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The fluorescent lights of Sterling Solutions Inc. hummed with a monotonous drone, a perfect soundtrack to my increasingly beige existence.

Mark Henderson, junior analyst, department of… well, it didn’t really matter. My performance reviews had been steadily declining, whispers of downsizing were slithering through the cubicle farm, and my general demeanor could best be described as “mild-mannered to the point of invisibility.”

I was, in short, teetering on the brink of professional oblivion, and the anxiety was a constant knot in my stomach.

My home life wasn’t much more exciting. A small, neat apartment, a routine of microwave dinners and nature documentaries.

But there was a secret corner of my existence, a hidden flicker of something… else. Sometimes, late at night, when the city was quiet and my loneliness particularly acute, I’d find myself drawn to the internet’s more… eclectic offerings.

Not porn, not really.

But images, articles, forums dedicated to… femininity. Delicate lingerie. The soft curve of a stockinged leg. Men transformed, looking pretty, vulnerable, strangely… joyful in their surrender. I’d stare, a confusing mixture of revulsion and an undeniable, shameful throb of arousal stirring deep within me.

Just last week, I’d been browsing a department store website, ostensibly looking for a new tie, when my cursor had strayed to the women’s shoe section. A pair of sleek, black patent leather pumps, impossibly high, undeniably feminine… My breath had hitched.

My cock had given a distinct, traitorous twitch. I’d slammed the laptop shut, my face burning, my heart pounding. What the hell is wrong with me? I’d thought, quickly dismissing the incident as a stress-induced aberration. But the memory, the feeling, lingered.

Today, the dreaded summons had arrived. An email, curt and imperious: “Mr. Henderson, see me in my office. 3 PM. Sharp. V. Sterling.”

Ms. Victoria Sterling. CEO. Titan of industry. She-wolf of Wall Street.

She was a legend, a terrifyingly beautiful, impeccably dressed woman in her mid-forties, with a statuesque figure, a piercing gaze, and an aura of absolute, unshakeable authority.

I’d only ever seen her from a distance, at company-wide meetings, where her calm, powerful voice could silence a room and make grown men tremble. Being summoned to her inner sanctum felt like being called before a queen for judgment.

Her office was on the top floor, a sprawling expanse of polished mahogany, gleaming chrome, and panoramic city views. The air smelled of expensive leather, fresh flowers, and Ms. Sterling’s signature perfume – something subtle, sophisticated, and undeniably dominant.

She was seated behind a massive, minimalist desk, her posture perfect, her dark hair swept up in an elegant chignon. She wore a razor-sharp grey power suit, a silk blouse the color of blood, and stiletto heels that looked like lethal weapons.

Her eyes, a cool, assessing shade of arctic blue, pinned me the moment I stepped through the door.

“Mr. Henderson,” she said, her voice a low, melodious purr that nonetheless sent a shiver of apprehension down my spine. “Please, sit.” She gestured to a surprisingly small, uncomfortable-looking chair opposite her desk. I sat, perching on the edge, my palms sweating.

“Let us not mince words, Mr. Henderson,” she began, her gaze unwavering. “Your performance of late has been… lacking. Sub-optimal. Frankly, a disappointment.”

Each word was a perfectly aimed dart.

My stomach clenched. This was it. The axe was about to fall.

“However,” she continued, a faint, enigmatic smile playing on her perfectly painted lips, “I am not entirely without… compassion. And I believe in… incentivizing potential. Sterling Solutions is prepared to offer you an alternative to termination, Mr. Henderson. A rather unique… performance improvement program, if you will.”

Hope, fragile and desperate, flickered within me. An alternative? “Yes, Ms. Sterling?” I managed, my voice barely a whisper.

“This program,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her eyes gleaming with an intensity that was both terrifying and strangely captivating, “requires a certain… personal commitment from you, Mr. Henderson. A willingness to adapt. To be… malleable. It involves a rather drastic change to your… professional presentation. A new dress code, shall we say. One that I will personally oversee and approve.”

Dress code? My mind raced. A new suit? Stricter grooming standards?

“The terms, Mr. Henderson,” she continued, her voice dropping to a silken, conspiratorial murmur, “are non-negotiable. Absolute obedience. Unquestioning compliance. And a complete… surrender to my direction. If you agree to these terms, if you dedicate yourself fully to this… incentive program, your position at Sterling Solutions will be secure. More than secure. You may even find yourself… thriving in ways you never imagined.” She paused, letting her words hang in the air, heavy with unspoken implications. “If you decline… well, the alternative is, of course, immediate termination. The choice, Mr. Henderson, is yours.”

My mind reeled. This wasn’t a performance review; this was… something else entirely. The way she looked at me, the intensity in her eyes, the subtle emphasis on words like “personal commitment” and “surrender”… it sent a wave of profound unease through me. And yet… my job. My stability. My carefully constructed, albeit beige, life.

And then, my treacherous body betrayed me. As Ms. Sterling’s arctic blue eyes roamed over me, a slow, possessive appraisal, I felt a sudden, undeniable, shameful twitch in my groin. A wave of heat flushed my face. My hands began to tremble. Her authority, her sheer, overwhelming dominance, the hint of forbidden, unspoken demands… it was triggering that same confusing, illicit arousal I’d experienced when looking at those feminine images, those women’s shoes.

“Well, Mr. Henderson?” Ms. Sterling purred, her smile widening, as if she could see right through me, could sense my inner turmoil, my body’s disgusting, involuntary response. “What is your decision? Will you embrace this… opportunity?”

My throat was dry. My heart hammered against my ribs. This was insane. This was unethical. This was… my only chance. And beneath the terror, beneath the humiliation, a tiny, perverse spark of curiosity, of shameful excitement, flickered to life. What did she mean by a new dress code? What kind of “surrender” did she expect?

“I… I…” I stammered, my gaze dropping to the plush, expensive carpet. The choice was no choice at all. “I… accept, Ms. Sterling.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across her lips. “Excellent, Mr. Henderson. Or perhaps,” she paused, her eyes gleaming with a new, possessive light, “I should start calling you… Marcy? Yes, Marcy has a certain… ring to it, don’t you think? For my special little project.”

Marcy? My mind blanked. Before I could process the new name, she rose, gliding around her desk with a fluid, predatory grace. She stopped directly in front of me, her presence overwhelming, intoxicating.

“Then let us begin your… re-education immediately, Marcy,” she whispered, her voice a silken promise of delights and degradations to come. “The first step, my dear, is to strip away the old. All of it.”
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“Strip away the old. All of it.”

Ms. Sterling’s words, delivered in that low, purring, utterly authoritative voice, hung in the opulent air of her office, a death knell for Mark Henderson and a terrifying, exhilarating prelude to… Marcy.

My mind was a chaotic whirl of disbelief, fear, and that persistent, shameful, undeniable throb of arousal in my groin. My boss. My powerful, intimidating CEO boss. Was ordering me to strip. Here. In her office.

