
        
            
                
            
        

    
Boardroom Submission

A Tale of Power & Feminisation

By Alexis McQueen


Chapter One – The Last Lift

The building feels like another world after hours.
By day it’s an assault — phones ringing, printers chattering, footsteps, chatter, doors slamming. But after nine o’clock, Manhattan changes gear. The city’s roar softens into a low, constant hum. Somewhere far below, a siren flares and fades. Streetlamps and neon spill shifting patterns across the glass — shapes that feel like they’re moving on their own.

Inside, the air is still. Still enough to catch the faint ping of the lift two floors down, the steady whirr of the HVAC, the distant hiss of tyres on wet asphalt thirty storeys below.

I’m in the open-plan bullpen with the juniors tonight. The management floor is upstairs — glass-and-wood offices, private lounges, boardrooms that feel more like penthouses — but I’m not ready for that yet.
Not until he’s seen me.

Ben’s desk is four bays over. Tie loosened. Sleeves rolled. The open collar gives a glimpse of collarbone. His hair falls into his eyes until he pushes it back without thinking. I keep my gaze on my laptop, but every so often I flick a glance sideways. Catch him in profile.

He’s deep in a spreadsheet, but focus can wander. I’ve seen where his eyes go when a woman walks past. Not to her face. Not even to her chest. Lower. Always lower.
On boots.
The slope of a heel.
The curve of a calf under sheer black.
The sway of a skirt brushing thigh.

I know that look. I’ve worn it myself.
It’s not hunger to strip a woman bare — it’s the ache to slip into her clothes. To feel the seams and fabrics on your own skin. To move the way they make you move. To own the same posture and power.

I’ve wondered for a while how deep that curiosity runs. Tonight, with the office quiet as a church, I might finally find out.

The clock reads 9:42. The last free lift between floors goes at ten. After that, you need a pass — and every arrival is logged. No record. That’s the rule.

The idea arrives fully formed: upstairs, behind the door to my “private office,” waits the other me. The me who lives in the wardrobe of skirts and dresses, in drawers of lipsticks and mascara, in the glossed leather of knee-high boots. Usually I wait until the building’s empty before I transform. But tonight… there’s Ben.

I picture walking back in transformed — leather skirt suit clinging to my hips, boots catching the downlights, makeup sharp enough to wound. His eyes widening. Confusion. Intrigue. Maybe even the assumption that I’m someone else entirely: a visitor, a senior he’s never met, here for some late meeting. And if he plays along… I’ll see how far he’s willing to follow.

A meaningless line or two appears on my screen, enough to look busy. I glance over. He’s staring at his monitor, but his foot taps under the desk — restless. His shirt’s creased, tie loose, and there’s a tightness in him that isn’t from work.

When he reaches for his mug and finds it empty, I see my opening.
I push back my chair, stretch as though I’ve been sat too long.
“Coffee?” I ask, casual.

His head lifts, startled. A faint smile. “Sure. Thanks.”

I walk to the kitchenette, aware of his gaze. My steps are slow, deliberate — even in my male form, I know how to move so eyes linger. While the coffee brews, I catch his reflection in the darkened window. He’s back at his screen, but his gaze flickers my way now and then.

Two mugs in hand, I return and set his down beside him, leaning against his desk just a beat too long.
“You’re here late,” I say.
“Deadline. You?”
“Same. Funny how few people stick it out this late. The place feels different after hours.”
“Yeah. Quieter. Kind of… weird, being the only ones here.”
“Almost feels like we could do anything,” I say lightly. “And no one would know.”

His laugh is small, uncertain, but there’s a flush creeping into his cheeks.

Back at my desk, my mind’s made up. I save my file, close the laptop, slip my bag over my shoulder, and head for the lift — not down, but up.

As the doors close, I take one last glance at him — chewing his pen, eyes on the screen, completely unaware. Somewhere behind him, on the far glass wall, a faint green light from the security camera blinks.

The lift hums upwards. Numbers blink past. The top floor is lit low and warm, carpet thick underfoot, air scented faintly with leather and expensive cologne. Deals get made here.

I pass the boardroom and step into my office. The door closes with a soft click.

Tonight, I’m not leaving this building as him.
Tonight, she will walk back downstairs.


