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Chapter 1: Triple Rate

The express car climbed and the city dropped away in flat panes of glass, one floor, then another, cold light sliding up my jaw while the motor hummed steady in the shaft. My offer letter stayed folded in my breast pocket, warm from my skin, the corners soft where I had opened it too many times on the train. Triple rate. The words had hooked me before I read the rest. Signing bonus hit my account Monday. Rent. The laptop I could not return. Dinner tabs I had already eaten. The money was gone. The clause was live whether I showed up or not.

Forty-one floors. The display ticked. Day one of forty-two. Forty-one left until the board close, two finalists, one corner office, winner takes the throne or loses his name on paper. I had skimmed that line in the interview packet and filed it under corporate theater. My throat stayed tight anyway.

The car slowed. The doors parted on a floor that smelled like chilled air and toner. Open plan. No cubicle walls high enough to hide anything. Desks in rows. Glass inner offices. At the far corner, frosted glass with a name I could not read from here. Someone in a fitted skirt and a collar sat rigid behind that frost, shoulders square, eyes on a screen. I looked away first.

Reception was a slab of white stone and a woman with a headset and a smile she wore like the badge. Mara, her badge said.

"Owen. Development track. You're early."

"I can wait."

"You won't." She slid a stack across the stone. Thick. Clipped. A blue tab on top marked ONBOARDING. Under it, a narrow yellow stub. TRIPLE RATE ACKNOWLEDGMENT. Bonus dispersal confirmation. Already stamped PAID.

My stomach dropped.

"The bonus posts when this stub is signed and scanned," Mara said. "Standard for accelerated placement. You initial here. Sign here. Page count is forty-two. HR timed it to the program."

Forty-two pages. Forty-two days. I swallowed.

"I'll read it first."

Her smile sharpened. "You can read it after. Clock started at eight. Director Priya does intake on the hour. You miss the hour, the slot goes to the alternate finalist."

Blake. The name was in my packet too. Another grad. Another hungry mouth.

Mara tapped the signature line. "Triple rate is page one. Page nine is role classification. You initialed the summary packet online. This makes it executable."

I had initialed something on my phone at midnight. Boxes too small. Scroll too long.

The money was spent. The trap had already closed. I picked up the pen.

My hand shook once. I signed the stub. I flipped pages. Charts. Policies. A dress-code appendix with photographs of fabric swatches. I signed where Mara pointed. Initial here. Initial here. My name again and again until it stopped looking like mine.

"Last page," Mara said.

Page nine. DEVELOPMENT TRACK ASSET CLASSIFICATION. One paragraph. I caught the words wardrobe standardization, behavioral KPIs, executive review, irrevocable role conversion upon board selection. I opened my mouth.

"Sign," Mara said. "Or return the bonus and exit through the service elevator. Legal has your bank details."

I signed page nine without reading the rest.

The scanner beeped. The stack vanished into her drawer.

"Jacket," she said.

"What?"

She slid a memo across the stone. Fresh print, still warm. WARDROBE STANDARDIZATION, DAY ONE. Effective immediately for development-track intake. Suit jacket surrendered at reception. Inner layers subject to director inspection. Noncompliance equals contract breach.

"Breach triggers bonus clawback and program forfeiture," Mara said. "Jacket, Owen."

Heat climbed my neck. Men in jackets walked past behind me. A woman in heels laughed at someone's joke. I took off my jacket. The cotton was warm from the elevator. Mara hung it on a labeled hook. OWEN. HOOK 14. My hook. My jacket already owned by the floor.

"Blouse kit," Mara said. She set a slim box on the stone. "Fitting room two. Director Priya will collect you. Do not open it until she tells you."

The box was light. Fabric inside. My cock stirred against my slacks. Wrong. Wrong floor for that. I gripped the box until my knuckles ached.

Mara's headset chirped. "Go. Now."

The open plan watched me cross it. Keyboards. Low voices. The hum of HVAC cold enough to tighten my nipples through my shirt. I passed a bulletin screen. DRESS CODE MEMO CHAIN. My memo at the top. RED. A camera dome tracked from the ceiling. I kept walking.

Fitting room two was a glass box with a frosted band at chest height. A stool. A mirror. A hook. The door hissed shut and the sound outside dulled.

Director Priya came in without knocking.

She was taller in person. Black slacks. Cream blouse. Hair pulled back. No smile. Her eyes moved over me the way a buyer moves over stock.

"Owen."

"Director."

"You signed unread."

"I signed what you needed signed."

"You signed what you needed signed." She set a tablet on the counter. My signature on page nine, magnified. "Development-track asset. Not new hire. Say it."