As a condition of my continued employment. It was surreal. Insane. I couldn’t help but love it, and crave it, even if I was still confused and couldn’t make sense of it…

“I… I don’t understand, Ms. Sterling,” I stammered, my voice barely a whisper, my eyes darting towards the heavy oak door, a futile, desperate search for an escape route that I knew didn’t exist.

A faint, almost cruel smile touched her perfect lips. “Oh, I think you do, Marcy,” she corrected, the new name rolling off her tongue with a disturbing ease, as if she’d been calling me that for years. “The ‘incentive program’ requires a complete… overhaul. And we must begin with a blank canvas.” She gestured vaguely towards a discreet door I hadn’t noticed before, tucked away in a paneled corner of her office. “My private bathroom. It has ample space for you to… disrobe. And for me to… assess the raw material I have to work with.”

My face burned. Assess the raw material? She was going to watch me? The humiliation was a fresh wave, hot and suffocating, yet it fanned the flames of that perverse excitement flickering deep within me. This was so wrong, so degrading, yet… my clitty, my traitorous, eager sissy clitty, pulsed in shameful anticipation.

“Unless, of course,” Ms. Sterling added, her voice dropping to a silken threat, “you’d prefer to reconsider your… acceptance of my generous offer? The HR department is just a phone call away, I believe.”

She was fully in control, and I wanted it just like that. The choice, as always, was no choice at all. With a shuddering sigh of resignation — delighted, even if convention demanded I resist — and with my shoulders slumped in defeat I knew was insincere, I nodded mutely and stumbled towards the indicated door.

The private washroom was larger than my entire studio apartment’s bathroom, a symphony of marble, chrome, and smoked glass. It smelled faintly of Ms. Sterling’s expensive perfume.

And she was there, leaning against a marble vanity, her arms crossed, her arctic blue eyes watching me with an unnerving, clinical intensity.

“All of it, Marcy,” she commanded softly, her voice echoing slightly in the tiled space. “Leave nothing to the imagination. I need to see precisely what we’re… re-molding.”

My fingers, clumsy and trembling, fumbled with the buttons of my cheap polyester suit jacket, then my tie, then my shirt. Each discarded garment felt like a layer of my old self being stripped away, leaving me more exposed, more vulnerable. My sensible office trousers and boxers followed, pooling around my ankles in a pathetic heap. I stood before her, naked except for my socks, shivering slightly, despite the room’s comfortable temperature.

Ms. Sterling walked slowly around me, her heels clicking sharply on the marble floor. Her gaze was intense, appraising, cataloging every inch of my unremarkable male body – my pale skin, my slight office paunch, my genitals which, to my utter, soul-destroying mortification, were beginning to show the first, unmistakable signs of a traitorous stirring.

The shame was so profound I thought I might actually faint.

“Hmm,” she murmured, a low, thoughtful sound. “A little… uninspired, perhaps. But with potential. Definite potential for… refinement.” She then turned to a sleek, built-in closet and retrieved a small, elegant box tied with a silver ribbon. “Now, Marcy, for the first items of your new… professional attire.”

She opened the box. My breath caught in my throat. My stomach clenched with a mixture of dread and a horrifying, shameful flicker of… recognition.

Lying nestled on a bed of black tissue paper was a pair of panties.

But not just any panties.

These were exquisitely feminine, shockingly delicate. They were fashioned from a sheer, blush-pink silk, trimmed with an abundance of frothy cream lace. A tiny satin bow adorned the front. They were a thong, I realized with a jolt of pure, terrified excitement, designed to offer minimal coverage and maximum… exposure. They looked so fragile, so utterly… sissy.

“Your new foundation, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling said, holding them up for my inspection, her eyes gleaming with a malicious, knowing delight. “Aren’t they lovely? Such a delicate shade. It will complement your… new professional persona beautifully.”

I stared at them, mesmerized and appalled. My skin, already feeling raw and oversensitive from my nudity and her intense scrutiny, prickled in anticipation of that alien fabric. “Ms. Sterling… I… I can’t wear those,” I whispered, my voice hoarse. “They’re… they’re for… girls.”

“Precisely, Marcy,” she purred, her smile widening. “And you, my dear, are well on your way to becoming a very… valuable asset. A very pretty asset. Now, put them on.”

My mind screamed defiance, but my body, exhausted by fear, shame, and the undeniable, insistent throb of my burgeoning erection, seemed to have lost the will to resist. Or perhaps, that secret, hidden part of me, the part that had looked at women’s shoes with a guilty thrill, was morbidly, perversely curious.

With trembling hands, I took the blush-pink silk and lace thong from her. The silk felt impossibly soft, cool against my fingertips. The lace was delicate, almost weightless. I fumbled, my fingers clumsy, as I stepped into them, one leg, then the other. I pulled them up over my thighs, over my buttocks. The sensation was… indescribable. A lightning strike to my senses.

The sheer silk whispered against my skin, a shockingly intimate caress. The lace trim tickled lightly. The narrow strip of the thong settled deeply, shockingly, between my buttocks, a sensation so foreign, so invasive, it made me gasp aloud.

The front panel, small and delicate, cupped my genitals, which were now unmistakably, painfully, gloriously hard.

My penis, my traitorous, disobedient, sissy clitty, throbbed and strained against the confining silk, aching with a pleasure so wrong, so forbidden, it was almost unbearable. It felt… caged. Adorned. Utterly, beautifully feminized. Every tiny movement sent a fresh wave of exquisite sensation, a forbidden thrill, through my overstimulated nerves.

I stood there, panting slightly, my body rigid with a maelstrom of conflicting emotions. Humiliation, stark and overwhelming. Fear of what was to come. Confusion. And beneath it all, a rising tide of intense, undeniable, shameful, sissy arousal.

This was insane. I was wearing a blush-pink silk and lace thong. In my CEO’s private washroom. And my cock was so hard it felt like it might burst through the delicate fabric.

Ms. Sterling watched me, her expression a mixture of triumph and sadistic amusement. She stepped closer, her gaze fixed on the prominent bulge straining against the delicate pink silk. “Oh, my, Marcy,” she murmured, her voice a silken caress that sent shivers down my spine despite myself. “It seems… someone is quite enthusiastic about his new dress code. Your little… asset seems to like its new home. It seems quite… motivated.”

She reached out a perfectly manicured finger, clad in a ring that glinted coldly in the bright light, and lightly, oh so lightly, traced the outline of my throbbing erection through the sheer silk.

I yelped, a small, pathetic sound, and tried to recoil, but her touch, however light, sent a bolt of pure electricity through me, straight to my groin. My hips gave an involuntary little jerk.

“Such a pretty blush, Marcy,” she continued, her eyes gleaming. “It matches your panties so well. And they barely contain your… eagerness to please. Such a naughty, responsive little office sissy you’re turning out to be.” Her fingers brushed against the tip of my clitty through the fabric, and I whimpered, my body arching uncontrollably.

“This is… this is highly unprofessional, Ms. Sterling,” I managed to choke out, the words a desperate, pathetic plea. “I shouldn’t… I shouldn’t be… feeling this.”

