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“Mr. Maitland?” Maddy's voice crackled over the intercom. Normally Ben found her tone sultry bordering on seductive, but now it sounded like she was stifling a laugh. “Panty … I mean Patty is here to see you.”

Ben's secretary gave up trying to hold back her laughter. She at least had the professionalism to turn off the intercom before he'd heard too much.

Ben already wasn't looking forward to this meeting and this wasn't a good sign. He knew Maddy had interacted with Patty; just seeing the disgraced former manager mincing around shouldn't be enough to make Maddy lose her composure. Ben wasn't sure he wanted to know what new levels Patty had managed to sink to.

“What have you done now, Patty?” Ben asked himself wistfully. He drew in a deep breath, put on his best boss face, and hit the intercom button. “Send her in, Maddy.”

His office door didn't open all the way. A cute almost pixieish face popped out from behind the crack. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail that rode high on her head. Her makeup was flawless. It had to be. Ben seemed to remember Heather telling him they'd made sure Patty could no longer grow a beard, but her features were just a tad boyish without the proper makeup.

“Hi, Ben,” Patty said from almost inside the room. Her voice matched her face perfectly. High pitched and girly.

Jesus Christ, Ben thought. She even sounds like a secretary. How long has it been since I actually spoke with her? A month? Two?

“Since when do I allow support staff to use my first name?” Ben forced himself to sound stern. As much as he wanted to make things easy on Patty, it wasn't the best idea.

“Come on, Ben. It's me. Patrick.” Patty tried to sound like her old self, but it came out smoky and feminine; not the tenor Patrick used to speak in. She started to say something else, but turned her head back towards the entryway and said “stop that” in an annoyed way.

“Patty. You can address me properly, step inside, and act like a grown up or I can tell Claire you've been wasting my time. You have to the count of now.”

Patty had that deer-meets-headlights look consume her face. Ben was about to tell her to leave when there was a loud slap from just outside the door and Patty jumped forward knocking the door all the way open. Ben thought she was going to trip in her heels, but all that time navigating the office in them had trained Patty in keeping her balance.

The sudden entrance and near fall did get Patty turned around. It didn't take Sherlock Holmes to figure out what the slapping sound was. Ben saw most of Patty's ass hanging there; one cheek was sported a huge red spot. A spot just about as big as Maddy's palm.

The secretary smirked at the half naked guest and closed the door leaving Ben alone with his former partner.

From the waist up Patty looked presentable. For a secretary. Her cream colored blouse buttoned to the neck. There was a black ruffle where a tie would be if it were a man's shirt. She wore a light jacket over it, but Ben had seen her in the outfit before; he knew the sleeves were long and billowy. He could see the cuff coming out from the edge of the jacket.

The only thing that even hinted at impropriety was Patty's bra. A white bra would've been almost invisible under the conservative blouse; the black one she sported drew attention to her breasts. Ben wondered how much of them were Patty and how much of them were fake. At this point he wasn't even sure Patty knew.

That was above the waist. Below was another story.

The heels were higher than any Ben had seen Patty prance around in. They were a deep red. Shiny. They didn't match the rest of her ensemble, but that wasn't the thing that stood out. Under the red shoes Patty wore white stay up stockings that came to mid-thigh. The fact that Ben could see Patty's stocking tops would be bad enough if she was wearing a skirt; the fact she wasn't wearing anything else other than a tiny pair of panties.

“Jesus Christ, Patty!”
“I'm sorry, Mr. Maitland.” Patty was blushing and furiously trying to pull the edge of her blouse down to cover her exposed underwear. “It's not my fault.”

“It never is, is it?”

“Honest.” Patty bent her knees to give the edge of the blouse a better chance to skirt her privates, but it wasn't enough. “If I just sit down and pull my chair close to the desk you won't have to see anything.”

Patty took a couple awkward steps towards the chair trying not to flash any more of her panties than she absolutely had to. Not to Ben of all people. Not the man who used to be her friend. The man who still might let her get back to the life she'd known.

“No!” Ben's command was so loud Maddy could hear it from the other side of the door even without eavesdropping through the intercom. “That chair's for clients and guests. Discipline cases stand where I can see them.”

“But I'm not a discipline case,” Patty whined. “I came here cause I needed to talk to you about something. Something important.”

“Something so important you forgot to put on pants?” Ben's eyes were laser focused on Patty's crotch. She was trying to cover her shame with her hands, but he'd seen enough. “Did you leave home like that? Did you ride the bus with your ass cheeks flapping in the breeze?”

“No, sir.”

“So you waited till you got to work before you pulled your stripper act? Is this part of your little fantasy? Come to the boss man's office bottomless and maybe he'll take you over his knee cause you're a naughty secretary?”

