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Chapter 1
The Losing Hand


Inever should have opened my mouth.

The conference room smelled like fresh coffee and expensive perfume. Sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, catching on the sleek glass table and the four women seated across from me. Gina sat at the head like she owned the air itself. My boss. Elegant, untouchable, and always three steps ahead of everyone in the building. Today she wore a charcoal pencil skirt and a cream silk blouse that whispered against her skin when she moved. Her dark hair was pinned up in that perfect, no-nonsense twist that made her look both professional and dangerously beautiful.

To her right were Jenny, Kim, and Eliza—her inner circle, the ones who actually ran the department while the rest of us scrambled to keep up. Jenny, with her sharp blonde bob and mischievous green eyes, leaned back in her chair spinning a pen between her fingers. Kim, petite and always perfectly put-together, tapped away on her tablet with a tiny smile playing on her lips. Eliza, the tallest of the group, watched me with quiet amusement, her long legs crossed, one black stiletto dangling from her toes.

I stood at the front of the room, clicking through my slides, trying to sound confident. “And that’s why my solo pitch will outperform the team version by at least twenty percent. Higher engagement, lower cost, cleaner execution.”

Gina’s perfectly arched eyebrow lifted a fraction. “Twenty percent, Oliver? That’s quite a claim.”

“Put your money where your mouth is,” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them. Cockiness had always been my weakness. “If my pitch wins the client, you three cover my bar tab for the entire month. If I lose…” I shrugged, trying to look casual. “I’ll be your personal assistant for one full week. Dressed appropriately.”

The room went still for half a second. Then Jenny let out a soft laugh. Kim’s eyes sparkled. Eliza tilted her head, studying me like I was a mildly entertaining puzzle.

Gina leaned forward, resting her chin on her manicured hand. Her smile was slow, elegant, and terrifying. “Define ‘dressed appropriately,’ Oliver.”

I swallowed. “Whatever you decide is appropriate for the role.”

The words hung in the air. I could have taken them back. I could have laughed it off as a joke. But four pairs of eyes were locked on me, and something about the way they were looking at me made my stomach tighten in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“Deal,” Gina said smoothly. “We’ll present both pitches to the client tomorrow morning. Loser pays up.”

I nodded, already imagining the free drinks I’d be enjoying for the next thirty days.

I was wrong.

The client meeting the next morning lasted exactly forty-three minutes. My presentation was solid—clean charts, good data, decent delivery. But the team’s pitch was something else entirely. Seamless. Creative. Delivered with the kind of effortless confidence that made the client lean forward in his chair and start nodding before they even finished.

When the client shook Gina’s hand and said, “We’re going with the team approach,” I felt the floor tilt beneath me.

Back in the conference room, the four of them didn’t gloat. Not exactly. They just watched me with varying degrees of amusement while I stood there trying to keep my face neutral.

“Well,” Gina said, rising gracefully from her chair. “A bet’s a bet.”

Jenny grinned. “One full week, Oliver. Starting tomorrow at nine sharp.”

Kim pulled a small silver gift bag from under the table and slid it across to me. “A little something to get you in the right mindset tonight.”

I stared at the bag like it might bite me. “What’s this?”

“Open it when you’re alone,” Eliza said softly, her voice warm with amusement.

I took the bag, cheeks already burning. “This is ridiculous. It was just a stupid bet.”

“Which you lost,” Gina reminded me, her tone gentle but firm. “And you’re a man of your word, aren’t you, Oliver?”

I hated how reasonable she made it sound. How the soft way she said my name made something in my chest flutter.

That night, alone in my small apartment, I sat on the edge of my bed and finally opened the gift bag.

Inside was a single pair of panties.

They were black lace, delicate and feminine, with a tiny satin bow at the front. The fabric was impossibly soft. I held them up, heart hammering against my ribs. A small handwritten note was tucked inside:

Wear these under your suit tomorrow. - Gina.

My first instinct was to laugh it off, to text them all that the joke had gone far enough. But then I remembered the way they had looked at me in the conference room—four pairs of eyes, patient, expectant, faintly amused. The thought of walking into the office tomorrow and facing them without following through made my stomach twist with something worse than embarrassment.

I told myself it was just one week. Seven days. No one outside that team would ever know.

With shaking hands, I stripped off my boxers and stepped into the lace panties. The fabric slid up my legs and settled against me with a whisper. It felt… different. The delicate material cupped me gently, the lace trim brushing the tops of my thighs. Every small movement sent a shiver across my skin.

I stood in front of the mirror in just the panties and stared at my reflection.

I looked ridiculous. A grown man in women’s underwear.

And yet, when I turned slightly and felt the lace shift against me, a strange warmth spread through my stomach. Not quite arousal, but something close. Something dangerously curious.

I pulled on a pair of loose sweatpants and tried to ignore the way the panties continued to tease me with every step. Tomorrow I’d wear them under my charcoal suit, just like the note said. I’d show up at nine, do whatever humiliating tasks they assigned for a week, and then it would be over.

Back to normal. Back to Oliver.

I climbed into bed, the lace still brushing softly against my skin, and told myself I could handle it.

But as I lay there in the dark, the memory of Gina’s slow, knowing smile kept playing behind my eyes. The way Jenny had laughed. The sparkle in Kim’s gaze. Eliza’s quiet, appraising stare.

Something told me this week was going to be a lot longer than seven days.

And a small, treacherous part of me wondered if that was such a bad thing.


Chapter 2
Monday – Silk Beneath the Suit


Iwoke up before my alarm, heart already racing.

The black lace panties were still on from the night before. I had tried to take them off before bed, but every time my fingers touched the delicate waistband, Gina’s elegant voice echoed in my head: Wear these under your suit tomorrow. So I’d left them on. Now the lace felt warmer, more intimate against my skin after a full night of wear.

I showered quickly, trying not to think too hard about what I was about to do. When I stepped out and dried off, I picked up the panties again. They looked even smaller in the morning light. I slid them up my legs, feeling the soft fabric settle into place. The gentle hug around my cock and the way the lace edged the curves of my ass made my breath catch. It was just underwear, I told myself. Nothing more.

