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⚠️ Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Important Notice:
The Making of My Maid: The Assistant – A Femdom Feminization Tale is an erotic psychological narrative that explores themes of submission, gender identity transformation, and aesthetic domination within a corporate and intimate setting. This story unfolds in a world where control, elegance, and sensual reeducation blur the lines between desire and obedience.

This book contains material intended for adult audiences only, including but not limited to:

	Erotic content: Explicit depictions of sexual tension, dominance and submission, and psychological seduction. 
	Forced feminization and identity reshaping: The main character undergoes mental and physical transformation, often under the directive and authority of a dominant female figure. 
	Themes of servitude and discipline: Includes training in posture, attire, behavior, and erotic obedience. 
	Power imbalance: The narrative emphasizes control dynamics in professional and personal contexts. 


Reader discretion is strongly advised.
If you're drawn to high-heeled fantasies of soft silk, whispered commands, psychological surrender, and the exquisite thrill of becoming someone new… then welcome to Blaire’s world.
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Prologue

There are women who lead with kindness, and others with cruelty.
Ms. Vivian Holloway leads with precision.

In the gleaming corridors of a marketing empire, where power wears heels and secrets hide behind spreadsheets, one assistant arrives hoping to blend into the gray. Elliot Harper is quiet, obedient, and perfectly forgettable.

But Ms. Holloway sees more. She sees through the ironed shirts, past the polite smiles, and into the soft, trembling truth beneath. A truth that smells faintly of perfume, stares longingly at high heels, and answers to a name not yet spoken aloud.

She doesn’t confront. She curates.
She doesn’t ask. She instructs.

And Elliot?
He doesn't resist.

This is the story of a transformation — meticulously designed, exquisitely executed.
A boy at a desk.
A woman with a vision.
And the slow, inevitable birth… of Blaire.


Chapter One – The Crack in the Mask

I saw you for the first time on a Tuesday.
A Tuesday of high heels and unsweetened coffee. My heels, of course. Your coffees.
Elliot Harper, the new assistant in the creative department. Shirts ironed with a care bordering on obsessive, dark brown hair combed with millimetric precision. There was a bottled fragility in you, contained beneath layers of borrowed masculinity. No one else seemed to notice, of course, but I—I have a trained eye for reading between stitches and repressed sighs.
And you were hiding something deeper, a latent femininity moaning beneath the starched fabric.

The first thing was your gaze. Not how you looked at me directly, no; you barely dared to. It was the way your eyes slid, slow, calculating, down to my calves, to the edge of my pencil skirt. How your pupils dilated ever so slightly, how your breath caught when I crossed my legs in the meeting chair. That faint dryness in your throat that gave you away. I smiled, of course. Men get aroused. The weak... kneel. And you, Elliot, were not a man.

The second detail was even more revealing.
It was raining—this damned city always rains when you need it least. That day the elevators were out of service, and you arrived at my office panting, soaked, with your white shirt clinging to your skin. And underneath, oh, my little secret: dark, delicate lace, barely visible beneath the fabric. A women’s undershirt.

My smile was a scalpel. Your cheeks lit up as if I’d slapped you with a bubblegum-pink dildo.
"Do you get wet easily, Harper?" I asked, without looking up from the contract.
You choked. Adorable.

That night, I reviewed your personal file. No obvious surprises. But in your social media I found a secondary account, no followers, no name. Just blurry photos: heels, badly applied makeup, a cheap wig. And a boy, fragile and invisible, wrapped in discount lingerie under office clothes.
Oh, Blaire...
That’s when you were born to me.

I didn’t say anything the next day. Nor the next week. I watched you, let you tremble under my gaze, sweat while bringing me coffee, wondering if I knew. Of course I knew. I was just waiting for the right moment.
And the moment came.
Friday. 8:34 p.m.
The office was empty.

I saw you walk into my office thinking I had already left. From behind the slightly open door, my eyes followed you. I watched as you stopped in front of the coat rack. How your trembling fingers touched my black satin blazer. How you lifted it, smelled it—and then, oh my cowardly butterfly—how you draped it over your shoulders, as if it were yours.
That’s when I knew. Elliot no longer existed. All that remained was for me… to tell you.

The following Monday was different. You showed up early, wearing a shirt more fitted than usual, your hair styled with extra care. And you weren’t the only one I noticed. Martina López, the marketing assistant, appeared in her pleated floral skirt and that sweet perfume that made everyone turn their heads. I saw how your eyes followed her, how they lit up when she passed your desk. But, poor Elliot, Martina would never notice someone so... bland.

Meanwhile, Cole Brennan, the accounts director, stormed in like a lion. Deep voice, broad shoulders, crooked smile. His presence filled the room. I saw how your posture shrank slightly when he spoke, how your voice became a timid whisper. Ah, my poor doll: you didn’t even know what you were.

That afternoon, as we reviewed the campaign progress, I approached you. I leaned in slightly over your shoulder, letting my perfume envelop you.
“Are you enjoying your new position, Harper?” I murmured with a hint of sweet poison.
“Y-yes, Ms. Holloway…” you stammered, swallowing hard.
My gaze drifted to Martina, laughing with another colleague, and then to Cole, speaking on the phone.
“I’m glad…” I whispered, barely audible, my breath brushing your ear. “Because we’re just getting started.”

That night, as I took off my heels in front of the mirror in my penthouse, I called Nina.
“I have a new project,” I said, letting the ice clink in my glass.
“A project? Work?”
“Not exactly,” I murmured, with a dangerous smile. “It’s… a personal project. Something fun. A human puzzle.”
Nina laughed on the other end of the line.
“I don’t know whether I should be worried or applauding you.”
“Both, darling. Both.”

As I ended the call, I looked at my reflection. Impeccable makeup, hair neatly done, fierce gaze. But behind it, the emptiness. The loneliness of someone with too much power and no real company.
“But that’s going to change, isn’t it, Blaire?” I whispered to the air, savoring each word like a stolen kiss.


Chapter Two – New Project

The rain pounded against the windows with the insistence of a scorned lover. The city, gray and damp, seemed to crawl beneath my heels as I walked toward the private boardroom in the penthouse. Nina was already waiting, with a glass of white wine in hand and that black dress that clung to her body like a second skin.
“Well, darling?” she asked, crossing her legs, revealing a hint of lace beneath the hem.
I poured myself a glass, letting the amber liquid glide like a secret between the crystal.
“I have a new project,” I said, my voice low, almost hoarse with anticipation.
Nina arched an eyebrow. “Business?”
I shook my head, savoring the wine with a smile that was a sharpened blade.
“No. Something... personal. A transformation.” I leaned over the table, letting my perfume fill the space. “I’ve found a diamond in the rough, a butterfly trapped in a cocoon far too masculine.”
“Good God, Vivian, you sound like you’re about to sculpt someone from scratch.”
“I am.” I let the glass rest on the cold marble, my long nails clicking softly against the rim. “I’m going to mold him, transform him into what he’s meant to be.”
“A man?” she asked, amused.
“Oh, no, darling.” I smiled with a malicious glint. “A doll. My doll.”

Nina burst out laughing, the sound echoing off the walls, though her eyes held a flicker of concern.
“You were always… intense. But this… isn’t it a bit much?”
I sat across from her, crossing my legs with a motion that revealed the edge of my stockings.
“Too much? Maybe. But don’t you think we all need a little madness to keep from falling apart?”
Nina sighed, twirling her glass. “I just hope you don’t get hurt in the process, Vivian.”
“I won’t,” I assured her, with a smile that allowed no doubt.

The following Monday, the office was saturated with the aroma of coffee and the sound of typing. Elliot—my little Harper—you were there, in a pristine white shirt and perfectly knotted tie. But your eyes... oh, those eyes revealed cracks I could fill.
I saw you watching Martina, her sweet smile as she arranged papers at her desk. The way her hips moved effortlessly, how her floral perfume mingled with the stale office air. Your fascination was palpable, a desperate yearning for something that would never be yours.

Then, Cole stormed into the room. Tall, broad-shouldered, beard perfectly trimmed, and that alpha-male arrogance that filled every corner.
“Harper,” he growled, giving you a firm slap on the back. “You done with that report, or do I need to teach you how to do it like a man?”
Elliot, you shrank, blushing as you stammered out an excuse. From my office, I watched every gesture, every tremor in your hands.

That afternoon, I called you into my office. You entered nervously, cheeks slightly flushed. I closed the door with a decisive click.
“Harper,” I said, walking slowly toward my desk, “I’m considering a reassignment.”
“R-reassignment, Ms. Holloway?” you stammered, hands clenched at your sides.
“Yes. I need a personal assistant. Someone discreet, efficient… and obedient.”

Your lips parted, eyes filled with a mix of confusion and longing.
“I think you’d be perfect for the role,” I continued, brushing the edge of my desk with my fingertips. “But it will require more time, more commitment. After office hours. Perhaps... in more intimate settings.”
“Y-yes, ma’am… of course.”

Oh, how you trembled. How your chest rose and fell, the knot of your tie as tight as your throat.
“Perfect.” I stepped closer, too close, just enough for you to feel the heat of my perfume on your skin. “We’ll start this week. Stay after six today. And remember: absolute discretion.”

You nodded, barely able to stay upright under my gaze.
“And Harper…” I said, with a painted-lip smile. “Wear something pretty.”

I let you leave, trembling, cheeks aflame. I knew this was only the first string I would tighten around your neck—a caress that would soon become a chain.
That night, as the city lit up beneath my window, I typed a quick message to Nina.
“Game begins. I’ll give you the details when we meet. My doll is about to open her eyes.”

I turned off the screen, slipped off my bra with a sigh, and sank into the black silk of my sheets.
Thinking of you.
Thinking of Blaire.


Chapter Three – Glances, Silences, and Coffee

Monday dawned with a mist that clung to the windows like pale sweat, the city quiet except for the murmur of cars. In the office, coffee was served clumsily, conversations were barely whispers, and there you were, Elliot Harper, like a well-dressed doll who didn’t yet know I was already pulling your strings.

I saw you standing by the coffee machine, waiting your turn behind Martina López, who was leaning over, laughing with another colleague while her sweet spring-flower perfume filled the stale office air. Your gaze, furtive and clumsy, followed the curve of her hip, the softness of her blouse, the sway of her pleated skirt. I saw it. I savored it.

“Good morning, Elliot,” Martina chirped, turning toward you with a radiant smile.
“Ah, g-good morning, Martina…” you murmured, the blush coloring your cheeks, your fingers clumsy around the paper cup.

Martina was like a ray of sun in the grayness, and you… you were just a spectator, an invisible man trembling at her scent. I watched the scene from my office, the tempered glass separating me from the theater where you played your part unknowingly.

But you weren’t alone. Cole Brennan, the department’s alpha male, burst in like a whirlwind: shirt open at the collar, tattooed arms peeking from rolled-up sleeves, that crooked smile of someone who knows he can have everything with the snap of a finger.

“Harper,” he growled, clapping you on the shoulder with enough force to make you stumble. “Still working on that report, or do I need to teach you how to write it like a man?”

The air filled with his gruff laughter, with the chuckles of the others. I saw your shoulders shrink, your lips press into a weak line, your fists clenched behind your back to keep from trembling too much.

That afternoon, after the meeting, I approached you. You were holding a file, eyes downcast, as if afraid to meet my gaze. I moved like a predator, heels echoing softly, tight skirt brushing my thighs with each step.

“Harper,” I whispered, my voice a silky thread brushing the back of your neck. “Come with me.”

You turned immediately, breathing quickened. You followed me down the hall while the others pretended not to notice us, though Martina cast a curious glance and Cole muttered something that made his companions laugh.

I led you to my office. Closed the door with a click that echoed like a sentence.

“Elliot,” I said, walking slowly toward you, letting my perfume envelop you. “Do you like working here?”
“Y-yes, Ms. Holloway… very much…”
“Do you really?” My eyes locked onto yours, letting the silence stretch like an invisible whip. “Because you don’t seem to be enjoying yourself lately. You seem distracted. Is Martina distracting you?”

Your cheeks flushed like an eager sunset. You stammered, searching for words that wouldn’t come.
“N-no… it’s not that…”
“Don’t lie,” I murmured, stepping closer, letting my skirt brush the fabric of your trousers. “It’s obvious. But she, Elliot… she’s for men. You… you’re for much more interesting things.”

I leaned in, letting my warm breath graze your ear.
“And I’m going to teach you.”

That night, while you returned to the apartment you shared with your parents, I reclined on the divan in my penthouse with a glass of wine in hand. The city sparkled like a necklace of broken lights. I dialed Nina’s number.

“How’s your doll?” she asked, her voice syrupy on the other end.
“Closer every day,” I said, savoring each word as if licking honey from my lips. “Today I made it clear there’s no escape. It’s only a matter of time before he’s mine.”
“Aren’t you scared of getting… too involved?”
“No, Nina. It’s perfect. It’s... exactly what I needed.” I took a long sip, letting the alcohol burn softly down my throat. “You don’t know it yet, but this doll is teaching me, too.”
“Be careful, Vivian.” Her tone shifted—softer, more intimate. “I don’t want you to lose yourself in this fantasy.”
“I don’t get lost, darling.” I smiled, crossing my legs, letting my nightgown slip to reveal bare thigh. “I just let myself go a little more each night.”

