,
she'll simply fade into irrelevance.”

As his fantasies grew more extravagant, Steve
reveled in the notion of his own indispensability.

“Stacy will come to rely on me entirely,
unable to make a decision without my
input," And as for Lucy... well, she'll learn
the hard way that there's only room for
one alpha in this office = and that's me."




Amy: (excitedly) Prosthetic breast forms. They'll give you a more
realistic feminine silhouette and complete the overall look.

Amy: (calmly) Steve, It's about authenticity. Think of it as the
finishing touch to your costume for tomorrn Women's Day.

[ Amy: (reassuringly) No one will notice, Steve. They're designed to
look and feel natural. Plus, everyone will be focused on
IR_celebrating Women's Day, not strutinizing your appearance.

Amy: [firmly) Steve, trust me on this. It's important for the success
of our ptan. We've come this far, and we can't afford ta back out
NOW.

Amy: (smiling) | promise, Steve. You won't even feel a thing.

Amy: (preparing the adhesive) Alright, just hold still
while 1-apply the adhesive to the breast forms.

Amy: (attempting to deflect Steve’s concerns) Steve, now isn't
the opportune moment to delve into that. Let's focus on
completing this task first. Here we go... How does it feel?

Steve: (embarrassed) Amy, | can't do that. It's too... embarrassing.

St sighing) | guess you have a point. But what if somegne notic

Steve: (resigned) Alright, fine. But promise me it'll be quick and painless.

Steve: (hesitant) Okay, let's get this over with.

Steve: (uneasy) Amy, I've been meaning to discuss something
with you for a while... Lately, I've been experiencing peculiar
sensations in my chest. It's as if it's swelling or something.

embarrassed) Rather uncomfortabl




Taday is the day - March 8, Wamen's Bay. Th of weeks of
anticipation, and strategy. And yet, despite my outward confidence, a hint of nervousness lingers
beneath the surface.

Fart of me can't Help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of finally unveiling my
transfarmation to the world. After all, this n't just about impressing Stacy or outshining Lucy, it's
about asserting my dominance, proving my worth, and seizing control of my destiny. Taday, | have

the opportunity to rowrite the narrative, to reshape the office dynamics in my favor,
¥ot, dedp down, there's a sense of relict coussing through me a3 woll. Relief that this will be the
last doy of a5 someone 'm not. A the future beyond today, { can’s
help but anticipate the return ta normaley, to the days when | won't have to werry about walking
In heels or pefecting my feminine volce.

Witha deep braath, | steel myself far the day ahead. Toduy, | will dazzle, | will captivate, and 1 will

conquer. Today, | will be unstoppable.




As Steve approached the office, a wave of nervous anticipation gripped him, His
thoughts were consumed by the plan to surprise Stacy on International Women's
Day. Steve envisloned himself wishing Stacy in his own unigue style and revealing his ‘

transformed avatar, confident that it would leave Stacy impressed and Lucy jealous ——
However, upon reaching the office, an unexpected turn of events awaited him. To his
surprise, he noticed an unknown, attractive man standing with Stacy and Lucy, Their
expressions, though not overtly shocked, carried a hint of happiness. Stacy, breaking
the news with a smile, addressed Steve as Stephanie, announcing the surprise.

“Stepha oday we have a special announcement for

International Women's Day. I'm partnering with Mark, a CPA
And he's aware of your unique situation,” Stacy revealed, casting
d the unfamiliar man beside her.

a knowing gla

He faund himself in a momentary daze, forgetting the
grand plan he had meticulously devised for this very
occasion.

Stacy, maintaining her cheerful demeanor, continued,
"Mark, this is Stephanie, our accountant, and a wonderful
addition to our team."

Mark, seemingly unfazed and extending a friendly hand,
greeted Steve, "Nice to meet you, Stephanie. I've heard
Stacy speak highly of your contributions to the firm."

Steve, now fully engulfed in the unforeseen situation, played along
nervausly. "Oh, uh,
he stammered in his feminine voice, his internal dialogues in disarray
as he grappled with the abrupt shift in the narrative

ank you, Mark. It's a pleasure to meet you tog,



"What the hell just happened? All my plans got ruined
50 easily. | need to do something to salvage this
situation,” he ruminated, feeling a sense of urgency to
regain control over the unraveling circumstances. The
nonchalant reactions from Lucy and Stacy left him
baffled. "Why did neither Lucy nor Stacy show any
surprise? How could they not be shocked by seeing a
man in a dress and heels?" The perplexity escalated,
and Steve felt the onset of panic attacks, his chest
tightening with anxiety.