I dressed in my usual charcoal suit, crisp white shirt, and conservative tie. From the outside, I looked exactly like the same mid-level marketing analyst who had walked into the office every day for the last two years. But underneath, the lace whispered against me with every movement.

The drive to work felt endless. Every stoplight, every shift in my seat sent a fresh reminder. By the time I stepped off the elevator on the twenty-third floor, my face was already warm.

I kept my head down as I made my way to my cubicle, praying no one would notice anything different. I had barely sat down when my phone buzzed with a message from Gina.

My office. Now.

My stomach flipped. I stood, smoothing my jacket, and walked the short distance to the corner office. Gina’s door was open. She was already at her desk, looking flawless in a deep navy dress that hugged her figure perfectly. Jenny, Kim, and Eliza were there too, perched on the edge of the sofa and chairs like they had been waiting for this moment.

“Close the door, Oliver,” Gina said calmly.

I did, the soft click sounding far too loud.

She rose and circled around her desk, stopping just a few feet in front of me. Her eyes swept over me slowly. “Well? Did you follow instructions?”

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

“Show us.”

Heat flooded my face. “Here?”

Jenny smiled sweetly. “We need to make sure you’re starting the week right.”

With trembling fingers, I unbuckled my belt, lowered my zipper just enough, and pulled the waistband of my trousers down a couple of inches. The black lace came into view, delicate against my skin.

A soft chorus of delighted sounds filled the room.

“Oh, they look even better on him than I imagined,” Kim said, leaning forward.

“Such a pretty little secret,” Eliza murmured, her voice low and warm.

Gina stepped closer, her manicured finger tracing the lace edge where it met my hip. The light touch sent electricity straight through me. “Good boy,” she said softly. “They suit you.”

I quickly pulled my trousers back up, fumbling with the zipper. My hands were shaking.

Gina returned to her desk and picked up a small box. “Since you’re our personal assistant this week, we have a few rules. You’ll handle our coffee runs, filing, scheduling—anything we ask. And you’ll do it wearing what we decide is appropriate.” She opened the box and held up a pair of black kitten heels, maybe two inches tall. “These stay under your desk today. You’ll wear them whenever you’re seated. When you walk to the break room or my office, you may switch back to your oxfords. Understood?”

I stared at the heels. They were sleek, feminine, with a delicate pointed toe. “You can’t be serious.”

Jenny tilted her head. “The bet was ‘dressed appropriately.’ This is appropriate for our pretty assistant.”

Gina’s smile was patient. “Put them on, Oliver.”

I sat down on the edge of the sofa, feeling four pairs of eyes on me. I slipped off my dress shoes and slid my feet into the kitten heels. They fit perfectly. The slight arch they forced made my calves tense in a way that felt foreign and strangely intimate.

When I stood, the heels changed my posture immediately. I felt taller, more aware of my hips. The lace panties brushed against me with every tiny shift.

“Walk for us,” Eliza said gently.

I took a few awkward steps across the carpet. The heels clicked softly. The combination of the panties and the heels made every movement feel exaggerated, feminine. My face burned.

“Much better already,” Gina praised. “You’ll get used to them quickly. Now, be a dear and fetch us all lattes from the café downstairs. Use the heels under your desk when you get back.”

The rest of the morning passed in a haze of quiet humiliation and constant sensation. I kept the kitten heels on while seated, hidden by the cubicle walls. Every time I crossed my legs or shifted, the lace and the slight heel tilt reminded me exactly what I was wearing. When I had to walk to the printer or deliver files, I switched back to my oxfords, but even then the memory of the heels lingered in my gait.

Jenny stopped by my desk twice, once to “check on her favorite assistant.” She rested a hand lightly on my shoulder and leaned down to whisper, “You’re walking a little differently already. It’s cute.”

Kim sent me on three separate errands, each time greeting my return with a bright smile and a soft, “Thank you, sweetie.”

By lunch, I was half-hard inside the lace panties almost constantly. The friction was maddening.

After the office cleared for the midday lull, Gina texted me again: My office. Training session.

I slipped the kitten heels back on and walked to her door on shaky legs.

She closed it behind me and gestured to the chair in front of her desk. “Sit properly, legs together, back straight.”

I obeyed. The heels forced my knees together in a distinctly un-masculine way.

Gina circled me slowly, her voice soft and instructional. “Good. Shoulders back a little. Chin up. You’re representing us now, Oliver. We want our assistant to look poised.”

She placed a hand under my chin, tilting my face up gently. “There. Much prettier.”

My pulse thundered in my ears. Her praise felt like warm honey sliding down my spine. I hated how good it sounded.

For the next twenty minutes she had me practice walking across the office in the kitten heels—small, graceful steps, hips swaying just slightly. Every correction came with soft encouragement: “That’s it… much better… see how natural you look?”

When she finally let me sit again, my cock was straining against the delicate lace. I was breathing harder than I should have been.

Gina noticed. Of course she did. Her eyes flicked down, then back to my face with a knowing little smile. “It seems someone is enjoying his new role more than he wants to admit.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but the words died when she leaned in close, her perfume wrapping around me.

“Tomorrow we’ll add a little more,” she whispered. “Stockings. And perhaps something to keep that pretty blush on your cheeks all day.”

She straightened up, smoothing her dress. “You may go back to your desk now. And Oliver?”

I looked up at her, dazed.

“Thank you for being such a good girl today.”

The word girl hit me like a spark. I left her office on trembling legs, the kitten heels clicking softly under my desk as I sat down.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a fog of silk, subtle heels, and the constant, growing awareness that the four of them were reshaping me one delicate layer at a time.

And the worst part?

I wasn’t sure I wanted them to stop.


Chapter 3
Tuesday – Stockings and Secrets


Ibarely slept.

All night the memory of Gina’s soft voice calling me a “good girl” kept replaying in my head, tangled with the constant whisper of lace against my skin. When my alarm finally went off, I lay there for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, the black panties still hugging me from the day before. Part of me wanted to call in sick. A bigger part—the part that kept replaying their smiles and gentle praise—made me get up and shower.