I ended the call and lay back, closing my eyes, imagining Elliot, alone in his room, dreaming of being touched, looking at himself in the mirror, brushing trembling fingers over that skin that would soon be lace and silk.

“Soon, my Blaire,” I whispered, letting sleep cradle me with promises of control and desire.


Chapter Four – I Want You by My Side, Harper

The invitation arrived on Thursday, discreet and sealed in an envelope placed on your desk. No sender, only my perfect handwriting: “Saturday, 4 p.m. Address attached. Dress simply.”
Your breath hitched as you read it, your fingers trembling slightly at the touch of the paper. No one noticed—except me, watching from the doorway of my office, a barely-there smile curving my lips.
“Everything alright, Harper?” I asked softly, tilting my head just so.
“Y-yes… Ms. Holloway… just an envelope.”
“Perfect.” My eyes lingered on yours a second longer than necessary. “Don’t take too long to respond.”

On Saturday, the city was a golden tapestry seen from my penthouse on the fifty-second floor. The afternoon unraveled slowly between glass and marble, while the sun reflected on the bare skin of my ankles. I settled onto the divan, a pearl-gray nightgown open at the neckline, letting the air caress my skin.

When the doorbell rang, my lips were already curled into a dangerous smile.

Elliot, you stepped in timidly, dressed in dark jeans, a neatly ironed button-down shirt, your hair styled with effort. Your eyes widened as they took in the spacious foyer, the floor-to-ceiling windows, the contemporary art on the walls, the black carpet that absorbed every step.
“It’s… impressive…” you murmured, voice low, reverent.
“Welcome, Harper,” I said, walking toward you, my heels clicking like controlled heartbeats. “This is my home. Or at least, part of it.”

You turned, trying to mask your awe, your nerves.
“Y-yes, ma’am… thank you for inviting me.”
“Today’s your day off, isn’t it?” I asked, as if it were just a passing thought.
“Yes… it is…”
“Perfect.” I stepped closer, until only inches separated us. My perfume wrapped around you, and your breathing hitched, barely perceptible. I gently took your chin, lifting it so our eyes met.
“Because today we’re not in the office. Today… you and I are going to play a little.”

Your lips parted—confused, expectant.
“Don’t be afraid, Elliot.” I smiled, lowering my voice to a silky whisper. “I discovered something about you.”

I turned toward the glass table and picked up my tablet. With a quick gesture, I showed you the screen. The photos appeared one by one: cheap lace, poorly applied makeup, a store-bought wig. Elliot’s secret account. The hidden Blaire.

Elliot, you paled, stepping back, hands trembling.
“M-Ms. Holloway, I…”
“Shhh.” I silenced you, placing a finger on your lips. “I’m not angry. There’s nothing to be ashamed of. On the contrary. I’m glad I found out. It’s an opportunity, you know?”

Swallow. Eyes wide. Speechless.
“I brought you here because I want to help you. I want to give you… a gift.”

I took your hand—a light but firm touch—and led you toward a tall, elegant wardrobe at the back of the room. I opened it, letting the light spill over its contents: delicate boxes, silk ribbons, velvet pouches.
“My time is very valuable, Elliot. But today… I’ve chosen to give you a few hours. For you. For Blaire.”

I pulled out a rectangular box and opened it slowly, letting each detail unfold before your eyes. Inside: black and pink lace lingerie, a full set. Bra, panties, garter belt, silk stockings. A brown wavy wig with soft curls. A luxury makeup kit, in glowing and pastel tones. A pair of fine black heels, with delicate ankle straps.

And Elliot, you inhaled sharply, your cheeks flushed, your breath turned to a barely-contained gasp.
“Today…” I said, lifting your chin again, “you’re going to put this on. All of it.”
“B-but…”
“No buts. Today you’re going to see what you really look like. I’m going to help you myself.”

I led you to the adjoining bedroom—spacious, with a bed draped in gray satin and mirrors lining the walls. I sat you at the edge of the bed, your skin trembling beneath my fingers.

“Undress,” I ordered, voice firm but seductive.
You obeyed, awkwardly, letting your shirt fall, then your pants, until you stood in your masculine underwear. My smile was one of delicious contempt.
“That…” I said, pointing to your underwear, “never bring that here again.”

I took out the lace pieces, one by one, and began dressing you. The bra, fastened with precision, its cups shaping a false but provocative curve. Lace panties that hugged your hips with a sigh. Garters that bit into your thighs. The stockings, which I slid up slowly, my nails grazing your skin.

“Now, the heels,” I whispered, kneeling before you to place each shoe. Your feet trembled inside the soft leather, your breath came in short bursts.

I opened the makeup case and began to work. Foundation, blush, bright pink lips, false lashes, eyeliner. Each stroke a declaration of power and flirtation.
Finally, I placed the wig with precision, adjusting the clips, smoothing the bangs. When I turned you toward the mirror, you saw someone you had never met: Blaire, still raw, clumsy—an early version, but intoxicating.

“Look at yourself, Blaire,” I whispered, caressing your cheek with my fingertips. “Really look.”
Your breath caught, your eyes filled with tears.
“This is how you should exist. This is how I see you. And today… is only the beginning.”

I leaned in, kissed your neck with a brush so soft it pulled a gentle moan from your lips.
“Now, walk. Show me how my doll moves.”

I watched you stand—trembling, awkward, the heels uncertain but holding. You took your first steps toward the mirror, a delicious mixture of fear, shame, and ecstasy.

“Perfect,” I murmured, smiling with a promise that made your heart beat faster. “We’re going to sculpt you. We’re going to turn you into something… exquisite.”

And that night, as I sent you off with a kiss on the cheek, your face still flushed with makeup, your mind was filled with confusion and desire.
I knew you had crossed a threshold.
And there was no going back.
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Chapter Five – Soft Arms, Firm Orders

I made you wait in the anteroom, the way one waits for punishment… or a reward.
Your hands were clenched into trembling fists, your shirt spotless, but with a tension only I could read in the stiffness of your shoulders. I watched from my office, fingers playing with the rim of my red wine glass. The office was nearly empty—just the distant murmur of typing and the far-off sound of the elevator.

“Come in, Harper,” I said at last, my voice sliding its soft edge like a satin ribbon.

You stepped in slowly, eyes lowered, knowing there was no escape now, that you were walking across my terrain. I closed the door behind you with a definitive click.

“Take a seat,” I ordered, pointing to the chair in front of my desk.

You sat, stiff as a schoolboy summoned to the principal’s office, not daring to meet my eyes.

“I’ve been thinking about your future, Elliot.” My voice flowed like thick perfume, stroking you, poisoning you. “And I believe what you need… is direction. The kind I, of course, would be delighted to provide.”

Your lips parted, trembling. The faint blush of your last makeup session still seemed to echo on your cheeks.

“I don’t understand…”

I leaned forward, my white blouse opening slightly, revealing a glimpse of black lace.

“Oh, but you will. We’re going to start with the basics. If you’re going to be by my side, you can’t keep behaving like a confused little man. You need to learn how to move, how to speak, how to be… what you really are.”

Your throat moved in a nervous swallow.

“T-that’s… complicated…”

“No, Elliot. What’s complicated is pretending you can keep hiding.” I stood, moving around the desk and perched on its edge, legs crossed, heels gleaming under the soft light. “Let’s start with something simple. Your posture.”

I approached, sliding my fingers under your chin, forcing you to look at me.

“Back straight. Shoulders back. Chin up. Like a good girl who knows exactly where she belongs.”

You obeyed, though shame pulled your eyes away from mine.

“Good. Now, your hands. Stop clenching them like you’re ready to throw a punch. Relax them. Move with grace. Imagine your wrists are delicate—like a doll’s.”

I adored watching you try—the awkwardness at first, the blush creeping down your neck.

“Now, walk. From here to the door and back. Imaginary heels. Loose hips.”

You stood, unsure, and began to walk. The steps were hesitant, the movements stiff, but there was a tremble in your hips, a budding sway that made me smile.

“That’s it. But you’ll need practice. Lots of it.”

I stepped behind you, my long fingers wrapping around your waist, pressing lightly.

“Move these hips, doll. Come on… feel how the world yields when you glide.”

Your steps grew more confident, though your cheeks burned with shame.

“Perfect. Or at least… better.”

I let you go and returned to my desk. I picked up a hand mirror and extended it to you.

“I want you to start practicing this every day. Makeup. Posture. Movement. We’re going to polish every detail. Here are tutorials,” I said, showing my tablet open to carefully selected videos: how to apply foundation and eyeliner, how to soften your voice, how to train a coquettish smile.

“And when you arrive tomorrow,” I continued, crossing my legs slowly, “I expect to see you more… composed. The others may not notice. But I will. And you will. You’ll feel it.”

You stood there, mirror in one hand and tablet in the other, trembling—but with a spark of excitement glowing in your eyes.

“Do you understand, doll?” I whispered, my voice a warm breath brushing your ear.

“Y-yes, Ms. Holloway…”

“No.” I smiled, stepping close enough to graze your lips with mine—no kiss, just a breath.

“Say it properly.”

Your voice was barely a whisper.
“Y-yes, boss…”
“Much better.”

In the days that followed, the office began to shift. I arrived accompanied by you—my silent shadow, my personal assistant. The others didn’t see it, didn’t understand. To them, you were just Elliot Harper—efficient and discreet. But I… I saw how your eyes searched for my approval with every gesture, how your steps grew softer, how your voice dropped just a note.

Martina greeted you, and you returned her smile with a new sweetness, though your eyes avoided Cole’s—his smirk always tinged with mockery.

In meetings, I would move ahead to stand behind you, my fingers brushing your shoulder as you spoke, my perfume enveloping you, reminding you that you belonged to something greater, something… delicious.

And every evening, when I closed the door to my office, I would come closer to you, lower my voice, let my lips graze the skin of your neck.

“Tomorrow, doll. Tomorrow I want to see a little more of you.”

And you would nod, that submissive sparkle in your eyes making me smile with anticipation.
You were starting to understand. You were beginning to accept.

And I… I already wanted more of you.


Chapter Six – A More Perfect Doll

The weeks slipped by like silk through my fingers, and you, my doll, were learning to glide along with me. Every day, you brought to the office a more polished version of yourself: your shirts now fit better, the makeup was nearly invisible to untrained eyes—but I noticed. The lightly curled lashes, the softer lips, the steps just a bit shorter, more graceful.

You followed me to meetings, took notes in handwriting that had begun to tilt into something rounder, prepared my coffee with the precision I demanded. Martina and Cole didn’t understand the change. She only smiled with her usual sweetness, suspecting nothing. He simply cast you sarcastic looks, laced with the occasional comment I could silence with a single sharp glance.

But you, Blaire, you were changing. You saw it every night in the mirror. The brushes no longer trembled in your hands; you knew how to line those wide eyes, how to blush those cheeks into doll-like perfection. Your hair—still masculine at a glance—was longer now, carefully styled. And those lips… they already knew how to smile coyly when you brought me the day’s report.

That afternoon, as the lights of the city began to flicker on, I was in my penthouse reviewing expansion plans. The new project was ambitious: a global campaign that demanded precision, speed… and someone I could trust completely. I lounged on the leather divan, my heels dangling from my toes as I flipped through reports.

A knock at the door.
“Come in, doll.”

You slipped inside, already dressed in an outfit that hinted at soft curves: a fitted blouse, a pencil skirt that forced shorter steps, the discreet but unmistakably feminine perfume you now wore. You brought me the coffee and set it carefully on the table.

“B-boss… here’s the daily summary.”
“Leave it there,” I ordered, not looking up. “Stay.”

Your breath caught for a moment. You obeyed.

“I have a new project, Blaire. A big one. I’ll need someone by my side at all times—someone who understands every move, every detail. Someone like you.”

You turned slightly, surprised.
“Me?”

I rose slowly, letting my skirt whisper across my stockings as I walked toward you—close enough for my lips to graze the lobe of your ear.

“Yes, you, doll. But I can’t have you running between the office and your parents’ house every night, pretending to be Elliot. I need you available… twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.”

Your cheeks flushed with a delicious blush, your lips parting with that adorable tremble.

“B-but…”

“No buts.” My hand slid along your waist, pressing lightly, feeling the tight fabric that clung to your body. “You’re not safe while you keep going back and forth. And you know it.”

I pulled back just enough to meet your eyes, savoring the confusion, the fear, the submission and pleasure tangled in your gaze.

“Tomorrow, after work, you’ll go home and pack only what you need,” I whispered, voice like a velvet blade. “You’ll come live here. My penthouse will be your home, Blaire. My personal assistant. My shadow.”

Your throat bobbed with a dry swallow. Your voice was a thread, nearly inaudible.
“And… and my parents?”

I smiled, tracing a finger along your cheek.

“Do you really think they know you better than I do?” My tone was a venomous kiss. “Just tell them you got a promotion. That your boss trusts you so much she wants you close. No one will suspect… for now.”

Your lips trembled, but your eyes held a spark—something deeper: the desire to surrender, to abandon the mask and become what you’ve always longed to be.

“Will you do it, Blaire?” I whispered, lips barely brushing yours.

“Y-yes… boss.”
“That’s more like it.”

I stepped away, walking back to the divan and reclining with a satisfied smile.

“Go home. Pack your things. Tomorrow your new life begins.”