Just as Mark left the office, the beckoning call from Stacy heightened

Steve's anticipation. A glimmer of hope surged as he anticipated that

Stacy would finally address his unconventional appearance, providing
him with an opening to reveal his ambitious plan.




Entering Stacy's cabin with a mix of nerves and
excitement, Steve braced himself for the impending
conversation. "Finally, she will ask me why I'm dressed
like this, and I'll explain it's to impress," he
contemplated optimistically.

Stacy's unexpected opening line shattered his
anticipations. "Congratulations, Stephanie, on the
transition. | love how beautiful you look," Stacy

conveyed warmly, her words hanging in the air. ey
¥ ¥ BINE The word 'transition' echoed in Steve's

mind, leaving him in a state of /
bewilderment. "Transition...? Do they
think I am transgender? Is this some
kind of joke?"

Stacy, seemingly unaware of Steve's
internal turmoil, continued, "Lucy and
| knew about your journey, Stephanie.
We've been supportive of your
decision and appreciate you urage
in embracing your true self.

Stacy. But there seems to be some confusion.

Confusion? What do you mean?

Well, you see, | wasn't actually transitioning...

She's not understanding.
How do | make her seg?

No, Stacy, you don't understand. I'm not
transitioning. This was all for Women's Day.

Come on, Stacy, put
the pieces together.

| wanted to impress you and show my
support for Women's Day by dressing up.




ark is a prominent CPA. He is going to remain in
the country for another 3-4 months, and then he will
hand over most of his clients and business to me. |
don't want a bad impression on him of having a staff
member like you who plays irresponsible games.

So, you have a choice: either you remain a
proper, obedient girl here as long as you are
employed, or you resign right here, right now.

Good. Then make sure you act
like one. Now, get back to work.

Oh no, she's angry. This isn't
going as | planned.

Irresponsible games? That's not
what | was trying to do.

Resign? | can't do
that. | need this job.

Il be an obedient g

This is not how | wanted things
to go. But | have to do what | can
to keep my job.




Steve alone at his desk.

Do you, too, think | am transgender all
these past few weeks?

| can't believe it's come to this.
How did everything spiral out of
control?

Yes, Stephanie. Stacy and I've always thought you
were transgender,

| never wanted any of this. | just
wanted to impress Stacy.

It's okay, Stephanie, Sometimes, things don't
go as planned.

Easy for her to say. She's not
the one facing Stacy's wrath.

You should continue to play the part. Stacy might get
even angrier if you suddenly change. Let's figure out
a solution together.

But | am not a transgender,

Well, at least remain in character for a while till Mark is
here. We'll find a solution together.




Steve returned home, visibly upset and emotional.
He recounted the events of the day to Amy, his voice
trembling as tears welled up in his eyes. Despite his
distress, Steve's language and tone still carried hints

of arrogance, evident in his frustration with Stacy
and Lucy's misunderstanding.

"They're both stupid women, Amy. How could they
think I'm transgender? And why did Stacy choose
Women's Day of all days to introduce a new partner
in the company?” Steve vented, his emotions mixing
with anger and confusion.

"Yeah, exactly. It's so humiliating, Amy! | can't
believe | have to pretend to be a transgender girl
just to keep my job,” Steve lamented, his
frustration evident in his voice.

rrying

Steve weakly argued, his emotions still raw but
slightly more composed. "it's temporary until Mark is
back in the office; it will be over soon, and | just need

to pretend te be Stephanie for three months."

"t you
"llend up
oftheo

Steve did not respond but showed signs
of disagreement.




As Steve prepared for another day at the office, his thoughts
raced with a mixture of frustration and resignation. Two weeks
had passed since March 8, and his initial hopes of gaining an
upper hand in the office had dwindled into a constant struggle
to maintain his facade as Stephanie.

He reluctantly donned skirt, paired with a fitted white blouse.
The outfit was completed with nude-colored pumps with a 3.5
inch heel, a reminder of the constant discomfort he felt in his
new attire. Despite his distaste for it all, Steve meticulously
applied makeup, opting for a natural look with light foundation,
subtle blush, and a hint of red lipstick. His hair styled, added to
the feminine image he had to portray.

As he checked his appearance in the mirror, Steve's internal
dialogues mirrored his conflicted emotions. "l can't believe I'm
still doing this. Walking in heels, putting on makeup, dressing like
this... it's all so absurd," he muttered to himself, his frustration
evident in his tone.

The click of his heels against the floor echoed his sense of
helplessness and weakness in the situation. "l used to be in
control, confident and assertive. Now I'm reduced to playing a

role, pretending to be someone I'm not," Steve thought, his

internal turmoil palpable.