My tongue stuck. "Development-track asset."

"Again."

"Development-track asset."

"Good." She opened the box Mara gave me. Pale blue blouse. Pearl buttons. Feminine cut. "Strip to your waist."

"I'm in slacks."

"Waist up. Now."

The room was cold. My shirt came off. Air hit my skin and I shivered. She did not look away. She looked more closely.

"Arms out."

Measuring tape snapped around my chest. Her fingers were cool through the cloth. She read numbers to the tablet without inflection. Shoulder width. Rib span. Nipple placement. She said that phrase out loud and my cock hardened in my slacks, traitor, obvious.

"You're reacting," she said.

"That's involuntary."

"Nothing here is involuntary once page nine is signed." The tape slid to my waist. Tight. She pulled it snug and my breath hitched. "Step out of the slacks."

"I was told waist up."

"I am telling you full lower body measure. Slacks. Briefs. Keep the socks if you want. Move."

I stepped out of the slacks. Briefs tented. Her gaze dropped.

"Small cage would suit you later," she said. "Today we note baseline. Turn."

I turned. The tape crossed my ass. Cool metal end at my hip bone. She pressed the tablet and a photo snapped. I jerked.

"Documentation," she said. "Every change on the track gets logged. Face forward."

The blouse went over my arms. Fabric slid cool then warmed against my chest. She buttoned from the bottom up. Each pearl caught. The collar sat higher than any shirt I owned. The mirror showed a man I almost did not recognize, shoulders too wide for the cut, face flushed, eyes too bright.

"Say what you are in that blouse," she said.

"A development-track asset."

"What else."

I stared at my reflection. "I don't know yet."

"You know." She smoothed the fabric over my left nipple and the touch shot straight to my cock. "Say the true word."

My voice came out cracked. "A boy in a girl's blouse."

"Better." She pinched the nipple through cloth and I gasped. "Hands on the stool. Lean."

I bent. Cold air on my ass in briefs. Shame burned my face. My cock leaked a spot into cotton.

"You will do exactly as I say."

"Yes, Director."

She opened a drawer I had not seen. Black silicone. A plug, medium, glossy. Lube. "Spread your cheeks."

"No."

Her hand cracked my ass once. Sharp. My hole clenched then fluttered open in surprise. Pain and heat mixed.

"Spread," she said again.

I spread. Lube was cold on my skin. The plug pressed my hole and burned going in. Inch by inch. My breath broke into pieces. When the base seated, I was full in a way I had never been at work, at church, anywhere.

"Stay bent," she said.

A vibrator clicked on. Low buzz. She held it to the base of the plug through my briefs and the vibration traveled up my spine. My cock throbbed untouched.

"Count to ten out loud."

I counted. My voice shook on six. On eight my thighs trembled. On ten she turned the vibrator up.

"Again."

I counted again. Sweat cooled on my back. The room smelled like silicone and my own skin. Someone walked past the glass. A shadow paused. Moved on.

"Please," I said before I could stop.

"Please what."

"Please let me stand."

"You will stand when I say." She tugged my briefs down to my knees. My cock sprang free, wet at the tip. She did not touch it. She set the vibrator against my balls and held it there.

The first orgasm built fast, too fast, humiliation feeding it. I was bent in a blouse with a plug in my ass buzzing while my director held a wand to my sack on day one. I bit my lip. Failed. A moan escaped.

"Ask permission to come."

"What?"

"Ask."

"Please let me come, Director."

"Say what you are while you ask."

"Please let this boy in a blouse come. Please. I'm your asset. Your…"

"Come."

I came. Cum hit the stool leg and the floor. My ass clenched on the plug and the vibration turned brutal. Spasm after spasm while I shook and could not stand upright. She watched every second.

"One," she said. Calm. "Clean the mess with your tongue."

I stared at the floor. White on tile.

"Now."

I dropped to my knees. Salt and shame on my tongue. The plug shifted when I moved and I moaned around the tile. I licked until she said stop.

"Stand. Briefs up. Blouse stays on."

I stood. Legs weak. Cock still hard. Sensitive. Wrong.

She wiped the stool with a cloth, tossed it in a bin. "Second measure. Arousal response under compliance stress. High." She tapped the tablet. "We will train that into useful output."

"Useful for who."

"For me. For the floor. For the forty-one days left." She stepped close. Her perfume cut through sweat. "You spent the bonus before you read page nine. You signed anyway. You surrendered your jacket in public. You came on my tile and licked it. That is not a new hire. That is inventory I can shape."

Inventory. The word settled heavy under my ribs.