And as you left, those little steps already learning how to tease, I closed my eyes, savoring the triumph.

Your surrender was so sweet… and it was only just beginning.


Chapter Seven – The Pink Room

The move was brief. You didn’t need much. Just a few suitcases filled with gray shirts, bland trousers, and masculine underwear that, frankly, had no place here anymore.

I picked you up after work, my gleaming car waiting at the curb, the dark-tinted windows hiding your anxiety as you slid into the back seat. The city faded behind us as we ascended toward the penthouse, the tower glowing like a beacon.

“Nervous, doll?” I asked softly, my eyes finding you through the rearview mirror.
“Y-yes, boss…”

I smiled, lips curving just enough.
“Perfect.”

Once we arrived, my time vanished quickly. Virtual meetings demanded me, new projects consumed hours in endless calls. But I couldn’t just leave you there, without guidance, without purpose. That would be a waste of my power over you.

“Go to the room at the end of the hall, Blaire,” I ordered, adjusting my hair in the mirror. “It’s yours. But as it is… it’s useless to me.”

Your breath caught for a moment. You nodded and began to walk, your steps soft over the marble floor. The room was large, with gray walls, heavy curtains, neutral furniture. An empty closet. An impersonal bed. A space soaked in cold, detached masculinity.

“I want you to transform it,” I continued, leaning against the doorframe. “Make it yours. Make it… mine.”

Your eyes widened, lips parting to ask something, but I silenced you with a simple gesture.

“No questions. Today your real training begins. This room will be your workshop, your confessional, your little shrine to femininity. I want you to paint the walls, choose new curtains, buy new furniture. Lingerie, dresses, makeup… everything that makes this room breathe the name Blaire.”

I stepped closer, letting my long nails trail across your cheek, tracing a path of promises.

“And you won’t just do it for me. You’ll do it because if you don’t… if you decide you can’t or won’t… then you’re not worthy of being my assistant.”

The blow was soft, almost imperceptible, but you felt it. Your eyes shimmered with a trembling shine.

“Yes… boss… I’ll do it.”
“Good.” I handed you my card, sliding my fingers slowly over yours. “Here’s your budget. But don’t waste it. And remember: every drawer in that wardrobe must be filled with lace, silk, exquisite lingerie.”

I watched you absorb every word, like the air had thickened, like the weight of total femininity had suddenly settled on your shoulders.

“You have until Monday. I want results. I want a place where I can walk in and know Blaire lives here.”

I turned, letting my perfume linger in the air.

“I’ll be busy with meetings. Don’t disturb me—unless it’s to show me your progress.”

I left, my heels echoing like heartbeats. And you, Blaire, remained there, in that cold, empty room that would soon become your lacy cage.

That night, while I reviewed contracts and signed agreements with international clients, I couldn’t help but smile at the thought of you: painting the walls pink, hanging sheer curtains, filling drawers with new panties and bras, deciding whether you’d be a naughty little girl or a good, obedient doll.

Because you knew, didn’t you? If you wanted to stay by my side—if you wanted to keep being my assistant…

You had to transform.

Completely.


Chapter Eight – Transformation Among Duties

I watched you as you continued to play your role at the office—flawless in your discretion, obedient like a shadow. No one but me could see the lace marks peeking out beneath your shirts, the subtle touch of foundation and gloss that made your lips look softer. Your voice, though still cloaked in masculinity, had begun to take on a subtle hue—a sweeter inflection that made me smile every time you said:

“B-boss, here’s the report.”
“Thank you, Blaire,” I replied, letting my gaze caress you, reminding you of your place.

At night, while I continued negotiating contracts, you became Blaire completely. I knew it—I read it in every delivery that arrived at my penthouse: shoeboxes, boutique-branded bags, discreet packages of lingerie that revealed your hunger to please me.

I loved imagining you after work, returning to your still-gray, still-masculine room, pulling out a brush, a lipstick, practicing poses in front of the mirror. Perhaps rehearsing soft movements—the correct way to turn a wrist, to tilt your head, to pout those new lips.

While I reviewed balance sheets and expansion plans, you, my little Blaire, were choosing pale pink curtains, plush rugs, a new bed with a velvet-tufted headboard. You replaced dull picture frames with tall, gold-trimmed mirrors. And in the drawers, carefully organized, lace panties, soft-cupped bras, garters and stockings were beginning to accumulate.

I saw it all. You thought I was distant, busy—but every package passed through my eyes, every purchase silently approved with a subtle nod. I was fascinated by how deeply you dove in, without resistance, as if every item, every change in the room, was another step deeper into the doll you were destined to become.

Friday night, as the city blinked through the windows and soft music filled the air of my penthouse, I decided to give you a break from the office.

“Doll,” I said, leaning on the doorframe of your room, “it’s time you show me what you’ve done.”

You turned, your cheeks tinged with a delicious pink, and gave me a shy curtsy.
“Y-yes, boss…”

You led me into your room—now transformed into a sanctuary of lace and silk. The once-gray walls glowed in soft pink; the new curtains drifted with an ethereal motion; the air was scented with vanilla. The furniture gleamed, the bed was dressed in soft pillows, and atop the dresser rested an open vanity case full of cosmetics.

I opened the closet. Lingerie sorted by color. Light dresses. High heels. Small handbags. I smiled, letting my gaze trace every detail.

“You’ve done well, doll.” I turned to you, my smile curling like a satin ribbon. “But now… I want you to show me what you’ve learned.”

Your lips trembled, your hands tensed, but you nodded.

“Y-you mean…”
“Undress,” I ordered, tone sweet but firm. “Get dressed as you would—for me.”

Your fingers moved clumsily, removing your shirt, revealing a pale pink bra already snug around your chest, shaping a false but promising curve. You slid off your pants and revealed lace panties, a garter belt, the new stockings you pulled up with care, unfolding like a flower about to bloom.

“Now, the heels,” I whispered, handing them to you.

You stepped into them—wobbly, but determined.

“Stand in front of the mirror.”

You obeyed. I delighted in how you looked at yourself: bright eyes, glossy lips, blushing cheeks. Blaire was no longer a game. She was real.

I stepped closer, placing my hands on your hips, my lips grazing your neck.

“You’re beautiful, my doll. Now… walk for me.”

Your steps were small, almost indecent, the heels clicking against the floor in a new rhythm. Your skirt swayed with each step, the lace grazed your skin, and your breath became a gasp of contained pleasure.

“Perfect,” I whispered, brushing a kiss against your ear. “But there’s still much to do. And we’ll do it… together.”

I watched as you got lost in your reflection, as the hidden Blaire became, little by little, the only reality.

That night, as I retired to my room, I left the door ajar.

“Sleep well, doll. Tomorrow your real training begins.”

And you, submissive and starving for my approval, closed the door to your pink room with a soft click.

And so, the game was only just beginning.


Chapter Nine – Uniform of Temptation

The morning sun caressed my penthouse, filtering through the white linen curtains as you, Blaire, fluttered about nervously. Your pink room was now a feminine bubble in the middle of my black and marble kingdom. I was fascinated by how you had become an obedient doll, though still imperfect.

That morning, I summoned you to the main dressing room, my private space where everything I own speaks of control and power. You stood there, legs together, restless hands, makeup carefully applied but with a tremble at the corners of your lips.

"Today your real training begins, Blaire," I said, my voice spilling over you like a stream of dark perfume. "If you’re going to stay here, if you’re going to live under my roof and enjoy my privileges, you're going to earn it."

I opened the large wooden wardrobe, slid out a hanger, and let the fabric flutter like a banner.

"This is your new uniform." I dropped it onto the bed: a short black skirt with a wide, starched flare; a white apron with delicate lace; a tight blouse with a square neckline and puffed sleeves; white thigh-high stockings; low, feminine heels. And, of course, the headpiece that completed the ensemble.

Your eyes widened, your throat swallowed hard.

"This is for…?"

"For you, doll," I interrupted, with a smile that was more blade than silk. "Every time you're at home—when you clean, when you serve, when you prepare my clothes or my glass of wine… you'll wear this. It's functional, yes. But it's also a statement."

I approached, letting my nails brush your cheek.

"I want to see you move with grace, bend, crouch, graze the floor with those tense stockings. I want every gesture to remind me that you’re mine, that you’ve accepted your role."

I made you undress, slowly, each masculine garment falling away with a delicious mix of shame and anticipation. I dressed you like a brand-new doll: the short skirt flaring with every move, the apron tied in a coquettish bow, the blouse barely covering your shoulders and outlining a provocative bulge.

"Look at yourself in the mirror," I whispered, turning you toward the golden reflection.

You looked, and your lips parted in a gasp full of surprise. You were no longer Elliot. Not just because of the clothes, but because of the way your hips curved, the femininity peeking through your gestures, the blush on your cheeks.

"Perfect…" I said behind you, letting my breath graze your neck. "Though still imperfect."

I stepped away, walking toward the chaise as I crossed my legs slowly.

"Now listen closely, doll. Your new routine starts today. From this moment on, you’ll be my personal maid. Not just my assistant at the office, but my shadow at home. Your day will start at six in the morning: you’ll wake up, put on the uniform, and prepare my breakfast. Then you’ll clean my room, iron my clothes, organize my documents."

I watched you absorb every word like a child listening to a forbidden tale.

"In the evening, you’ll make dinner, serve me, and afterward, clean the house. And all of that, always… always dressed just like you are now. Even if we have guests. Especially if we have guests."

Your cheeks burned, your lips trembled, but your eyes… sparkled with a delicious, confused desire.

"Do you understand, doll?" I whispered, my voice a silky whip.

"Y-yes, ma’am…" you murmured, lowering your eyes but without losing that submissive glint.

"Good." I stood, picking up a list I had prepared with detailed tasks and strict schedules. "Here’s your program. I don’t want you to skip a single point. If you do well, you’ll be rewarded. If you fail… well, don’t make me think of punishments."

I handed you the list and watched as you read it, your lips moving silently as you went over each line: cleaning, cooking, service, voice training, practice in feminine movements.

"Now go. Get ready. Today your real life begins."

You curtsied awkwardly, your skirt lifting just slightly, and left with the list in your hands.

I lay back again, letting the silence fill with distant music and the echo of your heels in the hallway.

And I smiled.

Because now, Blaire… you were no longer just my assistant.

You were my maid.

[image: ]


Chapter Ten – Confessions Between Friends

The night unraveled into golden lights and long shadows as I reclined on the chaise lounge, the phone resting against my shoulder, a glass of red wine between my fingers. Nina laughed softly on the other end of the line, her voice as husky and seductive as always.

“So, darling? How’s your personal project coming along?”

“Progressing… more than I expected,” I said, letting the wine glide over my tongue like a secret lover. “My doll is polishing up with delicious speed.”

“Is she staying busy?”

“Oh, Nina…” I laughed softly, letting my gaze drift toward the window where the city lights twinkled like stars. “She’s so busy she barely has time to breathe. By day, at the office, she’s my perfect shadow: prepares my papers, serves my coffee, takes notes. Her gestures grow more feminine every day. She can hardly hide it. The imaginary heels I asked her to practice are already showing in the way she walks, her lips glossed with a faint shimmer, the whispers when she calls me ‘ma’am.’”

“And no one’s noticed?” Nina asked, amused.

“Martina glances at her sideways, with that smile of someone who knows something’s up. Cole throws sarcastic comments, but doesn’t dare say more. And Blaire… oh, Blaire bites her lip, blushes, lowers her eyes. I see her nibble her fingers when she passes the hallway mirror, adjusting her imaginary skirt, practicing sweet smiles.”

Nina laughed with a sensual purr.

“I’d love to see her…”

“Soon, maybe,” I said with a sigh. “But she’s not ready for the full stage yet. At night, at home, it’s a different story. She wakes early, makes my breakfast, cleans in that delicious uniform I gave her. She’s an adorable maid: submissive, diligent, her cheeks always flushed—from effort or shame.”

I stood, walking barefoot across the plush carpet, still holding the glass.

“Today, I caught her practicing her voice in front of the mirror. She was trying to sound sweeter, more feminine, repeating ‘yes, ma’am,’ ‘here you go, ma’am’ in that charming tone that made me smile like a satisfied cat.”

“Aren’t you afraid it’s becoming… too obvious?”

“On the contrary, Nina.” My smile widened. “That’s exactly what I want. I want it to be impossible to hide. That one day, even without makeup, even at the office, others will see Blaire—not Elliot. That femininity pours out of her pores, that every glance, every gesture, every word gives her away.”

“You’re wicked, Vivian.”

“And you adore me for it,” I purred, letting my voice grow even more seductive. “But the best part, darling… is that Blaire enjoys it. Craves it. Desires it with every fiber of her being. Even if she denies it, even if she trembles, she’s becoming exactly what she needs to be.”

“And you?” Nina asked in a low voice. “What do you need?”

I paused, letting the question float in the air, soft as silk. I looked at my reflection in the dark glass—my perfect face, my hair in an elegant bun, the nightgown falling open over my bare thigh.

“Maybe… someone who adores me without reservation. Who obeys me, belongs to me, but also understands me.”

“And do you think Blaire could be that person?”

“I don’t know yet, Nina. But each day, each night I see her sink deeper into her role, trying to please me, I wonder if I’m finding more than I imagined.”

Silence wrapped around us, thick with promises and secrets.

