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Chapter 1

THE BEGINNING

The day everything changed, I didn’t realize I was walking into a trap. That’s usually how it goes, though, isn’t it? One moment you’re just a guy trying to keep your head down and do your job, and the next you’re locked in chastity by your boss and being feminized for her entertainment.

My name is Matt Ellison, and yes, I’m that guy now.

I started working at Langford & Associates straight out of college. It wasn’t my dream job—far from it—but the pay was decent, the benefits were good, and most importantly, it kept my parents off my back about “finding direction” in my life. I was assigned to the marketing department as a junior analyst, which mostly meant creating PowerPoint presentations and running numbers that nobody really looked at.

That’s where I met Victoria Sterling.

Victoria was everything I wasn’t—tall, confident, strikingly beautiful with raven hair that always looked perfect, even at 7 AM on a Monday. She’d joined the company six months before me as the new head of marketing, coming from some fancy consulting firm where they apparently taught her how to terrify subordinates with nothing more than a look.

Our first interaction was, well, humiliating.

I’d been asked to present my quarterly analysis to the marketing team, my first time presenting to Victoria directly. I’d stayed up all night perfecting the slides, making sure every chart was color-coded and every bullet point was concise. I even wore my nicest suit—navy blue, which my mom said brought out my eyes.

“Matthew,” Victoria said when I finished, her voice cool and measured. “Your analysis is adequate, but your presentation skills need work.”

She stood up from the head of the conference table, walking around to where I stood frozen by the screen.

“You’re fidgeting,” she continued, circling me slowly. “And your suit doesn’t fit properly. The shoulders are too broad, the pants too loose. It’s as if you’re wearing your father’s clothes.”

I felt my face flush. The suit had been expensive—at least by my standards—but she was right. I had a slight build, narrow shoulders, and what my college roommate had called “a runner’s body.” Most off-the-rack suits didn’t fit me well.

“I’ll get it tailored,” I mumbled, staring at my shoes.

Victoria stopped in front of me, so close I could smell her perfume—something expensive and floral with an undertone of something musky that made my stomach flutter strangely.

“See that you do,” she said, her eyes locking with mine. “Presentation matters in this company, Matthew. How you look, how you speak—it all contributes to your professional image.”

I nodded quickly, desperate for the moment to end.

She smiled then—a small, knowing smile that I would later recognize as predatory.

“I have some contacts who might help you with your wardrobe,” she said, already turning away. “Send me an email if you’re interested.”

I thanked her profusely and practically ran back to my cubicle, my heart pounding in my chest.

That should have been my first warning sign, but I was young and naive enough to believe it was just professional mentorship.


Chapter 2

LOOK YOUR BEST

The email came two days later. It was short and to the point, as Victoria’s emails always were:

> Matthew—

> I’ve arranged an appointment for you at Couture & Co. tomorrow at 5 PM. Ask for Pierre. He’s expecting you.

> Victoria

I stared at the email for ten minutes, trying to figure out what to do. On one hand, Victoria was my boss, and ignoring her suggestion seemed like career suicide. On the other hand, Couture & Co. was in the upscale part of downtown where a tie cost more than my weekly grocery budget.

Ultimately, fear of professional repercussions won out. I replied with a simple “Thank you” and spent the rest of the day dreading the appointment.

Pierre turned out to be an impeccably dressed older man with a French accent and measuring tape that he wielded like a weapon. He clucked disapprovingly when he saw me enter the boutique.

“Miss Victoria has described your situation,” he said, circling me with critical eyes. “Yes, yes, we have much work to do.”

The next two hours were a blur of measurements, fabric swatches, and Pierre’s muttered comments about my “slight frame” and “delicate features.” He seemed particularly focused on getting my inseam and waist measurements just right, making me strip down to my boxers multiple times for “accuracy.”

By the end, I had three new suits on order—custom tailored at what I was sure was an exorbitant price that Victoria must have arranged somehow.

“I’ll deliver these to your office when they’re ready,” Pierre said as I left, already turning his attention to his next customer.

The first suit arrived a week later, and I have to admit—even to myself—it fit perfectly. The charcoal gray material hugged my narrow frame in a way that made me look... different. More put together, more polished.

Victoria noticed immediately when I wore it to our next team meeting.

“Much better,” she said, her eyes traveling up and down my body in a way that made me shift uncomfortably in my seat. “Pierre does excellent work.”

“Thank you for recommending him,” I managed, feeling oddly exposed under her gaze.

“It was my pleasure,” she replied, that small smile playing on her lips again. “We should have you looking your best at all times.”

What I didn’t know then was that “looking my best” would soon take on a very different meaning.


Chapter 3

SPECIAL PROJECTS

The real changes began subtly about a month later. Victoria started asking me to stay late to “help with special projects.” These projects usually involved organizing files or preparing documents for meetings she had first thing in the morning.

One particular evening, as I was finishing up some slides for a client presentation, Victoria entered my cubicle holding a small shopping bag.

“I noticed your shoes,” she said without preamble. “They don’t match the quality of your suit.”

I looked down at my black dress shoes—generic, from a department store, scuffed at the toes from years of use.

“Oh,” I said intelligently. “I’ve been meaning to replace them.”

“No need,” she said, placing the bag on my desk. “I picked these up for you. Try them on.”

I hesitated, feeling a mix of gratitude and discomfort at the gift.

“You didn’t have to—“

“Just try them, Matthew,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I opened the bag and found a pair of black leather oxfords inside—sleek, expensive-looking, and alarmingly narrow.

“They look... nice,” I said, removing my old shoes and slipping on the new ones.

They fit perfectly, which shouldn’t have surprised me by that point. What did surprise me was how they felt—the leather smooth against my socks, the heel slightly higher than I was used to.

“Stand up,” Victoria commanded.

I complied, and she nodded in approval.

“Much better,” she said. “The added height will help with your presence in meetings. You have a tendency to disappear when sitting at the table.”

“Thank you,” I said again, feeling genuinely grateful despite the nagging feeling that this was all a bit... strange.

Victoria’s “gifts” became more frequent after that. A new watch with a slim, elegant face. A tie pin that matched my eyes. A leather portfolio for carrying documents to meetings. Each item was thoughtfully chosen, perfectly fitted, and increasingly... feminine in its design aesthetic, though I didn’t fully recognize that at first.

The turning point came three months into this mentorship. Victoria called me into her office on a Friday evening, just as most of the office was emptying out for the weekend.

“Close the door,” she said as I entered.

I complied, my heart starting that now-familiar patter of nervousness.

“How do you feel about your progress here?” she asked, sitting behind her massive oak desk.

“Good, I think,” I replied, standing awkwardly in front of her. “I’ve learned a lot from you.”

“Yes, you have,” she agreed, steepling her fingers. “You’re a quick study, Matthew. You follow instructions well, which is a valuable trait.”

“Thank you?”

She smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “I have a special project I’d like you to help me with. Something that could significantly advance your career at this company.”

“I’m interested,” I said immediately, eager to please.

“I thought you might be,” she said, opening a drawer and removing a small velvet box. “But it requires a certain... commitment.”

She placed the box on the desk and slid it toward me.

“Open it.”

With trembling hands, I lifted the lid. Inside was a silver ring—small, delicate, with what looked like a tiny keyhole.

“What is this?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“It’s a chastity device,” Victoria said matter-of-factly, as if commenting on the weather.

I stared at her, certain I’d misheard.

“A... what?”

“A chastity device,” she repeated. “For your penis.”

I must have looked as shocked as I felt because she continued, her voice taking on a patient, almost condescending tone.

“Think of it as a professional development tool. The focus and clarity that comes from sexual abstinence are well-documented. Many successful executives practice similar disciplines.”

“This seems extreme,” I managed, my face burning with embarrassment.

“Does it?” she countered, standing up and walking around the desk. “Or does it simply seem unfamiliar? The greatest innovations often do.”

She was close now, her perfume enveloping me, her presence overwhelming in the small office.

“I’ve noticed certain... qualities in you, Matthew,” she continued, her voice dropping lower. “A pliability. A willingness to please. These are valuable, but they need to be channeled properly.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. This was wrong. This was harassment. I should walk out right now and report her to HR.

But I didn’t move.

Partly because I was terrified of losing my job. Partly because, deep down, in a place I wasn’t ready to acknowledge, her words were stirring something in me—a confusing mixture of fear and excitement that made my heart pound and my palms sweat.

“This is optional, of course,” she said, though her tone suggested it wasn’t really an option at all. “But those who participate in my special projects tend to go far in this company.”

Her hand reached out, fingers trailing along the lapel of my suit jacket.

“Farther than they ever imagined,” she whispered.

I should have said no. I should have walked away.

Instead, I found myself nodding slightly, almost imperceptibly.

Victoria’s smile widened, genuine this time, triumphant.

“Wise decision,” she purred. “Remove your clothes. Let’s see what we’re working with.”


Chapter 4

PERFECT

What followed was the most humiliating and thrilling experience of my life up to that point. Victoria watched with clinical interest as I undressed, her eyes evaluating me like I was a product she was considering purchasing.

When I finally stood naked before her, my hands covering my groin, she made a disapproving sound.

“Hands at your sides,” she commanded. “I need to assess the fit.”

Reluctantly, I moved my hands, exposing myself completely. I’d always been self-conscious about my size—I was smaller than average, a fact that had haunted me through locker rooms and failed college hookups.

Victoria didn’t seem surprised or disappointed. If anything, she looked satisfied.

“Perfect,” she said, picking up the device from the box. “You’re exactly what I was looking for.”

The device was more complex than I’d initially realized—a small ring that would fit behind my testicles, connected to a tube that would encase my penis. Victoria handled it with practiced ease, explaining the mechanism as she worked.

“This ring goes here,” she said, her fingers surprisingly gentle as she maneuvered my testicles through the opening. “And this will keep you nice and secure.”

I gasped as the cold metal touched my skin, a strange sensation of vulnerability washing over me.

“It’s normal to become aroused during fitting,” she commented dryly as my penis began to swell slightly. “But that won’t be possible for much longer.”

True to her word, once she attached the tube portion and clicked the lock into place, any possibility of an erection was eliminated. The device was cunningly designed to be just large enough to accommodate my flaccid state but restrictive enough to prevent any growth.

“How does it feel?” she asked, stepping back to admire her work.

“Strange,” I admitted, shifting uncomfortably. “Tight.”

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, holding up a small silver key. “And this? This belongs to me now.”

She placed the key on a chain around her neck, where it rested between her breasts, drawing my eyes to her cleavage.

“Remember, Matthew,” she said, her voice soft but firm, “this is for your development. Focus on your work. Impress me with your dedication. In time, you may earn your release.”

I nodded, still processing what had just happened. I was standing naked in my boss’s office, my penis locked in a metal cage, while she held the key around her neck. It was surreal, like a dream I couldn’t wake up from.

“Get dressed,” she said, returning to her desk. “You have work to finish, and I have a dinner meeting.”