She turned me toward the mirror again. "Read the collar on the woman in the corner office when you walk past. Read it twice. That office has a nameplate waiting in HR. Empty until the board close. You want it. I can smell want on you."

I did want it. That was the sick part. My cock twitched again in soaked briefs.

"Blake arrives tomorrow," she said. "You compete in real time. Every memo, every inspection, every orgasm logged as KPI. Fail a dress code, lose points. Fail obedience, lose more. Win the corner, sign your male name away and take the throne. Lose, and you leave as Owen-the-grad with clawback and a reference that blacklists you from this city."

"That's illegal."

"Page nine." She showed me the tablet again. My signature. "You agreed to accelerated dispute resolution inside the firm. You will not call a lawyer. You will do exactly as I say for forty-one more days."

She eased the plug out slow. My hole gaped and ached empty. She tossed it in a sanitizer cup. "Skirt module lands at noon. Memo already drafted. You will wear it after lunch in the open floor for one hour. Cameras on. Blake's cohort will watch the feed from his onboarding room."

"No."

"Yes." She unbuttoned the top pearl of my blouse and slid two fingers inside to pinch my nipple hard. Pain lanced to my cock. "You will thank me for the opportunity to be seen."

She released my nipple. "Kneel."

I knelt on cold tile. My knees would bruise. I did not care about bruises. I cared about the clawback number in my head.

"Thank you for the opportunity to be seen, Director."

"Louder."

I said it louder. My voice echoed in the glass box.

She picked up the vibrator again. Pressed it to my cock head through the briefs. High. My hips jerked.

"Second orgasm is earned," she said. "You do not come until you tell me what page nine made you."

I panted. "It made me yours."

"Asset class."

"Development-track asset. Irrevocable. I can't unsign."

"Good." She pulled my briefs aside and wrapped her fingers around my shaft. No rhythm at first. Just hold. Tight. "Come on my hand. Count it for the log."

"Two," I gasped when it hit. Cum striped her fingers and my blouse hem. I sobbed once, ugly, cut off. She wiped her hand on my cheek, smearing it.

"Forward momentum," she said, not to me, to the tablet. Voice memo. Timestamp. "Subject Owen. Day one intake complete. Plug response positive. Oral compliance immediate. Blouse fit acceptable pending skirt module. Schedule noon exposure and afternoon KPI baseline with witness Mara."

She opened the door. Open plan noise rushed in. Cold air. Mara at reception looked up. Director Priya did not lower her voice.

"Asset Owen walks the floor in blouse until noon. Then skirt. Blake's room gets the live feed."

Mara nodded. "Memo sent."

Priya looked down at me still on my knees in fitting room two.

"Stand up. Fix your buttons. Walk out there with your chin up and your wet spot showing if it shows. You wanted triple rate. This is what triple rate buys."

I stood. My legs held. Barely. The blouse clung where cum had marked it. The plug was gone but my ass stayed open, used, known.

I stepped into the open floor. Heads turned. Keyboards stopped for a breath. The camera dome tracked. The frosted corner office waited at the end of the sight line, collar glinting behind glass, nameplate unreadable from here but close enough to hurt.

Forty-one days. One office. One name to sign away or keep.

Mara chimed my phone with the noon memo before I reached the first desk row. SKIRT MODULE. REQUIRED. ONE HOUR PUBLIC EXPOSURE. I kept walking. The offer letter in my pocket was only paper now. The signature on page nine was the thing that owned me.

Priya's voice followed from the fitting room door, calm over the hum of the floor.

"Do not make me wait after lunch, Owen."

I did not look back. I walked toward the cameras with the wet blouse and the empty hook where my jacket hung and the corner office pulling at me like gravity.


Chapter 2: Fit Approval

The memo hung at eye level on the frosted glass, Vex & Marrow letterhead, today's date, three sets of initials from people I had never met. I read it twice while the elevator dinged behind me. Trousers out. Pencil skirt in. Morning dressing ritual completed at home before badge-in, documented on the compliance app with a timestamp and a photo of the hem at knee height. I told myself I was running an experiment. Stay cold. Treat the skirt like a costume. Win by not caring.

Day three. Thirty-nine days left on the accelerated development track. Two finalists. One corner office. The winner got the throne at the day-forty-two board close and paid for it with his name. I had read that line in the onboarding binder between the salary stub and the wardrobe clauses. I was still Owen on paper. For now.