Despite his arrogance, Steve couldn't shake off the feeling of
being trapped. "l need to find a way out of this. But as long as
Mark is in the office, I'll have to play along, be the obedient girl
they expect me to be," he reasoned, a sense of resignation
settling over him.

Steve's mind raced with thoughts of escape, longing for the day
when he could shed the facade and reclaim his sense of control
and dignity.




April 10 marked a significant turning point at Steve's
workplace, where a whirlwind of changes had transformed
the office environment. Stacy, in her ambitious stride, had
expanded the employee strength, necessitating a shiftto a
larger office space to accommodate the growing team.
Amidst these changes, Lucy had ascended to the position
of the head of the Accounts department, a move that
fueled Steve's simmering jealousy and resentment.

However, the most unexpected change came in the form of
an unofficial assignment that left Steve reeling with
disbelief and frustration, He was now designated as the
assistant to Lucy, required to report directly to his rival on a
daily basis. For Steve, who already struggled with the
pressure of appearing in the office as a girl, this new
development added layers of discomfort and indignation.

The sense of helplessness gnawed at Steve as he grappled
with the reality of his situation. Each day felt like an uphill
battle as he navigated the dual challenges of maintaining
his feminine facade and fulfilling the duties to Lucy. The
once-arrogant Steve found himself humbled by the
circumstances, his pride wounded by the role reversal that
placed him at Lucy's beck and call.

Despite his best efforts to find an escape route, Steve
seemed trapped in a web of obligations and expectations
that left him feeling increasingly suffocated. The weight of
jealousy and resentment fueled his determination to break
free from this unwanted arrangement, yet the path to
liberation remained elusive.

As he entered the office on April 10, Steve's emotions were
a turbulent mix of frustration, envy, and a simmering desire
to reclaim his autonomy. The challenges ahead seemed
daunting, and Steve grappled with the inner turmoil of
being forced into a role that clashed with his sense of
identity and self-worth.




The atmosphere in the office had shifted noticeably,
with Lucy's attitude undergoing a dramatic
transformation. Her once-friendly demeanor had given
way to a commanding and serious presence, signaling a
shift in the office dynamics. Every interaction with Lucy
now carried an air of authority and expectation, leaving
no room for casualness or relaxation.

Steve nervously approached Lucy's desk, clutching a
folder of account details. He cleared his throat, trying to
maintain a professional composure as he began to share

the latest updates.

Lucy raised her hand, cutting him off mid-sentence.
"Stephanie, did you forget the new policy? You need
to address your seniors as '"Ma'am' from now on."




Lucy's stern gaze bore into Steve as she scrutinized the
documents in front of her. Her expression turned sour as she
discovered errors in the balance sheet. "Stephanie, what is this?
These figures don't add up. There are several mistakes here!"

Lucy

"How did | mess up like

re things get we

Lucy's frustration was evident as she
scolded Steve for the errors, her voice
rising in frustration.

"You need to be more attentive,
Stephanie! | can't tolerate such
careless mistakes. This reflects po

on our department.”




The conversation continued with Lucy e
her exasperation and Steve obed i
to rectify the errors. Lucy, with an angry tone,
finally said, "Where is your mind, you little girl?
Stephanie, | am fed up with your work now. Go
back and make this balance sheet again."

As Steve turned to leave, Lucy's commanding

tone stopped him in his tracks. "Bring me a cup
of coffee, and make sure it's hot."




It was a usual day at the office, and Steve was navigating through the
bustling environment with a stack of papers in his hands. As he moved
swiftly, focused on his tasks, a sudden mishap occurred—the papers
slipped from his grasp, scattering across the floor. Steve's initial reaction
was to bend down quickly to retrieve the scattered documents, his mind
momentarily distracted from his surroundings.

As Steve knelt down to gather the papers, he couldn't help but notice a

lingering gaze directed towards him. Turning his head, he saw Mark, the
new partner in the company, observing him with a subtle curiosity that

didn't escape Steve's notice. An uncomfortable feeling crept over Steve

as he realized he was being checked out.

Steve's Internal Dialogue: "What's with that look? Is he checking me out?
What a pervert."

Despite his internal annoyance, Steve maintained his composure
externally, offering a polite smile to Mark as he adjusted his tight skirt
and stood upright. Inside, however, Steve seethed with frustration and
anger at the perceived scrutiny.

With a forced smile, Steve nodded at Mark before quickly moving away,
his mind consumed with a mix of irritation and discomfort. The incident
left him feeling exposed and vulnerable, a stark contrast to his usual
confident demeanor. As he walked away, Steve couldn't shake off the
unsettling feeling that Mark's gaze had stirred within him.




Steve stormed into Stacy's cabin, his face flushed with anger
and fury. He needed to vent and complain about the
incident with Mark.