As I pulled my clothes back on, the weight of the device between my legs served as a constant reminder of my new reality. Every movement, every step, I could feel it there—a secret I now carried with me always.

“One more thing,” Victoria said as I was about to leave. “I expect daily reports on your... condition. Any discomfort, any urges—send me an email before you leave work each day.”

“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied, the formal address feeling suddenly appropriate.

“Good boy,” she smiled, and something about those two words sent a shiver down my spine.

That night, I lay in bed staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep. My mind kept replaying the scene in Victoria’s office—her confidence, her control, the way she’d looked at me as she locked the device in place.

To my shame, I was aroused. Or rather, I wanted to be aroused. My body tried to respond to the thoughts swirling through my head, but the device prevented any physical manifestation of my desire. The frustration was intense, yet somehow exciting.

I realized with dawning horror that part of me—a significant part—had enjoyed the experience. The surrender of control, the vulnerability, the absolute authority she had exercised over me—it had awakened something I’d never acknowledged before.

This was just the beginning, though I didn’t know it then. The device was merely the first step in Victoria’s plan to transform me from a slightly effeminate junior analyst into her personal project—a sissy assistant whose boundaries would be pushed further than I could currently imagine.

As I finally drifted off to sleep, my last conscious thought was of Victoria’s smile and the key resting against her skin.

I was hers now. Completely.

And some deep, hidden part of me couldn’t wait to see what she would do with me next.


Chapter 5

FIRST CHANGES

The first week in chastity was a living hell of frustration and confusion. Every morning, I woke up with the desperate need to relieve myself in more ways than one. The device made even simple bathroom trips an exercise in patience and precision. Sitting down became necessary—a fact that filled me with shame every time I did it in the men’s restroom at work.

But worse than the physical discomfort was the constant state of arousal that had no outlet. My mind seemed determined to torture me with increasingly vivid fantasies, many centered on Victoria and the key that now hung between her breasts.

By Wednesday, I was desperate enough to approach her after the team meeting, lingering until everyone else had left the conference room.

“Ms. Sterling,” I began, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’m having some... difficulties with the device.”

She looked up from her tablet, one perfectly sculpted eyebrow raised.

“Difficulties?” she repeated. “Be specific, Matthew.”

“I can’t focus,” I admitted, my face heating. “It’s distracting.”

Victoria set down her tablet, giving me her full attention. The intensity of her gaze made me shift uncomfortably.

“Good,” she said simply.

“Good?” I repeated, confused.

“Sexual energy is powerful,” she explained, standing and walking toward me. “Channeling it into your work will make you more productive, more creative. You should be thanking me for helping you harness it.”

She was close now, her perfume filling my senses. My trapped cock tried desperately to respond, creating a dull ache that was both painful and pleasurable.

“But it hurts,” I whispered.

“Discomfort is part of growth,” she replied, her hand reaching out to adjust my tie. “You’ll adjust. In fact, I have something that might help.”

She returned to her seat and opened a drawer, removing a small box that she slid across the table to me.

“What’s this?” I asked, picking it up.

“Open it.”

Inside were several pairs of underwear—silk briefs in various pastel colors.

“You’ll find these more comfortable with the device,” she explained. “Cotton can be irritating. Silk will be much gentler on your sensitive skin.”

I stared at the garments, my mind racing. They looked like women’s underwear to my untrained eye—too delicate, too colorful.

“I can’t wear these,” I protested weakly. “They’re... feminine.”

“Are they?” Victoria asked, feigning innocence. “They’re just underwear, Matthew. Comfortable, functional underwear. Unless you’re suggesting that only women deserve comfort?”

“That’s not what I—“

“Try them tonight,” she interrupted, her tone leaving no room for argument. “If you still find them unacceptable after a week, we’ll discuss alternatives.”

I closed the box, feeling defeated. “Yes, Ms. Sterling.”

“That’s my good boy,” she smiled, and the praise sent an unexpected jolt of pleasure through me.

That night, I stood in my apartment holding the silk briefs. They felt impossibly soft between my fingers, the material shimmering slightly in the light. Part of me was revolted at the idea of wearing something so feminine, but another part—a growing part—was curious.

Ultimately, Victoria’s command won out, as it always did. I stripped off my cotton boxer briefs and pulled on a pale blue pair of the silk ones.

The sensation was immediate and overwhelming. The cool silk slid against my skin, caressing me in ways I’d never experienced with my usual rougher underwear. Against the metal of the chastity device, it felt heavenly—soothing the irritation I hadn’t even realized was there.

I caught my reflection in the bedroom mirror and froze. The briefs hugged my slim hips, the color complementing my skin tone. The front was flat, thanks to the chastity device, giving me a profile that was... androgynous at best.

I turned away quickly, ashamed of how the sight made me feel. But as I settled into bed, the soft material cradling my trapped manhood, I couldn’t deny the comfort. And if I woke up several times during the night from dreams I couldn’t quite remember, my body straining against its metal prison—well, that was becoming my new normal anyway.

The next morning, I selected a gray pair, slightly darker and more subdued. Under my suit pants, they were invisible, yet their presence was undeniable. Every movement reminded me of what I was wearing, creating a secret knowledge that accompanied me throughout the day.

Victoria noticed immediately when I entered her office for our morning briefing.

“You’re wearing them,” she observed, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“I am,” I confirmed, my voice barely above a whisper. “They’re... comfortable.”

“Of course they are,” she replied. “I only want what’s best for you, Matthew.”

That day, something shifted in our dynamic. Victoria began giving me more responsibility, including me in important client calls, praising my contributions in team meetings. I found myself working harder than ever, eager for her approval.

And her approval came with increasingly intimate “rewards.” One evening, as I was finishing up a particularly successful presentation under her guidance, she invited me into her private office—a space separate from where we usually met.

“I’m impressed with your progress,” she said, pouring two glasses of whiskey from a crystal decanter. “You’ve adapted well to the changes.”

“Thank you,” I replied, accepting the glass she offered. The alcohol burned pleasantly down my throat, warming me from within.

“The chastity seems to be focusing your energy nicely,” she continued, moving closer. “But focus isn’t the only benefit of sexual control.”

She reached out, her fingers tracing the outline of the device through my trousers. I gasped, the touch electric after weeks of denial.

“There are other ways to experience pleasure,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Ways that don’t require release.”

Before I could respond, her hand moved to my chest, undoing my tie with practiced ease. Then my shirt buttons, one by one, until my smooth, hairless chest was exposed.

“Such a pretty boy,” she murmured, her nails lightly scraping across my skin. “So responsive.”

I shivered under her touch, my body desperate for stimulation after weeks of denial. When her fingers found my nipples, circling them gently before pinching them between perfectly manicured nails, I moaned audibly.

“You like that,” she observed, her smile predatory. “Good. Your nipples will become an important source of pleasure for you now.”

She continued her exploration, teaching me how sensitive my body could be when my cock was locked away. By the time she was done, I was trembling, my mind foggy with need.

“This is your new reality,” she said, stepping back and leaving me disheveled and desperate. “Pleasure comes through my touch, my permission. Your cock serves no purpose anymore except to remind you of who controls you.”

I nodded dazedly, tucking my shirt back in with shaking hands.

“One more thing,” she added as I was about to leave. “I’ve noticed some irritation on your skin. From now on, you’ll shave your entire body below the neck. Smooth skin is essential for proper hygiene while wearing the device.”

The command should have shocked me, but by that point, it barely registered. I simply nodded and murmured, “Yes, Ms. Sterling.”

That night, I stood in my shower with a razor, methodically removing every trace of body hair. The process was strangely intimate, my hands sliding across newly smooth skin. When I finished and pulled on a pair of the silk briefs—pink this time, without really thinking about the color choice—the sensation against my bare skin was exquisite.

I was changing, slowly but surely. Each small adjustment to my appearance, each new boundary pushed, was reshaping not just how I looked but how I thought about myself. And as much as part of me resisted, another part—growing stronger each day—welcomed the transformation.

I was becoming Victoria’s creation, and deep down, I was starting to want it desperately.


Chapter 6

FEMINIZATION

The shaving was just the beginning. Over the next few weeks, Victoria introduced more changes, each one pushing me further into a feminine presentation that both horrified and excited me.

It started with my skincare routine. Victoria handed me a bag of products one morning after a particularly productive meeting.

“Your skin is looking dry,” she commented casually. “These will help maintain your complexion.”

The products included a gentle facial cleanser, moisturizer, and something called a “hydrating serum” that smelled faintly of flowers. That evening, I followed the instructions, enjoying the ritual of applying the creams to my face. My skin did indeed look better afterward—smoother, with a subtle glow that made my features appear softer.

The following week, Victoria called me into her office and handed me a small bottle.

“Apply this after your moisturizer,” she instructed. “It’s a light foundation. Not enough to be obvious, but it will even out your skin tone.”

“It’s makeup,” I protested weakly.

“It’s skincare,” she corrected sharply. “Do you want to look professional or not?”

I began applying the foundation each morning, blending it carefully into my skin until it was undetectable. Victoria nodded approvingly when she saw the results, which sent an unreasonable surge of pleasure through me.

The real transformation began when Victoria invited me to her home one Saturday. Her townhouse was elegant and minimalist, decorated in shades of gray and white with strategic pops of color. She led me upstairs to what appeared to be a guest bedroom converted into a dressing area.

“I’ve arranged for some adjustments to your wardrobe,” she explained, gesturing to several garment bags hanging on the wall. “Your suits are fine for the office, but we need to expand your options.”

With growing trepidation, I watched as she unzipped the first bag, revealing a collection of clothing that was decidedly not business attire.

“These will be for our after-work sessions,” she said, removing a soft cashmere sweater in a deep burgundy. “Try this on.”

I hesitated, looking from the sweater to her expectant face.

“Matthew,” she said, her tone carrying a warning. “We don’t have all day.”

Reluctantly, I stripped down to my chastity device and the silk briefs I now wore exclusively. Victoria’s eyes tracked my movements, making me acutely aware of how my body had changed over the past months—smoother, more toned from the gym routine she’d also implemented.

The sweater was incredibly soft against my bare skin, clinging to my slender frame in a way that accentuated my narrow waist and shoulders. When I looked in the mirror, I barely recognized myself.

“Beautiful,” Victoria whispered, coming up behind me. Her hands rested on my hips, making me startle. “You see? This is the real you emerging.”

I wanted to deny it, but the evidence in the mirror was compelling. The sweater, the smooth skin, the subtle makeup—I looked androgynous at best, feminine at worst.

“Now for the bottoms,” she said, moving to the next garment bag.

What emerged was even more shocking—skinny jeans in a dark wash that looked like they would barely fit over my feet, let alone my hips.

“I can’t wear those,” I protested immediately. “They’re women’s jeans.”

“They’re unisex,” she countered, though we both knew that wasn’t entirely true. “And they’ll fit your new body perfectly.”

Somehow, she was right. The jeans slid on with some effort, hugging my legs and butt in a way that no men’s clothing ever had. When I turned to look at myself in the full-length mirror, I gasped.