“But you are, aren’t you, Marcy?” she whispered, her face close to mine, her cool breath fanning my heated skin. Her perfume, so sophisticated, so dominant, filled my senses. “You can’t deny it. Your body doesn’t lie. Why else would your clitty be so eager, so achingly hard, nestled so sweetly in these pretty little panties? This is just the beginning of the… motivation you’ll discover in your new role. The beginning of your true potential at Sterling Solutions.”

She made me stand there for what felt like an eternity, acutely aware of my body’s betrayal, of the sheer silk clinging to my aroused flesh, of her cool, appraising gaze. She might have me pose, turn this way and that, her instructions delivered in that calm, dominant voice, further emphasizing my helplessness, her absolute control. “Arch your back a little, Marcy. Let me see how the thong settles. Yes, lovely. Such a… promising silhouette.”

Finally, with a small, satisfied sigh, she retrieved another item from the box. A bra. Matching the panties, of course. Blush-pink silk, delicate cream lace, underwired, and, to my horror, slightly padded.

“The ensemble wouldn’t be complete, would it, Marcy?” she said, her voice laced with amusement.

My hands were shaking too much to even attempt the hooks. She fastened it for me, her fingers cool and efficient against my back. The band felt tight, constricting.

The padded cups, designed for breasts I didn’t possess, felt alien and ridiculous, pushing my flat chest out slightly, creating the illusion of small, budding sissy breasts. I felt… utterly, completely, humiliatingly feminized.

Ms. Sterling stepped back, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her lips. “Well, well, Marcy. Look at you. All dressed up in your pretty little underthings. Such a… dedicated employee. So willing to embrace the new corporate culture.” She paused, her eyes glittering. “Don’t worry, my dear. This is just the foundation. The rest of your new uniform will be even more… motivating. For now, get used to the feeling. You’ll be wearing these from now on. Every day. Your first official duty in the Marcy Incentive Program is complete. The next… will be ensuring you present the correct image to the entire company.”

She left me then, alone in her opulent washroom, dressed in blush-pink sissy lingerie, my body thrumming with a confusing, terrifying, yet undeniably exhilarating cocktail of shame and arousal.

My job, my life, my very identity, had been irrevocably altered. I was Marcy. Ms. Sterling’s office sissy.

And a horrifying, thrilling part of me was morbidly fascinated, and undeniably excited, to see what “presenting the correct image” would entail.
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The next morning, I arrived at Sterling Solutions Inc. feeling like a walking, talking bundle of exposed nerves and shameful secrets.

Beneath my drab, standard-issue office suit, I was wearing the blush-pink silk and lace thong and the matching padded bra Ms. Sterling had forced upon me.

Every movement, every rustle of fabric, was a mortifying reminder of my new, secret reality. My clitty, nestled in its silken cage, seemed to be in a state of perpetual, low-grade arousal, a constant, humiliating throb against the delicate lace.

I avoided eye contact with my colleagues, terrified they could somehow see through my clothes, discern the sissy secret hidden beneath.

The summons came just before lunch. “Marcy, my office. Immediately.” Ms. Sterling’s voice, cool and crisp, crackled through the intercom. Marcy. She was already calling me Marcy, even over the office-wide system. My face burned.

Her office was, as always, an oasis of power and intimidating luxury. She was seated behind her massive mahogany desk, looking impeccable in a razor-sharp navy-blue dress that hugged her statuesque figure. Her arctic blue eyes, however, held a new, almost playful gleam.

“Good morning, Marcy,” she purred, her gaze raking over me, lingering for a moment on my chest, as if she could see the outline of the padded bra beneath my shirt. “I trust your new… foundational garments are comfortable?”

“Y-yes, Ms. Sterling… I mean, Mistress,” I stammered, the correction automatic now, a horrifying testament to how quickly my brain was adapting to this insane new dynamic. The word “Mistress” felt alien yet disturbingly right on my tongue.

“Excellent,” she said, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across her lips. “Because today, Marcy, we complete your transformation. Your new… professional uniform awaits.” She gestured towards a garment bag hanging discreetly on a nearby coat stand. “It’s time you truly looked the part of my dedicated, motivated, and utterly… feminine personal assistant.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. A full uniform? What could she possibly have in mind?

She had me strip down to my blush-pink sissy lingerie right there in her office, the panoramic city views a stark, indifferent backdrop to my profound humiliation.

Victoria’s eyes devoured me, her expression a mixture of clinical assessment and undisguised, predatory delight. “Such a pretty little sissy you’re becoming, Marcy,” she murmured, her voice a silken caress. “So soft. So… receptive.”

Then, she unveiled the uniform. It was… devastating. A classic, impeccably tailored secretary’s ensemble, but with a distinct, undeniably sissy twist.

There was a pencil skirt in a soft, dove-grey wool, cut to cling to the hips and fall just above the knee – far shorter, far tighter than anything a male employee would ever wear. A delicate, cream-colored silk blouse with a pussy-bow collar that felt impossibly feminine.

A pair of sheer, nude pantyhose that would leave my legs feeling exposed and incredibly vulnerable. And then, the shoes. Oh god, the shoes. A pair of sleek, black patent leather pumps with a slender, three-inch heel. High heels. In the office. For me.

“This, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling announced, holding up the silk blouse with a flourish, “is your new daily attire. Non-negotiable. It will ensure you maintain the… appropriate level of motivation and present the correct image of dedication to Sterling Solutions. And to me.”

The process of dressing was an exercise in exquisite, mind-altering feminization. The silk blouse felt cool and luxurious against my skin, the pussy-bow a ridiculously girly affectation at my throat.

The pencil skirt was incredibly tight, molding to my hips, my thighs, my ass, emphasizing curves I didn’t know I possessed, curves that were subtly, alarmingly, beginning to appear thanks to… whatever was in that initial assessment or her ongoing subtle influence. The pantyhose, sheer and constricting, made my legs feel incredibly smooth, incredibly bare, incredibly… feminine.

And the heels. The heels were an agony and an ecstasy. My feet, crammed into the narrow, pointed toes, protested. My ankles wobbled precariously. But the way they forced me to stand, to walk, with shorter, more deliberate steps, my hips swaying slightly, my posture unnaturally erect… it was undeniably, powerfully feminizing.

When I was fully dressed, Ms. Sterling led me to a full-length mirror she had artfully concealed behind a decorative screen. “Now, Marcy,” she purred, her voice dripping with anticipation. “Behold. Your true professional self.”

I lifted my eyes, my heart pounding, and stared.

The man, Mark Henderson, was gone.

Utterly, completely gone. In his place stood… a woman.

A surprisingly attractive, impeccably dressed, and undeniably feminized office worker.

My face, still subtly softened from whatever had been in that initial “assessment” or perhaps just from the sheer psychological impact of it all, was framed by my own slightly longer, neatly combed hair (no wig today, she’d said my natural hair was “developing a rather fetching, androgynous charm”).

My eyes, thanks to a touch of mascara and eyeliner I now applied each morning as part of my secret sissy ritual (a habit I’d picked up with terrifying speed), looked wider, more expressive.