My apartment smelled like the starch they had used on the blouse from yesterday and the new nylon I had hung on the shower rod overnight. I stepped into the skirt at five-forty-one. The waistband bit my hips where the measuring tape had marked me. I zipped it myself. My hands knew the motion already. That was the part I refused to swallow. I could blame her for the top. The skirt was my fingers, my mirror, my choice to comply before anyone watched.

I snapped the photo. Uploaded. Green checkmark. Alibi intact.

The glass tower swallowed me at seven-twelve. Reception took my jacket the way they had on day one. The open plan hummed. Heads lifted. I kept my chin level and walked the aisle in the skirt and the fitted top, badge clipped where the memo said, heels clicking on the polished concrete. A guy at a standing desk mouthed something to his neighbor. I caught the word intern. My cock stirred against the thin panties I had put on because the memo listed them, not because I wanted the silk on my balls. Shame hit my throat. My body liked it. I hated that loop and rode it anyway.

Director Priya waited at the corner office door. Frosted glass behind her. The memo still taped there, fresh ink beside yesterday's jacket rule. She wore charcoal slacks and a blade of a smile.

"Owen. Fit approval. Now."

I followed her in. The room smelled like her coffee, dark roast, and the lemon polish on the desk. She shut the door. The lock clicked. Outside, the floor could see silhouettes through the frost. They could not see my face. That detail mattered and did not help.

She pulled a hard case from the drawer. Not a measuring tape this time. A black wand vibrator with a fat head. A silicone plug, medium, flared base. Nitrile gloves. A tablet with a form titled Morning Ritual Attestation.

"You dressed yourself," she said. "Say it."

"I dressed myself to code before badge-in."

"Louder. For the recording."

My skin prickled. A red light glowed on the tablet I had missed. "I dressed myself to code before badge-in."

"Skirt length."

"At the knee."

"Undergarments."

"Listed panties. No boxers."

"Who zipped you?"

I swallowed. The coffee smell turned bitter on my tongue. "I did."

She circled me. Her fingers hooked the waistband and tugged the skirt down two inches on my left hip, then smoothed it back. The fabric whispered on my thighs.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She pressed the plug into my palm. Lube from a foil packet, cold at first, then warming as I spread it because she told me to prep my own hole. Experiment, I thought. Data. I bent over the arm of the client chair, skirt rucked up, and worked the tip into my asshole while she watched and the tablet recorded. The stretch burned. I breathed through my nose. Tasted metal from the air vent and my own spit.

"Seat it."

I pushed. The plug popped past the ring and filled me. My clitty throbbed in the panties, traitor pulse.

"Good. Now the wand. You will hold it on the cage unless I take it from you."

"Cage?"

She lifted my hem and showed me the pink plastic device she snapped around my shaft, tight, cruel, leaving the head exposed and swollen. I had not put that on at home. She had planned this. My alibi cracked. I opened my mouth to argue. She set the wand against the exposed slit of my cockhead and turned it on low.

The buzz climbed my spine. My knees buckled. I grabbed the chair.

"Count aloud. Every time you leak, you say thank you."

"Thank you."

A bead of precum slicked the cage. The wand never moved. She watched the drip hit the carpet.

"Fit check continues. Bend over the desk."

I bent. Wood cool under my palms. Skirt up. Plug seated deep. She ran her hands down my calves, my ankles, the heel strap. Professional. Clinical. Her palm cracked my ass once, sharp, and the plug shifted inside me.

"You think detachment is armor," she said. "We will see."

She turned the wand up. The vibration hammered my cockhead. I bit my lip. Tasted blood and lipstick I had not worn. She had painted me while I focused on not coming. When had that happened. My head spun.

"Say what you are for the file."

"A development asset."

"Try again."

"An intern on the track."

"Try again, or I stop and you wear the failure flag on the open plan all week."

My ass clenched on the plug. "A sissy intern who dresses himself for inspection."

"Who dresses himself for whom?"

"For you. For the company. For the memo."

"Good boy."

The words sank into my groin worse than the wand. Good boy. I came without permission, spasm wringing my caged clitty, cum striping the desk blotter in white ropes. Shame burned my face. The orgasm kept going because she did not turn the wand off.

"That is one. You do not get to pretend you are detached when your mess is on my blotter. Clean it with your tongue."

I licked the paper. Salt and chemicals and my own filth. The taste coated my mouth. She held my hair and pressed my face to the spot until she was satisfied.

"Again."

She dialed the wand higher. The plug buzzed when she tapped it, or maybe that was my nerves. My hole fluttered. I begged without words. She made me use them.

"Please let me stop."

"You may ask properly."

"Please let this sissy stop coming. I cannot."

"You can. You will. Two more for attestation."