Chapter Two – The Transformation Room

The door shuts with that soft, heavy click — a sound I’ve always treated as permission.
Downstairs I’m the suit, the authority, the one they answer to.
Up here, in this private room, I’m whoever I decide to be.

The lighting is low, warm, skimming the walnut desk and black glass wall panels. The windows are pure reflection now — floor-to-ceiling mirrors that double the space and force me to watch myself. Somewhere far beyond the glass, the city burns in a million pinpricks of light.

I cross to the wardrobe. From the outside it’s a seamless wall, but my palm finds the hidden catch and the latch clicks. The doors open.

Inside waits my other life.
Rows of skirts, dresses, and blouses hang on slim velvet. Leather gleams against silk and satin. On the floor, a grid of shoe boxes, each labelled in my neat hand. Drawers of lingerie. Another of tights, stockings, gloves. At the very bottom — the boots.

I start with the skirt suit.
The jacket: black leather, soft as skin, nipped at the waist, flaring subtly over the hip.
The skirt: pencil-tight, with just enough give to turn every step in heels into a measured promise.

I strip, folding shirt and trousers over the chair. Cool air finds my bare skin. The shift starts here — not with fabric, but with the way my mind changes shape.

Stockings first. Sheer black nylon rolled up one leg, then the other, smoothed high over my thighs until they whisper when I move. A shiver runs through me.
Black lace bra next, padded just enough for the right curve, matching panties to keep the skirt’s line flawless.

The leather skirt slides up my legs, cool at first, then warming with my body heat. The side zip seals the fit. My palms smooth it down. The jacket follows, framing the lace beneath, the deep V showing just enough.

Then the boots.
I crouch, fingertips brushing the pairs until I reach for the one I’ve been thinking about since downstairs — black leather knee-highs, slim stiletto heel, pointed toe. The kind that command attention. One foot in, then the other. The leather hugs my calves; the zips rise with a faint rasp. My first step on the hardwood is sharp, deliberate, echoing.

Makeup next.
The vanity lights flood my face with soft white. Foundation, powder, contour — the man fades with each layer. Dark eyeshadow, winged liner, lashes thick with mascara until the eyes staring back are heavy-lidded, knowing. Lips last — deep, glossy red, almost indecent in this light.

The wig: sleek blonde bob, jaw-length, a precise swing to frame my face when I turn. I adjust, check, tilt — and she’s here now, watching me from the mirror like she’s always been.

I stand at the window. Manhattan’s skyline frames me — Chrysler spire glinting, headlights threading the avenues. My reflection and the city fuse into one stage. Somewhere far below, a helicopter sweeps a slow circle, its light touching glass for the briefest second.

Not yet.
First, I’ll walk back downstairs. “Accidentally” meet Ben. Let him think I’m someone else. Let him wonder long enough to follow me up here.

I imagine his eyes dipping to my boots, catching my perfume as I step closer. The way his mouth might open without knowing what to say. The way he’ll say yes before he’s even asked what to.

Phone in my clutch. One last look in the mirror.
The boots strike the marble corridor with a sound that belongs only to her.
The lift doors slide open. My reflection in the mirrored panel smiles back — slow, certain, inevitable.


Chapter Three – The Meeting

The lift opens with a soft chime, spilling me into the half-lit open plan.

Different floor, different me.
My heels click on polished concrete. Leather grazes the backs of my thighs. Perfume threads through the air — warm, musky, expensive — cutting through the stale coffee and faint hum of electronics.

Ben’s still at his desk, head bowed over the laptop glow. Blue light edges one side of his face; the other falls into shadow. Tie loose. Top button open. An invitation he doesn’t know he’s made.

I cross the floor slowly so he hears the rhythm of my approach before he sees me. His head lifts.

There it is — the look.
Not recognition. Not even a polite glance. His eyes follow the route I’ve laid out for them: boots first, then the line of my legs, the snug leather skirt, the V of the jacket — before they finally meet my eyes.

“Hi,” I say, letting the word come out low, sure.

He blinks, twice. “Oh—hi. Are you… looking for someone?”

I step closer. Let him catch the perfume. “I might be. Are you Ben?”

A wary nod. “Yeah. Do I… know you?”

“Not yet.” I let a smile play at the corner of my mouth. “I’m new. Upstairs.”

Upstairs means the private offices and boardrooms. The places he’s never been.