My lips, though unpainted for the office, felt fuller, more sensitive. The cream silk blouse clung to my chest, the padded bra beneath creating the illusion of small, perky breasts. The grey pencil skirt hugged my hips, my ass, showcasing a silhouette that was alarmingly, thrillingly feminine.

And my legs, encased in sheer nude pantyhose, tapering down to those sleek, black, three-inch heels… they looked like a girl’s legs. A secretary’s legs.

A sissy’s legs.

A wave of dizziness, so intense it made me grip the edge of a nearby table, washed over me. This wasn’t just a costume. This was… me.

This was Marcy. Ms. Sterling’s Marcy. And the sight of this transformed self, this competent, professional, yet utterly feminized creature in the mirror, sent a jolt of pure, unadulterated, sissy arousal through me, so powerful it stole the air from my lungs. My clitty, already aching in its blush-pink silk cage, throbbed with an intensity that made my knees weak.

I looked… I looked like a competent, sexy, sissy secretary. And the realization, the visual confirmation of my own complete, humiliating, beautiful transformation, was overwhelmingly, intoxicatingly arousing.

“Well, Marcy?” Ms. Sterling’s voice, a low, satisfied purr, broke the silence. She had stepped up behind me, her hands coming to rest on my shoulders, her reflection appearing next to mine in the mirror – the powerful, dominant Mistress and her pretty, submissive sissy assistant. “What do you think of your new… corporate image? Quite an improvement, wouldn’t you agree?”

I couldn’t speak. I just stared, mesmerized by the girl in the mirror, by Marcy, a shy, hopeful, incredibly aroused smile beginning to bloom on her lips.

“From now on, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling continued, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, her lips brushing my ear, “this is you. This is how you will present yourself in my office. In my company. You are no longer Mark Henderson, underperforming analyst. You are Marcy, my personal, dedicated, and exceptionally… motivated assistant. Is that clear?”

My throat was dry. I swallowed, my gaze fixed on the pretty, feminized office worker in the mirror. “Y-yes, Mistress,” I heard a soft, surprisingly breathy voice say. Marcy’s voice. “Perfectly clear.”

A slow, triumphant smile spread across Ms. Sterling’s lips. “Good girl, Marcy. Very good.” She gave my shoulders a squeeze. “Now, your training as my office sissy truly begins. There are certain… protocols, certain ways of moving, of speaking, of serving, that a girl in your position must master. First lesson: how to walk across my office in those heels without looking like a newborn foal. And then, how to kneel gracefully at my desk to take dictation. We have a lot of work to do, Marcy. And I expect… exemplary performance.”

For the rest of an agonizing, exhilarating afternoon, Ms. Sterling put me through my sissy office paces.

She taught me how to navigate her plush carpet in the treacherous heels, my hips swaying with a newfound, tentative grace. She showed me how to sit demurely in the tight pencil skirt, my knees pressed tightly together, my hands folded neatly in my lap.

She made me practice addressing her as “Mistress Sterling” with the appropriate level of deference and respect.

Each instruction, each correction, each word of praise, chipped away another piece of the forgotten Mark, replacing it with the vibrant, eager Marcy. And with every feminine gesture I mastered, with every glimpse of my pretty, professional, sissy reflection, the thrill, the arousal, the dawning acceptance of my new, beautiful, sissy self, grew stronger, cementing my new, bewildering, yet undeniably exciting identity.

I was Marcy, Ms. Sterling’s personal office sissy. And as she had me practice kneeling at her feet, my head bowed, my heart pounding, I felt a profound, intoxicating sense of purpose, of belonging, of finally, truly, beautifully, being the sissy I was always meant to be.
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My new life as Marcy, Ms. Sterling’s personal office sissy, began in earnest the very next day.

Walking through the bustling corridors of Sterling Solutions Inc., dressed in my clinging grey pencil skirt, my cream silk blouse, sheer nude pantyhose, and those damnable, exhilarating three-inch black patent leather heels, was an exercise in sheer terror and profound, illicit excitement.

Every click of my heels on the polished linoleum felt like a gunshot in the quiet morning air. I was convinced every eye was on me, every colleague dissecting my anachronistic secretarial attire, my subtly feminized features, the slight, new sway in my hips that the heels and Ms. Sterling’s relentless training had instilled.

Of course, no one said anything. Ms. Sterling was, after all, the undisputed queen of this corporate kingdom, and her whims were law. If she chose to have her previously unremarkable male junior analyst suddenly presenting as a meticulously groomed, if slightly awkward, female personal assistant, who were they to question it?

Perhaps they assumed it was some new, eccentric HR initiative, or that Mark Henderson had finally cracked under the pressure and embraced a… bold new personal style.

The few curious glances I did receive, I met with a blush and a hastily lowered gaze, just as Ms. Sterling – or Mistress Sterling, as I now exclusively thought of her, even in my own head – had instructed.

My desk had been moved from the anonymous cubicle farm to a small, elegant alcove just outside her opulent office suite. It was a clear statement: I was hers. Her property. Her Marcy.

My duties were a bizarre, intoxicating blend of legitimate secretarial work and deeply personal, humiliatingly arousing sissy service. I answered her calls, my voice now habitually softer, more melodic (“Good morning, Ms. Sterling’s office, Marcy speaking, how may I direct your call?”).

I typed her memos, my newly manicured nails (clear polish, a subtle, feminine touch she’d insisted upon) clicking softly on the keyboard. I fetched her coffee, served it to her on my knees beside her massive desk, my short pencil skirt riding up, my heart pounding as her cool blue eyes raked over my exposed, pantyhose-clad thighs.

Today, she had a special “performance review” scheduled. Not in the HR department, of course, but in the privacy of her inner sanctum, after office hours. The anticipation had been a delicious torment all day, my clitty, nestled in its blush-pink silk thong beneath my demure office attire, maintaining a state of perpetual, aching arousal.

As the last employee departed, leaving the executive floor shrouded in a hushed, expectant silence, Ms. Sterling summoned me with a soft chime of her desk bell. I entered her office, my heels clicking nervously on the marble, my hands clasped demurely before me.

“Marcy, darling,” she purred, her voice a low, seductive hum. She was reclining on the plush leather sofa in the corner of her office, a crystal glass of amber liquid – brandy, probably, and the very expensive kind no less – in her hand. The lights were dimmed, the city lights twinkling like scattered diamonds through the panoramic windows. The atmosphere was less corporate, more… boudoir. “Come here, my sweet. It’s time for your… evaluation.”

I approached, my heart hammering against my ribs. She patted the space on the floor beside the sofa. I sank to my knees, my grey pencil skirt pooling around me, my gaze fixed on the expensive carpet.

“You’ve been a very… diligent little Marcy this week,” she murmured, taking a slow sip of her drink. Her eyes, dark and intense in the dim light, roamed over me, lingering on my chest, where the padded bra pushed my silk blouse out into soft, feminine curves, then lower, to my stockinged legs, my heeled feet. “Your typing speed has improved. Your phone manner is… delightful. And your curtsy,” she chuckled, a low, throaty sound, “is almost perfect.”