“It's nothing like that, Mr. Maitland. Honest.” Patty looked like she was about to cry or pee her panties. “I borrowed a pair of slacks from Veronica. She made fun of me, but I wanted to be wearing pants when I talked to you about getting my old job back. I was gonna go straight to your office once I got here, but Heather … Ms. Montgomery found me in the elevator. She said my dress code doesn't allow pants. She confiscated them. And the flats. I borrowed them too. I didn't have anything else to wear. Only the punishment heels.

“She said I could come like this or cancel. I knew you were making your decision soon. I couldn't take the risk you'd make it without me. I know it looks bad, but doesn't this prove how much I want this?”

Ben left Patty hanging while he tried to wrap his head around everything she'd just said. Patty's former subordinate had confiscated his pants? Her pants. They had punishment heels? Honestly if that office hadn't turned itself into Ben's top unit he'd have fired the lot months ago for all this kinky shit. Ben was at a loss to explain it, but the weirder things got in that office the more they sold.

“Put your hands at your sides and stand up straight,” Ben ordered. “Let me get a good look at what you've become.”

Patty felt very self conscious displaying herself like this. She knew how men looked at the world. Looked at women. She used to be a man; she was close enough to being a woman it bothered her the way Ben was staring.

“Where's your dick?” Ben almost didn't want to hear the answer, but he knew he'd be thinking about Patty's junk all night if he didn't find out.

“It's there,” Patty insisted.

“Looks flat to me. If I didn't know better I'd say you had a camel toe going on.”

“Ms. Mondesi put me in a chastity belt.” Patty tried to look at her feet in shame, but couldn't see them over her breasts. “It's flat so I'm flat.”

“So you like not having a dick?”

“Nooo. I hate it.” Patty stamped her foot in frustration. Ben wasn't sure she knew how petulant and girly she was being. “I can't … touch myself. And I have to sit whenever I tinkle.”

“Tinkle?” Ben raised an eyebrow.

“Ms. Montgomery says I should say that instead of pee. She doesn't like me cussing.”

“Of course she doesn't,” Ben said. “Susan's been gone almost a month. If the only reason you're wearing it is because of her why don't you take it off?”

“I can't. It's locked. Ms. Mondesi took the key with her when she left. I can show it to you … if you'd like.”

“No, I do not want to see your penis cage.” Ben held up his hands. “Keep your panties up. And that's an order.”

“Yes, sir. Mr. Maitland, sir.” Patty sounded like she looked – demure, submissive, and highly embarrassed.

“Oh, Patty. How did we get here?”

“It's all Ms. Mondesi's fault. Everything was going perfect until she came around.”

“How come it's always someone else's fault?” Ben leaned back in his chair and took in the full sight of his demoted feminized former peer. It was hard thinking of him as anything other than a real, very girly, woman. “You have an excuse for everything, but the buck never stops on your desk.”

“Because it is,” Patty whined. “All of this. All of it. It's … it's Ms. Mondesi's fault. One way or the other. Things were perfect here until she came and ruined everything.”

“One. Susan's been gone a month. Two. Your work was showing signs of slipping weeks before she came on board. And most importantly, three. It was you who walked into my office and told me you wanted to switch places with your trophy secretary. I thought you were nuts. You insisted on going through with it. Told me I could switch things back the second I saw a decline in the department, but you HAD to see what life was like on the other side of the skirt.

“Well your office numbers jumped ten points the week Susan took over. And the worst month she had since then was still seven points better than your best. Ever. I hate to say it, Patty, but you're better at motivating your team as a cheerleader than as head coach.”

“I know the numbers have been better.” Patty looked at the floor. Ben watched as she toyed with her shoe like a nervous schoolgirl working up the nerve to ask her teacher something important. “And I know there were … issues before I stepped down. But things have changed. A lot. And I think I should have my old job back now that Ms. Mondesi is gone.”
“Why?”

Patty looked confused by the question. Like it hadn't occurred to her that there would be any doubt about her returning to her old position. Like she had any doubt she could go from punishment heels to ordering the women who punished her around.

“Because … because it's my job. I did it for so long. It wouldn't be fair …”

“Over the past several months since you were demoted what has your contribution to the work flow been exactly.”

“I've worked my tail off, sir. You know that. Ms. Mondesi may have pushed things along, but I was a huge part of our improvement.”

“Doing what?”

“I …”

“The fact you can't look me in the eyes says it all,” Ben answered for her. “Susan, Claire, and Heather did the heavy lifting while you did support work. You're part of a winning team. Great. But don't come into my office looking like that and acting like you're the star quarterback. You made the coffee. You filed. You answered phones and took care of the mail. You did all the crap menial stuff there was so the real players could get the job done.”
“I can still be a manager,” Patty insisted.