“Take care of her, Vivian. And take care of yourself.”

“I will, darling. I will.”

I ended the call and walked to the window, gazing at the city lights. In the next room, I heard the soft rustle of your footsteps as you prepared your uniform for the next morning. I pictured your trembling hands on the skirt, your fingers caressing the lace of the apron, your voice rehearsing the sweet words that pleased me so much.

“Sweet Blaire…” I whispered to the glass, letting my breath fog the pane. “My perfect doll.”

And I knew you were listening.


Chapter Eleven – Beyond the Skin

I found you standing by my desk, as obedient as ever, hands clasped and head lowered. That day you wore a modest gray outfit, but I could see how the pants stretched slightly over softer hips, how the faint shimmer on your lips betrayed a hidden blush.

“Blaire,” I said, crossing my legs in a movement that revealed my thigh beneath the skirt, “you’re progressing well… but it’s still not enough.”

Your eyes lifted, confused, hungry for approval.

“W-what else can I do, ma’am?”

I smiled wickedly, letting my nails glide along the rim of my glass.

“Find it. I want you to look for ways to be more feminine. Methods to slide a little closer to what you truly are. And when you do, bring them to me.”

Your throat tightened, your cheeks turned pink, but you nodded.

“Y-yes, ma’am…”

You spent that afternoon in the private study I assigned to you, trembling fingers scrolling through pages that promised transformation. You found information on laser hair removal, carboxytherapy to tighten the skin, lymphatic drainage to shape your figure. You read with eagerness, imagining each step: the needle sliding in, the skin smoothing, the hair vanishing as if it had never been there.

“Carboxytherapy and lymphatic drainage…” you murmured, as if saying it aloud made it more real.

That night, back at the penthouse, you handed me the list written in your rounded handwriting, each treatment noted with nervousness and excitement.

“Is this what you want, Blaire?” I asked, my eyes scanning the page while your breath quickened.

“Y-yes… I want to be more feminine for you…”

“Perfect.” I clapped softly, the sound thick with mockery and pleasure. “You will. And you won’t go alone.”

The next morning, I took you to the most exclusive beauty salon in the city. Cassandra was already waiting, her red hair tied in a high bun and her wide smile framed by strict black with lace details at the cuffs.

“This is Blaire,” I said, introducing you as you stood there, still dressed as Elliot, trembling like a wet puppy. “She needs a bit of… help.”

Cassandra assessed you with expert eyes, her smile widening as she took your chin between perfectly manicured fingers.

“Oh yes… I can see what’s hiding here,” she said, her voice silky, full of complicity and promises. “We’re going to bring out the very best in you, sweetheart.”

“B-but… I’m dressed… like this…” you stammered, your voice shaking.

“Oh, doll,” Cassandra purred, “we don’t care about that here. You’re Blaire even if you show up in costume.”

The laughter of the salon staff filled the air, soft but inescapable. They sat you in a tall chair before a lit mirror and began working on you like a broken doll in need of rebuilding. Eyebrow waxing came first, then exfoliation, a mask applied as perfumed oils were massaged into your skin.

“This is only the beginning, darling,” Cassandra whispered as she wrapped your hair in a towel and applied carboxytherapy to your face. “Soon you’ll look so delicious you won’t be able to resist yourself.”

You shuddered as the fine needles pricked your skin, the tingling of the gas underneath, the confusing pleasure of pain that promised beauty. Then came the drainage massages, the wraps that sculpted your waist, the warmth gliding over your skin like a lace caress.

And though you still wore pants and a shirt by the end of the day, every glance, every giggle, every touch reminded you you were exposed—that everyone saw Blaire, even if your clothes said otherwise.

That night, back at the penthouse, I found you preparing my dinner in the maid uniform that pleased me so much. Your movements were softer, your hips swayed almost naturally, and when you bent to serve me, I caught the lovely blush coloring the back of your neck.

“Did you like the treatment, doll?” I asked, letting my gaze travel down your body.

“Y-yes… it was… strange, but… I felt… different…”

“Perfect.” I smiled with delight, letting my voice fall into a sensual whisper. “Because this is only the beginning.”

I leaned back in my chair, savoring your figure, your surrender, the relentless advance of your femininity.

“Go pour my wine, Blaire. And when you’re done… come here.”

Your cheeks flushed even deeper as you turned away, your heels tapping softly across the floor.

And I, letting my glass fill with wine, smiled.

Because you were getting closer and closer to becoming what you were always meant to be.

My Blaire. My doll.


Chapter Twelve – Punishment and Cage

The weeks passed like a river of silk, each day sliding over your skin with a venomous caress. I took you to see Cassandra a few more times. There, amid soft laughter and knowing glances, your legs were smoothed by laser, your eyebrows shaped into a perfectly feminine frame, your cheeks rounded under the care of massages and masks.

You grew accustomed to the pleasurable pain, the expert touches, Cassandra’s sweet words: “Just like that, darling. Soon you’ll be even more you.”

You came home with reddened, perfumed skin, lips painted though still hidden beneath modest shirts, nails tended though still short. And I… I smiled. Every time I saw you in the hallway, every time you served me coffee or bent down to clean, I saw Blaire. A Blaire who could no longer hide, even when she tried to go unnoticed.

One night, after a day of meetings and contracts, I decided to check on your progress. I moved barefoot through the penthouse, my steps silent as a cat’s. Your pink room’s door was ajar. I pushed it open gently, and what I saw made me freeze.

There you were, Blaire, kneeling before the mirror, thigh-high stockings and a pink lace bra. Your hands, trembling and eager, moved between your legs, soft gasps escaping your lips as you stared at yourself, lost in your reflection.

Heat rose in my throat—not desire, but anger. Slow, deep, betrayal-laced anger.

“What… are you doing?” My voice cracked through the air like a whip.

You spun around abruptly, your cheeks igniting like embers.

“M-ma’am! I… I’m sorry…”

I stepped toward you, my footsteps striking the floor like lashes. I grabbed your chin firmly, forcing you to look at me.

“This is how you thank me for everything I’ve done for you? This is how you repay my generosity?” My voice dropped to a poisonous whisper. “Seeking pleasure like a naughty little girl, touching yourself without permission…”

Your eyes filled with tears, your body trembling like a leaf.

“I-I’m sorry, ma’am… p-please…”

“Silence.” I released you roughly and stepped back, arms crossed over my chest. “This won’t go unpunished. If you can’t control yourself, I’ll do it for you.”

I walked to my desk, took my tablet, and tossed it gently onto your bed.

“Search. Now. Look up chastity cages. The most secure. The most beautiful. One that locks away the little that’s left of your manhood.”

Your lips parted in a gasp, your trembling hands reaching for the tablet.

“But…”

“No buts.” My voice was low, sharp, and cold. “This is punishment. Not because you disobeyed. But because you still think you have the right to decide when and how to touch yourself.”

I leaned in, my lips brushing your ear, letting my breath raise goosebumps along your skin.

“You are mine, Blaire. Every part of you, every thought, every desire. If you can’t remember that, I’ll make sure you do.”

I stepped back and leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, watching you like an unfinished work of art.

“Do it properly. Find the perfect cage. And prepare yourself, because once it’s here… it won’t come off until I decide.”

Tears rolled down your cheeks, your lips trembled, but you nodded.

“Y-yes, ma’am…”

“Good doll.”

I left your room, the door left ajar, knowing you’d remain there, searching through images, prices, and models, trembling not just with fear, but with the delicious, humiliating anticipation.

Because you knew, Blaire. You knew this was only the beginning.

That the cage would be your punishment… and your liberation.


Chapter Thirteen – The Cage of Submission

The morning the package arrived, you were kneeling in front of the window, dusting with your short skirt fluttering around your thighs. The maid uniform barely concealed the temptation of your taut stockings, and I, sitting with my legs crossed, relished every one of your movements: the way you tilted your head, the light swipe of your tongue moistening your lips, the barely audible whisper of your soft steps.

The doorbell rang and I rose slowly, letting my heels echo like promises. I returned with the package in my hands, a long, slender box wrapped in gray satin paper, with a discreet label that needed no explanation. I set it on the living room table, my smile curving like a poisonous ribbon.

“Doll,” I called, letting my voice slide over your skin like black velvet. “Come here.”

You obeyed immediately, cheeks flushed, your heart pounding like a secret drum. I delighted in the way your hands tangled in your apron, how your eyes widened at the sight of the box.

“Your gift has arrived. Your punishment. Your liberation,” I whispered, untying the ribbon with feline slowness.

I opened the box and took out the cage: small, metallic, gleaming. A polished steel cylinder with leather straps, tiny locks that jingled like cruel laughter. Its form was elegant, feminine in its perversity, designed to imprison and submit, to remind you that you no longer belonged to yourself.

“Do you know what this is, Blaire?” I purred, running a finger along the curve of the cold metal.

“Y-yes, ma’am…” your voice was a trembling whisper, your eyes fixed on the object as if afraid it might devour you.

“Good.” I leaned in, letting my perfume wrap around us. “Undress.”

Your hands trembled as you unbuttoned the uniform, removing the skirt, the blouse, the pink bra that now embraced you like a caress. You were left in lace panties, your skin tingling, thighs tense. I stepped closer and, with a single motion, slid them down, revealing your secret: the last remnant of Elliot, vulnerable, trembling, helpless.

“Now,” I whispered, taking out the cage and displaying its mechanism like a priest presenting a sacred relic, “this will be your new natural state. No more improper touching. No more pleasure without my permission. You will learn that control is mine—and mine alone.”

I knelt in front of you, letting my breath brush the hot skin of your inner thighs. I felt you shiver, desire and fear tangled in a silent spasm. I fitted the cage carefully, each part clicking into place like a wicked puzzle. The metal embraced your skin, the lock snapped shut with a soft click.

“Perfect,” I whispered, brushing the skin beside the cage. “Now you’re completely mine.”

Your legs shook, your parted lips could barely form words. The pressure of the metal, the cold slowly warming to your skin, the sensation of confinement, of total surrender. Your eyes filled with tears—but not from pain. From the intoxicating mix of humiliation and desire.

“How do you feel, doll?” I asked, lifting your face with a finger beneath your chin.

“A-anxious… trapped… b-but also… grateful… ma’am…”

“That’s what I want to hear,” I smiled, my voice slipping into a sharp purr. “This cage is your anchor, Blaire. Your constant reminder that you are not free, that every thought, every desire, belongs to me. And if you ever dare to break the rules… remember how easy it was to lock you in here.”

I stepped back slowly, watching how you tried to adjust, how your steps were now shorter, how the sensation of being caged marked every movement. The cage wasn’t just a punishment: it was a lesson, a silent hymn to your surrender.

That night, as I sank into satin sheets and the murmur of the city drifted in through the window, I heard you moving in the hallway. The soft scuff of heels, the rustle of stockings, the quiet sigh. I smiled in the dark.

Because now, my doll, you were exactly where you belonged: trapped, submissive, trembling… and completely mine.


Chapter Fourteen – The Last Free Week

The days that followed were a silent display of frustration. The cage was your shadow, your constant reminder that you no longer owned yourself. You walked with smaller, more measured steps, and every time you accidentally brushed against a hard surface, the faint jingling was like mocking laughter. I saw you try to ignore it, to focus on your tasks, but the tension in your shoulders, the slight tremble in your hands as you served me coffee, betrayed your desperation.

“How do you feel, doll?” I asked one afternoon while you reviewed some documents, your cheeks flushed.

“T-tight… frustrated…” you confessed in barely a whisper.

“Perfect.” I smiled, letting my finger trace the line of your jaw. “That means it’s working.”

But even I knew a doll needs a tightrope to walk before she can fall completely. One night, while reviewing my expansion plans and your reports—flawless, as always—I paused to study your face. The softness of your features, the tension behind those painted lips. And something in me, perhaps a flicker of perversity mixed with a touch of twisted compassion, decided to gift you one last breath of air.

I summoned you to my office the next day, seated behind the desk with my legs crossed and a glass of wine in hand.

“Blaire, come here.”

You approached, head bowed, hands restless, the cage barely brushing against your stockings.

“You’ve endured well, doll. Better than I expected. So… I’m going to give you a reward.”

Your eyes lifted, full of surprise and hope.

“A reward…?”

“Your last free week. As Simon.” My voice dropped to a venomous whisper. “You’ll remove the cage. You’ll dress as before, speak as before, act as before. Enjoy it. Savor what will never be yours again.”

“And after…?” you murmured, your voice trembling.

“Then you’ll come back here. And there will be no escape.”

I watched you leave, that mix of relief and terror painted in every step. And during that week, while you tried to recover something of your former self, I devoted myself to expanding my dominion.

That week, you wandered the city: you returned to your old gym, where—uncomfortable among sweaty men—you tried to lift weights that once felt light but now weighed on you like stones. You went to a bar with your old friends, but their laughter, the way they looked at you, their crude jokes made you feel out of place. Martina, with her warm smile, passed you in the office lobby and greeted you kindly, suspecting nothing. Cole threw out a sarcastic comment that would’ve once made you laugh… but all you could do was blush and stammer.

And worst of all, your hands no longer moved the same. The gestures learned in front of the mirror, the feminine poses, the way you crossed your legs… all of it remained, like a sweet poison you could no longer purge.