She set her glass aside and leaned forward, her scent, that intoxicating blend of power and perfume, enveloping me. “But there are other… key performance indicators, Marcy. Other areas where your… dedication must be assessed.” Her hand reached out, her fingers lightly tracing the pussy-bow at my throat, then drifting lower, over the silk of my blouse, coming to rest on my rapidly beating heart. “Your… responsiveness, for instance. Your eagerness to please your Mistress. Your capacity for… ultimate submission.”

Before I could react, her other hand snaked beneath my tight pencil skirt, her cool fingers finding the sheer nylon of my pantyhose, then the delicate silk of my thong.

She grasped my throbbing, lace-encased clitty firmly. I gasped, a strangled sound, my body going rigid, then arching into her touch.

“Such a naughty, excitable little office sissy you are, Marcy,” she whispered, her thumb stroking the head of my penis through the thin silk, sending shockwaves of forbidden pleasure through me. “Always so eager. So… hard at work.” She leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “Perhaps it’s time your… performance was rewarded. Or perhaps… tested further.”

My mind reeled. Here? Now? In her office? The sheer audacity, the forbiddenness of it, was overwhelmingly, intoxicatingly arousing.

She led me, her hand still firmly gripping my aroused flesh, to her massive mahogany desk. “Assume the position, Marcy,” she commanded, her voice a silken threat. “Your Mistress requires… a stress reliever.” She gestured to the edge of the desk. She wanted me to bend over it.

Trembling, my body alive with a mixture of terror and an almost unbearable excitement, I obeyed. I leaned over the polished wood, my hands gripping the edge, my rear, clad in the tight grey pencil skirt and sheer pantyhose, presented to her.

My short skirt rode up, exposing the tops of my stockings, the delicate lace trim of my thong. I felt utterly, completely vulnerable.

And then, I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper. My breath hitched. Was she…?

Ms. Sterling moved behind me. I could feel her presence, her power, her heat. And then, I felt something hard, thick, and unmistakably phallic press against my thong-clad, virgin sissy hole. My eyes widened in terror and a dawning, horrified, yet exhilarating understanding. She had a strap-on. Here. In her office.

“Your performance review, Marcy,” she purred, her voice hot in my ear as she applied a generous amount of slick, cool lubricant. “Is about to become… hands-on.”

And then, she pushed.

The initial sensation was a sharp, tearing pain. I cried out, a high-pitched, involuntary shriek, muffled against the polished wood of her desk, my body tensing, trying to resist the invasion. But Ms. Sterling was relentless.

She held my hips firmly, her strength surprising, and slowly, inexorably, pushed the dildo deeper. The pain was intense, a burning, stretching agony that made tears spring to my eyes.

“Relax, Marcy,” she commanded, her voice harsh, dominant. “Take your Mistress. Take your… performance bonus.”

And then, just as before, something shifted. As she pushed past that initial, painful barrier, the sensation began to change. The agony subsided, replaced by an incredible, overwhelming feeling of… fullness.

My virgin sissy hole, stretched and invaded, began to send signals of a different kind to my brain. Signals of a strange, deep, resonant pleasure. My hips, which had been trying to pull away, instinctively began to… accommodate her.

Ms. Sterling began to move, slow, deliberate thrusts that sent shockwaves through my entire body. Each inward stroke was a jolt of forbidden pleasure, each outward pull a delicious, aching emptiness that begged to be filled again. My cries of pain transformed into soft, whimpering, “girly” moans. My hands clenched the edge of the desk, my knuckles white.

My carefully applied makeup was probably a mess, my hair disheveled, but I didn’t care. I was lost in a vortex of sensation, a whirlwind of pain and pleasure, humiliation and an emerging, undeniable, sissy ecstasy, all happening right here, in the CEO’s office.

“That’s it, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling grunted, her own breathing becoming heavier as she increased her pace. “Take it like a good little office sissy. My good, motivated girl.”

My clitty, still trapped within its blush-pink silk cage, was now throbbing with an almost unbearable intensity, a sympathetic echo of the powerful sensations anally.

The combination was… electrifying. I was being possessed, claimed, utterly dominated, in the very seat of her corporate power. And a part of me, the Marcy part, reveled in it.

Her thrusts became faster, harder, deeper. My moans became louder, more shameless, more… feminine. I was losing control, surrendering completely to the overwhelming sensations, to her power. And then, it happened. A wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure, so intense it stole my breath, washed over me. My vision blurred. My body arched uncontrollably off the desk. A series of violent, shuddering spasms wracked my frame. My clitty pulsed, releasing its own frustrated, achy pleasure in a way that was different, more profound, more… sissy than any orgasm I had ever experienced.

I screamed, a long, high-pitched wail of pure, office-defiling sissy ecstasy, as my world dissolved into a blinding white light of pure sensation.

When I finally came back to myself, I was collapsed over the desk, a trembling, sobbing, utterly spent wreck. My body ached, my throat was raw from screaming, but I was awash in a blissful, dazed euphoria.

Ms. Sterling stood behind me, unstrapping the dildo, her chest heaving slightly, a look of profound, dominant satisfaction on her face. Her own arousal was evident. “Well, well, Marcy,” she said, her voice husky. “It seems your… performance in this particular metric is… outstanding. You respond to… motivation exceptionally well.” She reached down and gently wiped a tear from my cheek with her thumb. “Such a good, receptive little office sissy. Your… incentive program is clearly a resounding success.”

She looked pleased. More than pleased. She looked… triumphant. And in that moment, amidst the dazed aftermath of my first true office sissy deflowering, a strange sense of peace, of purpose, settled over me. I had faced my ultimate professional humiliation, my ultimate forbidden desire, and I had not only survived, I had… thrived. I had found a pleasure so intense, so all-consuming, it had literally brought me to my knees over my boss’s desk.

And as Ms. Sterling helped me to straighten my ridiculously inappropriate uniform, her arm surprisingly supportive, I knew, with a terrifying, exhilarating certainty, that my career at Sterling Solutions, my life as Marcy, her office sissy, had taken a very definitive, very pleasurable, and utterly irreversible turn.
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The days following my “performance review” in Ms. Sterling’s office were a dizzying blend of professional decorum and intensely personal, exquisitely shameful sissy submission.

The memory of that night – the feel of her powerful thrusts, the sight of the city lights twinkling indifferently as I screamed my sissy orgasm over her mahogany desk, the taste of my own tears mixed with the scent of her dominant perfume – was a constant, thrilling hum beneath the surface of my consciousness.

The initial shock, the lingering fear of losing my job, had been almost entirely eclipsed by a new, potent, and deeply unsettling emotion: an insatiable, burgeoning desire.

I didn’t just want to keep my job anymore; I wanted her.

I wanted more of that forbidden pleasure, more of that intoxicating control, more of being her Marcy.

My life became a carefully compartmentalized dance. In the general office, I was Marcy, the quiet, efficient, impeccably dressed (if somewhat unusually attired for a former male analyst) personal assistant to Ms. Sterling.