“You can't even control yourself.” Ben gestured at Patty's flat crotch. “How do you expect to run an office again? Ask them pretty please, pout, and hope they feel pity on you?”

“Order them to let me wear pants again and they'll respect me. I'll give them so many orders they won't know what to do first. Just make them stop picking on me first.”

Ben just sat there silently staring as the former man fidgeted under his steely gaze. When Susan gave her notice he'd had a meeting with the three women who'd moved up the corporate ladder by pushing Patrick … Patty down to the bottom rung. The fact he hadn't invited or even told Patty about that meeting should have told Ben all he needed to know. It was like he'd already made up his mind that Patty was no longer fit to lead, but old loyalties had clouded his judgement.

Claire wanted the manager's job and Susan backed her up. They made a strong case that Claire was a huge part of the success their office had been experiencing and she deserved the position. They saw the office running best with Claire on top, Heather as her sales lead, another salesperson under them, and Patty on the bottom doing the shit work the others were overqualified for.

“Why not make Patrick a salesman again?” Ben asked at the time. “He's done the job before. Why not give him a chance to sink or swim.”

“With all due respect, Ben, you'd just be giving Patty enough rope to hang herself.” Claire had a hard edge Ben admired even if she was talking trash about his friend. “I don't need her hanging herself in my office.”

“Your office?”

“Even if you let Patty pretend she's in charge it'll still be my office,” Claire said. “Unless we're not worried about making money.”

“I know it's weird, Mr. Maitland.” Heather didn't have to use his surname, but she was a little old fashioned. “But Patty really likes being our office girl. I know she whines a lot about it, but if she didn't want to be a junior secretary she wouldn't have handed the reins over to Ms. Mondesi. She's taken this office places Patty couldn't even dream of.”

“And I promise I'll keep that momentum going forward,” Claire said. “So long as Patty is kept in her place.”

“In the months I've known her. Both as her boss and as 'his' secretary I've learned one important thing about our little Patty Cakes,” Susan put her feet up on the desk she'd won from Patrick.

Ben hated the name they'd given Patrick. It sounded like a cross between a frou frou cartoon princess and a porn star. But that didn't stop Patty from changing her name with HR. Or answering to it at work.

“What's that?” Ben asked.

“She will fuck up anything you give her,” Susan said bluntly. “If she gets my coffee order wrong, no big deal; if she calls the head of Dimosend Industries by the wrong name … ten times … in the same meeting. Well then we lose an account.”

“Is that what happened with Dimosend?” This was the first time Ben had heard this.

Susan nodded gravely. “Patty is incapable of success. If you don't have the heart to fire her outright have the common sense not to promote her back where she can do any real damage.”

Ben thanked the ladies for their time, asked them not to talk to Patty about it, and told them he'd make his final decision after her saw the first month's numbers under Claire.

Those numbers turned out to be damning for Patty. Claire's first month topped anything Patrick or Susan had done before. Ben had never thought about using revenge as a motivator with his employees, but it was obvious it worked for Claire and Heather. He'd seen them both work some impossible hours. Ben wasn't sure how much of that was to earn promotions and how much was to keep Patty down.

Patty walking into his office next to bottomless put the nail in Patrick's coffin. As much as Ben hated to admit it his old friend was gone. In his place was a submissive, simpering girl. Not a woman. Not a lady. Just a girl. The only place in that office for Patty was making coffee, filling sales reports, answering phones, and running errands. There was zero chance Claire, Heather, or anyone else who'd seen Patty mince around the building would ever take her seriously again.

“I'm going to give you one last chance to prove yourself, Patty before I make my final decision.” Ben had already decided Claire would get the promotion; he was talking about Patty's future. But Patty didn't know that.

“Thank you, sir. I won't let you down. Thank you so much.” The way Patty bobbed and squealed gave Ben a pretty good idea how Patty was going to do on her test.

“Everyone, including you when you're not backtracking, tells me you get off playing office girl. Getting made to do things well beneath your old pay grade. I haven't seen any evidence to the contrary, but I suppose there's always a chance Susan had something over your head she passed down to Claire.”

“I told you about my locked pee-pee, didn't I?” Patty winced a little when she said it. Even she thought she sounded like a little girl.

“Yeah, and I don't see how a guy would give that kind of power to anyone else unless he really trusted them or they had him over a barrel. I don't think you trust any of the women in that office. Not anymore.”
“No, sir. I guess I don't.” Patty looked down. “What do you want me to do?”

“The simplest management task I can think of.” Ben pointed to the empty coffee mug at the edge of his desk. “I want you to take my cup, walk out that door, and order Maddy to get me a fresh cup.”

“That's all?” Patty couldn't believe she was being given such an easy test.

“That's all. You can even tell her the order came from me if she tries to spank you again.”

Patty blushed at the reminder. “Yes, sir. I'll be right back with your coffee, sir. I mean Maddy will be.”