She edged me with the wand until my vision grayed, then pulled it away at the brink, again and again. My thighs shook. Sweat ran into the waistband I had zipped myself. The ritual was in my hands every morning. The ruin was in hers right now.

On the fourth brink she shoved two fingers beside the plug and stretched my ass open. Burn. Full. I screamed into the desk.

"Take it, hole."

"Thank you. Thank you."

"Say you dressed yourself to be used."

"I dressed myself to be used."

"Say you like the skirt because it makes you easy."

The words fought me. My cock jerked. "I like the skirt because it makes me easy."

"Come."

Two hit me harder than one. Cum splattered my panties and ran down the inside of the skirt I had chosen. The wet spot spread. She made me hold still while she photographed it for the compliance file.

"That is two. One more. Hold the wand yourself."

She placed my fingers on the handle. My hand shook. If I did this, I could not tell myself she had done it to me. My grip. My buzz. My third orgasm building while she narrated for the tablet.

"Subject self-administered stimulation during fit approval. Subject previously self-administered morning feminization. Note correlation."

I wanted to throw the wand through the glass. I wanted to come so hard I blacked out. Both wants collided. I pressed harder. The cage bit. Pain sweetened the edge. I humped air like a desperate slut while the floor outside carried on its business day.

"Name the plug in your ass."

"My plug. My morning plug."

"Who put it there today?"

"You told me to. I seated it."

"Who will do it tomorrow?"

The question was a trap lined with velvet. "I will."

"Say it."

"I will seat my plug before badge-in. I will photograph my skirt. I will attest."

"Come for me, Owen. Third time. Count it."

"Three. I am coming three."

Cum pumped out in weak pulses, oversensitive, painful, dripping down my thighs inside the nylon I had picked out at six in the morning. I sobbed once. She wiped my face with a cloth that smelled like lemon and her perfume underneath.

She unlocked the door a crack. Just enough for a silhouette to pass. Mara from reception leaned in with a stack of folders.

"Director, the minuted review packet for day three."

"Leave it. Note the time."

Mara's eyes flicked to me bent over the desk, skirt ruined, plug still buried. Her nostrils flared at the smell of cum and fear sweat. She did not blink twice.

"Logged."

She left. The door shut. Director Priya slid the attestation form under my trembling hand.

"Initial each line. The ritual is yours now. Tomorrow you perform it without reminder. Failure means public correction at the cohort stand-up."

I initialed. The ink smeared. Line four said I acknowledged self-administered feminization as a condition of remaining on the accelerated path toward the corner office decision at day forty-two.

She capped the pen.

"Pull your skirt down. Badge out. Walk the floor. Let them see the wet."

"Why."

"Because your last story dies in public. You are not playing along. You are dressing yourself into the role. The floor will know by lunch."

I straightened my hem. The dark patch showed. My ass held the plug with every step. Heads turned when I left the corner office. Someone laughed behind a hand. My cock stayed hard in its cage, empty and sore.

At my desk the second memo pinged on my screen. Tomorrow's addendum already drafted. Hosiery denier minimum. Lip color from the approved chart. Perform before badge-in. Photograph. Attest.

I opened my drawer to hide my face and found a sealed envelope with my name in Director Priya's handwriting. Inside, a collar catalog circled in red. Not an order yet. A preview.

The elevator bank chimed for the afternoon cohort briefing. Blake's voice carried across the bullpen, loud, confident, still in trousers. Still in the game I had told myself I was only studying.

I stood anyway, thighs slick, ritual logged, initials dry on the form in her office. Day three done. Thirty-nine to go. The corner office glass watched me walk toward the briefing room like I belonged in the skirt I had zipped alone.


Chapter 3: Forty Watching Desks

The motion sensors clicked on bank by bank at seven, and the long tier of workstations lit up in slabs of white while the elevator dinged again and chairs scraped forward. I stood at the badge reader with Priya's coffee sweating through the cardboard sleeve in my grip, the pencil hem biting my thighs and the three-inch heels I'd laced in the supply closet making my calves shake. Thirty-six days left on the accelerated track. Two finalists. One corner office behind the frosted partition at the far end where Cassidy's collar caught the first light. I could still pretend yesterday's fit approval happened behind a closed door. Out here, every head that lifted from a laptop would get the whole picture.

The overhead dashboard refreshed with a soft chime. Presentation: Owen, 41. Blake, 58. The numbers sat in tall red type above the open plan like a scoreboard at a game I never agreed to play. Blake leaned on his elbow three rows in, grinning without showing teeth, eyes on my legs before they flicked up to the board. My face burned. The cage under the sheer tights had been throbbing since I'd stepped off the elevator, traitor blood with nowhere to go.