“You’ve probably got the wrong guy,” he says, but doesn’t move. “I’m just one of the juniors.”

“Mmm.” My fingertips drift along the edge of his desk, leather whispering. “Sometimes the juniors have exactly what I’m looking for.”

His throat works as he swallows. “What… are you looking for?”

“Someone curious.” My gaze travels — shoes, knees, the faint shield of the desk — and back up to him. “Someone who likes to try things.”

“It’s late,” he says, but the words sound more like a question.

“All the better.” I lean in just enough for the jacket to shift, a flash of lace. “I could use a hand with something upstairs. Boardroom.”

He searches my face for a joke. Finds none. His chair slides back a fraction — the first yes.

“Okay,” he says, voice thin with adrenaline. “Let me just… save this.”

He fumbles the laptop into his bag. Breath a little too quick now. I turn and walk, trusting him to follow.

In the lift lobby, he hesitates half a step, as if crossing onto the thick carpet might cost him something. He steps on anyway.

The doors close. The mirrored panel holds our reflections — his tie crooked, my mouth curved. His gaze keeps dropping, caught on the sharp line of my heels.

“You like them?” I ask, without looking away from the glass.

A pause. “…Yeah.”

“Good.” My smile sharpens. “You might get to try them.”

His breath catches. He doesn’t speak again before the doors open onto the hush of the senior floor.

Marble underfoot. Low light. Air that smells of money and secrets. I lead him along the corridor. Somewhere above, faint in the stillness, there’s a mechanical hum — like a camera tracking. He doesn’t notice.

At the boardroom door, I push it open and hold it just long enough for him to pass.

He crosses the threshold.


Chapter Four – The Test

The boardroom door closes with a quiet click, sealing us in.
The air here is different — still, heavy. Beyond the glass wall, Manhattan glitters like a spilled jewellery box, but in here the only movement is ours.

Ben hovers just inside, bag still slung over one shoulder. His eyes roam — the vast table of polished walnut, the low pools of amber light, the floor-to-ceiling glass throwing the skyline back at us. He looks like he’s stepped somewhere he shouldn’t. He’s right.

I walk the length of the table, my heels striking wood in clean, measured beats. At the head of the table, I turn to face him.
“You’ve never been up here before, have you?”

He shakes his head. “No. Juniors don’t… this isn’t for us.”

“I know.” I rest my palms on the polished surface. “But tonight you’re not a junior. Tonight… you’re whatever I decide.”

He swallows. The tension in him sharpens.

“Come closer.”

The bag hits the floor. His steps slow, like the air’s thickened — and then he sees what’s waiting on the table halfway down.

Black patent stilettos. Sheer tights. A short pencil skirt. A silk blouse soft as water.

His brow furrows. “…What is this?”

“Something I think you’ll like.”

“They’re… women’s clothes.”

“Yes.”

His voice drops. “Why?”

I walk toward him, boots whispering over the carpet. “Because I’ve seen you. The way you watch. The way your eyes follow the line of a leg. The shape a skirt makes when someone sits.”

Colour climbs his cheeks. “That’s not—”

“It is.” I stop close enough for him to feel my breath. “And it’s not because you want her. It’s because you want to be her.”

His silence is answer enough.

“It’s alright,” I murmur. “I like men who want to feel this way.”

His gaze flickers between my face and the clothes. “…And if I say no?”

“Then you leave. But you’ll think about it all night. You’ll sit here tomorrow, distracted, wondering how it would have felt.”

The pause hangs in the warm, thick air. Then: “…What do you want me to do?”

“Start with the heels.”

His eyes drop to his plain black oxfords. He unlaces them, steps out, and eases a foot into the first stiletto. His ankle wobbles. The second shoe steadies him.

“They feel… strange.”

“Good strange,” I say. “Walk to me.”

He obeys, the unfamiliar height forcing shorter steps, his hips adjusting. I circle him, the sound of my boots tracing a slow orbit.

“Better. Now the rest.”

I lift the tights, letting them unfurl between my hands. “Trousers off.”

He hesitates only a heartbeat before unbuckling, pushing trousers and boxers down together. His cock stirs, not fully hard, but not soft either.

“Sit.”

He lowers himself into a chair. I kneel, sliding the tights up his legs, smoothing them over his thighs until the waistband snaps lightly into place. A lace bra next. “Arms up.”