Ben didn't think Patty sounded all that confident. The way her fingers trembled as she went for the cup didn't help her case. He got a good whiff of her perfume when she got close to his desk. She smelled as dainty and feminine as she looked. He tried to keep from staring at her swaying hips and jiggling ass as she scurried to the door.

“She must be taking hormones,” Ben whispered under his breath after Patty shut the door behind her. “Men don't look like that otherwise.”

-----

Maddy was busy typing away at her desktop when Patty timidly emerged from Ben's office. She didn't look up as the former manager stood beside her desk trying to Maddy's attention.

“Maddy.” Patty's voice was softer than a mouse. “I need you to …”

Maddy didn't turn her eyes away from the screen. She kept typing with one hand while she raised the other towards Patty. There was no mistaking the purpose of the single raised index finger. It was the universal symbol of “give me a minute.” Patty had used it herself dozens of times when she was Patrick and one of his underlings needed to get his attention. It was a power move. A simple statement that the person raising their finger had more important things to do than stop and deal with the person on the other end of the gesture.

Patty never thought he'd get treated that way by a secretary. Even the big boss's secretary.

The screen Maddy was working on was turned at enough of an angle Patty could see it. Patty couldn't tell what Maddy was typing, but she recognized the company's word processing program. It was the same one she had to use at her own secretarial desk several floors below.

Patty watched as the document was slowly typed. She fidgeted there nervous more people would see her in the humiliating outfit Heather had made her wear. Ben's floor wasn't the most trafficked in the building, but it was very active and the only place to hide was behind Maddy's desk or back in Ben's office. She couldn't go back there until her test was done and Maddy wasn't letting her get that close.

It seemed to take Maddy forever to type. Patty dreamed about getting her office back. The office and the higher pay checks he'd missed over the past few months. Mostly he dreamed about being a man again. In and out of the office. Wearing pants again. Peeing standing up. Going out on dates with women instead of the mock dates Susan set her up with with guys from the shipping department.

Maddy could tell Patty was getting nervous. She liked it. Patrick had never been her boss, but he'd spent enough time with Ben back in the old days she had a pretty good idea of his character. From what she'd seen and what she'd heard Patrick got exactly what he deserved.

Patty saw Maddy's screen switch over to another program. Maddy was going to check her email before dealing with the bottomless girly secreatary.

“What do you need?” Maddy didn't bother looking at Patty when she finally acknowledged her.

“Ben … Mr. Maitland wants you to get him a cup of coffee.” Patty tried to put the cup in Maddy's hand with a forceful air of authority, but Maddy kept her hands flat on the keyboard.

“I'm doing something else for Ben right now.” The way Maddy used Ben's first name irked Patty. Like this woman had special privileges Patty had been denied. “Why don't you do it?”

“Mr. Maitland said …”

“Ben wants things done. He's too important to be bothered with details.” Maddy turned her face towards Patty for the first time since the defeated man-woman left Ben's office. “He could have already been drinking his coffee if you'd shown some initiative and gotten it yourself instead of standing there with that look on your face showing your ass off to the whole office.”

“I'm not …” Patty tried to sound indignant before getting cut off by Maddy.

The younger, seated, woman grabbed hold of the hem of Patty's jacket and used it to pull her around. Patty tried to fight, but she was already teetering on the punishment heels; she could chose to resist and fall on her already exposed ass, or give in and let Maddy turn her.

“The kitchen's that way, Panty. GO!” Maddy punctuated her order with another hard spank. This one landed on Patty's other cheek.

“I … I don't …” Patty looked like she was about to cry. She wanted to tell this horrid woman not to call him Panty. Her name was Patty … Patrick. But Patty's rebellion melted under the stern look Maddy was giving her. “How does Mr. Maitland like his coffee?” Patty finally whimpered out.

“On time.” Maddy gave another even harder spank and Patty was on her way.

-----

There was already someone in the kitchen when Patty walked in. Some junior executive Patty vaguely recognized. Suzanne or Millicent. Something like that. She'd just started the Keurig when Patty walked through the open doorway.

“Forget something, dear?” Suzanne or Millicent asked, smirking as her eyes wandered up and down Patty's exposed legs and underwear.

“I … no, ma'am … this is … I can explain.”

“Turn around.” The executive ordered.

Patty obeyed.

“Looks like someone's been a naughty girl.” The executive noted. “I didn't know we were allowed to spank the office girls. Tell me, dear, did you lose your skirt before or after you got your botty spanked?”

“Ma'am, I need to get coffee for Mr. Maitland.” Patty hoped calling on the big boss's name would shield her from any more humiliation.

“The machine's in use.” The woman shrugged. There wasn't anything Patty could do until the cycle was over. “Was it Ben who gave you those red cheeks? I didn't think he was into that kind of stuff.”