The person staring back was undeniably feminine—a flat-chested girl with delicate features and a boyish figure. The chastity device ensured there was no telltale bulge in the front of the jeans, creating a silhouette that could pass as either gender.

“See?” Victoria said, her hands on my shoulders as she stood behind me. “This is who you were meant to be.”

Her words should have offended me, but instead, they resonated with a truth I’d been avoiding. Standing there, dressed in soft fabrics that caressed my skin, I felt more comfortable, more myself, than I ever had in traditional men’s clothing.

“You like it,” Victoria observed, her voice knowing. “Don’t lie to me, Matthew. I can see it in your eyes.”

I swallowed hard, meeting her gaze in the mirror. “It’s... different,” I admitted.

“Different and right,” she corrected. “This is your true form. The sooner you accept it, the happier you’ll be.”

She reached around to adjust the collar of the sweater, her fingers brushing against my neck.

“We’ll start slowly,” she continued. “Wear these clothes when you’re with me. In time, you’ll transition to more feminine options for the office as well.”

“The office?” I repeated, alarmed. “I can’t wear this to work.”

“Not yet,” she agreed. “But we’ll get there. I have a plan for your professional image that will ensure your success while expressing your true self.”

That day marked a turning point. Victoria continued to expand my wardrobe, introducing blouses, tailored jackets, and shoes with a slight heel—nothing dramatic, but enough to change my posture and walk. Each new item pushed me further into a feminine presentation that was becoming harder to distinguish from my authentic self.

The most significant change came when she presented me with a collection of lingerie—not for special occasions, but for everyday wear under my clothes.

“These will replace the briefs,” she explained, showing me an array of panties in silk and lace. “They’re designed to be comfortable with your device while reminding you of your place.”

The panties were indeed more comfortable than the briefs, with special space for the chastity device and straps that kept everything securely in place. They also felt scandalously feminine, especially the lacy thongs that left little to the imagination.

“You’ll wear these every day,” Victoria instructed as I tried on a pair of black lace ones. “Including to work. It’s important that you feel feminine at all times.”

“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied, the words coming more naturally now.

As the weeks passed, my resistance faded completely. I began looking forward to our “fitting sessions” where Victoria would unveil new clothing items and teach me how to wear them properly. My apartment gradually filled with feminine clothing, pushing my old male garments to the back of the closet.

I started noticing other changes too—subtle shifts in my mannerisms, the way I sat, the way I spoke. Victoria praised these developments, rewarding me with touches that sent shivers through my trapped body.

“You’re becoming perfect,” she whispered one evening as I modeled a new dress for her—a simple black sheath that hugged my slim figure. “Soon, we’ll be ready for the next phase of your training.”

I stood before her, dressed like a woman, my body smooth and hairless, my cock locked away and forgotten. I should have felt humiliated, degraded. Instead, I felt a sense of rightness, of coming home to myself after years of pretending to be someone I wasn’t.

“What’s the next phase?” I asked, genuinely curious.

Victoria’s smile was both proud and predatory.

“You’re going to learn how to please others,” she said, her hand reaching out to trace the neckline of my dress. “Not just me. But first, you need a proper name. Matthew no longer suits the person you’ve become.”

My heart raced at the implication.

“From now on,” she continued, “when we’re in private, you’ll be Emma. Do you understand?”

Emma. The name echoed in my mind, simultaneously foreign and familiar. It felt right, like slipping into a perfectly fitted garment.

“Yes, Ms. Sterling,” I replied, my voice softer than before. “I’m Emma.”

And with that admission, the last barrier between my old self and my new reality crumbled completely.


Chapter 7

FIRST SERVICE

Becoming Emma changed everything. Where Matthew had hesitated and questioned, Emma embraced her new identity with increasing confidence. Victoria noticed the shift immediately and rewarded it with more privileges—and more challenges.

“The key to true femininity is service,” Victoria explained one evening as we sat in her living room, me dressed in a silk robe that barely covered my lingerie-clad body. “A woman’s power comes from her ability to please, to anticipate needs, to submit in ways that actually give her control.”

I—Emma—listened intently, hanging on her every word.

“You’ve mastered your appearance,” she continued, her eyes roaming over my form appreciatively. “Now it’s time to master your purpose.”

“What would you have me do?” I asked, my voice breathy with anticipation.

Victoria smiled, pleased by my eagerness.

“Tonight, you’ll serve me,” she said simply. “And in doing so, you’ll learn how to serve others.”

She stood, extending her hand to help me up from the couch.

“Kneel,” she commanded once I was standing before her.

I obeyed without hesitation, sinking to my knees on the plush carpet. Victoria towered over me, her expression one of satisfied ownership.

“Remove my shoes,” she instructed.

With trembling fingers, I reached for the heels she wore—simple black pumps with a dangerously thin heel. As I slipped them off, I couldn’t help but kiss each exposed foot reverently, a gesture that drew a pleased hum from Victoria.

“Good girl,” she praised, running her fingers through my hair. “Now, help me undress.”

I rose to my feet, my hands moving to the buttons of her blouse. As each one came undone, more of her lacy bra was revealed—black, matching the panties I knew she wore beneath her pencil skirt.

Victoria watched me with hooded eyes as I removed her blouse, then reached behind her to unhook her bra. When it fell away, her breasts were exposed—full and perfect, with nipples already hardened in anticipation.

“Kiss them,” she whispered.

I leaned forward, pressing my lips to the soft skin of her breasts, my tongue darting out to taste her. Victoria’s hands held my head, guiding me to her nipples where I suckled gently, eliciting soft moans from her lips.

“Such a natural,” she breathed, pushing me back down to my knees. “Now, remove my skirt.”

I did as instructed, sliding the tight fabric down her long legs. Her panties were soaked through, evidence of her arousal that made my own trapped cock ache with need.

“Use your mouth,” she commanded, stepping out of the pooled skirt. “Show me how grateful you are for everything I’ve done for you.”

I pressed my face against the wet silk, inhaling her scent—musky and feminine and intoxicating. My tongue traced the outline of her pussy through the fabric before gently pulling the panties aside to taste her directly.

Victoria’s gasp encouraged me as I explored her with my mouth, finding her clit and circling it with practiced movements. I’d never gone down on a woman before—my limited sexual experience had been awkward fumbles in college—but somehow, I knew exactly what to do. It was as if Victoria’s training had awakened an instinctual knowledge of how to please her.

“Yes,” she hissed, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Just like that, Emma. Make me come.”

I redoubled my efforts, my tongue working feverishly as she ground against my face. When she finally climaxed, her thighs squeezing my head, I felt a surge of pride that had nothing to do with sexual release and everything to do with successfully serving my mistress.

As she recovered, Victoria looked down at me with new appreciation.

“Perfect,” she declared, reaching for her glass of wine on the nearby table. “You’re a natural submissive, Emma. That mouth was made for worship.”

I preened under her praise, my own need momentarily forgotten in the satisfaction of having pleased her.

“But one woman isn’t enough practice,” she continued, taking a sip of wine. “You need to be prepared for anyone I might require you to serve.”

My stomach fluttered with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“Who?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Victoria smiled knowingly. “We’ll start small. My friend Clarissa is coming over tomorrow evening. You’ll serve us both.”

Clarissa turned out to be Victoria’s best friend since college—a tall, striking blonde with sharp features and an even sharper tongue. When she arrived, her eyes immediately assessed me where I knelt by Victoria’s chair, dressed in a French maid outfit that left little to the imagination.

“So this is your new project,” Clarissa said, circling me like a predator. “She’s prettier than the last one.”

I blushed at the assessment, keeping my eyes downcast as Victoria had instructed.

“Emma has been exceptionally receptive to training,” Victoria replied, pride evident in her voice. “A natural sissy.”

“Aren’t they all,” Clarissa laughed, reaching out to lift my chin. “Look at me when I speak to you, girl.”

I met her gaze, finding it intense and somewhat frightening.

“Yes, ma’am,” I murmured.

“Good girl,” she smiled, releasing my chin. “Now, why don’t you get us some wine? The good bottle from the cellar.”

I rose gracefully, my heels clicking on the hardwood as I walked to the kitchen. The maid outfit—a black dress with a white apron and a skirt so short it barely covered my ass—made movement challenging but not impossible. I’d been practicing walking in heels for weeks now, and Victoria’s approval of my progress had been worth the twisted ankles and sore feet.

When I returned with the wine and two glasses, Clarissa was seated beside Victoria on the couch, their heads together in quiet conversation that stopped as I approached.

“Pour,” Victoria commanded.

I filled their glasses carefully, then stood waiting for further instructions, my hands clasped in front of me.

“Clarissa was just telling me about her divorce,” Victoria said casually, taking a sip of wine. “Her ex-husband was woefully inadequate in bed.”

“Completely selfish,” Clarissa confirmed, her eyes raking over my body. “Never cared about my pleasure.”

“Poor thing,” Victoria sympathized. “But I think Emma here could teach you a thing or two about pleasing a woman.”

My heart pounded in my chest.

“Why don’t you show Clarissa what you learned yesterday?” Victoria suggested, patting the space between them on the couch.

I moved to sit, but Clarissa shook her head.

“On your knees,” she corrected. “I want to see that pretty face between my legs.”

I knelt before her, my hands moving to the hem of her dress. With Victoria’s nod of encouragement, I slowly lifted the fabric, revealing stocking-clad thighs and a pair of black lace panties similar to the ones I wore.

“Go on,” Clarissa urged, spreading her legs wider. “Show me what you can do.”

I leaned forward, pressing my face against her crotch and breathing in her scent—different from Victoria’s but equally intoxicating. Through the lace, I could feel her heat, her growing wetness.

Using the technique Victoria had taught me, I began with gentle kisses along her inner thighs, building anticipation. When I finally moved to her pussy, tracing the outline with my tongue, Clarissa gasped audibly.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hand finding its way into my hair. “The little slut knows what she’s doing.”

Encouraged, I continued, eventually pulling the panties aside to taste her directly. She was wetter than Victoria had been, her clit prominent and eager for attention. I focused my efforts there, alternating between gentle licks and more insistent suction.

“She’s delicious,” I heard myself say, surprised by my own words. “Thank you for letting me taste you, Miss Clarissa.”

Victoria laughed approvingly from beside us. “Look how well she’s learned her manners.”

The praise spurred me on, and I redoubled my efforts, determined to make Clarissa come as beautifully as Victoria had. When her orgasm hit, it was with a series of curses and a forceful pull on my hair that sent pleasurable pain across my scalp.

“Jesus Christ,” Clarissa panted, pushing me away gently when the sensitivity became too much. “Where did you find this one?”

“Talent scout,” Victoria replied smugly. “I recognized her potential immediately.”

As Clarissa recovered, I knelt beside the couch, my face glistening with her arousal, my own need a distant throb beneath the chastity device.

“You should keep her,” Clarissa suggested, reaching out to stroke my cheek. “A girl with a mouth like that is worth her weight in gold.”