As soon as he finished recounting the incident, he awaited

Stacy's response, expecting her to share his outrage. But
Stacy's initial reaction surprised Steve as she burst into
laughter.

But don't worry;
to your advanta
impress Mark."

1g smile, leaned fory

plain her perspective.

h a know

e, think again. For next 3 months
are, he needs a s

still retain your position a
ntant but with added be
riunities. Plus, you won't ha)

report to Lucy anymore.”




t the advantages

of the proposed arrangement,

ary, will opens doors to

d a chance to enter into




Steve sat at his desk, his mind swirling with conflicting
thoughts. The offer to become Mark's secretary felt like
a blow to his ego, a step down from his position as an
accountant. However, the allure of gaining exposure to
taxation and audit, along with the prospect of not
reporting to Lucy anymore, was undeniably tempting.

As Steve pondered over the decision, a cunning
thought crept into his mind. What if he could use this
opportunity to his advantage? What if he could impress
Mark and incite him against Lucy, ultimately securing
the position of Accounts Head for himself with Mark's
backing?

|The idea ignited a spark of ambition in Steve's mind. He
could see the path to advancement opening up before
him, and the thought of outmaneuvering Lucy filled
him with a sense of satisfaction.

Internally, Steve's arrogant and jealous nature fueled
his determination. He was not one to back down from a
challenge, especially when it presented a chance to
elevate his status in the office hierarchy.

As days passed, Steve dedicated himself to impressing
Mark, not just with his appearance but also with his
professionalism and efficiency. He chose his attire
carefully, opting for smart and elegant outfits that
reflected a sense of competence and dedication.
Steve's behavior underwent a transformation as well;
he became more attentive, organized, and proactive in
his responsibilities.

Internally, Steve felt a mixture of determination and
satisfaction. He saw each task given by Mark as an
opportunity to showcase his skills and inch closer to his
ultimate goal of securing a higher position in the
company.

This dynamic continued as Steve navigated his role as
Mark's secretary, carefully balancing his desire for
advancement with the demands of his current position.
Despite the challenges, Steve remained determined to
leverage every opportunity to showcase his capabilities
and climb the corporate ladder.



Thank you, Stephanie. You always manage
to impress me with your efficiency.

Well, I'm glad to hear that, Stephanie.
You're quite charming yourself.

That's an interesting perspective, Stephanie.
Your confidence is quite alluring.

| like where you're going with this, Stephanie. Your ideas
always bring a fresh perspective to our discussions.

Steve, now fully immersed in his role as Stephanie, strategically employs
his seductive charm to manipulate Mark and gain his favor. He
orchestrates scenarios where he can showcase his femininity and allure,
subtly influencing Mark's decisions and opinions.

With each interaction, Steve as Stephanie becomes more indispensable
to Mark's daily operations. The office dynamic undergoes a noticeable
shift as Steve’s influence over Mark grows. Mark, initially charmed by
Stephanie's charm and efficiency in secretarial tasks, starts relying on his
input for crucial business decisions. Stephanie’s role expands beyond
traditional secretarial duties, and he becomes a trusted confidante and
advisor to Mark.

In meetings and discussions, Steve strategically presents ideas and
suggestions that align with his own agenda, subtly steering Mark's
decisions without him realizing it. His seductive demeanor and
persuasive communication style further strengthen his hold over Mark's
trust and reliance.
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Meanwhile, Stacy and Lucy observe these
developments with growing suspicion. They
notice the increasing closeness between
Steve and Mark, raising questions about
Steve's intentions and influence within the
company.




Steve, now deeply immersed in his
seductive tactics to gain control at
work, returns home with a mix of
excitement and arrogance. He bursts
with pride as he recounts his
strategies to Amy, unaware of her
growing discontent.

Guess what, babe? Today, Mark practically hung
onto my every word. I'm telling you, this game is
working like a charm.

”I (forcing a smile) That's great to hear, Steve.

You should have seen it. | had Mark eating out
of the palm of my hand, discussing office
strategies like we were old friends,

(internally frustrated and boiling with anger): Old
friends? More like you're leading him on with false
promises and flattery. How could my boyfriend
stoop so low and become such a sissy bitch? I'm
really upset with Steve.

And you know what's best? Mark is starting to
rely on me for decisions. | can practically see
myself steering the ship soon.

(struggling to maintain composure)
It's impressive, Steve. But are you sure this is the
right approach?

Of course, it is! I've got Stacy and
Mark wrapped around my finger. It's
only a matter of time before I'm

calling the shots.

(trying to hide her disappointment) | trust your
judgment, Steve. Just be careful not to let it get to
your head too much.