He obeys, and I slip soft pads into each cup, shaping him.

From the vanity case: foundation, powder, contour. My fingers tilt his chin into the light. Dark eyeshadow, a precise wing, mascara thickening his lashes. Lips painted deep crimson, almost too vivid for his skin.

The skirt hugs his thighs; the blouse is cool silk over his chest. I button it slowly, brushing knuckles against him as I go.

Last — the wig. Honey-brown, shoulder-length, side-parted. I settle it, run my fingers through, nails grazing his scalp before framing the made-up face.

I step back. In the glass behind him, his reflection merges with the city — an anonymous woman in the window’s view, if you didn’t know where to look.

“Now,” I say, “you look like someone who belongs up here.”

He meets my eyes in the reflection. His cock is hard now under the skirt. Somewhere high above the street, a red aviation light blinks against the glass — slow, steady, watching.

If you’re ready, I can move right into Chapter Five – The Mistress Revealed, where the heat tips


Chapter Five – The Mistress Revealed

“Sit.”
I don’t raise my voice. I don’t need to. A gloved hand gestures to the high-backed chair at the head of the table, angled just enough toward the city.

Ben hesitates, eyes darting to the skyline and back to me, then lowers himself into the seat. The leather exhales under his weight.

I pace slowly, heels clicking in a rhythm that winds tighter with each pass. The stillness in the room works on him — the awareness that he’s dressed for me, not for himself. Behind the chair, I trail gloved fingertips over the leather back before coming to stand between his spread thighs.

Up close, he already looks undone: lips parted, pupils wide, eyes darting between my boots, my skirt, my mouth.

“Relax,” I say. I don’t mean it.

I lower myself to my knees, a slow, deliberate descent. Heat rolls off him. My hands smooth up the insides of his legs, over nylon, until they meet the bulge straining against the tights.

Two thumbs hook the waistband. I pause, letting the moment stretch, before sliding them down enough to free him. His cock lifts into the air, flushed, a bead of slick trembling at the tip.

The first thing I give him is breath — warm, steady, ghosting over the head.
The second is tongue — a long, slow drag from base to tip.
The third is my mouth — sealing around him and sinking down until I’m almost at the root.

I work him unhurriedly, my tongue pressing into the ridge beneath the head, my gloved hand twisting at the base. The room fills with the wet pull of my mouth and his sharp exhales. Each time I draw back, I let the head catch at my lips before swallowing him again.

When I release him, a thread of saliva stretches between us. I lick it away without breaking eye contact.
“Your turn.”

His gaze drops to my boots. Tentative at first, his fingertips trace the smooth leather from ankle to knee. His lips follow, planting light kisses, then firmer ones. By the time he reaches the top, his breath has changed — hungrier now.

My skirt lifts under his hands — and he finds me.

He freezes.

The pause is long enough for the truth to land. His head tips back, eyes wide, searching my face for permission to react.

“Still want me?” I ask.

His nod is small, but the hunger is real.

I take his chin, guide his gaze back down. “Then show me.”

He bends, lips brushing the shape of my cock through the tights. His fingers hook the waistband, dragging them down with reverence, freeing me into the cool air.

The first lick is tentative, just at the head. I keep my hand in his hair, guiding him to take more.

“Deeper.”

He opens, sliding down until his nose almost grazes my skirt hem. The wet heat of his mouth surrounds me; his tongue works against the underside. My hips roll, feeding him a rhythm. Each deeper push earns the wet choke I’m listening for.

I draw him off with a handful of hair, his lips parting with a soft pop. His mouth is wet, slick with me. He looks dazed — caught somewhere between confusion and wanting more.

“On your knees,” I tell him, though he already is. The words make it real.

He straightens slightly, kneeling posture now deliberate. I press my boots together in front of him. “Kiss them.”

He does — first the right, then the left, lips warmer and surer this time.

“Again.”

He kisses higher, up the shaft of the boot, onto my knee. A smear of lipstick stains the leather.

“Now look up.”

He does, and I hold him there — on his knees, mouth wet, eyes wide — for one long beat.

“Good boy.”

I step back, gesture toward the table. “You’re ready.”

In the glass wall behind him, the city watches. Somewhere in the reflection, for half a second, I think I see movement — a flicker of shadow from an upper window across the street. Then it’s gone.