“No, ma'am. It was Ms. Lamont.” Patty flinched the second she let the name come out of her mouth. She'd become so used to calling women by their surnames she'd called Maddy by hers. “I mean Maddy.”

“A secretary gave you a red ass?” The woman clucked her tongue. “It sounds like you should be calling her Ms Lamont. You're sure as heck not her equal. What's your name, dear?”

“She likes to go by Panty, but it used to be Patrick.” Maddy brushed by them. “Hey, Millie. You about done with the Keurig? I need to caffeine up if I want to make it through the rest of today.”

“It's Patty, actually.” Patty hated calling herself that, but she didn't look like a Patrick. And Patty, while humiliating, was still a real name. Unlike Panty.

“This is a man?” Millie looked at Maddy like she was getting punked. It didn't sound like she'd heard Patty at all.

“Once upon a time.” Maddy walked past Millie and grabbed a fresh k-cup from the cupboard. “Allegedly.”

“I need to get Mr. Maitland …” Patty tried to mark her place in line, but it was obvious Maddy didn't care.

“Are you really the one who dusted her cheeks?” Millie asked. “And what did you do with her skirt? And her dingus?”

“Mr. Maitland needs his coffee.” Patty kept trying to interject herself into the conversation, but the two women kept ignoring her.

“I don't think Panty ever had a dingus,” Maddy said. “I think she was born smooth.”

“Like a Ken doll?” Millie snickered.

“More like Barbie,” Maddy added. “The skirt? I don't know. Panty told Ben some BS story about it getting confiscated, but I think she's just a little slut exhibitionist. You should have seen her hovering over my desk with her cheeks pointed straight at the elevator. Thank god we didn't have any clients show up. Who knows what they'd think.”

How did Maddy know I told him that? Patty wondered to herself. The door was shut by then. Was she listening in? But that train of thought was derailed before it left the station.

Millie poured her coffee. Maddy loaded her k-cup into the machine.

“That's not … that's not fair.” Patty sounded pathetic even to herself. “I was next in line.”

“I don't see a k-cup in your hand, Panty.” Millie didn't move to leave the kitchen. “Maddy's ready. She should go next. Oh wait, you're not on a first name basis with her, are you? I mean Ms. Lamont should go next.”

“Did she call me that?” Maddy smiled wide as she turned the machine on.

“It was an …” Patty wanted to say accident, but was cut off by Millie.

“Yep.”

“Good girl.” Maddy sounded like she was praising a dog who'd finally figured out how to piddle on the newspaper instead of the carpet. “There's hope for you yet, girly girl.”

A secretary Patty had never seen before walked into the middle of this. She gave the half-dressed office girl a wide eyed look, but didn't comment as she made her way to the cabinet and took out a k-cup.

“Looks like you're next in line, Gwen.” Millie raised her cup to the new arrival.

“But Mr. Maitland's coffee?” Patty whined.

“If you were so concerned about Ben's coffee you wouldn't have wasted … how much time did she spend hanging out at your desk, Maddy?”

“Thirteen minutes. I timed it.”

“Thirteen minutes?” Millie let out an impressed whistle. “You know how many cups of coffee you coulda made in thirteen minutes, Panty?”

“Come on, Mil,” The new girl added. “Give the girl a break. It's obvious she wasn't hired for her math skills.”

“Or her organization,” Maddy noted. “We've gone out of our way to make it clear she's not in line until she grabs a k-cup and she's still standing there with a dumb look on her face.”

“Some guys like that, I guess.”

The new girl shrugged and grabbed another k-cup. Patty thought she was tossing it to her, but it sailed over Patty's head. She reached up to grab it, but her reflexes were as shot as her nerves. Patty turned on her heels to see the tossed k-cup land in yet another woman's hands.

Maddy shook her head at former manager as she walked back to her desk with her steaming hot cup of coffee. The poor “girl” looked like she was going to cry.

“Don't dawdle, Panty. Ben trusted you with a very important mission. Don't let him down.” Maddy punctuated that last word with a sudden unexpected slap to Patty's thong covered ass.

-----


It was almost twenty minutes later before Patty walked out of the kitchen carrying Ben's coffee. It would have gone longer, but the women finally showed mercy and let her make the coffee and leave. Patty lost track of how many of them gave her spanks on the way. She was so nervous her hands were shaking. There was more coffee running down her fingers to the floor than there was in the cup.

Patty tried to remember how Ben had taken his coffee, but she'd never paid attention when she was Patrick. That was something a secretary did; not him.

“Ben's wondered where you wandered off to,” Maddy informed Patty when she made it back to Ben's office. “It's been …” Maddy checked the clock on her computer. “ thirty five minutes since he sent you for coffee. I told him you were having an orgy in the kitchen.”