Don't worry about me, babe. | know what
I'm doing. Soon, everyone in that office
will be dancing to my tune.

Amy boiling with frustration, how
could he not see how wrong this is?
This isn't the Steve | fell in love with.



After some days, in the office, Mark
informed Steve about an upcoming client
site visit for meetings with the owner of

a chain of hotels.

Mark shared the meeting details and added
with a subtle smirk, "Stephanie, make sure you
dress to kill for the meeting. We want to make
a strong impression and win their business."
Steve leaned in slightly, his eyes sparkling
with mischief as he responded in
velvety voice, "Oh, Mark, dre

is my specialty. I'll

Mark's gaze lingered for a moment,
appreciating Steve's confident demeanor.
"' have no doubt about that, Stephanie.
Your charisma is quite captivating.”

could start with a

nmitment

"That sounds intriguing. Your creativity
and attention to detail always impress,
Stephanie. I'm glad we have you on
our team for this."

verfect for our mee




Trust me, Stephanie, Short and hot dresses
exude confidence and style. You'll leave a lasting
impression,

You look fabulous, Stephanie! These dresses
highlight your best features and convey
professionalism with a touch of glamour.

Steve, feeling the pressure to dress impressively for the client meeting,
sought help from Olivia, a new and fashion-savvy colleague at the office.
Reluctantly admitting his lack of expertise in women's fashion, Steve hoped
Olivia could guide him through the shopping experience successfully.

Conversation:

Steve: Olivia, I'm really not sure about this whole dress shopping thing. |
don't even know where to start.

Olivia: Don't worry, Stephanie! I've got you covered. We'll find the perfect
outfits to make a statement.

Steve hesitantly followed Olivia into the bustling shopping mall, feeling out of
place among the vibrant displays and trendy mannequins.

Are you sure short dress
for a client meeting?

off as too casual.

reluctantly tried on a few

as Ol cked out various options.

These dresses are way out of my comf




Olivia, not stopping at just dresses, also
suggested matching heels and accessories to
complete the look.

Let's not forget about the shoes! A great pair of
heels can elevate any outfit and add a touch of
sophistication.

Think of it as being prepared for
any occasion. What if you need
to meet the client multiple
times or attend other business
events? You'll always have the
perfect outfit ready.
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Stephanie, let's check out these office wear outfits. They're
trendy and perfect for a professional yet stylish look.

Trust me, Steve. These styles are in line with the latest
fashion trends. You'll look fabulous and confident.

| That's the beauty of fashion, Stephanie. It's about exploring
new looks and stepping out of your comfort zone.

And let's not forget about the heels. A few more
pairs will give you versatility and style.

You can never have too many shoes, Stephanie. Plus, they
complete the look and add that extra touch of elegance.

Are you sure these are appropriate for the
office? They seem a bit... revealing.

/
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Steve, still unsure, reluctantly tried on a few of the
short office wear outfits as Olivia encouraged him.

| don't know, Olivia. I'm not used to such bold
choices.

More heels? | think | already have enough




Steve, laden with shopping bags filled with new dresses and heels,
returned home to find his girlfriend Amy. Upon seeing him, Amy
couldn't hide her surprise and asked about the shopping.

Shopping? What's all this?

Amy's internal anger simmered as she processed Steve's explanation.

She maintained a calm exterior but felt a wave of frustration inside.
(forcing a smile) That's great, Steve. Did you find what you needed?

Amy took a deep breath, trying to contain her
emotions.
Well, that red color dress seems suitable. It's stylish.

Amy's smile faltered slightly as she struggled to
mask her frustration and disappointment with
Steve's transformation.

How could he be so naive and oblivious?
| can't believe he's willingly turning into this
sissy girl for the office.

Oh, just some outfits for the upcoming client meeting.
Mark wants me to dress well, you know.

Steve eagerly began unpacking the bags, showcasing
the dresses to Amy. "Which one do you think would
look good on me for the meeting"?

Steve beamed at Amy's suggestion,
oblivious to her inner turmoil,
Thanks, Amy! You're the best.




Amy lay in her bedroom, surrounded by a whirlwind of thoughts
and emotions. The regret weighed heavy on her mind as she
reflected on how her innacent suggestion had spiraled into
something far beyond her expectations.

What have | done? | never thought it would come to this. | just
wanted to add some fun to Women's Day, not turn Steve into a
sissy girl. Maybe | pushed him too far, encouraged him too much to
embrace his feminine side.

She couldn't deny the small thrill she had felt witnessing Steve's
transformation, the joy in seeing him try something new. But now,
faced with the reality of his drastic change, regret gnawed at her
conscience.

| enjoyed it, | won't lie. Seeing him in those dresses, learning to
walk in heels, it was like a playful game. But this... this is beyond
what | imagined. How did it escalate to this point?