If you’re ready, I can take us straight into Chapter Six – The Submission, where the boardroom scene peaks and the two-act structure inside it lets you escalate without losing control. This is where it goes from power exchange to complete surrender. Want me to keep going?


Chapter Six – The Submission

Act One – The Table

The boardroom door’s soft click swallows the outside world.
The city hum is a distant undernote. Everything else belongs to me.

Ben stands where I left him — skirt clinging to his thighs, tights catching the downlight, patent heels forcing a careful stance. His breathing is thin, his pupils blown wide.

I circle him slowly, my boots tapping out a measured countdown.
“Hands on the table.”

He obeys. Palms flat on the walnut, shoulders square, back arching just enough from the pull of the heels. I let that posture sit, my eyes on him until he shifts under the weight of my silence.

My gloved palms glide up his sides — over silk, over the faint heat of his body under the fabric. He shivers.

“Good boy,” I murmur. “Stay.”

I drag a chair into position — not for him, for me — and sit just behind his hip, crossing my legs so the leather whispers. He can see me in the glass wall if he dares to look. He doesn’t.

“Breathe,” I tell him. “We do this my way, or we don’t do it at all.”

“…Yes, Mistress.”
The word lands more easily this time.

I hook the skirt hem and lift, the leather rasping softly. The tights glow over the curve of his arse. My hand slides down, taps twice at the waistband.

“Tell me you want to be opened.”

His voice is low. “I… want to be opened.”

“Louder.”

“I want to be opened, Mistress.”

“That’s better.”

I peel tights and panties down in one slow motion, letting cool air kiss his skin. Two gloved fingers press to his mouth. “Suck.”

He closes his lips around them, heat and tongue coating leather. I pull them free with a faint pop and press them to him from behind. The first push is gentle, the second deliberate. He tightens, then softens as I twist and tease. His hips begin to rock without conscious permission.

“Stay with me.”

“I’m… trying…”

“You’re doing beautifully.”

A third finger joins. His breath catches, his legs shifting for balance. When his body stops resisting, I curl my hand just enough to make his knees tremble.

“Colour?” I ask, low against his ear.

“Green,” he says instantly. “Green.”

“Good.”

I stand. He hears the faint buckle-clink at my waist; he knows what’s next. I press him forward until his cheek almost touches the table, his lipstick leaving a faint mark on the polished surface.

The first glide of me against him pulls a startled sound from his throat. I hold still, letting him feel the inevitability.

“Ask.”

“Please… please, Mistress… inside.”

I push.

He moans into the table, fingers splaying. I don’t give him all of me at once — a pause halfway, my hand stroking his back, a whisper into the soft place behind his ear: “That’s it. Take me.”

When I’m fully in, the sound he makes is part shock, part relief. I hold him there, then draw back and drive in again.

We start slow. Each time he tries to push back, my palm stills him.

“I set the rhythm,” I tell him. “You accept it.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I speed only when he stops asking. The table starts to complain under the sharper thrusts. His cock is caught between belly and wood, dragged with each stroke.

“Say what you are,” I whisper.

He swallows. “Yours.”

“Again.”

“Yours.”

“And what am I?”

“Mistress.”

“Good boy.”

My hand finds his cock, holding it, not stroking — a denial he can feel in every nerve. He whimpers, torn between thrusting into me or into my palm.

I change angle and feel him unravel, his fingers clawing for grip. I lace my hand over his, pinning him down.

“Beg to be ruined.”

“Please— please ruin me— please—”

I wrap my hand around his cock, stroke in time with my hips — three, four — and on the fifth he’s gone, spilling hot and messy over the table. His knees dip; I hold him up and keep moving.

He thinks it’s over. It isn’t.

I slow, slip free, catch his wig and guide him upright.

“I— I can’t— my legs—”

“You can.”

I steer him across the boardroom, his steps faltering in the heels. The city spreads below the glass wall ahead.

Act Two – The Window

“Hands wide.”

I place his palms against the pane. The cold jolts through him; his breath fogs the glass.

“Do you think it’s one-way?” I murmur. “Or do you think someone could be looking back?”

“I— I don’t know—”

“Good. Keep not knowing.”