On the fourth day of your “freedom,” I sat with Nina on the terrace of an elegant restaurant, surrounded by soft music and glasses of white wine. We looked out over the city from above as we watched you walk past below us—dressed in masculine clothes, but with a stride that betrayed your true essence.

“She’s lost, isn’t she?” Nina said, her smile a blend of amusement and concern.

“Completely,” I purred, letting my gaze linger on you. “This week is just for her to realize there’s no going back.”

On the final day, you returned to the penthouse empty-handed, shoulders slumped, eyes shimmering with unshed tears. I waited for you in the living room, soft lighting all around, a silk dress clinging to my skin like a sigh.

“Did you enjoy your freedom, doll?” I asked, letting my voice wrap around you in a whisper full of promise.

“No… I couldn’t… I’m not…” you stammered, unable to finish.

I stepped closer, letting my hands caress your cheeks, my lips brushing yours without kissing.

“Exactly. You’re not. Elliot no longer exists. And tomorrow, doll… tomorrow your real life begins.”

I turned you gently, my hands gliding down your waist, guiding you toward the hallway.

“Go get ready. Tomorrow you return to your place. To your uniform. To the cage. To me.”

As you walked away, your shoulders trembling, I reclined on the chaise lounge, savoring the calm before the storm. Because I knew: the doll was nearly ready to burn… and to be reborn completely mine.


Chapter Fifteen – Ready for the Next Step

The morning you returned to the penthouse, Blaire, I found you kneeling in the foyer, cheeks flushed, eyes lowered, trembling with anxiety. The week of false freedom had shattered any trace of Elliot that might have remained. Your movements could no longer hide what you’d learned, and your trembling voice slipped out in a barely audible murmur when you said:

“G-good morning, ma’am…”

I raised you with a flick of my hand and dressed you in silence: the maid uniform with white lace, the stockings sliding up your thighs with a sigh, the low heels tapping against the floor like echoes of your surrender. And to seal your return, I placed the chastity cage with a firm click, letting the lock sound like a triumphal chime.

“Perfect,” I whispered, caressing your cheek. “Now you’re mine again.”

At the office, the changes could no longer be hidden. Martina, ever sweet, smiled at you with a touch of tenderness—but also with a trace of surprise. Her eyes lingered on your softer lips, the subtle sheen of your nails, that new way of walking that wasn’t quite masculine or feminine, but… Blaire.

“Have you done something different, Elliot?” she asked one day, curiosity in her voice.

“Ah… n-no, just a style change…” you stammered, and I, watching from the conference room, smiled as your blush spread all the way to your ears.

Cole, of course, didn’t let it slide.

“What’s up with you, Harper? Turning into Holloway’s pet?” he scoffed, his deep voice filling the space.

“I-I work for her…” you murmured, shrinking slightly.

“And doing it so well…” I cut in, my voice as sharp as a silk whip. “Elliot’s proven to be very… adaptable. Haven’t you?”

Your eyes glimmered, your lips curved into a trembling smile.

“Y-yes, ma’am…”

That night, Nina and I met in a discreet lounge, with glasses of wine and low laughter. Her feline gaze slid over me as we spoke of business and secrets.

“Your doll is ready,” she said at last, letting the ice clink in her glass. “I have someone perfect. His name is Dante. A trusted friend. He likes dolls like Blaire… and he’ll know exactly how to treat her.”

My smile widened, a thrill of pleasure running down my spine.

“Perfect.” I took a slow sip, savoring the wine. “Arrange it. Let it be discreet, elegant… but leave no room for doubt. Blaire needs to know what it is to be adored by a man.”

That night, as you laid out my clothes for the next morning—tight uniform hugging your curves, stockings tracing every line, the shine on your lips catching the light—I stepped behind you. My hands slid along your waist, my lips barely brushed your ear.

“Doll…” I whispered, letting my breath raise goosebumps on your skin. “You’re ready.”

Your body tensed, your breath caught.

“Ready… for what, ma’am?”

“To meet a real man.” My voice was a venomous whisper. “Nina introduced me to someone who appreciates girls like you. A strong man. Confident. Dominant. He’ll take you to dinner… he’ll look at you like no one ever has… and then he’ll show you what it means to be adored.”

Your lips trembled, your eyes filled with sweet tears.

“B-but I don’t…”

“No buts.” I gripped your waist, letting my nails dig softly into your skin. “This is part of the deal, doll. If you want to be perfect, if you want to remain my precious Blaire, you must embrace every step.”

I stepped away and turned toward the window, gazing at the city pulsing beneath our feet.

“Get ready. Tomorrow I’ll teach you how to behave, how to move, how to speak to please Dante. And when he looks at you… when he touches you… you’ll be his alone.”

You stood there trembling, your heart racing, the chastity cage brushing against your thighs, the weight of the promise filling the room like a heady perfume.

And I, with a satisfied smile, knew the show was only just beginning.


Chapter Sixteen – Intimate Training

I found you kneeling on the carpet in my living room, the maid uniform perfectly in place, the apron neatly tied at your back. Your cheeks were flushed, your lashes thick with mascara casting shadows over those damp eyes, and the chastity cage peeked shyly beneath your stockings. I watched you for a moment, savoring the tremble in your hands as you arranged the documents for my signature.

“Leave that, doll,” I said softly, walking slowly toward you. “Today we have special training.”

Your lips parted in a barely perceptible quiver.

“T-training…?”

“Oh yes,” I purred, letting my fingers brush your chin, making you look at me. “If you’re going to give yourself to Dante, you must be ready. Not just here”—I touched your cheek with my fingertip—“but here.”

My hand moved down slowly, caressing the curve of your hips and descending toward the cage.

I stepped back and retrieved a small red velvet box resting on the table. I opened it slowly, letting the contents catch the soft light of the penthouse: a long, elegant black silicone dildo with inviting curves, and beside it, a metal anal plug with a sparkling jewel at its base.

Your eyes widened, your lips trembled.

“M-ma’am…”

“Shhh,” I interrupted, placing a finger against your mouth. “This isn’t optional. You’re going to train—to receive pleasure… and to give it.”

I unbuttoned your uniform with meticulous slowness, letting the white lace fall to the carpet. Your skin bristled under my touch, your breath turned into soft gasps.

“Get on the bed,” I ordered.

You obeyed, kneeling with your legs apart, chest trembling, thighs tense.

“First, the plug,” I murmured, taking a bottle of lubricant I had brought just for you. I applied it generously, letting it glide over the cold metal. I brought the plug to your entrance, pressing gently until a moan escaped your lips.

“That’s it, doll… relax…” I whispered as the plug slid in slowly, settling with a soft click as the jewel at the base chimed faintly. “Perfect.”

I caressed your hips, your thighs, your back, savoring each shiver as your body adjusted to the invasive presence. After a few minutes, I removed it.

“Now, the toy.” I placed the dildo in your hands. “Show me how you’d use it to please your man.”

Your hands trembled, your gaze hesitated to meet mine, but you obeyed. I guided your movements, showing the proper pressure, the rhythm, the way to open yourself and receive. Every moan, every shiver, every gasp was a sweet, addictive melody.

“That’s it, my Blaire… that’s how I want you,” I whispered, my lips brushing your ear as your hips moved, the dildo sliding in and out with desperate rhythm.

At last, when your cheeks were soaked in tears and every inch of your skin flushed pink, I stepped back and took out a special outfit: a short black lace dress, with sensual sheer panels, thigh-highs with garters, high heels. I laid it on the bed.

“This will be your outfit for tonight. Sexy, provocative… exactly how I want them to see you.”

I also prepared a small clutch, where I discreetly placed a bottle of lubricant and a packet of condoms. I closed it with a soft click and left it on the table.

“You’ll go with the cage on, of course. Dante must know you’re an obedient doll—that you only open under the right rules.”

I leaned in, my lips barely grazing yours, leaving a kiss suspended in the air.

“Get ready, doll. Tonight marks your true rebirth.”

I watched as you trembled on the bed, the plug once again decorating your backside, the dildo still in your trembling fingers, the cage enclosing the last remnants of Elliot. And I smiled with a satisfaction that set fire in my veins.

Because now, Blaire, you were ready to surrender.
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Chapter Seventeen – Part One: A Night to Remember

Dante arrived on time, his sleek, dark car parked in front of the penthouse. You checked yourself in the mirror one last time before stepping out—the wig styled in soft waves, your lips painted a juicy pink, the short black lace dress brushing dangerously high on your thighs, the plug nestled discreetly inside you, and the cage sealing away any chance of pleasure. The purse holding lube and condoms rested in your trembling hands.

"Come on, doll," I whispered, gently guiding you toward the elevator. "It’s your time to shine."

When you slid into the car, Dante greeted you with a crooked smile, his voice deep and velvety.

"Ah, gorgeous… so you’re the famous Blaire." His gaze shamelessly trailed down your legs, lingering on the teasing curve of your thighs.

"Y-yes, Sir…" you murmured, your shaky voice betraying the mix of nerves and anticipation swirling inside you.

Dante let his hand rest on your knee, the heat of his palm seeping through the sheer stocking. Slowly, with the ease of a refined predator, his fingers crept higher, grazing the delicate skin of your inner thigh.

"Relax, little slut," he purred, his lips close to your ear. "Tonight, you’re all mine. But first, I want you to enjoy yourself… and tell me everything."

The car glided through the glittering city as you, flushed and trembling, began to speak. Dante listened intently, his deep voice filling the space between you.

"How did it start, sweetheart? When did you first give in to your feminine side?"

"A-while ago… but Verónica helped me embrace it… she taught me how to be… like this…" you stammered, your breath hitching.

"Like what?" he pressed, his tone laced with curiosity and mischief.

"S-submissive… feminine… her doll…" you whispered, the confession slipping from your lips like a delicious surrender.

Dante let out a low, masculine chuckle, his fingers inching higher—just beneath the hem of your dress, teasing the lace that barely covered your skin.

"Good girl, you little slut," he murmured with a wicked grin. "I like knowing you’re obedient."

The car stopped in front of the restaurant—an elegant, discreet place where soft lights caressed the tables and music floated like a whisper. Dante stepped out first, then helped you out, his strong hand on your waist guiding you with confident steps.

"You’re beautiful, little slut," he whispered as he led you between the tables. "And tonight, I want everyone to know you’re mine."

You sat with your legs crossed like a well-trained lady, but your cheeks burned. Dante ordered wine and chose the dishes with the ease of a man used to taking control. As you dined, his words were light, laced with teasing praise:

"You have incredible skin…" he said, fingertips grazing your wrist.
"I’ve never seen anyone so… provocative, so perfect…" he murmured, leaning in so only you could hear.

Between sips of wine, between laughter and hungry glances, Dante’s words slid like blades wrapped in silk.

"You’re a gorgeous doll, but also a crossdressing slut made to be used…" he whispered against your ear, making you shiver.
"Do you like it when I say that? When I call you my little whore?"
"Y-yes…" you confessed, blush spreading to your ears.

Dante chuckled softly and sipped his wine, his eyes devouring you.
"Good. Because when we’re alone… you’ll be screaming it."

As you left the restaurant, Dante seized a moment when no one was looking to deliver a sharp spank, drawing a startled whimper from you.
"That’s it, sweetheart," he purred, breath hot on your neck. "Just like that."

You exited like a polished couple, but you knew, Blaire, that behind every polite gesture, every honeyed word, lurked the promise of what awaited you. Dante was an experienced lover, weaving romance and roughness into a single kiss, a single touch. And you? You were already lost in his game.


Chapter Seventeen – Part Two: The Surrender

Dante led you to his apartment with confident steps and that same crooked smile—one that seemed to promise far more than his words ever could. You settled beside him on the sofa, your dress riding up just a little higher on your thighs, your skin still humming from the thrill of dinner and the playful spank that had stolen your breath.

He poured another glass of wine, the crystal chiming softly, and handed it to you with a gallant flourish. You drank slowly, the sweet wine spilling liquid warmth down your throat, easing your nerves little by little. Dante, seated so close, let his leg brush against yours.

"You know, gorgeous?" he murmured, his smile laced with mischief. "I love watching you blush—the way you tremble at every word I say."

You laughed nervously, dropping your gaze.

"You make me feel… special," you whispered.

He chuckled, leaning in closer.

You weren’t sure exactly when Dante closed the distance—only that suddenly, his lips were on yours. Warm. Firm. Soft. It wasn’t a hurried kiss, but one that slid over you like velvet, exploring your mouth with the skill of a man who knew exactly what he was doing. His hands traced your waist, glided up your back, pulling you in until your breasts pressed against his chest.

Your hands—shaky at first—drifted to his torso, fingers skimming the fabric of his half-open shirt, feeling the heat of his skin beneath. Dante deepened the kiss, nipped lightly at your lower lip, then claimed your mouth with a groan that left you breathless.

"Doll…" His whisper burned against your skin, his breath hot on your cheek as his lips trailed down to your neck. He bit down gently, coaxing a whimper from your lips.

"Ask for it," he purred, teeth grazing your earlobe. "Tell me you want me. That you want me to make you mine."

Pleasure coiled tight inside you. Your body arched against his, a desperate sob escaping your lips.

"P-please… take me, Dante…"

"That’s it, sweetheart. Just like that," he growled, taking your hand and leading you toward the bedroom.