“Oh, I plan to,” Victoria assured her. “But Emma’s training has only just begun. She has much more to learn.”

“And men?” Clarissa asked, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Will she be serving those too?”

Victoria’s hand moved to the back of my neck, possessive and firm.

“In time,” she said, watching my reaction carefully. “Emma needs to master feminine service first. But yes, eventually, she’ll learn to please men as well.”

The thought should have horrified me—Matthew would have been repulsed—but Emma felt only a curious anticipation. Under Victoria’s guidance, I was discovering parts of myself I’d never known existed, desires I’d never acknowledged.

“Good,” Clarissa nodded, finishing her wine. “I might have to borrow her sometime. My divorce lawyer could use some stress relief.”

“She’s not for loan,” Victoria said sharply, her fingers tightening momentarily on my neck before relaxing into a gentle caress. “But you’re welcome to visit anytime you need... servicing.”

As they continued to discuss my future uses, I remained kneeling beside them, a contented smile on my face. I was exactly where I was meant to be—between powerful women, learning to serve, to please, to submit in ways that brought me more fulfillment than I’d ever imagined possible.

The evening ended with me bringing them both to orgasm once more—Victoria riding my face while Clarissa watched and directed, offering suggestions that made my cheeks burn with shame and excitement.

As I helped Clarissa to the door later that night, she pulled me close for a final whisper.

“You’re a lucky girl,” she said, her lips brushing my ear. “Victoria is the best thing that ever happened to you. Don’t you ever forget it.”

“I won’t,” I promised sincerely.

When I returned to Victoria, I found her in her bedroom, already undressed and waiting for me.

“Service me one more time before bed,” she commanded, patting the space between her thighs. “Then we’ll discuss your performance tonight.”

I eagerly complied, my mouth finding her already wet and ready. As I pleasured her, my mind raced with thoughts of what came next—more women? Men? What would Victoria require of me?

But those thoughts faded as she climaxed, her body shuddering against my face. Afterward, as I curled up at the foot of her bed in my designated sleeping space, Victoria’s hand reached down to stroke my hair.

“You were perfect tonight, Emma,” she murmured sleepily. “Tomorrow, we begin the next phase of your training. You’re going to love it.”

As I drifted off to sleep, my cock still frustratingly locked away, I couldn’t help but agree. Whatever Victoria had planned for me, I was ready. I was hers to shape, to use, to transform.

And I’d never been happier.


Chapter 8

THE GYM TRAINING

Victoria’s “next phase” of training began the following week with a surprise visit to an exclusive gym downtown—one that required membership I was certain I couldn’t afford.

“We need to work on your stamina and flexibility,” Victoria explained as we entered the pristine facility. “Proper service requires physical conditioning.”

I followed her through the main floor, aware of the glances we attracted—Victoria in her designer workout gear, me in my increasingly feminine attire that day: yoga pants that showed off my slim legs and a cropped top that revealed my smooth, hairless midriff. Despite the discreet size of my cage, the form-fitting pants gave away the small nub affixed to my groin. A shameful tell to anyone curious enough to look.

“The women’s section is through here,” Victoria said, leading me past the main weight room. “I’ve arranged special permission for you to train with me.”

The women’s area was smaller but better equipped in some ways, with more machines focused on toning rather than bulking. Several women were already working out, their eyes curious as we entered.

“Don’t mind them,” Victoria whispered, noticing my discomfort. “They’re just jealous of how pretty you are.”

We started with stretches, Victoria demonstrating each movement and correcting my form with hands-on adjustments. Her touch sent shivers through me, especially when she pressed against my back to deepen a stretch or held my hips to demonstrate proper alignment.

“Your body is responding beautifully to the hormones,” she commented as I bent into a deep stretch, my head nearly touching the floor. “So flexible already.”

I flushed at the reminder of the daily pills she’d started me on two weeks prior—estrogen and anti-androgens that were already creating subtle changes in my body. My skin had become even softer, my nipples more sensitive, and my emotional state more volatile.

After stretching, Victoria guided me through a series of exercises designed to tone my legs, glutes, and core. Each movement was explained in detail, with emphasis on how it would improve my “service abilities.”

“These squats will strengthen your thighs,” she said, positioning my feet wider apart. “You’ll need that endurance for when you’re kneeling for long periods.”

The visualization made me falter mid-squat, and Victoria steadied me with firm hands on my hips.

“Thinking about serving already?” she teased, her breath warm against my ear. “Such an eager girl.”

As we moved to the machines, I became increasingly aware of the other women watching us. Some looked disapproving, others curious, and a few—like a muscular brunette on the leg press—looked downright predatory.

“That’s Amanda,” Victoria murmured, noticing my attention. “She’s a personal trainer here. And yes, she knows exactly what you are.”

My face heated at the revelation, but Amanda simply winked at me when our eyes met, her gaze lingering on my caged bulge in a way that made me shiver.

The real surprise came when Victoria led me to a private room at the back of the women’s section.

“We have this space reserved for the rest of your training,” she explained, locking the door behind us.

The room contained various pieces of equipment I didn’t recognize—some kind of bench with restraints, a large exercise ball, and what looked like a massage table.

“First, we’ll work on your core strength,” Victoria said, patting the exercise ball. “Position yourself over it.”

I did as instructed, my stomach resting on the large ball, my hands and feet on the floor. The position left me vulnerable, my ass raised in the air.

“Perfect,” Victoria purred, moving behind me. Her hand caressed my bottom through the thin yoga pants. “Now, we’re going to do some pelvic floor exercises. These will help with control during more... vigorous activities.”

She guided me through a series of muscle contractions, her fingers pressing against my perineum to ensure I was engaging the right muscles. The intimate touch, combined with her explicit descriptions of how these exercises would help me “grip and squeeze” during future encounters, had me desperately aroused despite the cage.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” she praised after several repetitions. “I think you deserve a reward.”

Before I could ask what she meant, Victoria pulled down my yoga pants, exposing my bare bottom and the straps of the special panties I wore that accommodated my chastity device.

“Stay just like that,” she commanded, moving to a cabinet where she retrieved a small bottle of lubricant.

My heart raced as she returned, her slickened fingers tracing the cleft of my ass.

“Such a pretty little hole,” she murmured, circling it gently. “We need to prepare you properly for your future service.”

The first finger pressed inside me slowly, accompanied by a sharp burn that quickly gave way to a strange fullness. Victoria worked methodically, adding more lube and gradually increasing her pace.

“This is called milking the prostate,” she explained as her finger found a spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. “It will provide release without compromising your chastity. In time, your body will adapt to your true self and stop trying to form erections altogether.”

I gasped as she continued to massage that sensitive area, pleasure building in a way I’d never experienced. It was different from penile stimulation—deeper, more full-bodied, and surprisingly intense.

“Victoria,” I moaned, my hands gripping the exercise ball as the sensation intensified.

“Good girl,” she praised, adding a second finger. “Let go completely. There’s no shame in finding pleasure this way—it’s how your body was meant to experience it now.”

Her words pushed me over the edge, and suddenly I was coming—my cock soft and untouched in its cage while my prostate contracted rhythmically around her fingers. The orgasm was powerful, seeming to go on forever as I shuddered and whimpered through waves of pleasure.

When it finally subsided, Victoria gently withdrew her fingers, leaving me feeling both satisfied and strangely empty.

“How was that?” she asked, helping me upright and holding me steady as my legs trembled.

“Incredible,” I admitted, my face flushed with embarrassment and residual pleasure. “I didn’t know I could...”

“Come without an erection?” Victoria finished for me, wiping her hands on a towel. “Your body is adapting beautifully. Soon, you’ll find traditional stimulation completely unfulfilling compared to proper anal orgasms.”

The thought should have scared me, but instead, I felt a curious anticipation. Already, my mind was replaying the sensation, wanting more.

Victoria helped me dress again, her hands lingering on my still-sensitive body.

“Twice a week we’ll train here,” she said as we left the private room. “And I expect you to practice your exercises at home.”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I agreed readily.

As we passed through the main floor, Amanda the trainer approached us, her eyes knowing.

“Everything satisfactory with the facilities?” she asked, though her smile suggested she knew exactly what had transpired in the private room.

“Exceptional,” Victoria replied smoothly. “In fact, Emma might benefit from some one-on-one sessions with you to perfect her form.”

My heart skipped a beat at the implication.

“I’d be happy to assist,” Amanda said, her eyes raking over me appreciatively. “Tuesday and Thursday afternoons work best for me.”

“Wonderful,” Victoria agreed, handing over her card. “Coordinate with my assistant to arrange the schedule.”

As we left the gym, my body still tingling from the experience, I realized how completely my world had transformed. Not even three months ago, I would have been horrified by what had just happened—by the chastity, the feminization, the anal stimulation that had given me the most intense orgasm of my life.

Now, I was already looking forward to my next session, both with Victoria and with the intriguing Amanda. My mind buzzed with questions about what other forms of “training” might be in store, how my body would continue to change, and who else Victoria might eventually require me to serve.

The uncertainty should have terrified me, but instead, it filled me with excitement. Under Victoria’s guidance, I was discovering a version of myself I’d never known existed—one that thrived on submission, found pleasure in service, and embraced femininity not as a costume but as an identity.

As we entered Victoria’s car, she reached over to pat my thigh.

“You were perfect today, Emma,” she said warmly. “I’m so pleased with your progress. Soon, you’ll be ready for the next stage of your development.”

“What’s that?” I asked, leaning into her touch.

Her smile was both loving and wicked.

“It’s time for you to learn how to please men.”


Chapter 9

PREPARING FOR MEN

Victoria didn’t rush the introduction of male service. Instead, she spent weeks preparing me mentally and physically, knowing that this step would be the most challenging in my transformation from Matt to Emma.

It began with videos—carefully selected pornography that depicted feminine-presenting individuals servicing masculine men. At first, I watched alone, following Victoria’s instructions to observe techniques and reactions.

“They’re so confident,” I commented one evening as we discussed a particularly intense scene. “The men, I mean. They know exactly what they want.”

“That’s part of masculinity you need to appreciate,” Victoria explained, her hand stroking my hair as we sat on her couch. “A man’s certainty, his directness—it’s something to admire and submit to.”

She had me keep a journal of my reactions to each video, noting what aroused me most. The pattern became clear quickly—I was most turned on by scenes of oral service, where the feminine partner knelt submissively and worshipped the masculine one.

“That’s your natural inclination,” Victoria confirmed when I shared this observation. “Your mouth is becoming your primary sexual organ. That pretty little caged cock will eventually be just for decoration. Not that you ever used it for much else.”

The physical preparation intensified during this period. Victoria increased my anal training, gradually working me up from her fingers to a series of progressively larger dildos. Each size was given a name—“starter,” “intermediate,” and “advanced”—though I secretly thought of them as “terrifying,” “unbelievable,” and “impossible.”

“You’ll thank me for this thorough preparation,” she assured me as she worked the intermediate dildo into me one evening. “The first real cock you take won’t be gentle.”