I dressed in the charcoal suit again, but this time when I reached for the panties, I noticed a small note tucked inside the waistband that hadn’t been there yesterday. In Gina’s elegant handwriting it read: Today’s addition is waiting in your top desk drawer. Be a good assistant and put everything on before anyone arrives.

My stomach flipped. I drove to the office with my heart hammering louder than the radio.

The floor was still quiet when I arrived. I slipped into my cubicle, opened the top drawer, and froze.

Inside lay a delicate black garter belt and a pair of sheer thigh-high stockings, so fine they looked almost weightless. A second note rested on top: Clip them properly. We’ll check.

I glanced around nervously, then quickly unbuckled my belt and lowered my trousers. The black lace panties from yesterday were still on. I fastened the garter belt around my waist, the satin straps cool against my skin. Then came the stockings. I rolled each one up my legs with shaking hands, feeling the sheer nylon glide smoothly over my calves and thighs. The lace tops gripped gently just below the curve of my ass. When I clipped the front and back straps into place, the gentle tension created a constant, silky tug with every tiny movement.

I stood there for a moment in just the suit jacket, shirt, panties, garter belt, and stockings, staring down at my legs. The sheer black made my skin look smoother, softer. My cock twitched visibly inside the lace, already responding to the new sensations.

I pulled my trousers back up quickly, buckling my belt. From the outside nothing showed, but underneath the nylon whispered against my thighs with every step, and the garter straps tugged lightly, reminding me exactly what I was wearing.

At exactly nine o’clock my phone buzzed.

Come to the executive lounge. Bring your heels.

I slipped the kitten heels on under my desk, switched to my oxfords for the short walk, and made my way to the private lounge at the end of the hall. The four of them were already there, sipping coffee, looking fresh and powerful in their tailored dresses and blouses.

Gina smiled when I entered. “Good morning, Oliver. Lock the door.”

I did.

“Show us,” Jenny said, eyes bright with anticipation.

I hesitated only a second before unfastening my belt and lowering my trousers to mid-thigh. The sheer stockings and garter belt came into full view, the delicate straps framing the black lace panties.

A soft wave of delighted murmurs filled the room.

“Oh my god, look at those legs,” Kim breathed, leaning closer.

“They fit him so perfectly,” Eliza added, her voice warm.

Gina stepped forward and ran a single fingertip along the lace top of one stocking. The light touch through the nylon sent a shiver racing up my spine. “Very good,” she said softly. “You clipped them correctly. Such a quick learner.”

I stood there, trousers around my thighs, face burning, while four pairs of eyes admired their handiwork. The combination of exposure and gentle approval made my cock strain hard against the lace.

“Pull your trousers up for now,” Gina instructed. “But keep the heels on under your desk today. And whenever you’re in this lounge or my office, you’ll show us the full set.”

The day became a slow, delicious torment.

Every time I walked to the copier or delivered files, the stockings whispered against each other with a faint, silky rasp. The garter straps tugged gently, keeping the sensation constant. Sitting at my desk with the kitten heels on forced my posture to change again, making me more aware of my hips and the delicate lingerie beneath the conservative suit.

Jenny stopped by mid-morning with a stack of reports. She rested her hip against my desk and casually lifted the hem of my trouser leg just enough to peek at the stocking top. “Mmm, still perfect,” she whispered. “You’re already walking so prettily, Oliver. It suits you.”

Kim sent me for fresh coffee twice, each time greeting my return with a bright smile and a soft, “Thank you, sweetie. You’re such a helpful girl.”

Eliza was the boldest. During a quiet moment after lunch she pulled me into the copy room, closed the door, and made me lower my trousers again so she could adjust one of the garter clips herself. Her fingers brushed the bare skin just above the stocking tops, sending sparks through me. “There,” she murmured. “Much better. You look so neat and pretty underneath.”

By three o’clock I was aching. The constant friction of nylon and lace, combined with their casual touches and soft compliments, had me half-hard almost nonstop. Every “good girl,” every giggle, every lingering glance chipped away at my resistance.

After the main office emptied for the day, Gina’s text arrived: My office. Training session.

I walked in on slightly unsteady legs. The four of them were waiting.

“Lock the door and remove your jacket and tie,” Gina said.

I obeyed. Then, at her gentle command, I lowered my trousers completely, standing there in the full lingerie set, kitten heels, and dress shirt.

They circled me slowly, admiring.

“So smooth,” Jenny said, running her palm down the back of one stocking.

Kim traced a finger along a garter strap. “He’s blushing again. It’s adorable.”

Eliza smiled. “Our pretty assistant is coming along nicely.”

Gina stepped directly in front of me. She held up a small tube of clear lip gloss. “Open your mouth, sweetheart.”

My heart pounded as she carefully applied the gloss to my lips. It tasted faintly of cherries. Then she produced a mascara wand and, with steady hands, coated my lashes in soft black.

“ Blink for me,” she instructed.

I did. When I looked in the small mirror she held up, my eyes looked bigger, darker, undeniably prettier.

“See?” Gina whispered, standing close enough that her perfume wrapped around me. “You’re already so naturally pretty. It would be a shame to hide it.”

They spent the next twenty minutes having me practice walking in the kitten heels while wearing the full lingerie underneath—small, graceful steps, shoulders back, chin up. Every correction came wrapped in soft praise.

“Look how nicely your hips move now.”

“That sway is coming so naturally.”

“Good girl, Oliver. Such a quick study.”

By the time they let me pull my trousers back up, my face was flushed, my lips shiny with gloss, and my cock was throbbing inside the lace panties. The mascara made my eyes look soft and vulnerable in the reflection.

Gina rested a hand on my cheek. “Tomorrow we’ll go a little further with the makeup. And perhaps something to fill out that pretty chest of yours.”

She leaned in and pressed the lightest kiss to my glossed lips. “You may go home now. But leave the stockings and garter on under your clothes. We want you thinking about us all night.”

I drove home in a daze, the nylon still whispering against my thighs, the faint cherry taste on my lips, and the memory of their delighted giggles echoing in my ears.