With confident steps, he guided you to the bed, leaving you standing as his skilled fingers unhooked your dress, letting it pool at your feet. He stripped you bare except for the delicate lingerie—the bra barely containing your hardened nipples, the panties hiding your cage while adorning your skin, the stockings held up by garters that made your legs look endless.

Dante paused for a moment, his gaze devouring you from head to toe.

"You’re perfect, my little crossdressing slut. So fragile, so ready to be taken…"

He turned you around gently, slowly removing the plug, and when you felt the emptiness, the tingling left behind was almost a silent plea.

"Don’t worry about the cage," he whispered, pressing a kiss to your back. "What I’m about to do to you will be more than enough to make you feel complete."

He applied lube with practiced strokes, preparing you with fingers that slid inside, coaxing out gasps and low moans until your skin burned, your body arched, your mind unraveled.

Finally, he positioned himself behind you, holding you firmly as his length pressed against your entrance. The first thrust was slow but deliberate, wrenching a sharp whimper from your lips. The pain made you tremble, but the sensation of his heat, his friction, his absolute control soon twisted into something deeper.

"That’s it, doll…" he growled against your ear, punctuating each word with a thrust that stole your balance. "Tell me who you are. Tell me you’re my little crossdresser slut."

"Y-yes… I’m… your little crossdresser slut…" you panted, your voice fractured by pleasure and shame.

Dante took you in a relentless rhythm, filling you completely as his hands gripped your waist, his teeth grazed your neck, and his deep voice poured filthy words into your ear—words that made you whimper and beg.

"You’re mine, Blaire. Only mine tonight. My doll, my toy…"

The initial pain melted into waves of pleasure, crashing through you until your nails dug into the sheets, your body shook with every snap of his hips, and all that remained was surrender—absolute, aching submission.

And when he finally tensed, spilling inside you with a deep groan, you could only stay there—trembling, sweat-slicked, your heart racing wildly, the cage a cruel reminder that your own release would come only when your Mistress allowed it.

Dante kissed the nape of your neck softly, pulling away with a satisfied sigh. As you struggled to catch your breath, you realized tonight hadn’t just been about being Blaire.

You had been his.


Chapter Eighteen – Blaire’s Confession

I welcomed you back to the penthouse as the night dissolved into long shadows and dim lights. You staggered in, your heels clicking unevenly against the marble, your hair tousled, your smudged makeup streaking your flushed cheeks. Dante’s masculine scent still clung to you, mingling with your own—sweat, sex, and submission.

"Welcome back, doll," I murmured, lounging against the sofa with a glass of wine in hand. The deep red liquid caught the soft glow of the lamp beside me.

You hesitated, uncertain, your purse dangling clumsily from your fingers, your lingerie rumpled and barely covering you. Your knees trembled, the cage brushing against your thighs with every unsteady movement.

"I-I came to…" you stammered, but I cut you off with a gesture, extending a glass toward you.

"Drink, Blaire," I ordered softly. "You need to relax… and talk."

You took the glass with both hands, bringing it to your painted lips. A deep sip steadied the shiver running through your body.

"That’s it, sweetheart," I purred, setting my own glass aside. "Now sit. Here, in front of me."

You obeyed, sinking into the sofa across from me. I watched with delight—your flushed skin, the faint marks on your neck, your expression caught between pleasure and shame.

"I want you to tell me, Blaire," I whispered, my voice dropping to a dark, velvety tone. "Was it everything you imagined? Did you enjoy being a crossdressing doll, surrendering to a real man?"

"Y-yes… Mistress…" you murmured, cheeks burning, your breath laced with wine and desire. "It was… more than I expected… H-he took me so roughly… but also… s-sweet… and filthy…"

"And?" I leaned closer, my fingers tracing the curve of your jaw. "Did he make you feel wanted? Did he make you feel like the pretty little sissy slut you are?"

"Y-yes…" you confessed with a soft whimper. Your hands shook, the glass trembling in your grip.

"Say it properly, Blaire," I ordered, my voice a whisper that lashed across your skin like silk.

"Y-yes… Mistress…" you whimpered, "I’m your little sissy slut… you made me feel… used… wanted…"

My smile widened, satisfaction dripping from my expression.

"Perfect, doll. Because this is only the beginning." I took your glass, set it aside, and leaned in until my lips barely brushed yours—denying you the full kiss. "Do you understand? Your feminization is only going to accelerate from here. This was just a warm-up. Every day, you’ll get closer to being completely mine… completely Blaire."

"Y-yes, Mistress…" you whispered, trembling, eyes glistening with tears and wine.

"Good girl." I pulled back slowly, letting my fingers trail down your thigh, my breath mingling with yours. "Now go to your room, rest. Tomorrow… the real training begins."

As you struggled to stand, legs shaky and heart pounding, I leaned back on the sofa, savoring the silence, the wine, and the knowledge that I had you exactly where I wanted.

Because now, doll, you’d said it yourself—you were a real man’s sissy slut.

And I… was the one who’d led you there.


Chapter Nineteen – The Last Illusion

Months went by. Long, sweet, disciplined.

You woke up every morning with the cage still on and the perfectly starched maid’s uniform waiting for you on the chair. You served me breakfast with graceful movements, your painted nails gently tapping the porcelain. Your makeup became more delicate, more precise; your hands, softer; your voice, a tuned whisper that no longer belonged to any man.

And your dates… oh, your dates.

They began as carefully arranged games: a lunch, a dinner, a drink. But soon they became a habit. I loved listening to you, doll, when you came back from those nights, your lips stained with lipstick, your neck perfumed with notes that didn’t belong to you. You’d sit me beside you, and with sighs you’d tell me how they’d called you “baby,” “slut,” “delight.” How you had moaned, how you had cried with pleasure. How you had ended up soaked in laughter and promises never fulfilled.

Dante would come back from time to time. Others too. Never the same, always bolder. And you welcomed them with a trembling smile and those legs spread in anxious anticipation. Each of them left a mark: on your body, on your walk, on your mind.

And then, one day, something changed.

You were standing in front of the bathroom mirror, your makeup freshly applied, your wig perfectly styled… but what froze you was the truth your reflection returned. Elliot was gone. Not even the slightest trace remained.

Your eyebrows were arched and thin. Your cheeks rounded by the soft hormones you’d secretly started taking, encouraged by Cassandra. Your skin shaved, your waist a little narrower, your gestures, your lips, the way you turned when you spoke… everything was Blaire. Only Blaire.

You looked down at your underwear: pink lace, the cage gleaming, and that decorative plug you now wore like just another piece of jewelry.

You let out a quiet sob. Not of sadness. Of understanding.

That afternoon you waited for me on your knees, head bowed, silent. There was no need to speak. I sat in front of you, took your face in my hands, and made you look up.

“You can’t hide anymore, can you, doll?”

You shook your head, eyes moist.

“N-no… not anymore… they look at me… and they don’t know if I’m a boy or a girl… they stare… the men… the women… everyone… and I… I can only smile…”

I caressed your cheeks, and for the first time in weeks, let my tone soften without the shadow of the game.

“Then it’s time to close the circle.”

I gave you a few days off.

Not as a punishment. Not as a break.

But as a farewell.

One last week as Elliot, or what was left of him.

I gave you the masculine clothes you still kept in a hidden closet. I let you take off the acrylic nails, put away the wig, cover your smooth, perfumed skin with gray shirts and straight-cut trousers. You went to visit your parents. You took a walk in the park. You went to the movies alone, trying not to sway your hips when you walked.

But every gesture betrayed you. The coffee shop clerk called you “miss.” A woman in the elevator smiled with that look of sisterhood, thinking you were another shy girl. Two men followed you with their eyes down the street, one even winking as you lowered your head with your heart pounding at the edge of your throat.

You came back exhausted, nearly in tears.

“I can’t anymore…” you confessed to me that night “I don’t know who I am anymore…”

“Oh, doll” I whispered, holding you with my fingers under your chin “You know very well. Elliot was a mask. Blaire is who you are. And the world already knows it.”

I kissed your forehead, like a little girl who has finally gotten lost in the forest of her own desires.

“Tomorrow, Blaire. Tomorrow you go back to work… but not as Elliot dressed as a secretary. Not as an assistant playing at femininity. Tomorrow, you’ll be what you already are… finally and without doubt.”

That night I helped you bathe. I shaved every corner of you. I exfoliated your skin with sugar and rose oil. I moisturized you with lotions that smelled of vanilla. I dried you with a soft towel while your eyes closed in pure surrender. I dressed you in a white robe and laid you on the satin bed, with the cage firmly locked.

And before turning off the light, I leaned in to whisper:

“Sleep well, Blaire. Tomorrow your real life begins.”


Chapter Twenty – The Official Presentation

The elevator rang with a dry chime. The doors opened. You stepped out.

Closed-toe black heels, sheer stockings that shimmered with every step, a pencil skirt that hugged your hips, and a white blouse with a bow at the neck that said, without a doubt: secretary, doll, woman.

Your hair —yours now, no wig, no artifice— softly styled. Makeup neat, discreet, perfect. Nails painted a soft pink. Lips full, glossy. The cage, of course, firmly in place under the lace panties I had picked out myself.

And your expression. That was the most beautiful thing.

There was no fear. No shame. Only that complete surrender that glowed in your eyes like a flame wrapped in silk.

Cole was the first to see you.

He looked up from his desk, frowned, tilted his head. His eyes slid up and down, trying to understand. He said nothing. Not a word. Just blinked slowly. Then looked away.

And he respected you.

Martina took less time. She walked over with a smile that wasn’t fake, though it was cautious.

“Blaire…” she said, as if the name had always been there. Her eyes sparkled, curious, tender, scanning the name on your badge over and over “I love your blouse.”

“Th-thank you…” you whispered, lowering your gaze just slightly, but without hiding.

She hugged you. Quick. Short. Sincere. And left.

The rest was more complex.

Side glances. Low murmurs. A stifled laugh here or there. But no one dared to say anything out loud. Why? Because I was there. Standing just a few steps from you. Watching. Guiding. In control. My presence alone was a silent warning:

“If you touch my doll… you answer to me.”

And everyone knew it.

I took you to my office, closed the door behind you. You set your bag on the chair, exhaled as if you’d been holding your breath for an hour. I walked over, held you by the waist, my nails sliding over your blouse.

“How do you feel, Blaire?”

“N-nervous… exposed…” you whispered “But also… free.”

“Perfect answer” I smiled, cupping your chin in my fingers “And get ready, because this doesn’t stop. Today everyone saw you. Today the world knew that Elliot doesn’t exist. That only you remain.”

I caressed your neck with the tip of my fingers.

“And soon you’ll go even further. You’ll sign as Blaire. Speak as Blaire. Live as Blaire. Do you understand?”

Your eyes filled with tears, but not from fear. From something deeper. Surrender.

“Y-yes… Ma’am…”

“And after that…” I added, my voice dropping to a near whisper “maybe we’ll consider something more. An implant. Full hormones. Pushing your feminization to the point of no return. But that will be when you're ready.”

Your body trembled, your legs pressed together, and a barely audible gasp escaped your throat.

“Y-yes, please…”

“Good doll. Now go… and get back to your desk. Let everyone see you work. Professional, pretty… mine.”

When you opened the door and stepped back into the hallway, everything stopped for a moment. The keyboards fell silent. Voices ceased. And you, with confident steps, sat at your desk, crossed your legs, and opened your laptop.

As if nothing had changed.

But everything had changed.

That night, when you knelt to take off my heels, your voice was barely a whisper:

“Thank you for… for making me who I am.”

And I, stroking your hair with one hand, whispered:

“No, doll. You were always Blaire. I just helped you be born.”
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Chapter Twenty-One – The Perfect Double Life

True power isn’t shouted. It’s dressed in silk, walked in stiletto heels, served with soft smiles and lips painted a discreet pink.

You understood that. You embodied it.

The weeks following your presentation were a symphony of seduction and discipline. At the office, you became indispensable. Your reports were precise. Your emails flawless. Your schedules, perfect. The whispers stopped. They began coming to you. Martina asked for your advice. Cole, though he’d never admit it, stopped mocking you and started looking at you differently. With respect. Sometimes… even hunger.

You looked gorgeous in that new lilac blouse with pearl buttons. The high-waisted pleated trousers accentuated your waist. The low heels made you walk like an executive straight out of a fashion magazine. The lingerie I picked out for you each morning lay beneath that formal clothing, hiding your secrets in black lace and white satin.

But when you came back to the penthouse… you were someone else.

Or rather: you were your true self, without masks.

You took off your shoes, lowered your gaze, and knelt before me. You told me about your day. I listened while sipping wine, one leg crossed, my lips painted blood red. I loved seeing you like that: professional by day, my little tranny slut by night.

“And what happened with that client who asked for changes?” I asked one night as you massaged my feet with soft hands.

“I responded firmly… but politely. I used what you taught me, Ma’am.”

—Good doll” I smiled and lowered my glass “And did you use your soft voice? The one we practiced in front of the mirror?”

“Y-yes. He… looked at me differently. Like…”

“Like you were a woman” I finished, stroking your cheek “Because that’s what he sees. That’s what you are.”

The nights were ours. You wore your maid uniform, tighter than ever. The white apron with lace. The plug, always in place. The cage, locked without question. You served me tea. Organized my wardrobe. And some nights, when I decided, I rewarded you.