The thought both frightened and excited me. Victoria’s conditioning had rewired my brain to associate submission with pleasure, humiliation with arousal. The idea of being used by a man—of being taken, filled, claimed—sent shivers down my spine despite my lingering fears.

She also changed my hormone regimen, adding supplements that would increase my sensitivity and make my skin even softer. My breasts began to bud, small mounds that Victoria delighted in teasing.

“Soon you’ll have pretty little tits to play with,” she’d say, pinching my sensitive nipples until I whimpered. “Men love sucking on sissy tits while they fuck you.”

The psychological preparation was perhaps the most intense. Victoria began using more dominant language, referring to me exclusively as her “sissy” and describing my future encounters in graphic detail.

“When a man first slides his cock into your mouth, you’ll feel so complete,” she’d whisper as she fucked me with the largest dildo. “When he grabs your hair and pushes deep, making you gag—that’s when you’ll know your true purpose.”

Sometimes, she’d make me practice on strapon dildos, teaching me how to look up with “fuck me eyes” and moan like I meant it.

“Not too much tongue at first,” she instructed during one such session. “Tease him. Make him want to push deeper. Then let him use your throat the way he wants.”

I learned to suppress my gag reflex, to breathe through my nose, to find pleasure in the tears that streamed down my face as she fucked my throat relentlessly.

“Good sissy,” she’d praise when I took her deepest. “You’re going to make some man very happy one day soon.”

That “one day” came sooner than I expected. Victoria announced one morning that she had selected my first partner—a client of the firm who had “specific tastes” that she believed I was perfectly suited to satisfy.

“His name is Alexander,” she explained as she prepared me for the meeting. “He’s an important investor, very powerful, very masculine. He appreciates... feminine companionship.”

I stood trembling as Victoria dressed me in a simple but revealing outfit—a white lace bralette with matching panties, sheer stockings, and a silk robe that barely covered my chastity device. My face was carefully made up, lips painted a soft pink that matched my nails.

“You look perfect,” Victoria assured me, adjusting the collar of the robe. “Remember everything I’ve taught you. Submit completely. Your only job is to please him.”

We were in a private suite at an upscale hotel, the kind with discreet service and no questions asked. Victoria had me kneel beside her as we waited for Alexander to arrive.

“When he enters, you’ll greet him properly,” she instructed. “On your knees, head down, hands behind your back.”

I nodded, my heart pounding so loudly I was sure Alexander would hear it when he arrived.

The knock on the door made me jump. Victoria answered, welcoming our guest with air kisses on both cheeks.

“Alexander, darling,” she purred. “Thank you for coming.”

“Victoria,” a deep voice replied. “As if I could resist your invitations.”

I kept my eyes downcast as they entered, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

“And this must be your new project,” Alexander said, his expensive shoes stopping in front of me.

“Emma,” Victoria introduced me. “She’s been specially trained for your enjoyment tonight.”

I risked a glance upward and immediately regretted it. Alexander was tall and powerfully built, with dark hair graying at the temples and eyes that seemed to see right through me. He exuded a masculine confidence that was both intimidating and intoxicating.

“Look at me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for refusal.

I raised my head fully, meeting his gaze as Victoria had taught me.

“Very pretty,” he assessed, reaching out to stroke my cheek. “And obedient already, I see.”

“Emma understands her purpose,” Victoria said proudly, taking a seat in an armchair to watch.

“Does she?” Alexander mused, his fingers moving to my chin, tilting it up further. “Open your mouth, pretty girl. Let me see what I’m working with.”

I complied, parting my lips slightly, my tongue resting behind my teeth.

“Wider,” he instructed, pressing his thumb against my lower lip. “I want to see your throat.”

I opened as wide as I could, feeling exposed and vulnerable under his scrutiny.

“Good,” he approved, releasing my chin. “Now show me that you know why you’re here.”

With shaking hands, I reached for his belt buckle, looking up at him for permission. He nodded, watching with interest as I undid his pants and lowered them, along with his boxer briefs, to reveal his already hardening cock.

It was the first real one I’d seen since beginning my transformation—larger than the dildos I’d practiced on, with prominent veins and a slight curve that made my mouth water. My own had been pathetic by comparison even before being locked up and shrinking from disuse.

“Go on,” Victoria encouraged from her chair. “Show him what you’ve learned.”

I leaned forward, my lips hovering just an inch from his cock, my breath warm against his skin. The scent was overwhelming—musky, masculine, real. My tongue darted out to taste the bead of precum at the tip, drawing a satisfied groan from Alexander.

“That’s it,” he murmured, his hand coming to rest on the back of my head. “Take your time. Worship it.”

I followed Victoria’s training precisely—starting with gentle kisses along the shaft, then slow licks from base to tip, before finally taking the head into my mouth. Alexander’s reaction was immediate and gratifying—his fingers tightening in my hair, his hips pushing forward slightly.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Her mouth is perfect.”

Victoria chuckled from her observation point. “She’s been practicing diligently. Emma, take him deeper now. Show him how well you can throat a cock.”

I obeyed, relaxing my throat as I slid my mouth further down his length, suppressing my gag reflex through sheer determination. When my nose finally pressed against his pubic hair, I felt a surge of pride that had nothing to do with my previous life as Matt.

“Jesus Christ,” Alexander grunted, his hips jerking. “Where did you find this girl?”

“Talent is everywhere if you know how to recognize it,” Victoria replied cryptically. “Emma, look up at him while you suck. Let him see those pretty eyes.”

I did as instructed, my watering eyes meeting Alexander’s intense gaze as I began to bob my head, establishing a rhythm that had him cursing under his breath. The power dynamic was intoxicating—I was on my knees, dressed in lingerie, sucking a man’s cock while my boss watched, and yet I’d never felt more fulfilled.

“She’s loving this,” Alexander observed, his thrusts becoming more forceful. “Look at her rubbing her cage.”

Victoria laughed. “Sissies always do. Their bodies know what their minds sometimes resist.”

The humiliation of having my chastised state pointed out only heightened my arousal. I redoubled my efforts, using my hands to stroke what couldn’t fit in my mouth, my tongue working feverishly against the underside of his shaft.

“I’m going to come,” Alexander warned, his grip on my hair tightening painfully. “Do you swallow?”

“Of course she does,” Victoria answered for me. “Don’t you dare spill a drop, Emma.”

When Alexander’s orgasm hit, it was with a roar and a forceful thrust that sent his cock deep into my throat. The first pulse of cum caught me by surprise, but I quickly recovered, swallowing rapidly as he continued to empty himself into my mouth.

The taste was shockingly not unpleasant—slightly bitter, salty, with an underlying sweetness that I found myself wanting more of. As the last spasm subsided, I continued to gently suck, cleaning him thoroughly before finally releasing his softening cock from my mouth.

“Perfect,” Victoria praised, clapping her hands softly. “Didn’t I tell you she was a natural?”

Alexander stepped back, tucking himself back into his pants with a satisfied smile. “You’ve outdone yourself this time. When can I have her again?”

“We’ll see how well she behaves,” Victoria replied, her eyes on me where I still knelt on the floor, lips swollen and body trembling with unfulfilled need. “Emma has much more training ahead of her.”

As they discussed future arrangements, I remained in position, my mind reeling from what had just happened. I’d just given my first blowjob—not just as a woman, but as a submissive sissy to a dominant man in front of a beautiful woman—and I’d enjoyed every moment of it. My trapped cock ached with need, but even that discomfort felt right, like it belonged.

“Clean yourself up,” Victoria instructed when Alexander had left. “Then meet me in the bedroom.”

I followed her to the suite’s luxurious bedroom, where she sat on the edge of the massive bed.

“Well?” she prompted, patting the space beside her. “How do you feel?”

I sat carefully, my body still humming with residual adrenaline and arousal.

“Confused,” I admitted. “Ashamed. But also... excited. I liked it, Victoria. Does that make me sick?”

Victoria laughed, pulling me into a sideways hug.

“No, darling,” she assured me. “It makes you exactly what you were always meant to be. You’ve finally found your true nature. There’s nothing shameful about embracing it.”

She reached down to trace the outline of my chastity device through my panties.

“This was never meant to be a punishment,” she explained softly. “It was a liberation—from expectations that never fit you, from a role you were never suited for. Emma is the real you, and she’s just beginning to bloom.”

Her words washed over me, soothing the last of my reservations. She was right—I’d never felt as comfortable in my own skin as I did in that moment, dressed in lingerie, the taste of a man still on my lips.

“Thank you,” I whispered, leaning into her embrace. “For helping me see that.”

Victoria’s hand slipped between my thighs, finding the opening in my special panties that allowed access to my rear.

“Let me reward you for your perfect first performance,” she murmured, her fingers slick with lube that seemed to appear from nowhere. “I think my sissy deserves a nice prostate massage after such good service.”

As her fingers found their way inside me, pressing against that sensitive spot that Victoria had turned into my primary source of pleasure, I realized she was right. This was who I was meant to be—Emma, the sissy who served and submitted, who found fulfillment in pleasing others, whose own pleasure came from being used.


Chapter 10

REFLECTION

It’s three in the morning, and I’m staring at my reflection in Victoria’s bathroom mirror, wondering when exactly I stopped recognizing myself.

The girl looking back at me has soft features, rounder than they used to be. My lips, always a bit full for a man’s, now look positively pillowy with the gloss Victoria insists I wear. My eyes appear larger, more expressive—a trick of the mascara and eyeliner that has become part of my daily routine.

My body tells an even more dramatic story. The chest that was once flat now sports small but definite breasts—A-cups that Victoria promises will grow larger with continued hormone therapy. My waist has narrowed while my hips have rounded slightly, creating a curve that looks natural in the women’s jeans that have replaced my entire wardrobe.

And between my legs... well, that’s the most telling change of all. The metal cage that has been my constant companion for months now looks almost decorative against my smooth, hairless skin. The flesh around it has softened, the testicles behind it have shrunk from the hormones. It’s not just a chastity device anymore; it’s becoming a permanent part of my anatomy. I can’t even remember the last time my cock even tried to get hard, I think I may have permanently broken it.

I remember the day I agreed to this path—the day Victoria first locked that cage on me. I told myself it was just a temporary thing, a weird kink I’d explore briefly before returning to my normal life. I was wrong.

So fucking wrong.

Because here’s the humiliating truth: as much as part of me screams that this is wrong, that I should be ashamed, another part—the part that seems to grow stronger each day—is ecstatic. I love the silky panties I wear under my clothes. I love the way men look at me now that I’ve learned to walk and move in a feminine way. I especially love the feeling of a hard cock in my mouth, the taste of cum on my tongue, the fullness of being fucked in my increasingly accommodating ass. How it feels to be so pathetic in front of an array of beautiful women.

I’m a sissy. A complete and total sissy. And I fucking love it.

That realization hits me with full force as I stand here in nothing but my lingerie—black lace today, chosen by Victoria because it “matches my mood.” The shame I feel isn’t about being feminized anymore; it’s about how much I enjoy it, how natural it feels.