Resistance was starting to feel not just pointless, but strangely childish.

And the worst part was how intoxicating their soft praise felt.

How much I already craved the next layer.


Chapter 4
Wednesday – Blush and Blush


By Wednesday morning the stockings and garter belt felt almost normal. Almost.

I had slept in them the night before, just like Gina instructed. The sheer nylon had grown warm against my skin, and every time I turned in bed the delicate straps tugged gently, keeping the memory of their eyes and soft voices alive. When I dressed for work, I added the black lace panties and kitten heels to the drawer at the office, but the stockings stayed on beneath my suit trousers like a secret I could no longer ignore.

The drive in was quiet. My mind kept drifting to the way Eliza’s fingers had brushed my thighs, to Kim’s bright “thank you, sweetie,” and especially to Gina’s light kiss on my glossed lips. The faint cherry taste had lingered until I brushed my teeth.

I arrived early again. The top drawer of my desk now held a growing collection: the heels, a small makeup bag that had appeared overnight, and a new note in Gina’s elegant script.

Today’s training begins after hours. Wear the gloss today. We’ll know if you don’t.

I uncapped the tube with trembling fingers and applied the clear cherry gloss in the reflection of my monitor. It made my lips look subtly fuller, shinier. I pressed them together, tasting the sweetness, and felt a fresh wave of heat crawl up my neck.

The day unfolded like the previous ones, only more intense.

Coffee runs, filing, scheduling meetings—every task now came with an extra layer of awareness. The stockings whispered constantly. The kitten heels under my desk forced my posture into that poised, feminine tilt. And now the gloss on my lips made me hyper-aware of every word I spoke. I caught myself licking them nervously more than once.

Jenny was the first to notice. She stopped by my cubicle around ten, leaning in close enough that her perfume mixed with mine. “Your lips look so pretty today,” she whispered, her finger brushing the corner of my mouth. “Keep it fresh for us.”

Kim sent me on three errands before lunch, each time greeting my return with a soft giggle and a casual, “You’re blushing again, sweetie. It’s adorable on you.”

Eliza cornered me in the supply closet after lunch. She made me lower my trousers just enough to check the garter straps, then smiled approvingly. “Still perfect. You’re taking such good care of our pretty assistant uniform.”

By mid-afternoon I was aching again, the constant combination of silk, nylon, gloss, and their gentle teasing leaving me in a haze of humiliated arousal.

Then came the after-hours training.

At six-thirty, when most of the floor was empty, Gina’s text arrived: My office. Bring the makeup bag from your drawer.

I slipped the kitten heels on for the walk down the hall. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

The four of them were waiting. The blinds were drawn. Soft lighting made the large office feel intimate, almost private.

“Lock the door and remove your jacket, tie, and trousers,” Gina said calmly.

I obeyed without argument now. Standing there in my dress shirt, black lace panties, garter belt, stockings, and kitten heels felt strangely natural.

Gina opened the makeup bag and laid everything out on her desk: foundation, blush, eyeshadow palette, mascara, the cherry gloss, and a soft pink lipstick.

“Today we’re teaching you how to look polished,” she explained. “Our assistant should always be presentable.”

They took turns guiding me.

Jenny started with foundation, dabbing it gently across my face with a sponge. “Blend it nicely… yes, just like that. You have such smooth skin.”

Kim handled the eyes. She showed me how to apply a soft neutral eyeshadow, then added a touch of shimmer on the inner corners. “Your eyes are going to look stunning,” she murmured. “Look up for me, pretty girl.”

Eliza did the blush. She swept the soft pink powder across my cheekbones with a big fluffy brush. “Smile a little… perfect. See how it brings out that natural flush? You’re already blushing so sweetly for us.”

Gina finished with the lips. She had me blot the cherry gloss first, then carefully applied a creamy pink lipstick over it. The color was soft but unmistakably feminine. When I looked in the hand mirror she held up, my reflection stole my breath.

My face looked softer, prettier. The blush made my cheeks glow. The eyeshadow and mascara made my eyes look larger and more expressive. The pink lips completed the picture. I no longer looked like Oliver the analyst. I looked like someone who belonged to them.

They didn’t stop there.

Gina produced a simple white blouse with a subtle ruffle at the collar and a discreet padded bra. “Arms up.”

I raised my arms. They slipped the bra on me, adjusting the pads until I had a modest but noticeable bust. Then the blouse, buttoned carefully over it. The fabric felt cool and silky against my skin. When they added my suit jacket back on top, the blouse and bra remained hidden, but I could feel the gentle weight on my chest with every breath.

“Walk for us,” Eliza instructed.

I moved across the carpet in the kitten heels, the stockings whispering, the padded bra shifting subtly, the lipstick making me constantly aware of my mouth. My hips swayed more naturally now. The women watched with obvious pleasure.

“So graceful already,” Jenny praised.

“Look at that pretty sway,” Kim added with a giggle.

Gina’s voice was the softest and most dangerous. “You’re becoming such a lovely girl, Oliver. It would be a shame to fight it.”

They made me practice serving them. I fetched fresh coffee from the machine in the corner, kneeling gracefully to set the cups on the low table in front of the sofa where they sat. Each time I rose, they offered soft corrections and even softer praise.

“Back straight, chin up.”

“Good girl.”

“Such a natural servant.”

By the time the session ended, my face was fully made up, my chest gently padded, my lips shiny pink, and my cock was throbbing painfully inside the lace panties. The combination of humiliation and their relentless, affectionate approval had me dizzy.

Gina walked me to the door, her hand resting lightly on the small of my back. “Leave the makeup on until you get home. And sleep in the stockings and garter again tonight. Tomorrow we move to full outfits after hours.”

She leaned in and kissed my painted cheek. “Sweet dreams, pretty girl.”

I drove home with the taste of cherry and pink lipstick on my lips, the padded bra pressing softly against my chest, and the constant whisper of nylon against my thighs.

In the mirror at my apartment, I stared at the feminine face looking back at me. The blush. The soft eyes. The pretty pink mouth.

Resistance felt more and more childish.