Patty wanted to tell Maddy off. Tell her Ben hadn't sent Patty for coffee, he'd sent Maddy. But she bit her lip. “Can you just let me in?”

Maddy crossed her arms and stared at the humiliated ex-manager.

“Please,” Patty begged.

“'Please' what?”

“Please, Ms. Lamont, may I deliver Mr. Maitland his coffee.”

“Send her in,” Ben's voice came through the intercom on Maddy's desk.

Patty felt like she'd been kicked in the stomach. Ben had heard her grovel like that? To a secretary? The secretary Patty was supposed to demonstrate her managerial skills on? She'd been so nervous she didn't even notice Maddy's finger on the button.

“Panty's on her way, sir.” Maddy flicked the call button off and turned to Patty. “You can go in now, sweet cheeks.”

“Thank you, Ms. Lamont.” Patty didn't know why she was digging herself deeper, but she was already walking towards the door before she had the chance to register how submissive she was being.

“I think we can both agree you failed,” Ben said as soon as Patty closed the door behind her.

“It's not my fault.”

“Susan was right about you,” Ben said. “You find some way to pull defeat out of the maw of victory. You let a secretary with a GED replace you. And when I give you a chance to get back in pants you walk into my office with a messed up coffee order and a beet red ass.”

“It won't happen again, Mr. Maitland.”

“We both know it will, Patty. What's the point of lying about it. I don't understand this side of you, but there's no point denying it any longer. This is what you want.”

“It's not. Honest it's not.” Patty wanted to get down on her knees to beg for another chance, but she knew how ridiculous that'd look.

“You have three choices, Patty,” Ben continued like he hadn't heard Patty.

“Yes, sir.”

“While you were getting my coffee I got in contact with Susan. I had a vague hope you'd pull this one simple task off and we'd be able to do something serious with your life. That starts with getting your dick back. She's couriering your cock cage key to me. I was starting to worry it'd get here before my coffee.”

“Thank you, sir.” Patty was embarrassed by her performance, but the thought of getting her penis out of its confines was too good to be true.

“Don't thank me yet. The key is part of the choice, but not the whole thing. Let me lay out all your options and you can tell me which direction you want to take things.

“The first option is I cut you lose. I give you the key and your final paycheck. You can start up fresh somewhere else. As a man, as a woman. You can apply for manager's positions or office girl. I don't care. Anything that's been done to you or you did to yourself won't follow you. You'll have a clean slate. I'll even give you a glowing review no matter what kind of job you go for.

“Susan, for the record, thinks this is a bad option for you. She thinks you'll just lose your cock again to someone else. Another secretary. A boss. Maybe even a man this time. She thinks you'd like that.”
“I don't,” Patty said.

“The second option is I transfer you to another office in another building. You'd have a six month probationary period as a junior salesman. Or woman. In case you can't pass as a man anymore. If you don't screw that up I give you your key and a full sales position. If you really clean up your act you'd be in line for promotion like anyone else. I'm looking at some retirements in that office in the next couple years, so there's room to move up. Do you understand me?”

Patty nodded.

“Use your words, Patty.”
“Yes, Mr. Maitland. I understand.”

“Those are the two redemption offers. A chance for you to take your life back. A chance to remake your bed before you have to lie in it. The ones I'd expect you to chose between if there is ANYTHING to your 'it's not my fault' claims.

“The third option isn't redemption, it's acceptance. If you take it there will be no doubt that this …” Ben gestured at Patty's humiliating new look “ … is what you really want. If you think you have it rough now it's going to be ten times worse if you chose what's behind door number three. It's so bad I'm not even going to tell you what it is unless you ask.

“Just tell me you're considering one of the first two options and I know there's still some spark of the man I used to know hidden under all that femme crap.”

“I probably should hear the third option.” Patty looked down playing with the hem of her jacket. “Just so I know how bad it could've been.”

“Susan said you'd say that.” Ben sighed.

Ben opened his desk and pulled out a tube. Patty felt her heart flutter when she read the label.

Astroglide.

“Claire's already won your old job. Heather will take Claire's spot. I'm going to promote Maddy to the open junior sales position. All that happens no matter what choice you make.

“If you chose the third option one of us will hold your key. We'll have a meeting and decide who. No matter how that plays out you will NOT be getting the key back in six months. We might show you some mercy and unlock you from time to time, but I promise you you're gonna forget what it's like to have a penis.”

“That sounds very extreme.” Patty was trembling.

“That's the point. This is the stupid option. You'd have to want to be degraded to take it.”

“Is there anything else?” Patty was eyeing the lube.

“You'd continue to work in the office, but you'd be demoted. I forget the official term we use for office girl, but that's what you'd be. You demonstrated you're not even capable of being a secretary; let's see if dropping you down another rung on the corporate ladder makes things easier for you.