I kick his feet further apart until the heels force him into a precarious stance. His skirt’s still hitched, tights knotted at his knees.

I press into him in one smooth stroke. The glass steals heat from his skin and gives it to me. His yelp flattens against the pane. My hand slides under his blouse to pinch and roll his nipple.

“You want them to see you. Say it.”

He hesitates, then: “…I want them to see me.”

“What do you want them to see?”

“…Your toy.”

“That’s right.”

I take his jaw, make him look at our reflection — him flushed and open, me leather-clad and intent. The pane hums faintly with each impact, a sound I feel more than hear.

His cock stirs again, humiliating him. I let my hand drift to his throat — not closing, just holding — and pull him back a fraction so every thrust lands deeper.

“You’ll come when I say.”

“I— I can’t—”

“You can.”

I ride him harder, the city a smear of light beyond the glass. My free hand finds his mouth; he sucks my fingers until I use the spit to torture his nipple again.

“Look at you,” I murmur. “Office junior. Painted mouth. Heels. Taking your Mistress like a good little liar.”

The word liar cracks something in him. He trembles so hard the window shudders.

“Colour?”

“Green,” he gasps. “Green— please don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

I keep him there, grinding him between glass and leather until his voice is wrecked. Then: “Beg properly.”

He does — filthy, unguarded. “Make me yours. Fill me. Make me come for you.”

“That’s it.” I grip his cock and stroke, timing it with my thrusts. “Now.”

He spills against the glass, hot arcs sliding down the cold surface. I drive into him three more times before letting go myself, marking him with a groan in his ear.

We hang there, joined, breath fogging the glass, the city watching. Or pretending not to.

If you’re ready, I can go right into Chapter Seven – The Morning After, where the voyeur twist lands and the dynamic shifts for the next encounter. Do you want me to finish it?


Chapter Seven – The Morning After

Daylight doesn’t clean the boardroom from my mind.
If anything, it makes the memory more dangerous — bright strip-lights replacing the warm pools of last night, chatter and clatter replacing the hush.

Phones ring. Printers start up. People cross the open plan with paper cups and emails half-read.
But when I walk in, I see him.

Ben.
At his desk, posture stiff, eyes pinned to his monitor like it’s a lifeline. He moves as though his clothes fit wrong — and I know why.

He stands to fetch something from the printer. That’s when I catch it: the faintest stiffness in his hips and thighs, not enough for anyone else to notice. But I see it.

As I pass his desk, I let my voice drift down to him.
“Mornin’,” casual, like nothing matters.

His eyes flick up, then down again. “Morning.”
There’s a flicker — not guilt exactly, not recognition either, but something caught between them.

At the coffee machine, I watch him in the reflection of the stainless panel. He pours his own slowly, careful with every movement. When a colleague asks if he’s okay, he shrugs. “Yeah. Sore from the gym. Heavy leg day.”

Leg day. I sip, hiding the smile that wants to break.

Later, I drift by his desk again, leaning in just enough so my words are for him alone.
“You working late again tonight?” The tone light, teasing.

He freezes for half a second. “…Yeah. Probably.”

I straighten and walk on, leaving the moment to breathe.
Ten minutes later, back in my office, I imagine the exact second his inbox pings. The exact second his eyes widen.

The email has no subject line. No sender name.
Just a single attachment.

A photo.

Grainy, distant — taken from another building through glass — but unmistakable:
Him, bent against the boardroom window, skirt hitched, tights at his knees, my gloved hands on his hips. The city blurred and sparkling behind him.

It’s too soon for me to have sent it.
Which means someone else was watching.


Epilogue

At lunch, I spot him in the café queue downstairs. He moves slower than yesterday, but the set of his jaw says he’s holding something in.

I step up beside him. “What happened to you?”

“Gym injury,” he says quickly. Too quickly.

“After a late night?” My tone is feather-light. “Impressive you had time for that.”

A flicker in his eyes — hesitation, a flush of heat — then he looks away.

“Hey… do you know who the new woman upstairs is? Tall… blonde… leather skirt suit. I saw her last night.”

I take a slow sip of coffee, watching the surface swirl.
“Haven’t had the pleasure,” I say lightly. “But if you see her again… tell her I’d like to meet her.”

I walk away without looking back.

But I don’t have to see him to know he’s still standing there, coffee in hand, staring at me.
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