Months ago, I was Matt Ellison, junior analyst, a man who jerked off to straight porn and dreamed vaguely of finding a girlfriend someday. Now I’m Emma, Victoria’s personal sissy assistant, someone who spends more time with cocks in his mouth than any woman I know, whose orgasms come exclusively from prostate stimulation.

The worst part? I don’t even want to go back.

Sometimes, in my darkest moments, I wonder what my old college friends would say if they could see me now—kneeling at Victoria’s feet, wearing a maid’s outfit, my mouth full of her strapon as she trains me for my next “client.” Would they even recognize me? Would they be horrified? Would any of them secretly wish they could trade places?

Probably not. They’re real men, not sissies like me. The spark of arousal that shoots through me when I think of one of my ex’s catching me in the act, its better than any drug.

I adjust my bra, the straps digging slightly into my developing breasts. Soon, I won’t be able to hide these without a binder, not that I’d want to. Victoria has already discussed moving me to blouses and tops that will showcase my “progress.”

“Men love sissy tits,” she said the other day as she pinched my sensitive nipples. “They’ll beg to suck them while they fuck you. Another reminder of how you’ve ruined your body for their pleasure.”

The memory sends a shiver through me, my caged cock attempting futilely to respond. It’s been so long since I felt a proper erection that I barely miss it anymore. My sexual pleasure comes from submission now, from being used and degraded and told what a good girl I am.

I glance at the clock. Victoria will be waking soon, and she’ll expect me already dressed and ready to serve her breakfast in bed. The thought doesn’t fill me with dread—it excites me. I can’t wait to kneel beside her bed, presenting her coffee and toast while she decides whether to use my mouth or save me for later.

I’m pathetic. Truly, completely pathetic. And I’ve never been happier.

As I turn from the mirror to select today’s outfit from the closet Victoria has filled with clothes that are no longer borrowed or temporary but mine—frilly dresses, tight jeans, delicate blouses—I acknowledge the final, humiliating truth:

This isn’t a phase. This isn’t an experiment. This is who I am now. Emma isn’t just a role I play; she’s who Matt was always meant to become.

And as I slip on a pair of pink panties that match my gloss, I smile at how perfectly they fit—not just my body, but my soul.

Victoria was right all along. She didn’t corrupt me; she set me free.


Chapter 11

DEEPER SUBMISSION

The morning after my reflection, Victoria seemed to sense the shift in my acceptance. Over breakfast—served by me wearing nothing but an apron and heels as per her request—she announced a new phase of my training.

“Now that you’ve accepted your nature,” she began, spearing a piece of fruit with deliberate precision, “it’s time to push your boundaries further.”

I stood attentively by her side, my chastity device a comforting weight between my legs.

“I want you to start living as Emma full-time,” she continued. “No more Matt, not even in private. You’ll refer to your old self in the past tense.”

The directive sent a strange thrill through me. “Yes, Victoria. Thank you.”

She smiled, pleased with my immediate compliance. “Good girl. I’ve also arranged for you to begin electrolysis. That body hair needs to be permanently removed.”

The thought of having every trace of masculinity lasered away should have horrified me, but instead, I felt relief. It was one more step away from the person I used to be and toward the person I was becoming.

“Additionally,” she said, setting down her fork, “we’ll be increasing your hormone dosage. Dr. Michaels is very pleased with your progress.”

Dr. Michaels was the endocrinologist Victoria had introduced me to—a woman who asked no questions about why a “young woman” needed such a specific hormone regimen, though her knowing glances suggested she understood perfectly well.

“Yes, Victoria,” I agreed, already anticipating the further softening of my features, the continued development of my breasts.

“There’s one more thing,” she added, her eyes meeting mine with an intensity that made my breath catch. “I want you to start thinking about your future career. Langford & Associates has been... accommodating of your transition, but I think it’s time we considered a role that better suits your talents.”

My mind raced with possibilities. A secretarial position? An assistant role?

“I’ve been in talks with the board about creating a new position,” she continued. “Corporate Relations Liaison. You’d be responsible for... entertaining important clients and partners.”

The implication was clear, and my face heated accordingly. Victoria wanted me to be the company’s official sissy—a sexual ambassador used to secure deals and maintain relationships.

“You’d be perfect for it,” she assured me, standing and circling the table to where I stood. Her hand cupped my cheek gently. “Beautiful, submissive, eager to please. You’d bring immense value to the firm.”

The idea of being officially recognized—not just as Victoria’s pet project but as a corporate asset—was surprisingly appealing. It validated everything I’d become, gave purpose to my transformation.

“I’d like that,” I admitted softly. “If you think I’m ready.”

“Oh, you’re ready,” she purred, her other hand sliding down to trace the edge of my apron. “In fact, I have someone coming by this afternoon to... test your readiness.”

My stomach fluttered with anticipation. “Who?”

“Mr. Harrington,” she replied, referring to the senior partner who had always been coldly professional during my time as Matt. “He’s been... curious about my special projects. I think it’s time he experienced your talents firsthand.”

The thought of serving someone I used to work alongside professionally added a delicious layer of humiliation to the prospect. Mr. Harrington was in his late fifties, powerful and traditional—the perfect contrast to my feminized form.

“I want you to prepare yourself especially for him,” Victoria instructed, her fingers now playing with the hem of my apron. “Shower, shave everywhere, and use the special perfume I left on your dresser. I’ll lay out your outfit.”

“Yes, Victoria,” I agreed breathlessly, her proximity making me dizzy.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear. “And Emma? When he arrives, I want you to forget I’m even in the room. Your focus will be entirely on pleasing him. Understand?”

A shiver ran down my spine. “Yes, Victoria.”

The hours until Mr. Harrington’s arrival passed in a haze of preparation. The shower was scalding hot, my skin pink and sensitive afterward as I applied the expensive lotions that left me smelling of jasmine and vanilla. Victoria had chosen a conservative but provocative outfit—a gray pencil skirt that hugged my slim hips, a silk blouse that buttoned up the back and required assistance, and heels higher than I’d worn before.

When Mr. Harrington arrived precisely at 3 PM, I was waiting in Victoria’s office, kneeling beside her desk as instructed. My heart pounded as I heard the outer door open and close, the familiar voice greeting Victoria’s assistant.

“Send him in,” Victoria said into the intercom, her hand resting possessively on my shoulder.

Mr. Harrington entered with his usual commanding presence, his expression neutral until his eyes landed on me. Then, a flicker of surprise—quickly masked but not before I caught it.

“Victoria,” he said smoothly, approaching the desk. “Thank you for making time for me.”

“Always a pleasure, Richard,” she replied, standing to greet him with air kisses. “I believe you remember Emma?”

His gaze returned to me, more calculating now. “I don’t believe we’ve been formally introduced.”

“This is Emma,” Victoria explained, moving behind me to rest her hands on my shoulders. “She’s been... assisting me with special projects. I thought she might help with your... relaxation today.”

I kept my eyes properly downcast, but I could feel Mr. Harrington’s scrutiny.

“A most unusual assistant,” he commented, circling me slowly. “But I suppose you’ve always had an eye for talent.”

Victoria laughed, the sound rich and confident. “Emma has proven to be exceptionally talented. Why don’t you show Mr. Harrington your skills, darling?”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I murmured, rising gracefully to my knees.

Mr. Harrington watched as I approached him, my movements practiced from months of training. When I reached for his belt, he didn’t stop me, though his breathing changed slightly.

“Go on,” Victoria encouraged from behind me. “Show him how grateful you are for his continued support of our department.”

The business context made everything more thrillingly humiliating. I unbuckled Mr. Harrington’s expensive leather belt with trembling fingers, unzipped his trousers, and freed his cock—which was already showing interest despite his stoic expression.

He was thicker than Alexander, with a slight upward curve that would test my throat-training. I began as Victoria had taught me, with soft kisses along the shaft, my hands gently cupping his balls through his boxer briefs.

“Remarkable,” Mr. Harrington commented, his voice betraying none of the pleasure my actions were clearly causing. “And quite... thorough.”

“Emma is very dedicated to her work,” Victoria replied, moving to sit behind her desk. “You’ll find her attention to detail exceptional.”

As I took Mr. Harrington into my mouth, Victoria opened a drawer and removed what looked like files, acting as if she was completely uninterested in the sexual act happening in her office. The juxtaposition was dizzying—I was on my knees, dressed as a woman, sucking the cock of my former superior while my boss pretended to review paperwork.

Mr. Harrington gradually lost his composure, his hips beginning to move slightly, his breathing becoming more audible. His hand found its way to the back of my head, guiding my rhythm with increasing firmness.

“Yes,” he grunted after several minutes. “Just like that.”

Victoria looked up from her files, a satisfied smile on her face. “She’s good, isn’t she? Trained personally by me, of course.”

“The benefits of your mentorship are... impressive,” Mr. Harrington managed, his grip tightening in my hair.

I redoubled my efforts, taking him deeper, suppressing my gag reflex as he pushed past my tonsils. Tears welled in my eyes, but I didn’t pull away—this was my purpose, my role, my contribution to the firm.

When he came, it was with a muffled groan, his cock pulsing against my tongue. I swallowed every drop, savoring the slightly bitter taste that had become so familiar and comforting.

“Exemplary service,” Mr. Harrington said as he stepped back, tucking himself away with remarkable composure. “I’m impressed, Victoria. This... arrangement could be beneficial for future client relations.”

“I thought you might see the potential,” she replied smoothly, standing to escort him to the door. “Emma is available for additional demonstrations should you require them.”

“Count on it,” he said, giving me one last lingering look before departing.

Once the door closed, Victoria turned to me with genuine pride. “Perfect, Emma. Absolutely perfect. He was thoroughly convinced of your value.”

“Thank you, Ms. Victoria,” I said, still on my knees where he’d left me.

She approached, crouching down to cup my face in her hands. “You’ve made me so proud today. Your first official business encounter, and you handled it beautifully.”

The praise warmed me more than any orgasm ever had. “I want to make you happy,” I confessed, the words feeling more natural each time I spoke them.

“You do,” she assured me, helping me to my feet. “And soon, everyone will know just how valuable you are to this company.”

As she led me to the private bathroom to clean up, I realized with startling clarity that I no longer cared what anyone thought of my transformation. Let them see me as Victoria’s sissy, as the company’s sexual liaison. Let them whisper behind my back. As long as Victoria was pleased, as long as I could continue serving in my new capacity, nothing else mattered.

My old life was truly gone, and I had never felt so free.


Chapter 12

THE OFFICE PARTY

The holiday party was the perfect opportunity for Victoria to unveil the “new me” to our colleagues. For weeks, she had been dropping hints about her “special assistant” who would be making an appearance, building curiosity among our coworkers.

“You’ll be the talk of the evening,” she promised as we prepared at her apartment before the event. “But remember—poise and confidence. You’re not just attending; you’re making a statement.”

The dress she had chosen for me was stunning yet subtle—a deep emerald green that complemented my changing complexion, with a neckline that revealed just a hint of cleavage from my developing breasts. The skirt fell just above my knees, conservative enough for a corporate event but form-fitting enough to showcase my increasingly feminine figure.