I crossed anyway. Heels clicked on the polished concrete, too loud, each step a broadcast. Whispers snagged and dropped as I passed. A woman from cohort two mouthed something to her neighbor and both of them looked at the dashboard, then back at me. The weight of the coffee sloshed. The weight of the plug Mara had seated in me before badge-in sat deeper with every stride, silicone filling my ass, a secret that wasn't a secret once forty people could read my score and watch the hem sway.

Mara met me at the end of the row, tablet in hand, voice flat. "Minute starts when you hit her desk. Lateness deducts presentation. You're already minus two for hesitation at the reader."

"I wasn't hesitating."

"You stood there nine seconds. It's logged." She tapped the screen. Owen, 39. The drop hit my gut harder than the plug. Blake's number ticked to 59 without him moving.

Priya's corner wasn't fully closed. The frosted panel left a strip of clear glass along the top, and through it her profile showed, chin lifted, watching my approach like an asset coming in for appraisal. I knocked with my knuckles because I didn't have a free hand, and her voice came through the door before I entered.

"Set the coffee on the coaster. Don't spill. The floor is watching whether you can carry a cup without acting like a frightened girl."

The door whispered shut behind me. The floor did not stop watching. The dashboard was visible from every desk through the interior windows, and a secondary feed on the side wall showed a live thumbnail of me in the doorway, skirt, heels, cage outline if the light hit wrong. My stomach turned. I set the cup down. A ring of condensation bloomed on the black stone coaster.

"Dictation is standing today," Priya said. She didn't look up from her monitor. "The cohort needs to see posture. Shoulders back. Heels together. Hands clasped behind you unless I tell you otherwise."

"Standing."

"You heard me." She finally turned. Smoke-grey suit, hair knotted tight, mouth that never wasted a smile. "Readiness is visibility. You wanted the development track. This is what visibility costs."

I clasped my hands behind my back. The plug shifted when I squared my shoulders, pressure against my prostate that made my caged dick leak another pearl into the tights. She began dictating, brisk corporate language about integration KPIs and client-facing presentation standards, and I repeated each line aloud, voice carrying through the glass strip to the open plan beyond. Every word I spoke was another sentence the floor could quote later. Blake would quote them. I could already hear him at the coffee station, performing my voice for an audience.

On the wall feed my lips moved in sync. Presentation: Owen, 37. Another penalty I hadn't earned with my mouth.

"Louder," Priya said. "Enunciate. You sound like you're hiding."

I'm not hiding. The thought lashed and died. I was hiding everything except what they'd decided to publish.

She stopped dictating mid-sentence and tapped her keyboard. The feed widened. Now the thumbnail showed me full length, skirt straightened by her memo, blouse tucked, collarbone visible through the thin fabric because the third memo had specified sheer material for morning hours. The cohort could count my breaths.

"Blake is observing," she said, as if announcing weather. "Turn forty-five degrees. Let him see profile."

"No."

The word left me before I could swallow it. Priya's eyes lifted, calm, lethally quiet.

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

My feet moved. Forty-five degrees. Through the glass I saw Blake stand at his desk, arms folded, dashboard light washing his face green. He mouthed thank you. I wanted to spit. My throat closed around the next dictation line and I read it anyway, each syllable scraping raw.

Priya stood, came around the desk, and lifted my chin with two fingers. "Presentation is not dress alone. It's appetite. The board wants interns who can be seen wanting the role." Her thumb brushed my lower lip. "Open."

I opened. She slid two fingers into my mouth, testing gag reflex, testing obedience, tasting coffee on my tongue. The feed did not cut away. Mara's voice crackled on the intercom, flat and procedural. "Live review segment commencing. Cohort hold questions until completion."

Completion of what. My pulse pounded in my ears.

Priya withdrew her fingers and wiped them on a linen square. "Kneel on the mark."

There was a small black disc on the carpet, like a stage marker. I sank to my knees, heels digging into my thighs, plug seating hard. The camera angle dropped with me. Now the feed showed the top of my head, my shoulders, the way my blouse pulled when I breathed too hard.

She unlocked a drawer and set items on the desk edge one by one. A slim remote. A black silicone gag harness. A wand with a broad white head, already humming when she thumbed it on. My whole body clenched.

"Today's review is minuted," she said. "Mara, start the clock."

"Clock running," Mara said through the speaker.

Priya buckled the gag behind my head, ball filling my mouth, drool already collecting at the corners because I couldn't swallow fast enough. She pressed the wand to the cage through the tights, vibration slamming into my balls and the metal ring biting my shaft. I jerked, a muffled sound escaping the gag. On the feed I must have looked like a broken toy. Presentation: Owen, 35.