I laid you on the divan, caressed your face while I asked:

“Did you like it when that executive said you were charming?”

“Y-yes…”

“And when Martina gave you that new little necklace? Did you feel like one of the girls?”

“V-very much…”

“And do you like being my doll?” I whispered, bringing my face close to yours “Obeying me? Letting yourself be used?”

“Yes… Ma’am… always…”

Then I would touch you until you melted in my hands. But I never removed the cage. Your pleasure was for me. Your body, my property. Your orgasms, if they came… were by permission, not by right.

One Friday afternoon, after a flawless meeting you had organized down to the last detail, I approached you. You were standing at your desk, wearing a beige blouse and a black pencil skirt, your hair pinned up elegantly, your lips glossy. You looked like a young executive —sophisticated… and delicious.

I leaned in behind you, letting my breath brush against your neck.

“You were perfect today.”

“Thank you, Ma’am…”

“So you deserve more than just words.”

I slid an envelope into your hands. Inside: a reservation at an upscale restaurant. Your name was written as “Blaire Holloway.”

“Holloway…?” you asked, trembling.

“It’s symbolic. It’s not legal yet. But if one day you decide… you know you can have my name.”

Your lips trembled. You cried in silence. And said nothing. There was no need.

That night I dressed you in a tight red dress, sleeveless, low back. Stiletto heels, black stockings, invisible thong, and a plug decorated with a fake ruby. I did your makeup myself. With detail. With care. I perfumed you with my favorite fragrance.

And as I helped you into your coat, I said:

“Tonight, you’re going alone. I want them to see how far you’ve come. And if anyone asks… you’re Blaire. My assistant. My doll. My creation.”

As you walked out the door, I watched you move as if the world already belonged to you. And in a way, it did.

Because you were no longer Elliot pretending to be Blaire.

You were Blaire. Now pretending… to conquer the world.

And you were still mine.


Chapter Twenty-Two – Being Blaire Before the World

The next morning, you called a brief meeting. Just a simple schedule coordination, or so it seemed. Martina was the first to arrive, smiling, unaware that it would be more than a check-in. Cole came in with his usual relaxed stride, one eyebrow raised. Three more sat around the table. You, standing by the screen, looked at them all with a firmness you hadn’t shown before.

I watched from the adjacent room, through the frosted glass. You didn’t need me. But you knew I was there.

“Thank you for coming” you began, your voice calm but with that tremble of someone stepping through a threshold.

“I just want to say something before we go into today’s topics. Something about… me.”

Silence fell instantly. You could hear the hum of the lamp. The blink of someone across the table.

“My name is Blaire. I’m the same person who has worked with you, who has replied to emails at odd hours, who’s covered meetings, delivered reports on time. But also… I’m a woman. Not in the way you might expect me to say it. But in the way I’ve chosen to live. And I want to stay here. If you’ll accept me.”

A whisper, a pause.

“Even if you don’t.”

Martina was the first to stand.

She approached without a word and hugged you.

Tight. Long. Real.

“Thank you for trusting us” she whispered.

Then Cole leaned back in his chair, rubbed the back of his neck, and with a half-smile, half-sigh, muttered:

“Well… as long as you keep doing my reports better than me, you’re good on my team.”

Laughter. Small. Relief. Acceptance. Or at least… respect.

But that wasn’t the hardest part. No, doll.

The truly brutal moment came after. The trip home. To your other home. Your parents’ house.

I offered to go with you. You said no. That this was something you had to do alone.

I picked out a conservative outfit for you: sky-blue blouse, knee-length skirt, soft makeup, hair pulled back. Tiny earrings. Everything to let you be yourself… without starting unnecessary wars.

When you came back that night… you were trembling.

“My dad wouldn’t look me in the eyes…” you whispered, sitting on the divan, legs tucked beneath you like a scolded little girl “He said my name, “Elliot,” every time he spoke. Like he wanted to erase me. Like he was shouting to keep from crying.”

“And your mother?” I asked, approaching with a blanket.

“She… cried. She hugged me. Said she was confused… but that I looked… happy.”

You curled up under the blanket. I stroked your hair in silence.

“Do you want to stop, doll? Go back?”

“No.” Your voice was firm this time “I want to keep going. Even if it hurts. Even if the eyes don’t always smile. Even if there are days of silence. Because now I know what I am.”

“And what are you, Blaire?”

I looked into your eyes. I waited.

And you, with a trembling voice, said:

“I’m yours. And I’m me. Finally.”


Chapter Twenty-Three – The Habit of Being Blaire

There’s a moment, in every transformation, when the new stops feeling “new.”

You don’t notice it right away. It arrives quietly, gently. One day, you no longer adjust your voice when answering a call. You don’t hesitate to say, “I’ll try this in a small.” Your hand doesn’t tremble when applying eyeliner. And then you know… it has happened.

Habit.

Femininity is no longer a mask. It’s your reflection. Your routine. Your skin.

And you, Blaire… had merged with it completely.

You still went to see Cassandra every Thursday afternoon.

I scheduled it myself, after our most demanding meetings, as a reward. Sometimes I went with you. Other times I let you go alone, but always with a discreet envelope of cash in your purse and a clear order: “Ask for whatever you want. Whatever you need. Whatever you desire.”

You walked into the salon with confident steps, mid-heels, pencil skirt, fitted blouse, and that high ponytail you loved when you wanted to feel like “a busy girl.” Cassandra greeted you with a kiss on the cheek, like women do. And there were no nerves. Just routine.

Laser hair removal in intimate areas, gentle acid facials, brow touch-ups. French manicure. Lymphatic massage. Sometimes lip filler. Nothing scandalous. Everything… exquisitely feminine.

“Just a touch-up today or something deeper, Blaire?” Cassandra would ask while massaging your thighs with retinol cream “These legs deserve to be shown off…”

“Touch-up and brows. But… maybe a little volume here” you’d say, touching your cheekbone with a shy little smile.

“The doll wants to be flirtier?”

“I want him to look at me and not doubt” you’d answer, and she’d laugh, delighted.

“Then get ready, gorgeous. I’ll make you irresistible.”

At the penthouse, life was just as seamless. You no longer asked permission to do your makeup in the main bathroom. Your perfumes took up half the vanity. Your bras dried next to my garters. Your lingerie no longer fit in just one drawer.

You woke with a soft alarm, made coffee in a nightgown and short robe. Then, makeup in front of the big mirror with warm lighting. You packed your things, prepared my schedule, and we’d leave for the office together.

But what I loved most… was how you moved through the world, beyond me.

You went to the mall alone. Tried on clothes naturally. Complained when the bras didn’t fit right. Smiled sweetly when the clerk said, “Nice blouse, miss.”

In one boutique, a saleswoman even asked:

“Is it for a date? Because that dress would make you look like a goddess…”

And you just smiled, like any woman being flattered.

Your dates were more frequent. Some men were sweet. Others, bold. One gave you a bracelet. Another bought you perfume. One, bolder still, made you try on heels in front of him at the store.

“Show me how you walk, pretty little slut” he whispered as you turned, cheeks flushed, the cage locked tightly beneath the lace of your panties.

You came home with a trembling smile, aching legs, and sparkling eyes. You knelt before me and told me everything. I’d pet your head. Sometimes I’d praise you. Sometimes I’d punish you for allowing too much attention. It was all part of the game. All part of life.

You had grown used to being Blaire. In the elevator. In the dressing room. At the bank. In the movie theater line. No one questioned. No one asked.

And you… no longer hid anything.

One night, after dinner on the terrace, while you poured me a glass and I admired how your blouse gently parted over your hormone-softened breasts, I asked:

“Have you noticed it?”

“Noticed what, Ma’am?”

“That there’s no disguise anymore. That you’re not “pretending” to be Blaire. You are.”

You fell silent. Took a sip. Lowered your eyes. Then nodded.

“Yes. I’m not acting anymore. This is me. And I like it.”

I hugged you that night. Slow, deep, wordless.

And I knew the next step was just around the corner.

Because when a doll becomes used to her reflection… then she’s ready to perfect it.


Chapter Twenty-Four – Business (and Pleasure) Trip

The decision was simple.
I had a three-day convention on the coast—meetings with European partners, presentations, contracts to sign. A weekend mixing executive tension with sunset cocktails, private pools, formal dinners and… possible temptations under palm trees. I couldn’t do it alone.
And you, doll, were ready.

The night before, you handled everything.
Your laptop was open on the desk, the screen’s glow lighting your bare but still softly feminine face. You wore a short silk nightgown and the cage tightly locked beneath white lace panties.

"Ma’am, the tickets are ready. First class. Side-by-side seats. The hotel confirmed a suite with a terrace… and private jacuzzi."
"And my clothes?" I asked without looking up, reviewing a report from the sofa.
"I already packed, based on your itinerary. But I also… took the liberty of including two evening gowns you wore at the September gala. And for me… I brought something Cassandra helped me choose."

I looked up. Your cheeks were blushing pink. Your voice, though delicate, vibrated with that delicious mix of pride and fear. I smiled.
"What are you bringing, doll?"
"A bikini. And… two tight dresses. Short ones. And one long. Black. Backless…"
"Thong or nothing underneath?"
"Thong… string."
"Perfect. That’s how I like my doll. Elegant. But always ready to be taken."

We flew at dawn. The airport was another runway.
You wore a cream two-piece set: fitted pants and a sleeveless blouse with a bow at the neck. Low-heeled sandals. Hair tied back with big sunglasses. Gloss on your lips. Your ID said “Blaire H.” No one questioned. No one asked.

During the flight, you massaged my wrists, organized documents, sipped champagne with the grace of a 1960s stewardess. You slept on my shoulder, your head resting against my neck, and my hand over your narrow waist.

The hotel was a white temple by the sea. Marble, glass, light wood. The suite… a sanctuary of two beds, linen curtains, Egyptian cotton sheets, and a balcony that smelled of salt and gardenias.

"Unpack, doll," I ordered as we entered. "I want to look ready for the five o’clock meeting. And you… ready for me at nine."

And so it was. You opened suitcases, hung dresses, arranged my jewelry on the vanity. Then you prepared your own things: the black bikini with gold accents, the evening dresses hung on padded hangers, your perfumes lined up like elegant soldiers. The plug was clean and ready. The cage, as always, locked. Your body, hairless. Your mind… obedient.

The meetings were sharp. You were by my side: tablet in hand, precise notes, captivating glances. No one asked if you were “my assistant.” No one needed to. You were a living ornament. An extension of me. With a sweet voice, a professional smile… and legs crossed with lethal grace.

But at sunset… you transformed.

The first day we walked along the shore.
You wore the bikini and a sheer beach cover-up. The waves kissed the sand, and you laughed with that laugh you only use when you forget you were ever Elliot. You got your feet wet, jumped over tiny waves, let the wind play with your loose hair. Two men watched you pass. One waved. The other followed you with his eyes until you disappeared. You smiled. Looked at me. Blushed.
"Ma’am… were they looking at me?"
"Obviously, doll. You’re delicious. And soon one of them is going to bite your neck."

That night, at the hotel dinner, you wore the black dress.
Discreet neckline in the front, but the back… oh, the back. Bare all the way to the base of your ass. I did your hair myself. You wore stilettos. I put a diamond bracelet on your wrist and long earrings that tinkled with every movement.

The partners couldn’t take their eyes off you. One offered you wine. Another asked if you studied fashion. You smiled, lowered your gaze, answered with a soft, modulated voice. I was savoring it inside. Because that night you weren’t just my secretary, nor my submissive. That night you were a hidden goddess… and the world bowed before you.

Back at the suite, you knelt without me asking.
"Are you happy with me, Ma’am?"
"More than I can say. But there’s still more to do. There are still… things to transform."
"Which things?" you asked, your voice heavy with longing.

I leaned over you, let my tongue brush the edge of your ear, and whispered:
"Breasts. Hips. Legality. Irreversibility. The world already sees you, Blaire. Now it’s your turn to see yourself. Complete."

You trembled. You cried. You kissed my fingers. And you slept that night with the dress still on, as if you didn’t want to wake from the spell.

But it wasn’t a spell.
It was your new life. And I… the witch who gave it to you.
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Chapter Twenty-Five – The Sealed Deal

It was exactly six o’clock. The private lounge on the fourteenth floor of the hotel buzzed with the elegant murmur of clinking glasses, leather folders, and silver pens.
You, as always, sat to my left. Back straight, thighs closed, lips gleaming with a soft pink gloss. You wore the lilac spaghetti-strap dress, a white double-breasted blazer, and your hair in gentle waves. Professional enough. Desirable enough. Exactly what I needed.

Across from us: three men.
To the right, the president of the tech firm we were negotiating exclusive rights with in Europe: Alfonso Barreda. Impeccable. Cold. Thin-framed glasses and discreet rings. Next to him, the vice president: bald, friendly, with an honest gut. No threat there.
But the third one… oh, doll. The third couldn’t take his eyes off you.

His name was Lucian.
Alfonso’s son. Early thirties. Angular face, strong jawline, three-day beard. White shirt rolled up to the elbows, expensive watch, eyes that traced your body like you already belonged to him. He sat directly across from you, shamelessly. For half an hour, he only spoke when necessary. The rest of the time… he stared.

Your cheeks flushed. You lowered your eyes. Fidgeted with the tablet. But I saw you: legs crossing slower, breath held, the blush climbing up your neck. And he noticed. Of course he noticed.