My makeup was more elaborate than usual, with smoky eyes and a bold red lip that Victoria insisted was “powerful and commanding.”

“The trick is to look like you belong,” she coached me as we put the finishing touches on my appearance. “You’re not playing dress-up; this is who you are now.”

As we entered the venue—a ballroom at the city’s finest hotel—I felt a mixture of terror and exhilaration. The room was filled with familiar faces from work, people who had known me as Matt for years. What would they think? How would they react?

Victoria, ever the strategist, had a plan.

“We’ll start with my department,” she murmured as we entered. “They’ve had some warning. Then we’ll branch out.”

The first person we encountered was Clarissa—Victoria’s friend who had already sampled my talents. Her eyes widened appreciatively.

“Emma!” she exclaimed, air-kissing both my cheeks. “You look absolutely fabulous. I almost didn’t recognize you.”

“Thank you, Miss Clarissa,” I replied, using the honorific Victoria had instructed me to use with her friends.

Clarissa laughed delightedly. “So formal! Victoria, you’ve outdone yourself with this one.”

As we moved through the crowd, I noticed the varying reactions—some people clearly recognized me but couldn’t quite place me, while others whispered behind their glasses. Victoria introduced me simply as “Emma, my special assistant,” offering no further explanation.

The real test came when we approached my former department head, Mr. Thompson—a man who had once criticized my “lack of assertiveness” in a performance review.

“Charles,” Victoria greeted him smoothly. “I’d like you to meet Emma, who’s been helping me with some special projects.”

Mr. Thompson looked me up and down, confusion gradually turning to dawning recognition. “Matthew?” he asked incredulously. “Is that you?”

“Emma now,” Victoria corrected gently. “She’s transitioned and is much happier for it. Aren’t you, dear?”

I nodded, maintaining the pleasant smile Victoria had drilled into me. “Yes, I am.”

Mr. Thompson seemed at a loss for words, but his wife—never one to be speechless—jumped in.

“Well, you make a lovely woman,” she said, though her tone suggested she found anything but. “Quite... convincing.”

Victoria steered us away before the conversation could become more awkward. “Don’t mind them,” she whispered to me. “Jealousy is unbecoming, but common.”

The evening progressed with more introductions, more whispered conversations, and more drinks than was probably wise. By the time the speeches began, I was pleasantly buzzed and surprisingly comfortable in my role.

When Victoria was called to the podium for her department update, she signaled for me to join her.

“As we look toward the new year,” she began, “I’m excited to announce some innovations in how we’ll be approaching client relations. But first, I’d like to introduce someone who has been instrumental in developing these new strategies.”

She placed a hand on my shoulder, turning me to face the room.

“This is Emma, my special assistant, who has helped transform our approach to personal client engagement. Emma, would you care to share a bit about your perspective?”

I stepped forward, the room spinning slightly from the attention and the alcohol. “Thank you, Ms. Sterling. I believe that the future of business relationships lies in... personalized attention to detail and... and making connections that go beyond the boardroom.”

It wasn’t much of a speech, but the room erupted in polite applause anyway. As we returned to our table, Mr. Harrington was waiting for us.

“Brilliantly handled,” he said, his eyes scanning me appreciatively. “You’ve certainly captured everyone’s attention.”

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, my cheeks flushing under his gaze.

“I wonder,” he said, his voice lowering slightly, “if you might be available later this evening for a more... private discussion about these new business strategies.”

Victoria answered for me. “Emma would be delighted. Wouldn’t you, dear?”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I agreed, my stomach fluttering with anticipation.

The rest of the party passed in a blur of small talk and covert glances. When Victoria finally suggested it was time to leave, I was ready—eager for what the night might bring.

“Mr. Harrington has booked a suite here,” she explained as we took the elevator up. “You’ll be staying with him tonight.”

“With him?” I repeated, suddenly nervous. We had never spent the entire night together.

“Don’t worry,” she reassured me, adjusting my dress. “I’ve given him strict instructions about your training. He knows what’s expected.”

At the door to the presidential suite, Victoria gave me a final once-over.

“Remember who you belong to,” she said, her fingers tracing the key around her neck that still locked my chastity device. “But serve him as if he were me. Understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I whispered, leaning in to kiss her cheek before she departed.

Mr. Harrington opened the door before I could knock, dressed now in a silk robe that did little to hide his anticipation.

“Emma,” he greeted, stepping aside to let me in. “I’m so glad you could join me.”

The suite was luxurious, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glittering view of the city. I stood awkwardly by the door, suddenly unsure of the protocol.

“May I take your coat?” he offered, his eyes raking over my form.

I slipped off the wrap Victoria had insisted I wear, revealing the full extent of the dress beneath. Mr. Harrington’s intake of breath was gratifying.

“Would you like a drink?” he asked, moving toward the bar.

“I’d like whatever would please you, sir,” I replied, remembering Victoria’s coaching about maintaining my submissive role even in casual conversation.

He smiled, clearly pleased with the response. “Scotch for me, then. You’ll have what I’m having.”

I accepted the glass he offered, taking a careful sip. The alcohol burned pleasantly, settling my nerves.

“To new business relationships,” he toasted, clinking his glass against mine.

“To successful partnerships,” I added, the double meaning clear between us.

We sat on the couch, the silence stretching comfortably. Mr. Harrington seemed content to simply look at me, his gaze appreciative.

“Victoria has trained you well,” he finally said. “The way you carry yourself, the deference in your tone—it’s remarkable.”

“Thank you, sir,” I replied, feeling pride in his assessment. “She’s been an excellent teacher.”

“May I ask you something personal?” he continued, setting down his glass.

“Of course.”

“How long have you... known? That this is who you truly are?”

The question surprised me. Most of Victoria’s friends and associates never acknowledged my past, treating Emma as if I had always existed.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted honestly. “I think part of me always knew, but it took Victoria to help me see it clearly.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “She has a gift for recognizing potential. I’ve seen that throughout her career.”

His hand moved to cover mine where it rested on the couch. The touch was gentle but possessive.

“And now,” he continued, his voice dropping lower, “she’s chosen to share you with select individuals. That’s quite an honor.”

I felt myself blushing again. “I’m grateful for any opportunity to serve.”

Mr. Harrington’s fingers tightened slightly around my hand. “Yes. Service. That’s what this is about, isn’t it? Not just sex, but true service.”

The distinction was important, and I recognized Victoria’s philosophy in his words.

“Yes, sir,” I agreed. “My purpose is to please those Ms. Victoria deems worthy.”

“And am I worthy, Emma?” he asked, his eyes locking with mine.

I didn’t hesitate. “Very worthy, Mr. Harrington.”

That was apparently the answer he wanted. He stood, drawing me up with him, and led me toward the bedroom. The large bed was turned down, soft lighting creating an intimate atmosphere.

“Victoria mentioned that you have certain... limitations,” he said, turning to face me. “But also certain talents that compensate for them.”

“Yes, sir,” I confirmed, my heart racing.

“Show me,” he commanded gently. “Show me what makes you special.”

With trembling fingers, I reached behind my back to unzip the dress, letting it pool around my feet. Standing before him in just lingerie and heels, I felt both exposed and empowered.

“The key,” he said, noticing the empty space between my legs where the chastity device created a smooth line under my panties. “Victoria still holds it?”

“Always,” I replied. “I’m never released without her permission.”

“Fascinating,” he murmured, reaching out to trace the outline of the cage through the delicate fabric. “And your other... assets?”

Understanding his meaning, I turned slowly, presenting my back to him. His hands found my hips, guiding me to bend forward slightly.

“Lovely,” he approved, his palm cupping one ass cheek before giving it a gentle squeeze. “Victoria has prepared you well.”

The praise made me shiver with pleasure. When he guided me to the bed and positioned me on all fours, I went willingly, anticipation building as I heard him removing his robe.

“May I?” he asked, his fingers toying with the waistband of my panties.

“Please,” I whispered, pushing back slightly in invitation.

The fabric slid down my legs, leaving me fully exposed to his gaze. I felt him move behind me, his knees settling between mine.

“Such a pretty little sissy hole,” he commented, one finger tracing my entrance. “Already prepared for me?”

“Always prepared, sir,” I replied, Victoria’s training ensuring I kept myself ready at all times.

He pressed against me then, the head of his cock finding its target with practiced ease. The initial stretch burned slightly, but my body quickly adjusted, welcoming the fullness.

“Good girl,” he groaned as he pushed deeper. “Take all of it.”

I gasped as he bottomed out inside me, his balls resting against my caged cock. The sensation of being filled, possessed, was intoxicating—a feeling I’d come to crave more than any traditional sexual experience.

Mr. Harrington set a steady pace, his hands gripping my hips with enough force to leave marks. Each thrust pushed me forward slightly, making the chastity device swing gently between my legs—a constant reminder of my place.

“Victoria was right about you,” he panted after several minutes. “Perfect little sissy. Made to be fucked.”

“Yes, sir,” I agreed breathlessly. “Made for your pleasure.”

The degradation only heightened my own arousal, even as my cock remained frustratingly soft in its cage. My pleasure came from being used, from satisfying him—nothing else mattered.

When his pace increased, becoming more urgent, I knew he was close. I pushed back to meet his thrusts, eager to bring him to completion.

“Where should I come?” he grunted, his control slipping.

“Inside me, please,” I begged. “Mark me as yours.”

With a final powerful thrust, he obliged, flooding me with warmth that seemed to radiate outward from my core. The feeling of being claimed so completely sent me into a state of euphoria—my own release coming not as a physical orgasm but as a wave of emotional satisfaction.

As he withdrew, I remained on all fours, reluctant to move and risk losing the feeling of fullness. Mr. Harrington disappeared into the bathroom, returning with a warm washcloth that he used to gently clean me.

“Lovely,” he murmured, his touch surprisingly tender after the intensity of our coupling. “Simply lovely.”

We eventually settled into bed together, his arm draped possessively over my waist. As I drifted off to sleep, I marveled at how completely my life had transformed. Not even six months ago, the idea of spending the night as a feminized sissy in a powerful man’s bed would have been unthinkable. Now, it felt like destiny.

And somewhere, the last remnants of Matt were finally fading away, leaving only Emma—a girl perfectly content in her role as a vessel for others’ pleasure, a tool for Victoria’s ambitions, and a sissy through and through.


Chapter 13

PERMANENT CHANGES

The morning after the party, I returned to Victoria’s apartment to find her waiting with breakfast and an envelope that would change my life forever.

“You were perfect last night,” she praised, pouring coffee as I took a seat at her kitchen table. “Mr. Harrington called this morning to express his... satisfaction.”

I felt myself blushing at the memory. “Thank you, Ms. Victoria.”

She slid the envelope across the table to me. “Open it.”

Inside were two documents. The first was a name change petition—officially changing my legal name from Matthew Ellison to Emma Sterling (she had decided I should take her surname, “since you’re essentially my creation”). The second was a medical power of attorney giving Victoria complete control over my healthcare decisions.