"Stay still," Priya said. "If you hump the wand, Blake gets a point for discipline comparison."

I froze. The wand stayed pinned, relentless buzz turning my cock into a numb, swollen ache inside the cage. Wet spread across the front of my tights, dark patch widening while forty people watched the stain grow. Blake laughed out there, audible through the glass. Shame crawled up my neck and my hips twitched anyway, chasing friction I couldn't have.

She turned the remote. The plug inside me woke, low pulse becoming a hammering throb deep in my ass. I moaned around the gag, spit stringing to the desk edge. Two toys at once, and everyone knew. That was the point. Deniability was dead before I came the first time.

"First orgasm is verbal," Priya said. She removed the gag ball but left the straps, letting it hang under my chin. "Tell the floor what you are. Loud enough for the mic."

"I can't."

"Then Blake leads the board close and you carry his coffee for thirty-six days."

The wand cranked higher. My vision pinholed. "I'm the sissy intern," I gasped. "I'm, I'm a plugged little, office slut for the track…"

"Again. Look at the camera."

I turned my face toward the glass strip. Hot tears cut my cheeks. "I'm Owen, the sissy intern. I dress to code. I take dictation on my knees. I cum in my cage while the floor watches."

Presentation: Owen, 44. The number jumped. Reward for confession. My body understood before my pride did.

The first orgasm wrung out of me without a touch on my skin, only vibration through metal and silicone, ass clenching on the plug while my caged cock spat thin cum into the tights in ugly pulses. I sobbed, hips jerking off the floor, drool on my chin. Mara counted from the intercom. "One. Minuted."

"Thank her," Priya said.

"Thank you, for, for letting me come…" Broken, animal, words I would hear in my head every time I crossed the tier.

She didn't let the wand lift. The plug kept pulsing. Sensitivity turned brutal within seconds, nerves screaming. "Second is penetration. You earn back points or lose the week."

She strapped on under the grey jacket, black harness, thick silicone cock jutting from it. I stared at it, brain offering one useless flash: I had a finance degree. Then she yanked my hips to the edge of the desk mark, bent me over the leather arm she positioned, skirt flipped up, tights ripped open at the seam with one sharp tug.

"No lube but what you leak."

The head pressed my hole, stretching the rim around the plug's base. She didn't remove the plug. She fucked alongside it, forcing the silicone deeper, double stretch that burned white-hot. I screamed. The mic carried it. Blake whooped.

"In," she said. "Take it. Good little hole."

She drove in halfway, brutal short strokes that made the plug shift and grind my prostate. Wet sounds squelched out of my ass, obscene, microphone hungry. Each thrust slapped skin, her hips punishing my cheeks. I bit leather, tasted salt.

"Beg for the second."

"Please, fuck my ass, on the feed, I need it, I'm your, whore intern, please let me cum again…"

She rammed full depth, harness slapping my thighs. The wand returned to my cage, mashed hard. Two, three, four strokes and the second orgasm tore me open worse than the first, prostate milked dry, cum pumping out in ropes that smeared the desk leather while my asshole fluttered and clenched around her cock and the plug. Spasm stacked on spasm until I was babbling numbers. "Two, that's two, I can't…"

"You can." Priya pulled out, turned me, shoved the silicone cock into my mouth. "Clean it. Taste your ass. Third orgasm on your knees for the camera."

Gag, salt, musk, my own shame flavor. I sucked because her hand fisted my hair, because Presentation would drop if I refused, because some new hollow in me wanted to be good at this. The wand droned against my throat through the cage pressed against my chin. She counted down from five. At one she rammed three fingers alongside the cock in my mouth, stretching my jaw, and I came a third time with nothing but vibration and suffocation, cum jetting into my tights again while I choked and drooled down her wrist.

"Three," Mara said, voice dry. "Presentation: Owen, 52."

Priya stepped back, wiped her strap with the linen, zipped her jacket over the harness. I slumped on the carpet, ass gaping, tights destroyed, face wet. She looked down like she was reviewing a spreadsheet.

"Stand. Fix your blouse. Carry the empty cup back across the tier. Smile optional. Visibility optional. Compliance mandatory."

My legs wobbled. I pulled the torn tights as high as they'd go, smoothed the hem with hands that wouldn't stop shaking. The dashboard numbers glowed. Blake's score had stalled at 59. Mine had climbed on confession and orgasm, and everyone knew why.