Her mind raced with conflicting thoughts and emotions. She never
anticipated that Steve would take it so far, using his newfound
femininity as a tool for manipulation and ego satisfaction.

Flirting with other men, acting like a different person just to get
ahead at work... It's like he's lost himself in this facade. He's
becoming someone | don't recognize, someone | didn't sign up for.

The realization hit her hard, stirring a mix of anger,
disappointment, and sadness.

This needs to stop. | can't let it go on like this. | have to confront
him, make him see what he's doing to himself and to us. It's getting
out of hand, and | won't stand by and watch him turn into
someone he's not.




Steve's heart raced as Mark arrived to pick him up for the meeting. He
had meticulously dressed as Stephanie, hoping to make a good
impression

Amy is watching from the window as her boyfriend is being picked up
by another man. Amy can't believe her eyes. What has she just

witnessed?
wy

Stephanie, you are looking absolutely gorgeous today. |

Thank you so much, Mark. | really appreciate your kind words

Stephanie, | wanted to talk to you about something that Stacy mentioned a
few days ago. She told me that you are trans... | mean, wow, you don't look
like it at all. You are so natural. | really love the way you look.

Steve (with a mix of anxiety and desperation): Oh no, he knows.
What should | do now? Should | come clean and risk
everything, or should | continue this charade? But nitti
truth could jeopardize everything I've worked for.
And it's clear, he likes me as | am

(feeling a mix of embarrassment and anxiety): Oh, um... well, |

never thought of myself as transgender, to be honest. It was just

when | wanted to impress Stacy on Women's Day that | started

dressing more feminine. | found that | enjoyed it, so | decided to
continue. You know how it is

Mark's thoughts raced with excitement as he
listened to Stephanie.
"She is exactly the kind of fantasy | had always
wished for—a special kind of girl".




As they waited for Mr. Wills, Steve and Mark found
themselves in the lobby of the hotel, surrounded by the
opulent atmosphere of luxury. The grandeur of the hotel's
architecture and the buzz of activity around them set the
stage for their interaction.

Steve, dressed elegantly as Stephanie, exuded confidence as
he engaged in conversation with Mark. His body language
spoke of poise and allure, subtly leaning in towards Mark

during their discussion, conveying a sense of intimacy.

Mark, visibly pleased with Steve's interest,
responded enthusiastically, "Yes, indeed, Stephanie.
The casino here is one of the finest in the city. I've
spent many evenings enjoying the games and
entertainment it offers. Perhaps we could try our

ing for Mr. Wills?"
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Mark chuckled, charmed by Steve's
flirtatious demeanor. "You're too modest,
Stephanie. | have a feeling you'd bring a
bit of luck to the table."
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Mark's gaze softened as he met
Steve's eyes.

"The pleasure is all mine, Stephanie. |
must say, you're not just a pretty
face; you have a way of brightening
up any conversation."




Steve and Mark are enjoying themselves at the
hotel, indulging in various amenities and
drinks. As the night progresses and the effects
of alcohol start to show, Steve becomes mare
uninhibited and eager to impress Mark. Steve's
desperation to create a memorable impression
leads him to take bold actions, such as dragging
Mark onto the dance floor and engaging in a
lively dance together.

The dance, fueled by a combination of alcohol,
music, and Steve's desire to impress Mark,
creates an intimate atmosphere between
them. Steve ends up kissing Mark. Overall, this
scene captures the spontaneity and excitement
of the moment, as Steve takes a risk in his
pursuit of impressing Mark and deepening
their connection.




Just as the realization of his impulsive kiss hit
Steve, he felt a wave of shame wash over him.

Unable to face the situation, he excused
himself and hurried to the bathroom, hoping
to collect his thoughts and compose himself.

When he returned, expecting a moment of
awkwardness with Mark, he found Mark
engaged in conversation with another man.

It was Mr. Wills, their host for the night.

Mr. Wills, noticing Mark's companion,
remarked with a friendly tone, "Mark, |
must say you have a beautiful girlfriend."

Steve blushed deeply, feeling a mix
of embarrassment and discomfort at
the misunderstanding. Mark, with a
subtle smile, corrected Mr. Wills, "No,

she is my secretary."

The meeting with Mr. Wills extended into a
lengthy discussion about taxation filing and
audit contracts, taking nearly two hours.
Despite the initial awkwardness, the
conversation was productive, and Mr. Wills
agreed to give Mark an annual contract.




Bl a puncture.