Their giggles, their gentle touches, their constant soft praise were wrapping around me like silk ropes.

And I was starting to crave being their pretty subordinate.


Chapter 5
Thursday – The First Dress


Thursday morning I woke up already aching with anticipation and dread.

The makeup from the night before had mostly faded, but my lips still carried a faint pink stain and my cheeks felt strangely tender from the blush. I had slept in the stockings and garter belt again, the sheer nylon now feeling like a second skin. When I stood in front of the bathroom mirror, the padded bra from yesterday’s training still hugged my chest beneath my t-shirt. I left it on under my dress shirt and suit jacket. The gentle weight and the way it shaped me made every breath a reminder.

The office day passed in the same pattern of subtle torment and soft praise. I ran errands, fetched coffee, filed reports—all while the stockings whispered, the kitten heels tilted my posture, and the padded bra shifted subtly beneath my suit. Jenny, Kim, and Eliza found more excuses than ever to stop by my desk, each visit accompanied by a light touch, a whispered compliment, or a quiet giggle about how “neat and pretty” their assistant was becoming.

But the real event waited after hours.

At six-fifteen Gina texted: Penthouse tonight. Training escalates. Bring nothing but yourself and the lingerie you’re already wearing. Car will pick you up at the lobby at 6:45.

My stomach dropped. Her penthouse. Not the office. This was no longer contained within the safe walls of the building.

The black town car was waiting exactly on time. The driver didn’t speak, simply opened the door for me with professional silence. The ride up to the sleek high-rise felt endless. When we arrived, the doorman nodded politely as if I belonged there.

Gina’s penthouse was everything I expected—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city, modern furniture in soft creams and charcoals, and a faint scent of her signature perfume in the air.

The four of them were already waiting in the open living room, dressed casually elegant in silk blouses and tailored trousers. Soft music played in the background. A bottle of chilled white wine sat open on the low table.

“Welcome, Oliver,” Gina said, her voice warm and commanding. “Or should we start calling you something prettier tonight?”

I swallowed hard. “This… this is different.”

Jenny smiled brightly. “Of course it is. Office hours are over. Now it’s time for real training.”

They didn’t waste time.

Gina led me to a large bedroom that had clearly been prepared. A full-length mirror stood in one corner. Laid out on the king-sized bed was the first complete outfit: a fitted black pencil skirt, a soft ivory silk blouse with delicate buttons, and a pair of modest three-inch black pumps.

“Strip down to your lingerie,” Eliza instructed gently.

I removed my suit jacket, shirt, and trousers with shaking hands until I stood there in the black lace panties, garter belt, sheer stockings, kitten heels, and padded bra.

They circled me slowly, admiring.

“Such a good foundation,” Kim murmured.

Gina picked up the pencil skirt first. “Step in.”

The fabric slid up my legs with a soft hiss. It was tight, hugging my hips and thighs, forcing my posture even more upright. The hem fell just above the knee. When I zipped it, the skirt shaped my ass and accentuated the curve the stockings created.

Next came the silk blouse. They buttoned it carefully over the padded bra, the cool fabric whispering against my skin. The collar framed my neck delicately, and the subtle darts gave the illusion of a more feminine chest.

Finally, the pumps. They were sleek, pointed, with a modest heel that still felt dramatically higher than the kitten heels. When I stepped into them, my balance shifted forward. My calves tightened, my hips tilted, and the pencil skirt restricted my stride into small, graceful steps.

They sat me down at the vanity and redid my makeup properly—full foundation, soft pink blush, neutral eyeshadow with a touch of shimmer, mascara, and a fresh coat of the cherry-pink lipstick.

Then Jenny and Kim worked on my hair, brushing it back and adding a simple clip to give it a softer, more feminine shape.

When they finally stepped back, Gina turned me toward the full-length mirror.

The person staring back wasn’t Oliver anymore.

The pencil skirt hugged my hips. The silk blouse shimmered under the lights. The modest heels made my legs look longer, smoother. The makeup softened my features into something undeniably pretty. Even without a wig yet, the overall effect was breathtaking.

I stood there, speechless, heart hammering.

“Walk for us, sweetheart,” Gina said softly.

I took a few steps across the bedroom. The pencil skirt forced a tight, swaying gait. The heels clicked elegantly on the hardwood. Every movement felt restricted, feminine, and strangely… right.

“Look at that natural sway,” Eliza praised.

“So graceful already,” Kim added with a delighted giggle.

Jenny clapped her hands lightly. “Our pretty assistant is coming to life.”

Gina stepped behind me, resting her hands lightly on my waist. In the mirror I watched her reflection smile. “How does it feel?”

I opened my mouth, but the words caught. The silk against my skin, the hug of the skirt, the click of the heels, the weight of the padded bra, the taste of lipstick on my tongue—it all combined into something intoxicating. Shame and arousal twisted together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

“It… it feels…” My voice came out softer than I intended.

“Say it,” Gina whispered against my ear.

“It feels good,” I admitted, cheeks burning under the blush.

Their soft laughter filled the room, not mocking, but warm and approving.

They spent the next hour training me in earnest. I practiced serving them wine, moving gracefully in the tight skirt and heels. I knelt to adjust their shoes, refilled glasses, and stood with perfect posture while they corrected my walk, my gestures, my voice.

Every “Yes, Miss” they coaxed from me pulled me deeper.

Every “Good girl” made my cock throb inside the lace panties.

By the time the session wound down, I was fully dressed as their elegant assistant, face perfectly made up, moving with increasing naturalness in the feminine outfit.

Gina finally held up the last piece: a sleek, shoulder-length auburn wig with subtle waves.

She fitted it onto my head herself, adjusting it carefully until it framed my face perfectly. The transformation was complete.

When I looked in the mirror again, Olivia stared back at me.

Soft, pretty, submissive.

The women gathered around, touching my wig, smoothing my blouse, admiring their creation.

“She’s beautiful,” Jenny whispered.

“Our perfect Olivia,” Kim agreed.

Eliza smiled warmly. “She’s going to be such a good girl for us.”

Gina turned me to face her, lifting my chin with two fingers. Her eyes were dark with satisfaction.