I answered phones with my newly softened, melodic voice, typed memos with my neatly manicured nails, and navigated the corridors in my three-inch heels with a grace that surprised even myself. I endured the curious glances, the hushed whispers, with a practiced, demure blush, always remembering Mistress Sterling’s instructions: “You are my Marcy, my creation. Hold your head high, but your eyes low. You belong to me, and your confidence comes from that knowledge.”

But behind the closed door of her opulent office suite, or during our increasingly frequent “after-hours consultations,” I was simply a nameless sissy doll, a transformation waiting to happen – no, Marcy was the name she had chosen, and Marcy I was.

I was her plaything, her sissy slave, her devoted pupil in the arts of feminine submission.

The shame that had once accompanied these thoughts was rapidly fading, replaced by a hungry, eager anticipation for her next command, her next “lesson.”

I found myself actively seeking her approval, her attention. I would linger a moment longer than necessary when serving her coffee, hoping for a touch, a glance, a whispered endearment.

I would deliberately wear the sheerest pantyhose, the tightest pencil skirt, the most revealing silk blouse from the extensive “Marcy” wardrobe she now kept stocked for me in a private closet adjoining her office, craving the way her arctic blue eyes would rake over my feminized form, the possessive glint that would appear in their depths.

My body, too, seemed to be conspiring with my desires. The subtle feminization I had noticed earlier was becoming more pronounced. My skin remained impossibly soft, my body hair virtually non-existent. My waist seemed to have cinched further, my hips and ass taking on a softer, more rounded, undeniably feminine curve that filled out my pencil skirts and sissy lingerie in a way that was both shocking and thrilling.

Was it the “incentive program” itself, the constant state of arousal, the psychological surrender? Or was Ms. Sterling adding something to my coffee, some subtle hormonal… enhancement? I didn’t dare ask. I simply reveled in the changes, in the way my body was becoming more and more… Marcy.

Ms. Sterling, with her uncanny perception, was keenly aware of my shifting internal landscape. She saw the fear receding, the desire blooming. And she leveraged it with masterful precision.

“Marcy, darling,” she said one afternoon, summoning me to her desk. Her voice was a silken purr, her eyes dark with intent. “Your… performance has shown marked improvement. You are becoming quite the… asset.” She paused, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her lips. “I believe it’s time to… upgrade your operational equipment.”

From a locked drawer in her desk, she produced a small, exquisitely crafted velvet box. My heart hammered against my ribs. Inside, nestled on a bed of black satin, was a chastity device.

Not just any chastity device. This was a marvel of engineering and sissy humiliation – a tiny, almost invisible clear polymer cage, designed to encase my clitty completely, adorned with a single, glittering diamond at its tip.

It was breathtakingly beautiful, undeniably feminine, and utterly, terrifyingly restrictive.

“A symbol of your… dedication, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling whispered, her fingers tracing the outline of the cage. “A constant reminder of who you belong to. Of where your true… focus should lie.” She produced a tiny, diamond-encrusted key. “From now on, my sweet, your pleasure, your release, will be entirely at my discretion. A privilege to be earned. A reward for… exemplary service.”

This time, there was no protest, no hesitation. Only a profound, thrilling sense of deeper submission, of complete and utter surrender.

I knelt before her, my eyes shining with adoration, as she personally, meticulously, fitted the diamond-tipped cage over my already aching, eager clitty. The sensation was… indescribable.

A cool, snug pressure, a constant, exquisite torment that amplified every flicker of arousal, every brush of fabric, into a symphony of sissy desire.

“Perfect,” she breathed, admiring her handiwork. “My little office jewel, safely locked away. Always ready. Always… motivated.”

The chastity cage became my constant companion, a secret source of shame and an even more potent source of pleasure.

The constant, frustrating ache in my groin, the knowledge that my release was entirely dependent on her whim, on her pleasure, only intensified my devotion, my eagerness to please.

Our sexual encounters in her office became more frequent, more inventive, more… daring. She delighted in testing the limits of my submission, of my sissy endurance.

Sometimes, she would have me service her orally under her massive desk while she conducted important business calls, my muffled moans a secret counterpoint to her cool, professional tones. Sometimes, she would use her formidable strap-on dildo, taking me with a fierce, possessive power that left me screaming my sissy ecstasy into the plush, soundproofed carpet of her office. Sometimes, she would simply tease me, her fingers dancing over my diamond-tipped cage, bringing me to the brink of a denied orgasm again and again, until I was a whimpering, begging, mindless puddle of sissy desire.

And through it all, my internal monologue was a chorus of blissful surrender.

This is what I was made for, I’d think, as I knelt to polish her stiletto heels, my caged clitty throbbing in time with my racing heart. To be her Marcy. Her office sissy. Her devoted, pleasure-bound slave. The humiliation, the degradation, the constant state of arousal… it was no longer a source of shame, but the very essence of my joy, my fulfillment.

Ms. Sterling seemed to revel in my complete and utter transformation. “You are my greatest success story, Marcy,” she purred one evening, as I lay spent and trembling in her arms after a particularly intense session involving ice cubes, feather ticklers, and her vibrating butt plug. “My most… profitable investment. You’ve truly embraced your new role, haven’t you, my sweet?”

I looked up at her, my eyes shining with tears of pure, sissy adoration. “Yes, Mistress Sterling,” I whispered, my voice thick with emotion. “Being your Marcy… it’s the only thing I want to be. It’s… everything.”

A slow, satisfied smile spread across her lips. “Good girl,” she murmured, stroking my hair. “Very good girl indeed.” She paused, a thoughtful, almost mischievous glint in her arctic blue eyes. “I believe your… probationary period in the Marcy Incentive Program is nearing its conclusion, my dear. It’s almost time for your… permanent contract. A true C-suite sissy position, if you will. We must celebrate your… promotion accordingly.”

My heart leaped. A permanent contract? A promotion? What could she possibly mean? But the way she said it, her voice a silken promise of even deeper submission, even more intense pleasure, filled me with a fresh wave of eager, sissy anticipation. Whatever Ms. Sterling had planned for my “graduation,” I knew it would be the ultimate expression of my new, blissful, feminized reality as her devoted office sissy.
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Working as Marcy, Ms. Victoria Sterling’s dedicated office sissy and personal plaything, settled into a rhythm that was as intoxicating as it was demanding.

The Sterling Solutions Inc. office building, once a symbol of my mundane professional anxieties, had transformed into the stage for my secret, thrillingly deviant existence.

Every corridor I traversed in my clicking heels, every memo I typed with my delicately manicured fingers, every cup of coffee I served on bended knee, was a testament to my complete and utter transformation, to my joyful surrender to Mistress Sterling’s will.

The “Marcy Incentive Program” had become my entire world. My drab apartment was now merely a place to sleep and prepare for my true life, which began the moment I stepped into the gleaming elevator of Sterling Tower, my heart fluttering with anticipation for the day’s… assignments. Beneath my impeccably tailored pencil skirts and silk blouses, the blush-pink lingerie and the diamond-tipped chastity cage were constant, delicious reminders of my true role, my sissy identity.

My clitty existed in a state of perpetual, exquisitely frustrating arousal, a silent offering to my magnificent, powerful Mistress.