“Naturally I'll need a replacement for Maddy. I've got my eye on a couple in-house candidates. Needless to say they aren't you. There are some duties Maddy performs for me I don't feel comfortable asking a new PA to perform. Very personal duties.” Ben picked up the tube of astroglide and tossed it at Patty. She caught it with both trembling hands.

“Claire says she's sent you out on dates with men,” Ben said. “How far have you gone?”

“Second base.” Patty blushed.

“Are those tits real?”

“Mostly.” Patty wanted to sink into the floor.

“If you take the third option I'll expect you to do whatever it takes to make sure they're all real. Real enough to jiggle anyway. Hormones. Suction treatment. Surgery.”

“I don't want breast.”

“Then don't pick three.”

“Will you … Is this for …” Patty was fumbling with her words as she turned the bottle of lube over in her quivering hands.

“That's to lube you up before I bend you over my desk and fuck you like a whore.” Ben was laying it on thick, but he knew he had to. Susan may have been convinced Patty was a sissy, but there was still some part of Ben that hoped Patrick would crawl out of this. “Of course you won't need that when you're blowing me.”

“Your package has arrived, sir.” Maddy's voice chimed in from the intercom. “Still no sign of Panty's package.”

Oh, god. Maddy knows what it is. She knows everything. Patty wished the ground would swallow her.

“Bring it in,” Ben answered.

Maddy didn't leave after she handed the envelope to Ben. She closed the door and took the open seat Patty had tried to take, but had been denied.

Ben took the key out of the envelope and held it up for Patty to see. “Is this it?”
“I think so.” Patty nodded. Her freedom was staring her in the face. She could feel her trapped cock push against the confines of the feminizing steel trap. “I only saw it once.”

“If you want to take the first option take the key from my hand. I'll call Heather and have her send your pants up. I'll shake you hand, wish you well, and you can leave here to start a fresh new life somewhere else.”

Patty stared at the key. She wanted to grab it with every ounce of her being. Almost every ounce. There was still some part of her that held back.

“I see.” Ben closed his fist around the key. “Looks like option one is off the table.”

“But wait. I didn't have time.” Patty reached out, but it was too late. Ben's hand was closed tight around it.

“Your options now are a fresh start in another building working for me or bending over my desk and taking it like a bitch.”

Ben hadn't expected to be turned on by this, but playing with his former friend was having an unexpected effect on his member. The fact he couldn't see any trace of masculinity in the trembling girl teetering in front of him in her impossible heels only added fuel to that fire.

“Does Ms. Lamont have to see this?” Patty felt so very very tiny.

“She doesn't HAVE to, but she can if she wants.” Ben noted the way Patty called Maddy Ms. He knew how this was going to play out. “It might be best if we had a witness. Someone who can call you liar if you ever tell anyone you weren't given a choice.”

“I wouldn't miss this for the world, Ben.” Maddy smiled at Ben before turning back to Patty. “Don't worry, babe. Part of your training will be how to please Mr. Maitland. I've been doing it three years now, I'm pretty damn good at it. I'll expect glowing performance reviews from him or I'll give that little tush of yours a real spanking.”

“Yes, ma'am.” Patty couldn't believe she'd just called her that. Or dipped a little curtsey with the hem of her jacket.

“I think we have Panty's answer, don't you Ben?”

“Not yet.” Ben stared straight into Patty's eyes. “You have ten seconds to tell me you want to be a respected albeit low level member of my company or a slut so low you call whores ma'am. Walk out the door now and I'll have the transfer waiting for you by the time you get to Claire's office. You'll start Monday.

“Or, bend over my desk and prove Susan right.”

Patty closed her eyes when she heard Ben start to count. She wasn't even aware she'd opened the lube until she was smearing a thick wad of it over and into her tight virgin hole.

Ben watched mesmerized as the girl before him pulled down her panties, lubed her ass for him, and lay face down against the table.

Patty used her arms to cover her face. She couldn't see what was going on, but they couldn't see her. It was stupid. Like an ostrich sticking its head in the sand, but it added a layer of denial between her and what was about to happen. Even if it was ridiculous denial.

She heard Maddy giggle, Ben's chair push back, and what could only be a belt coming undone as her friend turned … Master? walked slowly behind her. She wondered if he was going to beat her with the belt or fuck her. Or both.

Not seeing her face made this easier for Ben. He honestly didn't see any part of Patrick when he looked at Patty, but there was still a resemblance. Not his friend, but maybe Patrick's sister or a close cousin. With her face down it was easier to think of this mass of female flesh as just another warm orifice to spooge into. He didn't want to hurt Patrick by screwing his sister.