We signed the contract just before eight. Quick signatures. Firm handshakes. A glass of champagne. I turned to you, and without a word, you already knew what came next.
"Blaire," I said softly, "go change. You deserve a bit of rest. There’s a bar downstairs. Wear something comfortable. Discreet… but tempting."
"Y-yes, Ma’am…" you said in a soft voice, and disappeared with the same grace you always floated with.

Ten minutes later, I said my goodbyes to the group.
Lucian lingered a few seconds, his eyes fixed on the door you’d left through. Before leaving, I gently touched his arm. I smiled. Leaned in close so only he could hear me.
"She’s at the bar. If you have what it takes to please a doll like that… go."

He swallowed hard. Smiled. And left without saying a word.

From the suite, I watched through the window as you sat at the marble bar.
You wore the dusty pink mini dress, low back, thin straps. Legs crossed. Shiny black heels. Hair down. No blazer. Only perfume.

Lucian arrived ten minutes later.
He sat beside you.
Ordered a whiskey.
Turned toward you.

You sipped your drink slowly. Looked at him with that shy smile we had perfected through each training session. He didn’t wait.
"Sorry if this sounds blunt…" he said, "but do you know how hard it was to focus with a woman like you sitting across from me?"
"I’m not that special…" you whispered.
"You’re different. Not just because of your beauty. It’s how you move. How you stay silent. It’s magnetic."

You smiled. Touched your collarbone. Shrugged. Leaned in a little closer.
He took it as an invitation.
"Want to have a drink on the terrace?"
"Yes… I’d love that."

When I saw you both disappear from the bar, together, his hand on your lower back, his gaze direct like a promise… I knew the contract was fully sealed.
Not just the business one.
Also the one of your continued submission.

And that night, while you opened yourself with blush warming your skin, while Lucian whispered things only a little trans doll like you could make a man say, I slept soundly. Smiling.
Because you knew, didn’t you?
That was your role.
Your reward.
Your destiny.
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Chapter Twenty-Six – Drunk on Desire

The bar terrace smelled of salt and gardenias. The night breeze was warm, caressing your bare neck, making the light fabric of your short dress ripple gently. Lucian sat beside you, unhurried, his glass of whisky resting between his long, tense fingers. He wasn’t like the others. He didn’t scan you shamelessly. He looked at you with that charming mix of shyness and longing—like a man still unsure whether he deserved the goddess in front of him.

"Do you always work with Verónica?" he asked, his voice trembling slightly, but steady.
"Yes," you answered, crossing your legs slowly. "I’m… her personal assistant."
"I figured. By the way she looks at you. Like something she created. A… jewel she protects."

You smiled. Took a sip of your sweet drink. Your head was already spinning, your lips looser, your hips softer as they shifted on the cushioned stool.
"Do I look like a doll to you?" you asked playfully.
"No," he replied, looking you straight in the eyes. "You look like a woman. One of those women in the movies that makes you forget the script."

You kept drinking. Switched to a citrus cocktail. He stuck with the whisky. The laughter grew lower. The glances longer. Sometimes, Lucian fell quiet all of a sudden, as if afraid of saying the wrong thing. As if you were unreal. Untouchable.
"I’ve never been with someone like you," he murmured at last.
"Someone like me?" you purred, leaning closer, your fingers grazing his forearm.
"So… feminine. And… and at the same time… so confident."

You smiled. Set your glass aside. And kissed him. Soft. Sweet. Not like the brutes who took you roughly. Like someone who needed help taking the first step. Your lips opened him, and his tongue met yours with a small moan—a sigh of relief, of pent-up hunger.
"Do you want to go up?" he asked, barely a whisper.
"Yes," you breathed.

Lucian’s room was warm. Beige carpet, white bed, soft lighting.
He stood still, unsure, while you slipped off your heels. Then you walked up to him, knelt down with a sweet smile, and your hands unbuttoned his trousers with the kind of skill only practice could give.
"Let me help you," you murmured.
"A-are you sure?" he stammered, trembling.
"Yes, baby. Relax. Trust me."

You freed him gently. He was young, hard, shaking. You leaned in, kissed the tip, letting him feel your breath, your lips, your tongue. Slowly. Deeply. Lucian gasped. His trembling hand brushed your hair, then clung to your shoulders.
"G-god… Blaire…"

You took him whole, again and again, in a steady rhythm, sucking expertly, your eyes lifted to meet his. Every moan fed you. Every shiver told you that you were leading him. Teaching him. Elevating him.

When he finally pulled away, panting, he bent down, lifted you from the floor gently, and kissed you like he couldn’t stop himself. He undressed you slowly, removing your dress until only your lace panties and the still-locked cage remained.
"You’re so beautiful… so perfect…" he whispered.
"Make me yours," you whispered back, biting his lip. "Don’t be afraid. Do it."

He laid you down gently, spread your legs, and removed the plug you’d placed earlier before going out. His fingers applied lube clumsily, but tenderly. Every touch was a new gesture for him. For you… a delight.

And then, never taking his eyes off you, he entered.
The first thrust was shy. Your body tensed. You moaned.
"Are you okay?" he panted.
"Yes… keep going… I want to feel you…"

And you did.
Lucian moved above you with a mix of hunger and reverence. He kissed your neck, gripped your thighs, whispered sweet, clumsy things.
"I’ve never felt anything like this…"
"You’re amazing, baby…" you moaned, arching your back, digging your nails into his skin.

Your cries filled the room when he found his rhythm. When shyness gave way to desire. When he took you like a man starved, and you surrendered like a doll who had waited for just that kind of adoration.

He filled you with a deep groan, trembling above you. Your body still vibrated, the cage pressing against your hot, wet groin, unable to release anything. It didn’t matter. Your pleasure wasn’t there. Your pleasure was in leading him there. In being desired. In being taken by someone who didn’t need to dominate you to possess you.

You fell asleep wrapped in his arms, his warm breath against your forehead, his arm draped around your waist. And for the first time, doll, you moaned without punishment.
Only from pleasure.
Only from love.


Chapter Twenty-Seven – The Three Perfect Days

Day One.
You woke up early. In Lucian’s bed.
He was still asleep, face relaxed, body warm beneath the sheets. You slipped out quietly, went to the bathroom, washed your face, freshened up, slid in your plug with menthol lube, and after dabbing a touch of perfume on your neck… you left with your dress from the night before in hand and your heels in the other.

You arrived at the suite just after seven. I was already up, in a silk robe, laptop open, coffee in hand.
"Did you have fun, doll?" I asked without looking up.
"Y-yes, Ma’am…" you whispered, blushing.
"Perfect. Put on something serious. We have a meeting at nine."

You changed in the bathroom in five minutes. Sleeveless white blouse, grey pencil skirt, low heels, hair clipped back in a black pin. You sat next to me at the desk, opened your laptop, and worked four hours straight.
Emails. Presentations. Forecasts. Meeting schedules.
And between each file… a soft sigh. A silly smile. A gentle clench of your thighs. Lucian was texting you. Sending emojis. Photos of his torso. Dirty messages. Lunch invites.
At one, you went out with him.
You came back at three, tousled, your neck flushed. The plug still in place. Your body shaken. Your eyes… dazed and glowing.
I said nothing. Let you work in silence.
But inside, I smiled.
Because you were running like a perfect machine: your brain processing numbers, your heart pounding, and your body… deliciously used.

Day Two.
The second day was tougher.
Internal presentations. Investor lunches. Budget reviews.
You were everywhere. Sitting to my left with your tablet, gliding between graphs, dates, figures, clauses. Every word from your mouth was precise, polished, professional. Your nails gleamed. Your lips were perfectly lined. Your legs crossed with the grace of a trained ballerina.
And at six… you vanished.

When you returned to the suite at eight, wearing the tight green dress, your thighs still damp, you tiptoed in.
I was in the bathtub.
"Blaire…" I called, without raising my voice.
"Y-yes, Ma’am…" you replied, approaching like a girl with a filthy secret on her lips.
"How many times today?"
"T-three…"
"Where?"
"In the elevator… the lobby bathroom… and his room."

I leaned back into the bubbles, satisfied.
"Perfect. You’ve been good. You deserve a massage after dinner."

Day Three.
Last day of the trip.
You woke with your head in my lap. I had let you sleep there, after watching you give in, exhausted, Lucian’s marks still on your hips, and the under-eye shadows of a woman worshipped to the point of trembling.

"You’ll close the conference today," I said as we had breakfast on the terrace.
"And… what should I say?"
"Speak like Blaire. With clarity. With authority. With restrained desire."

And you did.
You stepped up to the podium in a soft pink two-piece set: pencil skirt and blazer. Silk blouse. Nude heels. Hair down, straight. Microphone at your neckline. Red lips, perfectly lined eyes. Everything flawless.

Your presentation was clear, direct, seductive.
You ended with a smile that froze the room.
And when you stepped down from the stage, Lucian took your hand. In front of everyone.
He didn’t let go until you were in his room.

You returned to the suite at midnight.
Barefoot. Sweaty. A string of fake pearls hanging crookedly across your bare chest. Your panties in your hand. The plug still softly vibrating inside you.
"Did you enjoy it, doll?"
"It was… p-perfect… Ma’am."
"And what are you?"
"His slut… his doll… but yours, always yours…"

I lay back in bed, leaving space beside me.
"Come. Rest. You’ve been a good girl."

And you slept with me at my feet. Not as an assistant. Not as a lover.
As Blaire.
All of you.
Mine.
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Chapter Twenty-Eight – Where Everything Fits

The car glided down the main avenue with the fluidity of a confident river. Outside, the city smelled of hot asphalt and air conditioning; inside, you and I sat in complete silence, wrapped in the soft hum of the engine like velvet.

I flipped through reports on my tablet. You stared out the window, your face serene, your makeup still intact despite the long day. You wore a beige silk blouse, fitted smoke-gray trousers, and low patent leather heels. Your hair was pulled into a polished ponytail. The bracelet Lucian had given you rested on your wrist like a timid promise you weren’t yet sure you deserved.

"Everything ready for tomorrow?" I asked without looking up.
"Yes, Ma’am. The meeting’s confirmed. The supplier sent the samples. And the legal summary has been reviewed."
"And the reservations for Paris?"
"Reconfirmed. Side-by-side seats. Double suite. Private transfer."

I nodded. Allowed myself a brief smile.
"You’re perfect."
"Thank you, Ma’am."

The penthouse smelled of lavender and freshly polished floors. The soft lighting welcomed us as always: gentle, obedient. You set your bag down at the entrance, removed your heels with mechanical grace, and placed them neatly beside mine. I hung up my coat on the rack. I looked at you—and you already knew.

You entered your room without a word.
Five minutes later, you returned dressed as a maid.
Black. White lace. Tight corset. Short skirt. Black stockings. Low heels. Waist cinched. Hair down, styled in soft waves. Lips glossed. Eyes lined with feline precision. Cage locked. Plug in place. Posture impeccable.

I gave no instructions. You didn’t need them.
You went to my room, selected my favorite robe. Helped me undress. Unbuttoned my blouse one by one, with soft fingers. Slid the skirt down my hips. Removed my underwear with reverence. Then, kneeling in front of me, you carefully took off my heels, as if each inch of skin you uncovered was some ancient secret.

"Massage, Ma’am?"
"Yes."

You moved behind me, knees on the mattress, and your hands began to work my feet. Then my ankles. Then my calves. The silence was thick, warm, intimate.
We didn’t speak.
We didn’t need to.

We went downstairs together to the living room. I sat on the gray velvet divan, one leg crossed. You walked to the kitchen. The chime of glass, the pop of the cork, your soft footsteps. You returned with a glass of red wine on a silver tray. You knelt beside me, offering it with both hands, eyes down.

I took the glass. Sipped. Exhaled.
And with my free hand… I began to stroke your hair.

You sighed. Closed your eyes. Rested your cheek against my thigh. Your arms folded like a porcelain doll in her case. Your breathing steady.
I kept caressing.
And you… simply were.

You didn’t think.
You didn’t analyze.
You just existed.

And I… was proud.
Because everything fit.





Afterword – From Sofía, with lipstick and a smile

Thank you, darling, for walking in heels through every page of this transformation.

Writing My Boss, My Mistress was a personal joy — not just because of the satin, the obedience, or the power games (though, yes, those are delicious), but because it's a love letter to the part of us that longs to be seen… and shaped.

Blaire’s journey is more than lace and lipstick — it’s about letting go, giving in, and discovering that sometimes, becoming who we truly are requires someone else to hold the mirror — and the keys to the cage.

If this story left you blushing, smiling, or just a little breathless, then I’ve done my job.

And if you’re still in your own version of a grey cubicle, wondering what would happen if she really saw you — well, maybe it’s time to knock on the door of Ms. Holloway’s office.

With all my affection,
Sofía Bacon
💄✨
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5 LEVEL CONTENT SCALE

Girly Dreams

Mild, introspective, or sweet feminization.
Ideal for soft stories.

Soft Seduction

Visible transformation, light sensual tension, suggestive intemacy.

Playful Desire

Active sensuality, sexual tension, role-playing, no crude content.
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Psychological and moderate ly
explisit eroticism, detailed scenes.
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intense transformation. (Within KDP limits)
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