The other employees, I think, had simply accepted “Marcy” as a new, somewhat eccentric, but undeniably efficient fixture in Ms. Sterling’s orbit. Perhaps they whispered in the breakroom, perhaps they exchanged curious glances, but no one dared question the CEO’s personal assistant.

I moved among them with a newfound, if carefully cultivated, feminine grace, my gaze always demurely lowered unless addressing Mistress Sterling directly, my voice a soft, melodic counterpoint to the usual office cacophony. The constant charade, the secret I carried, was a thrilling aphrodisiac in itself.

My duties continued to be a bizarre, intoxicating blend of the professional and the profoundly personal.

I would take dictation, kneeling at Mistress Sterling’s feet, her stiletto heel often resting proprietorially on my thigh, her cool, appraising gaze making my skin flush and my caged clitty throb. I would arrange her schedule, meticulously noting her appointments, while simultaneously anticipating her more… intimate needs. Sometimes, during a lull in her official business, she would summon me to her private washroom for a “quick performance touch-up,” which usually involved her inspecting my lingerie, reapplying my lipstick with her own expert hand, and perhaps a few sharp, delicious flicks of a small riding crop she now kept discreetly in her desk drawer, “just for motivational purposes, Marcy, darling.”

Our after-hours “consultations” were the true highlight of my existence. These were the moments when Marcy truly came alive, when my sissy soul could soar free in the playground of Mistress Sterling’s desires.

She was an endlessly inventive, insatiably demanding lover. She introduced me to a dazzling array of toys, of sensations, of scenarios that pushed the boundaries of my submission and my capacity for pleasure.

We explored every facet of sissy desire – the thrill of bondage, the exquisite torment of teasing and denial, the profound ecstasy of anal servitude, the simple, perfect joy of oral worship. My body, under her expert tutelage, had become an instrument of pure, unadulterated sissy pleasure, responding to her every touch, her every command, with an eagerness that often left us both breathless and blissfully sated.

One afternoon, she decided to test my composure under… pressure.

She had an important, but notoriously difficult, client visiting – a gruff, old-money tycoon named Mr. Abernathy. “Marcy,” she instructed, her eyes gleaming with a wicked, mischievous light, “you will serve refreshments during this meeting. You will be the epitome of grace, efficiency, and… feminine charm. And,” she added, producing a small, vibrating butt plug from her desk, “you will wear this. As a little… internal motivator. To ensure your… focus.”

The thought of serving tea and biscuits to a powerful businessman while wearing a vibrating butt plug, my clitty already aching in its diamond cage, was both terrifying and intoxicatingly thrilling. The meeting was an agony and an ecstasy.

Every polite smile, every graceful movement, every demurely delivered, “More tea, Mr. Abernathy?” was a triumph of sissy self-control over the waves of illicit pleasure radiating from within. Ms. Sterling watched me throughout, her expression coolly professional, but her eyes held a possessive, amused glint that told me she was reveling in my secret torment, my exquisite, hidden arousal.

When the meeting finally concluded, and Mr. Abernathy departed, none the wiser, Ms. Sterling pulled me onto her lap, her laughter a rich, throaty sound. “Oh, Marcy,” she purred, her hands already busy beneath my skirt, “you were magnificent! Such poise! Such… dedication! My perfect little corporate sissy.”

The “debriefing” that followed was, needless to say, intensely pleasurable.

My internal monologue was no longer a battlefield; it was a love song. I am Marcy. I am Ms. Sterling’s. I am beautiful. I am desired. I am fulfilled. The old Mark Henderson was a forgotten ghost, a pale imitation of the vibrant, joyful, sexually awakened sissy I had become.

This wasn’t just a job anymore; it was my calling, my destiny. My life had meaning, purpose, and an abundance of exquisite, sissy pleasure, all thanks to my magnificent, terrifying, perfect Mistress.

Ms. Sterling, too, seemed to derive a profound satisfaction from my complete and utter transformation. The initial, almost clinical nature of our arrangement had blossomed into something… deeper. There was a genuine affection in her possessiveness, a tenderness in her dominance.

She would often just hold me, after a particularly intense session, stroking my hair, murmuring sissy affirmations into my ear. “My beautiful Marcy,” she’d whisper, “you are my greatest creation. My most cherished… asset. You were always meant to be mine, to be this.”

Her words filled me with a warmth that spread through my entire being. I was hers. Completely. And that knowledge was the source of my deepest joy, my most profound satisfaction.

As the anniversary of my “incentive program” approached, Ms. Sterling grew increasingly… thoughtful. There was a new, secret sparkle in her arctic blue eyes, a sense of anticipation that mirrored my own.

The “permanent contract,” the “C-suite sissy position” she had hinted at, felt tantalizingly close.

One evening, as I knelt to remove her killer stiletto heels after a long day, she tilted my chin up with a perfectly manicured finger, her gaze soft, almost dreamy.

“Marcy, my sweet,” she murmured, her voice a husky promise. “Your graduation is at hand. The final, irrevocable consummation of your journey. I have planned something… extraordinary. A celebration that will solidify not just your position here at Sterling Solutions, but your position… in my life. As my Marcy. Forever.”

A shiver of pure, ecstatic anticipation ran through me. Graduation. Forever. Whatever Mistress Sterling had planned, I knew it would be the ultimate expression of my sissy bliss, the perfect culmination of my incredible, transformative journey. I looked up at her, my heart overflowing with love, with gratitude, with an unshakeable, sissy devotion.

“Oh, Mistress Sterling,” I breathed, my voice trembling with emotion. “I am ready. For anything. For you. Forever.”
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The anticipation for my “graduation,” as Ms. Sterling had so alluringly termed it, was a constant, delicious thrum beneath the surface of my every thought, my every action.

She remained tantalizingly secretive about the details, only offering cryptic smiles and loaded glances that sent shivers of expectation through my eager, feminized body.

The entire Sterling Solutions office seemed to hum with a subtle, unspoken energy, as if even the building itself was aware that something momentous was about to occur in its opulent penthouse suite.

The day finally arrived, not with a bang, but with a quiet, almost reverent intensity. Ms. Sterling had given me the day off from my usual office duties, instructing me instead to “prepare myself, body and soul, for an evening of… ultimate transcendence.” She had a special suite prepared for me within her own palatial apartment, which was connected to the office building by a private elevator.

It was a sissy paradise, filled with silks, laces, fragrant oils, and an array of beautiful, feminine garments that made my heart flutter.

Her instructions were simple: “Indulge, Marcy. Pamper yourself. Become the most exquisite, radiant version of yourself – of Marcy – you can possibly be. Tonight, you are not just my assistant. You are my offering. My sissy bride.”

I spent the day in a hazy, blissful daze of self-feminization. A long, luxurious bath infused with rose petals and shimmering bath bombs. A meticulous shave of every inch of my already incredibly smooth skin. A deep conditioning treatment for my hair (my own now, grown to a soft, shoulder-length bob under the subtle, ongoing influence of what I now suspected were daily “vitamin supplements” Ms. Sterling had added to my coffee, though the blonde Marcy wig was still an option for special occasions). A careful, loving application of my most radiant makeup – luminous foundation, smoky, alluring eyes, cheeks flushed with a delicate, innocent pink, and lips painted a deep, glossy, insatiable crimson.