“I took the liberty of starting these processes,” she explained, watching my reaction carefully. “You’ll need to sign and return them.”

The magnitude of what she was proposing settled over me. This wasn’t just play anymore; she was erasing Matt completely, legally binding me to her in ways that couldn’t be easily undone.

“Is this what you want, Emma?” she asked, her tone leaving no doubt that she knew the answer.

I picked up the pen beside my plate, my hand surprisingly steady. “Yes, Ms. Victoria. It’s exactly what I want.”

As I signed both documents, Victoria watched with obvious satisfaction. “Good girl. Now, there’s something else we need to discuss.”

She reached into her pocket and removed a small jewelry box. When she opened it, nestled in the velvet was a silver collar with a delicate bell attached.

“This is your formal collar,” she explained. “It represents your permanent commitment to this life. Once you put it on, there’s no going back.”

The bell tinkled softly as she lifted it from the box. It was beautiful—elegant yet undeniable in its symbolism.

“I’d be honored to wear it,” I said sincerely.

Victoria stood, moving behind my chair. I tilted my head back, offering my neck as she fastened the cool metal around it. The bell rested delicately against my throat, making a soft sound with every movement.

“Perfect,” she murmured, returning to her seat. “Now, about your career transition. The board approved the new position, effective immediately.”

I listened with growing excitement as she outlined my new role as Corporate Relations Liaison. I would maintain a small office at the firm but spend most of my time “attending” to high-value clients and partners. My salary would be triple what I had been making as a junior analyst, though Victoria would continue managing my finances.

“Your first official assignment is a three-day conference next week,” she continued. “Several international investors will be attending, and they’ve expressed... interest in our new approach to business relationships.”

Understanding her meaning, I felt a flutter of anticipation mixed with nerves. “How many?”

“Five that we know of,” she replied with a knowing smile. “But you’ll be prepared. Dr. Michaels has agreed to a temporary increase in your hormone dosage to ensure you’re at your... most appealing.”

The thought of being presented to multiple men, of serving them as Victoria’s representative, was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“I’ll need new clothes,” I realized aloud.

Victoria nodded. “Already handled. Pierre is preparing a wardrobe as we speak. Professional but accessible, if you understand my meaning.”

I did. The clothes would be feminine enough to signal my availability but conservative enough to maintain plausible deniability in a business context.

“Is there anything else?” I asked, feeling overwhelmed in the best possible way.

“Just one more thing,” she said, reaching for a small gift bag on the counter. “Since you’ll be traveling without me, I want you to have this.”

From the bag, she produced a butt plug—beautifully crafted from stainless steel with a pink gem at the base.

“A reminder of who you belong to,” she explained, her eyes darkening with arousal. “You’ll wear it whenever you’re not actively servicing someone. I want you to feel me with you always.”

The intimacy of the gesture made my eyes well up with emotion. “Thank you, Ms. Victoria. I don’t deserve—“

“You deserve everything I give you,” she interrupted firmly. “Now, finish your breakfast. We have a busy day ahead—electrolysis appointments, shopping for your new wardrobe, and this evening, Clarissa is hosting a small gathering where you’ll be the main attraction.”

The days that followed were a blur of transformation. The name change process moved quickly with Victoria’s connections. My electrolysis treatments left my body completely smooth, the occasional regrowth requiring only minimal maintenance. My breasts continued to develop under the increased hormone regimen, reaching a full A-cup that Victoria celebrated by buying me a collection of lacy bras.

The conference arrived sooner than expected. Standing in the hotel bathroom on the first morning, I barely recognized the person in the mirror. Emma stared back at me—poised, feminine, confident. The collar was hidden beneath my silk blouse, the plug a constant presence reminding me of my purpose.

The first meeting with the investors was in a private suite rather than a conference room. Victoria introduced me as “our firm’s commitment to personalized service,” a description that drew appreciative looks from the five men assembled.

What followed was three days of intense service. I learned to read each man’s preferences—the aggressive American who wanted to fuck my throat while pulling my hair, the gentle Japanese executive who preferred to watch me pleasure myself with toys while he stroked himself, the German businessman who enjoyed spanking me until I cried before taking my ass.

Through it all, Victoria watched with possessive pride, occasionally directing me or offering praise that made me glow with satisfaction. By the final day, I was exhausted but fulfilled in a way I had never experienced as Matt.

“You were exceptional,” Victoria told me as we packed to leave. “The feedback has been overwhelmingly positive. Several deals are likely to close as a direct result of your... negotiations.”

The praise was better than any bonus or promotion had ever felt. I had found my true calling—not in spreadsheets or presentations, but in submission and service.

As we prepared to check out, there was a knock at the door. Victoria answered, revealing Mr. Harrington looking surprisingly casual in jeans and a polo shirt.

“I hope I’m not interrupting,” he said, though his eyes on me suggested he had a specific purpose.

“Not at all,” Victoria replied, stepping aside to let him enter. “Emma was just telling me how much she enjoyed serving at the conference.”

“All business and no pleasure,” Mr. Harrington said with a smile that didn’t reach his eyes. “I thought perhaps she deserved a personal reward for her exceptional performance.”

Victoria’s answering smile was predatory. “I couldn’t agree more. Emma?”

I understood what was expected of me. Moving to kneel before Mr. Harrington, I looked up at him with the expression Victoria had taught me—a mixture of innocence and invitation.

“How may I serve you, sir?” I asked softly.

The next hour was a private masterclass in submission. While Victoria watched from a chair, Mr. Harrington used me thoroughly—first my mouth, then my ass, finishing by coming across my face while Victoria offered encouragement and occasional corrections to my technique.

As he left, satisfied and relaxed, he pressed a business card into my hand. “For personal appointments,” he explained. “Victoria has my schedule. Use it.”

Victoria waited until the door closed before helping me to my feet. “Such a good girl,” she murmured, using a warm cloth to clean my face. “You’ve made me so proud.”

I leaned into her touch, the bell on my collar tinkling softly. “I just want to be perfect for you.”

“You are,” she assured me, pressing a kiss to my forehead. “And you will be. Because this isn’t the end of your journey, Emma. It’s barely the beginning.”

As we left the hotel, walking side by side through the lobby, I knew she was right. The man I had been was gone, replaced by someone better—someone who knew exactly who she was and what she wanted.

Emma Sterling, Corporate Relations Liaison. Victoria’s creation. A sissy through and through.

And I couldn’t wait to see what the future would bring. Not as an office drone in some cubicle but on my knees, serving those Victoria deemed worthy, my only measure of success the pleasure I could provide.

It was, I finally understood, exactly where I was meant to be.


Chapter 14

EPILOGUE

Six months after the conference that cemented my new career, I found myself in a position that would have been unimaginable to the old Matt—I was kneeling beside Victoria in her office, dressed in a professional but provocative dress that showcased my now B-cup breasts, listening as she negotiated a multi-million dollar deal.

The clients—two powerful executives from a European company—were more interested in the “special services” our firm offered than the actual business proposition. Their eyes kept drifting to me, specifically to the collar visible at my throat and the way my skirt rode up when I shifted position.

“And of course,” Victoria was saying, “Emma would be available throughout your visit to ensure your stay is as comfortable as possible.”

The older of the two men, a silver-haired CEO named Dieter, reached out to touch my hair. “She’s even more beautiful than your photos suggested.”

“Thank you,” Victoria replied, as if he were complimenting her. “Emma takes great pride in her appearance and her service. Don’t you, darling?”

“Yes, Ms. Victoria,” I murmured, keeping my eyes downcast as I had been trained.

The deal was sealed not with a handshake but with me bent over Victoria’s desk, my skirt hiked up around my waist as the two men took turns using me while Victoria supervised. When they finished, both satisfied and impressed, she dismissed me to clean up while she handled the paperwork.

Later that evening, as I prepared for a dinner meeting with another potential client, Victoria appeared in the doorway of the guest room I now permanently occupied in her penthouse.

“You were exceptional today,” she said, watching me fasten my necklace—a delicate chain that hung between my breasts, drawing attention to them.

“Thank you, Ms. Victoria,” I replied, turning to face her.

She approached, her hands settling on my shoulders. “I have something for you.” From her pocket, she produced a small key—one I recognized immediately.

My breath caught. “Is that...?”

“The key to your chastity device,” she confirmed. “You’ve earned it.”

Tears sprang to my eyes. After more than a year of constant denial, the possibility of release was overwhelming.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

Victoria’s smile was knowing. “I thought we might make tonight special. After your dinner meeting, of course.”

My heart raced. The client tonight was a venture capitalist who had been particularly interested in my “unique qualifications.” But the promise of what would come after...

“I’ll be perfect tonight,” I promised, my hand reaching to touch the key still in her palm.

“I know you will,” she replied, closing her fingers around the key. “You’ve become exactly what I knew you could be. Not just a sissy, but an artist of service. A masterpiece.”

As she left to finish her own preparations, I returned to the mirror, adjusting my dress and touching up my lipstick. The reflection showed someone confident, desirable—someone completely at peace with her role in the world.

Matt was a distant memory now—a ghost that occasionally surfaced when I encountered someone from my past who hadn’t yet heard about my transformation. Those moments used to embarrass me; now they just reminded me how far I’d come.

I was Emma Sterling, Corporate Relations Liaison, professional sissy. My days were filled with meetings and presentations, my nights with service and submission. Victoria controlled every aspect of my life, from my finances to my orgasms, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

As I left the room, the bell on my collar making a soft sound with each step, I smiled. The key around Victoria’s neck had been replaced by one that now rested in her jewelry box—no longer needed since she had permanently removed the chastity device last month, after my final hormone treatments ensured my complete impotence. The new key would open me in a different way tonight, celebrating my transformation rather than restricting it.

Some might see my story as one of corruption or manipulation. They wouldn’t understand that Victoria hadn’t destroyed Matt—she had liberated Emma. She had seen what was hidden beneath the awkward junior analyst and had brought it into the light.

And as I entered the dining room, ready to charm and ultimately serve yet another powerful man, I knew with absolute certainty that I was exactly where I was meant to be.

Finally. Completely. Happily. Hers.


A note from the author
Thank you for reading “The Office Sissy.” This story explores themes of transformation, submission, and the complex psychology of identity through the lens of BDSM and power exchange. 

The protagonist’s journey from reluctant participant to eager submissive raises questions about agency, consent, and the nature of personal fulfillment.
I’m interested in hearing your thoughts on this story. Did Emma’s transformation feel earned? Was Victoria’s approach too manipulative or just right for the genre? Would you like to see more stories featuring these characters or similar themes?
Your feedback helps shape future content, so please take a moment to share your thoughts. If you enjoyed this story, consider leaving a review to help other readers find it.
For notifications about new releases and exclusive content, you can follow my author page. Thank you again for your time and attention.
sarahthornestories@proton.me
Join the mailing list:
https://sarahthornesmut.eo.page/7nhhf
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