“Tomorrow you’ll come to the office as Olivia. Under your suit for the commute, of course. But once the building clears, you’ll spend the afternoon fully dressed for us.”

She leaned in and kissed my painted lips softly.

“Sleep in the wig tonight if you can. Get used to her.”

I left the penthouse in my male clothes over the lingerie, the wig carefully boxed, my face wiped clean but my mind spinning.

As the town car carried me home, I kept touching my lips, remembering the silk blouse, the tight pencil skirt, the click of heels, and the way their soft praise had made resistance feel not just pointless, but childish.

For the first time, I didn’t want the week to end.

I wanted to see how much further they would take me.

And how much further I would gladly go.


Chapter 6
Office Olivia


Friday morning felt different. Heavier. More final.

I stood in my apartment bathroom staring at the sleek auburn wig on its stand. The memory of how it had looked on me last night at Gina’s penthouse still burned behind my eyes. I had slept with it on for a few restless hours, the soft strands brushing my shoulders and neck every time I turned. Now, in the harsh morning light, it looked both beautiful and dangerous.

I dressed carefully for the commute. Full lingerie set—black lace panties, garter belt, sheer stockings, padded bra. Over that went my usual charcoal suit, white shirt, and tie. The wig I tucked into a discreet canvas bag along with the modest black pumps and a small makeup kit. From the outside I still looked like Oliver. Inside, I was already half Olivia.

The drive to the office was quiet. My heart hammered the entire way. When I reached my cubicle, the usual morning hush felt charged. I slipped the kitten heels on under my desk and went about the first few tasks in my male clothes, but the secret layers underneath made every movement feel loaded.

The team kept their distance during regular office hours, but their texts were constant and teasing.

Jenny: Can’t wait to see our pretty girl this afternoon.

Kim: Remember to keep your lips soft for us.

Eliza: Walk with that pretty sway even under the suit.

Gina: My office at 5:30 sharp. The real workday begins then.

By five o’clock most of the floor had emptied. My pulse quickened as I gathered the bag and walked to Gina’s corner office.

The door was already closed. I knocked softly.

“Come in, Oliver.”

I stepped inside and locked the door behind me as instructed. All four of them were there, waiting with calm, expectant smiles.

Gina rose from her desk. “Time to become Olivia for the rest of the day. Strip.”

I removed my suit jacket, tie, shirt, and trousers until I stood before them in nothing but the black lingerie, stockings, padded bra, and kitten heels.

They worked efficiently and affectionately.

First came the full makeup—foundation, soft pink blush that made my cheeks glow, shimmery eyeshadow, thick mascara, and the cherry-pink lipstick that now felt almost comforting on my lips. Jenny and Kim styled the auburn wig onto my head, brushing it until it fell in soft waves around my shoulders. The weight and the way it framed my face completed the shift.

Then the outfit: the fitted black pencil skirt from last night slid up my legs and hugged my hips tightly. The ivory silk blouse was buttoned over the padded bra, its delicate fabric cool and sensual. Finally, the modest three-inch black pumps replaced the kitten heels. When I stood, the skirt restricted me to small, graceful steps, and the higher heels forced an even more feminine posture.

They stepped back to admire their work.

“Oh, she’s perfect,” Jenny breathed.

“Look at those legs in the skirt,” Kim giggled softly.

Eliza smiled warmly. “Olivia suits you so well.”

Gina’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Our pretty office assistant has arrived.”

For the next two hours I existed completely as Olivia.

I fetched champagne from the small fridge in Gina’s office and served it on a silver tray, kneeling gracefully at their feet to offer each glass. The pencil skirt made every movement deliberate and elegant. The heels clicked softly on the hardwood as I moved between them.

They had me file reports while standing at the tall cabinet, hips tilted, one hand lightly resting on my thigh the way they had taught me. Every time I bent or turned, soft praise followed.

“Such a lovely sway, Olivia.”

“Your posture is coming along beautifully.”

“Good girl. You’re making us so proud.”

Jenny had me sit on the edge of the sofa with my knees together and ankles crossed, practicing proper assistant posture while she stroked my wig and told me how soft it felt. Kim made me practice answering the phone in a softer, higher voice: “Good afternoon, this is Gina’s office. How may I assist you?”

Eliza had the boldest request. She pulled me onto her lap for a moment, her hand resting lightly on my stockinged thigh just under the hem of the skirt. “You’re trembling,” she whispered. “Is our pretty girl excited?”

I could only nod, face flushed beneath the makeup.

Gina watched everything with quiet possession. She occasionally corrected a gesture or adjusted my wig, each touch sending sparks through me. When I served her personally, she lifted my chin with two fingers and studied my painted face.

“You’re not pretending anymore, are you?” she asked softly.

“No, Miss,” I answered, voice barely above a whisper. The honorific slipped out naturally now.

The constant praise, the gentle giggles, the casual touches on my wig, my waist, my stockinged thighs—they wrapped around me like warm silk. The tight pencil skirt, the click of heels, the weight of the padded bra, the soft auburn hair brushing my shoulders… it all felt intoxicating. Every “Good girl, Olivia” made my cock throb helplessly inside the lace panties.

By eight o’clock I was on my knees in the center of the office, serving them the last of the champagne while they lounged on the sofa and chairs, chatting about their weekend plans as if I had always been their elegant, obedient assistant.

Gina finally stood. “That’s enough for today, Olivia. You may change back for the drive home. But leave the lingerie, stockings, and bra on. And keep the wig in the bag for tomorrow.”

As I carefully removed the skirt, blouse, and pumps, folding them neatly, the four of them watched with satisfied smiles.

“You did beautifully today,” Gina said, stepping close. She brushed a strand of wig hair from my face even though I was removing it. “Tomorrow is the weekend. We expect you at my penthouse at ten a.m. sharp. Bring nothing but yourself. We have a special uniform prepared for our maid.”

She leaned in and kissed my painted lips, slow and possessive.

“Rest well, pretty girl. You’re almost there.”