Ben respected the women he worked with. The ones he dated. But a woman who'd whore herself out to be little better than an unpaid intern? He had no problem going balls deep in a woman like that and wiping his cock off in her hair after.

Maddy got it all on video on her camera. Every humiliating thrust and moan. The moment Patty started to feel more than just pain as Ben's large cock plowed its way into her tender tight opening.

The pain never stopped. Not from the moment Ben's head made it past Patty's tight ring of muscle to after he pulled out of her spent and eager for another fuck. But under the pain there was a pleasure Patty hadn't expected. Her own penis was useless in its flat feminine cage, but she could feel Ben ramming some part of it with each agonizing stroke. Somewhere deep inside her, but just as much a part of her trapped manhood as her glans.

It had been so long since Patty had felt anything from her penis. It didn't take long before she was gasping and bucking back against Ben's dick. As much as it hurt Patty needed this more than she could ever say. Not that she'd ever admit it.

Patty was too overstimulated to know what happened when it happened. Ben was still coming down from the highs of power fucking his new fuck-pillow. Maddy was the only one there with the presence of mind to see what had happened.

“She came,” Maddy said.

“What?”

“Roll her over and see for yourself.”

Patty was confused. In pain. Breathing heavy. She didn't even think they were talking about her until she felt Ben's strong hands pull her by the shoulder away from the spot he'd taken her.

There was an unmistakable puddle under where Patty had just been. Small. White. Viscous.

Ben looked at it confused.

“That's not yours, boss,” Maddy said. “I was watching pretty close. Your loads deep in Panty. That's hers.”

Ben stumbled to his chair not sure what to make of it. Patty tried to remember the sensation she'd just experienced. Relive her first orgasm in weeks. Months. But all she could focus on was the pain in her ass and the stinging humiliation of knowing she not only agreed to this, she obviously liked it.

“It doesn't seem fair that the cleaning crew will have to deal with Panty's mess, does it, Ben?”

“No.” Ben shook his head still processing what had just happened.

“Don't the office girls get used to clean up sometimes?” Maddy pressed.

Ben nodded.

“You heard the man, Panty. Be a good girl and clean up your mess.”

Patty rose unsteadily to her feet. She was so frazzled she didn't even pull her panties up as she stumbled towards the door.

“Where do you think you're going, young lady?” Maddy grabbed Patty by the wrist.

“I need …” Patty was struggling to come up with the words. She could picture the cleaning supplies in her head, but couldn't name them.

“You've got everything you need to clean up your mess right here.” Maddy patted Patty's mouth.

Patty let Maddy lead her back to the desk. Ben watched as Maddy gently pushed Patty to her knees so her face was level with the tabletop. With the mess that had exploded out of her trapped girly penis.

He felt his cock twitch back to life when Patty tentatively stuck her tongue out and licked the edge of the small puddle. It twitched again when the slut made a face at the taste. If Ben were capable of getting his erection back that fast after coming he'd have sported full wood when Maddy pressed Patty's face in it.

“That's a good girl,” Maddy cooed. “Eat up all that nasty mess you made. I think you need to do this every time Mr. Maitland pleasures you. Don't you, Ben?”

“Yeah.” Ben wasn't sure why this was turning him on so much, but it was.

“Don't worry, sir. I'll have her trained up in no time.” Maddy smiled at the big boss as she kept Patty's face pressed into the cum. “Shall I bring my new trainee down to my new office or do you have anything else you need to do to her first.”

Patty's face was covered in a thin layer of her own sperm when she looked up at Ben. She saw him hand her key to the latest woman to be made her superior.

“I'm done with her for now, Maddy.”

“Would you like me to clean her up a bit first, sir?”

Ben looked at the beaten feminine creature kneeling on the other side of his desk. Her makeup was smeared by cum. It looked like she'd been crying at one point. She looked like she'd been the main event at a gang bang.

“No,” Ben said after some thought. “I want her getting used to people seeing her like that.”

“What about the load you put inside her?” Maddy asked.

“What about it?”

“What goes in must come out. She's liable to stain the furniture.”

“Do you have any maxi pads?” Ben asked.

“No, Ben. I use a diva cup.”

“Then escort Panty around the floor. Panty, you're going to be asking any woman you meet if they have a pad you can have. If they ask you why tell them the truth. Mr. Lamont will make sure you're honest and polite, won't you, Maddy?”

“Anything you say, boss.”

“Can I have a skirt please? Mr. Maitland.” It was the first thing Patty had said since Ben pulled out of her.

“Ask your supervisor.” Ben was already pulling up the spread sheet he'd been working on when Patty knocked on his door. “I heard she's punishing you.”

“But won't a pad be pretty obvious if I'm not wearing any pants?”

“You know, Panty.” Ben gave her a look that was almost sympathetic. “Sad as it is to say that is the smartest thing that's come out of your mouth today.”
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