When Mark and Steve were about to leave, Mark noticed that his car had

He returned to the hotel reception to ask for help. Unfortunately, there
was no assistance available. Mr. Wills noticed their predicament and
M| kindly offered them a room for the night at the hotel.

However, the receptionist, after checking, informed them that only one
room was available.

Steve glanced at Mark and signaled his agreement.



As Steve and Mark entered the
room, Steve couldn't shake off
the unease that lingered from
their earlier encounter. He made
a conscious effort to steer the
conversation towards
professional topics, discussing
the outcomes of the day's
meeting and its potential impacts
on their work.

Mark, sensing Steve's attempt to
shift the atmosphere, played
along and engaged in the
discussion with apparent interest.
Deep down, he knew that tonight
wasn't the time for further
advances. He wanted to respect
Steve's boundaries and avoid any
potential complications.

Despite the tension in the air,
they managed to have a few
more drinks and engage in lively
conversations. Steve, caught up
in the discussion, gradually
drifted off to sleep mid-
conversation.

Mark's internal thoughts revolved
around respecting Steve's
boundaries and wished for a
better luck next time.




As the first light of dawn filtered through the hotel room's
curtains, Steve slowly stirred awake. He blinked a few times,
feeling the remnants of last night's drinks. His phone buzzed
incessantly on the bedside table, drawing his groggy
attention. The screen displayed 11 missed calls from Amy.

A jolt of panic su
Steve. "It m

Amy's face appeared on the
screen, contorted with anger.
"Where are you?" she asked,
trying to keep her voice calm.

In his panic, Steve
unknowingly tilted his

phone toward Mark, who
was lying naked next to
him.

Amy's eyes widened as she
saw the man next to Steve.
Her fury escalated.



However, Amy kept her cool and pretended to be in a normal state of mind.

Steve explained how he got in late last night and was now staying in the hotel but
would soon return home.

As the call ended, Steve realized he wasn't wearing his dress and that Mark was naked
100.

He felt embarrassed about the situation and quickly put his dress back on.

He was relieved that Amy hadn't seen Mark sleeping next to him.




Inside, Amy's mind was reeling with shock and disbelief. How could he do
this? How could he betray me like this? The sight of Steve lying next to

another man, naked and vulnerable, was something she could not digest.
Her boyfriend, the man she loved and trusted, was now compromising his
masculinity and their relationship for some benefits at the office.

Her thoughts raced. Steve's arrogance had always
been a point of contention between them, but this was
beyond anything she could have imagined. He is so
blinded by his own ambition that he can’t even see
how ethically wrong and stupid his actions are. He's

cheating on me, on us, on everything we've built

together.




Amy felt her anger morphing into something
colder, sharper. She no longer wanted to be in a
relationship with Steve, but she wasn't going to
let him get away with this so easily. He needed to
learn a lesson, one that he would never forget.

Ge felt a dark satisfaction creeping\

in. "You think you can just pretend to
be a smart bitch for your benefit?
Fine. Now you will actually become a
bitch, but a bitch which is under my
command," she thought, her mind
filled with revenge and antagonism.

/_




"Alright, Steve," she said, her voice unnervingly
calm. "Come home soon. | have planned a lot
for you."

KA plan began to form in her mind. \

She would teach him a lesson he’'d never
forget.

He would learn what it meant to sacrifice
his masculinity, to truly embody the role
he had so carelessly adopted.

And she would be the one to guide him
every step of the way, ensuring that he
felt every moment of his transformation.




~~

Steve returned home, bursting with pride.
"Amy, you won't believe how well the
meeting went last night! | had everything
planned perfectly," he boasted,
exaggerating every detail. "Mark is
completely impressed with my skills. My
presence of mind sealed the deal." /

Amy, hiding her growing skepticism,
put on a show of enthusiasm. "Wow,
Steve! It sounds like you're going to
climb the corporate ladder in no time.
Soon, everyone will be wrapped
around your little finger.”

[ ‘ =
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o Steve beamed, his ego swelling. "Exactly,

i

Amy! Mark is already 100% dependent
on me." He radiated happiness, basking
in his perceived success.




Amy, maintaining her facade,
added, "But Steve, don't
celebrate too early. Remember,
you need to take the lead in the
office, especially against Lucy."



Steve nodded, his
confidence unwavering.
"Yeah, you're right."




/'Amy's eyes sparkled with a hint of
mischief. "You know, Mark is impressed
by how you carry yourself, your
professional attire, and your speaking
skills. I'm sure he and your client were
particularly taken with the red dress you

wore yesterday, weren't they?"
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Steve laughed, his arrogance
shining through. "Absolutely, Amy.
You're spot on. And to avoid
bothering you, | got some help from
Olivia at the office to pick out the
dress."