I left the office dressed once again as Oliver on the outside, but trembling with need and something far deeper on the inside. The drive home was a blur of silk, lace, and the memory of their delighted giggles and constant soft praise.

For the first time all week, I didn’t dread what came next.

I craved it.

By the time I reached my apartment, I had already decided: whatever they had planned for the weekend, I would embrace it.

I wanted to be their pretty subordinate completely.


Chapter 7
The Weekend Maid


Iarrived at Gina’s penthouse at exactly ten o’clock on Saturday morning, heart racing and hands slightly damp.

The doorman greeted me with a polite nod, as if I were already a regular. When the elevator doors opened directly into the penthouse, the four of them were waiting in the bright, sunlit living room. Gina, Jenny, Kim, and Eliza looked relaxed and elegant in casual weekend attire—silk robes, soft blouses, and leggings. A garment bag hung prominently on a rolling rack near the large windows.

“Olivia,” Gina said warmly, using the name like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Right on time. Good girl.”

The simple praise sent a familiar flutter through my stomach.

They didn’t waste words. Gina gestured to the garment bag. “Strip completely. Everything off.”

I removed my male clothes until I stood naked in the center of the room, cheeks burning under their calm, appreciative gazes. Then they dressed me.

First came the lingerie—fresh, delicate black lace panties, a matching garter belt, and sheer black stockings with delicate seams up the back. They helped me roll the stockings up my legs and clip them securely. A heavily padded bra followed, giving me a fuller, rounder bust than before. Over that, they laced me into a classic French maid uniform: a short, frilly black dress with a low neckline that showcased the padded cleavage, a crisp white apron tied in a large bow at the back, and layers of petticoats that made the skirt flare out dramatically. The hem barely reached mid-thigh.

White lace cuffs and a matching choker completed the look, along with black patent leather Mary Jane heels with a three-inch heel and delicate ankle straps. Finally, Jenny carefully fitted the sleek auburn wig onto my head, brushing it until it fell in soft waves. Full makeup followed—dramatic lashes, rosy blush, and a glossy red lipstick that made my mouth look soft and inviting.

When they turned me toward the full-length mirror, Olivia the maid stared back at me.

The short dress flared with every tiny movement, the petticoats rustling softly. The white apron contrasted sharply with the black fabric. My legs looked long and smooth in the stockings and heels. The padded bust rose and fell with each nervous breath. The wig framed a perfectly made-up, feminine face.

I looked ridiculous.

I looked breathtaking.

“Perfect,” Gina murmured, resting her hands on my waist from behind. “Our pretty little maid.”

They spent the rest of Saturday turning me into their devoted servant.

I cleaned the penthouse from top to bottom—dusting high shelves while standing on tiptoes in the heels, vacuuming while the short skirt swished around my thighs, scrubbing the marble counters on my knees. Every task came with gentle instructions and endless soft praise.

“Smaller steps, Olivia. Maids glide, they don’t stomp.”

“Arch your back a little when you bend over—yes, just like that. So pretty.”

“Good girl. Look how nicely you’re serving us already.”

When I served them lunch—tiny sandwiches and fresh fruit arranged beautifully on a silver tray—I knelt beside the coffee table to present each plate. Kim fed me a strawberry from her fingers while the others watched with delighted smiles. Jenny occasionally tugged the bow of my apron or adjusted my wig. Eliza made me massage her feet after she slipped off her slippers, my gloved hands working carefully while she sighed contentedly.

By evening I was exhausted but floating. The constant rustle of petticoats, the click of Mary Janes on marble, the gentle tug of the garter straps, and the never-ending stream of “Good girl,” “Pretty maid,” and soft giggles had melted whatever resistance I had left. Serving them felt natural. Pleasing them felt intoxicating.

That night they let me sleep in the guest room—still fully dressed as Olivia, wig and all. I fell asleep with the taste of red lipstick on my tongue and the image of their satisfied smiles behind my eyelids.

Sunday was even more immersive.

I woke early and prepared breakfast in the maid uniform, moving gracefully through the kitchen despite the restrictive heels and short skirt. I served them in bed—fresh coffee, croissants, and fruit—curtsying awkwardly at first, then with growing confidence as they corrected and praised me.

The day passed in a haze of domestic service and affectionate teasing. I polished silver, folded laundry, gave pedicures, and knelt to refill wine glasses while they lounged by the large windows overlooking the city. At one point Gina pulled me into her lap on the sofa, stroking my wig and whispering, “You’re such a natural at this, Olivia. Doesn’t it feel right?”

I nodded before I could stop myself. “Yes, Miss.”

Their laughter was warm, not cruel. Jenny kissed my cheek. Kim played with the frills of my dress. Eliza told me I looked “utterly adorable” when I blushed.

By late afternoon the truth had settled deep in my bones: I didn’t want to go back to being Oliver. The lonely apartment, the colorless routine, the endless cycle of work and solitude—it all felt hollow now. Here, dressed as their pretty maid, surrounded by soft praise and gentle dominance, I felt seen. Desired. Alive.

They sensed it. Their touches grew more lingering. Their smiles more knowing.

That evening, as the sun dipped below the skyline, I knelt in the center of the living room in my frilly maid dress, serving them a final round of drinks. Gina sat forward, her elegant fingers tilting my chin up so I met her eyes.

“Tomorrow the week officially ends,” she said softly. “But we have one more night. Think carefully about what you want, Olivia.”

I swallowed, lips glossy red, petticoats rustling around my thighs. “I… I don’t want it to end.”

Jenny, Kim, and Eliza exchanged soft, triumphant glances.

Gina’s smile deepened, slow and possessive. “We’ll see how you feel after tonight.”

She leaned down and pressed a lingering kiss to my painted lips.

“Stay in uniform until we say otherwise. Our pretty maid still has work to do.”

I spent the rest of the night serving them with even more devotion—massaging shoulders, refilling glasses, kneeling at their feet while they chatted and occasionally stroked my wig or tugged playfully at my apron strings. Every “Good girl” sank deeper into my soul.

By the time they sent me to bed, still dressed as Olivia, I knew the truth with perfect clarity.

I didn’t want to be sad, lonely Oliver anymore.