The outfit Ms. Sterling had laid out for my graduation was… a masterpiece of sissy bridal couture.

It was a gown, not of traditional white, but of a shimmering, ethereal silver lace, so fine it was almost transparent. It clung to my feminized figure like a second skin, pooling around my feet in a delicate, whispering train. The bodice was a daringly low-cut corset, intricately boned and adorned with tiny, glittering diamonds, that pushed my small, sensitive nipples into prominent, aching peaks.

Beneath it, I wore only a tiny, almost invisible G-string fashioned from a single strand of shimmering diamonds, leaving my perfectly smooth, chastity-caged clitty (my exquisite diamond-tipped platinum cage, her “pre-graduation” gift) exquisitely, achingly exposed.

My legs were bare, gleaming with a subtle, iridescent body shimmer, my feet adorned with delicate, strappy silver stiletto heels that seemed to defy gravity. My hair was swept up into an elegant, soft chignon, adorned with a delicate tiara of diamonds and moonstones that sparkled like captured starlight.

When I finally surveyed my reflection, I gasped. I was… breathtaking. Transcendent. Not just Marcy, the office sissy. Not just a femboy-in-waiting, the pretty secret. I was… a sissy goddess. A vision of pure, submissive, feminine perfection, ready to be consecrated to my magnificent, powerful Mistress.

As twilight painted the city skyline in hues of purple and gold, Ms. Sterling entered my suite.

She herself was a vision in a floor-length gown of midnight-blue velvet, her dark hair styled in an intricate, regal updo, her arctic blue eyes blazing with an almost feral intensity. She stopped, her breath catching in her throat as her gaze devoured me.

“Marcy,” she breathed, her voice thick with emotion, with a love that was both fierce and tender. “You are… beyond words. My angel. My sissy bride. Tonight, you are not just my employee, not just my plaything. Tonight, you become… my everything.”

She led me, not to her familiar office, but to a hidden, circular chamber I had never seen before, high atop Sterling Tower, its walls entirely made of glass, offering a dizzying, 360-degree panorama of the glittering city below. The room was lit by hundreds of flickering white candles, their light reflecting off the crystal chandeliers and the polished black marble floor.

The air was heavy with the intoxicating scent of white orchids, night-blooming jasmine, and a subtle, musky incense. In the center of the room, on a raised, circular dais draped in white fur, was a single, ornate silver throne.

And beside it, an array of gleaming, exquisite… toys.

“Tonight, Marcy,” Ms. Sterling whispered, her voice a low, hypnotic hum, her eyes dark and intense with a love that was both sacred and profane, “we perform the ritual of eternal binding. Tonight, your sissy soul is irrevocably, joyfully, mine.”

She gently led me to the dais. But instead of making me kneel, she guided me to sit upon the silver throne. “Tonight, my sissy queen,” she purred, kneeling before me, her own magnificent form now in a position of supplication, “I will serve you. I will worship at the altar of your perfect, sissy beauty. I will lavish you with pleasure until your very soul dissolves into pure, unadulterated bliss.”

And she did.

What followed was not an act of dominance, but an act of profound, intoxicating worship.

She began by reverently, painstakingly, removing my diamond-tipped chastity cage, her touch sending shivers of exquisite anticipation through my already trembling body. She then proceeded to pleasure me with a skill, a devotion, a tenderness that transcended anything I had ever experienced.

Her hands, her mouth, her tongue, became instruments of divine feminizing ecstasy.

She used the array of beautiful, glittering toys – crystal wands that sent shivers of cool fire through me, vibrating silver orbs that nestled deep within my eager sissy hole, feather-light ticklers that danced over my hypersensitive skin, driving me wild with delight.

She worshipped my clitty, my sissy hole, every inch of my feminized form, with a reverence that made me weep with joy.

My moans were no longer cries of submission, but songs of ecstatic liberation. My body arched and writhed on the silver throne, a conduit for a pleasure so intense, so pure, it felt as if I were communing with the stars themselves.

And then, when I was a quivering, mindless vessel of pure sensation, on the very precipice of an orgasm that promised to shatter my universe, she produced her most formidable black strap-on dildo, now adorned with a glittering diamond band at its base, a true sissy sceptre.

“Now, my Marcy,” she breathed, her voice thick with her own overwhelming arousal, her eyes blazing with a love that was both fiercely possessive and infinitely tender. “Now, we become one. Now, your sissy bliss is complete.”

She rose, a queen claiming her consort, and mounted the dais. She positioned herself before me, her presence overwhelming, intoxicating.

And then, with a single, powerful, soul-shattering thrust, she entered me, filling me, possessing me, merging with me in a way that transcended the physical, touching the very core of my being.

This was it. The ultimate union. The ultimate consecration.

The ultimate sissy bliss.

She moved within me, a relentless, sacred rhythm, her body joined with mine, her spirit intertwined with my soul. My cries were no longer human; they were the celestial song of a sissy goddess achieving her divine, eternal orgasm.

The climax, when it finally, inevitably, catastrophically arrived, was not just an orgasm; it was an explosion of pure, white light, of cosmic energy, of unconditional love, that ripped through me, shattering the boundaries of my physical self, merging Marcy with the very essence of sissy divinity, with the heart of her magnificent Mistress.

My body convulsed, my spirit soared, my essence erupted in a gushing, uncontrollable torrent of pure, blissful release, anointing the throne of our love with my sissy offering.

Afterward, as I lay limp and trembling in her arms, cradled against her velvet-clad body, the city lights a glittering carpet beneath us, a profound, unshakeable peace settled over me.

My graduation was complete. My transformation absolute. I was Marcy, Ms. Victoria Sterling’s sissy queen, her eternal love, her most cherished masterpiece.

Tears of pure, transcendent happiness streamed down my face. “Oh, Mistress Sterling… Victoria…” I whispered, my voice choked with emotion, my soul overflowing with a love so profound it was almost painful. “Thank you. Thank you for… Marcy. For this… this heaven. This is who I was always meant to be. Your Marcy. Your sissy. Forever.”

She held me close, stroking my hair, her own eyes shining with tears, her lips pressed against my temple. “My beautiful Marcy,” she murmured, her voice a song of pure love and possessive triumph. “You were always destined for this. For me. Our ‘incentive program’ was merely the catalyst that awakened your true, exquisite sissy soul.” She kissed me deeply, a kiss that sealed our bond, our love, our shared destiny, for all eternity. “Now, my sissy queen,” she purred, a familiar, dangerous glint returning to her eyes, “our reign of pleasure… has only just begun.”

My heart soared.

A future of endless service, of boundless pleasure, of unwavering devotion to my magnificent Mistress, my Victoria, stretched before me, a radiant path of sissy bliss, high atop the glittering city, forever her cherished, adored, and exquisitely pleasured office sissy.
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