Amy seized the moment. "Steve, your
appearance really matters. If you want
that promotion soon, you need to

focus more on yourself."




Steve agreed, unaware of Amy's
hidden agenda. "You're right, Amy.
I'll keep that in mind."

Amy smiled, masking her true
intentions. Inside, she was already
planning her next move.



In the following days, Amy began suggesting new
ways for Steve to enhance his appearance.

One evening, as they sat together in the living
room, she casually handed him a small bottle of
pills.

"Here, Steve," Amy said with a sweet smile,
"These will really help your skin glow and
enhance your features. You know, just to

make sure you're always looking your best."

Steve eyed the bottle warily.
"Pills? Are you sure this is
necessary, Amy?"



Amy nodded, her tone reassuring. "Absolutely
and also this smoothie. In the corporate world,
appearance is everything. You want to stand
out, don't you? These will give you that extra
edge. Think of it as part of the package for

climbing that corporate ladder." - -

Steve hesitated but then shrugged.
"Alright, | guess it can't hurt."




As the days passed, Steve found himself increasingly
influenced by Amy's guidance, her voice echoing in his
mind even when she wasn't around.

One afternoon at the office, Steve was preparing for his
big presentation, dressed in a short one-piece dress
and high heels—an outfit Amy had carefully selected
for him. As he sat seductively on the chair, practicing
his speech, he couldn't shake the memory of Amy's
thoughtful yet cunning expression as she had guided

him through each step of his transformation.




Steve adjusted his posture, sitting more
upright, his legs crossed delicately. He
could almost feel Amy’s hand on his
shoulder, urging him to stand.

/“Steve, you're doing great,” her
voice echoed in his mind,
dripping with concern and subtle
manipulation. “But it's not just
about what you say; it's how you
present yourself to Mark and the

others, at the office.” }




As he rose, his figure naturally fell into the
ladylike posture Amy had drilled into him—
elegant, composed, every inch of him exuding
a refined femininity.

“It's all about body
language,” Amy's voice
whispered in his thoughts,
her tone sweet but with

an unmistakable edge.




“The way you stand, the way you hold
yourself—it all plays a part. Men,
especially those in positions of power
like Mark, are naturally drawn to
certain... gestures.”

Standing in his office, Steve shifted his weight,
his figure graceful and composed. A growing
discomfort gnawed at him as he recalled Amy's
insistence.




"You want me to sway my hips? Giggling
too much and posing all girly?" he had
asked her, trying to laugh it off, but now
those instructions felt like a weight on his
shoulders. He glanced around the office,
ensuring no one was watching before he
started to sway his hips slightly, testing the
waters of this new approach.

“Remember, Steve,” Amy's voice
coaxed him, sly and soothing, "If
you want to make it in this
corporate world, especially as
Stephanie, you need to fully
embrace the role. Imagine the
power you'll have once Mark sees
you as irresistible—not just
competent but charming in every
way. It's about adopting the
corporate culture... for women.”




A sigh escaped Steve as he continued to
practice, his movements becoming more
fluid with each attempt. The unease was
still there, but it was slowly being
overshadowed by the memory of Amy's
persuasive logic. "But swaying my hips?
Flirting? That's not really me, Amy,
" Remember, | am doing it just
until
Mark leaves." he had admitted to her,
but here he was, trying to embody
everything she had drilled into him.




“Steve," her voice turned conspiratorial in
his mind as he swayed his hips further, now
with a bit more confidence, "Mark
recounted Amy's words, if you want the
gold, you've got to be the gold digger.
Charm your way to the top. You've already
come this far; why not go all the way?
You're not just waiting for Mark to leave—
you're setting yourself up for a future
where you call the shots.”

As he practiced these movements,

he could almost see Amy beaming

at him, her eyes gleaming with hidden
mischief. “That's the spirit, Steve!"

her voice echoed triumphantly in his mind.p £

“You're going to be unstoppable. Just [

follow my lead, and you'll have everyone §

at the office wrapped around your finger.'f




Hesitation crept into Steve's expression as he posed girly
in front of the mirror, each movement reflecting the
seductive elegance Amy had ingrained in him. "Alright,”
he finally agreed, though his voice was uncertain, even in
his thoughts.”

Steve reluctantly agreed with the thoughts swirling in his
head, unaware of how deeply Amy’s influence had taken
root. Her plan was unfolding flawlessly—Steve was
slowly becoming the girly, seductive presence she had
envisioned, all while believing it was his own choice in
pursuit of corporate success. As he moved through the
office, sitting, standing, swaying, and posing as Amy had
instructed, he was unknowingly embracing the very

femininity she had cunningly pushed him toward.