I wanted to stay their pretty subordinate forever.


Chapter 8
The Irreversible Choice


Sunday night wrapped around Gina’s penthouse like velvet.

I stood in the center of the living room still dressed as Olivia the maid—frilly black dress, white apron tied in a perfect bow, petticoats rustling with every tiny shift of my weight, sheer stockings whispering against my thighs, and the glossy red lipstick still fresh on my lips. The sleek auburn wig brushed my shoulders softly. My feet ached sweetly in the Mary Jane heels after two full days of service, but I didn’t mind. The ache felt earned. Right.

The four of them sat on the wide sectional sofa, wine glasses in hand, watching me with that familiar mix of affection and quiet possession. Gina’s eyes held mine the longest. She looked relaxed yet commanding in a simple silk robe, her dark hair loose for once.

The week was technically over.

I had expected relief. Instead, a hollow dread had been growing in my chest all evening.

Gina set her glass down and crooked a finger. “Come here, Olivia.”

I glided forward on the heels, the short skirt swaying, and stopped directly in front of her. Without being told, I lowered myself gracefully to my knees on the thick rug, knees together, back straight, hands resting lightly on my aproned thighs—the posture they had drilled into me over the weekend.

She reached out and stroked my wig with slow, possessive fingers. “You’ve been such a good girl these past seven days. Better than any of us expected.”

Jenny leaned forward, smiling. “So graceful. So eager to please.”

Kim’s voice was soft and sweet. “Our pretty maid has the cutest blush when she serves us.”

Eliza simply nodded, her eyes warm. “She belongs like this.”

Gina’s touch moved to my chin, tilting my face up so I had to meet her gaze. “The bet is fulfilled. You’re free to go back to your old life tonight if you want. Back to being Oliver. Back to your quiet little apartment, your boring suits, your lonely evenings.”

She let the words hang for a moment, watching my reaction.

“Or…” Her thumb brushed across my glossy lower lip. “You can stay. As Olivia. My personal assistant—full time. A generous salary. Your own wardrobe, chosen by us. A new apartment closer to the office if you wish. And every day you’ll dress exactly as we want. Serve exactly as we want. Live as our pretty, obedient girl.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. The room felt suddenly warmer.

“You don’t have to decide right now,” she continued gently, “but we need your answer before you leave tonight. Think carefully. Once you choose, there’s no going back.”

I knelt there in the frilly maid dress, petticoats pooled around my knees, the weight of the padded bra on my chest, the taste of red lipstick on my tongue, and the memory of every soft “Good girl,” every delighted giggle, every lingering touch flooding through me.

Oliver’s life flashed through my mind—empty evenings, quiet meals alone, the gray routine of suits and spreadsheets and pretending I was fine. Then I thought of the past week: the constant silk and lace against my skin, the sway of my hips in heels, the way their praise made me feel warm and wanted and alive. The way serving them felt like coming home.

I didn’t need time to think.

“I want to stay,” I whispered, voice soft and trembling but certain. “As Olivia. Please.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across Gina’s face. Jenny let out a delighted little laugh. Kim clapped her hands once. Eliza’s eyes sparkled with satisfaction.

Gina’s fingers tightened gently on my chin. “Say it again. Clearly.”

“I choose to stay as Olivia,” I said, louder this time. “Your personal assistant. I don’t want to be Oliver anymore.”

“Good girl,” Gina purred, the words wrapping around me like warm silk. She stood, pulling me up with her. “Then let’s make it official.”

She guided me across the room to her large, polished oak desk near the windows. The city lights glittered far below. With firm but gentle hands she turned me around and bent me forward over the cool surface. My cheek pressed against the wood. The short maid dress rode up in the back as I arched instinctively, exposing the lace panties and the tops of my stockings.

I heard the soft rustle of fabric behind me. Then the distinct sound of a harness being adjusted.

Gina’s voice was low and possessive near my ear. “You’ve earned this, pretty girl.”

The thick head of the strap-on dildo pressed against the lace covering my entrance. She didn’t rush. She teased me first, rubbing the smooth silicone up and down, letting me feel its weight and heat through the delicate fabric. My cock strained hard inside the panties, leaking steadily.

Then she pulled the lace aside and pushed forward.

I gasped as the dildo slid deep inside me in one slow, steady thrust. The stretch was intense, overwhelming, perfect. Gina gripped my hips through the frilly dress and began to fuck me with long, deliberate strokes—claiming me completely.

Behind us, the others watched with soft, encouraging murmurs.

“So beautiful like this.”

“Look how well she takes it.”

“Our pretty Olivia is finally home.”

Gina’s pace quickened. One hand slid under me, pressing against the front of my soaked panties, rubbing my trapped cock in time with her thrusts. The combination—being filled so deeply while my aching erection was stroked through delicate lace—was too much.

I moaned loudly, the sound feminine and desperate even to my own ears. The petticoats rustled wildly. My heels scraped against the floor as I pushed back to meet her.

“Come for me, Olivia,” Gina commanded, voice husky. “Come in your pretty panties like the good girl you are.”

The orgasm crashed over me without warning. I cried out, hips jerking, spilling hard into the lace as waves of pleasure rolled through my body. My walls clenched rhythmically around the thick dildo while Gina kept thrusting through it, drawing out every last tremor until I was shaking and whimpering against the desk.

When it finally subsided, I lay there panting, spent, glowing. Gina slowly withdrew, then turned me around and pulled me into her arms. She kissed me deeply, tasting the red lipstick and the remnants of my surrender.

“You made the right choice,” she whispered against my lips.

Jenny, Kim, and Eliza gathered close, stroking my wig, smoothing my dress, murmuring soft praises.

“Welcome to your new life, Olivia.”

“Our perfect assistant.”

“Our pretty girl.”

I looked at the four of them through mascara-tinted lashes, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing, the maid uniform slightly disheveled but still perfectly feminine.

For the first time in years, I wasn’t lonely.

I was exactly where I belonged.

And as Gina’s hand slid possessively down to cup my lace-covered ass, I knew with absolute certainty:

I would never be Oliver again.
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