I opened the door. The open plan hit me like cold air. Every eye on me, coffee cup empty, walk of shame in daylight. Blake stepped into my path.

"Heard you on the speaker," he said. "Sissy intern Owen. Plugged office slut. That the pitch you're running?"

I couldn't answer. My ass throbbed with each step around him.

Mara fell in beside me, tablet tapping. "Cohort memo posts in five. Your presentation review is public record. Blake, back to your desk."

Blake winked. "Enjoy the stain, Owen."

The stain on my tights had dried to a stiff map anyone could read from row six. I walked the length of the tier anyway, heels clicking, plug humming on the setting she'd left, low torment for the return trip. Whispers became words I caught. "He said it himself." "Did you see the strap?" "Fifty-two and climbing."

At my desk there was no hiding. My monitor showed the minuted review attached to my profile, timestamp 07:41, keywords flagged: sissy intern, plugged, public orgasm. The private self I'd brought in on day one was a file now, shareable.

Priya's message blinked. Tomorrow's memo drops at six. Heels four inches. Morning inspection on the tier, not in the closet. Blake will present beside you.

I read it twice. Thirty-six days. The corner office waited behind frosted glass, and the whole cohort had watched me kneel for it. I touched the cage through ruined nylon, still leaking, body already leaning toward the next instruction while my mind recoiled. Terror of exposure had come true. What scared me more was the hollow relief underneath, the need to be told again what I was now that everyone else had heard it.

I saved the message, straightened the hem, and started the next cup for Priya's second round. The elevator dinged. Another bank of lights woke. The track kept moving, and I moved with it.


Chapter 4: The Private Track

The tower stayed dark except for the strip of light behind her door. I stood in the hall with yesterday’s score burning my face and the plug still seated where Mara’s dress-code memo said it had to be. My thighs stuck to the nylon. The cage under the hem had left a wet ring on the fabric I kept smoothing down with numb fingers.

Director Priya opened before I knocked. Steam from two cups hit my cheeks. A chair waited beside hers, pulled out, cushion warm like someone had been sitting there on purpose.

“Come in, Owen. Close the door.”

I shut out the black open plan. Her office smelled like coffee and her skin. Frosted panels hid the corner suite across the hall. I had stared at that glass all week and told myself the collared girl in there was finished. Broken. A warning.

“Sit.”

I lowered into the chair. Heat from the cushion climbed my stockings. She slid a cup toward me. Black, no sugar, the way I drank it before any of this. My hands shook around the ceramic.

“You crossed forty desks yesterday.” She didn’t raise her voice. “Blake’s presentation score beat yours by four points.”

Four points. My stomach dropped. Thirty-five days left on the track. Two finalists. One corner office at the board close. Blake got the number and I got the hallway.

“I can close the gap,” I said. Too fast. Too eager.

Her mouth twitched. “Can you.”

She leaned back. Silk blouse open at the throat. No memo in her hand. No wand on the desk. Just a slim folder and the quiet hum of the building waking up one level below us.

“This floor eats people who only know how to endure.” She tapped the folder. “I run a private mentorship for assets who know how to invest.”

Invest. The word slid into the sore place yesterday left. Endure was what victims did. Invest was what winners did. My cock strained against the cage and I hated how my body heard her before my brain caught up.

“What does that mean,” I asked.

“It means you stop bleeding points in public and you learn behind my door.” She held my eyes. “Kneeling stays. The plug stays. The dress code stays. You serve me the way the contract describes. But the floor doesn’t get a vote on what I teach you.”

The coffee spread warmth through my chest. She was offering shade. After forty eyes on my hem and Blake’s smirk on the dashboard, shade landed like mercy.

“Cassidy started on the private track,” she said.

My pulse jumped. Cassidy. The glossed lips and the collar visible through the frosted office. The nameplate I couldn’t read from the hall.

“She hated me at first.” Director Priya said it like a fact about weather. “She bargained. She thought she was negotiating her way back to a man’s title. She learned to negotiate from her knees instead.”

“Where is she now.”

“Up for a floor of her own.” Priya took a sip. “The corner office you pity is a promotion chamber, Owen. Not a trash bin. The girl you feel sorry for is being moved out because she earned a bigger leash.”

The room tilted. I gripped the cup. Pity had been my armor. If she was trash, I could tell myself I was still a grad with a contract. If she was climbing, then yesterday’s humiliation was a line on a résumé I didn’t know I was writing.

“I want the mentorship,” I said.

The words left before pride could grab them. My face went hot. I wanted it. Not just the office at the end. I wanted her attention without the audience. I wanted the warm chair and the coffee poured for me like I mattered to her plan.

“Look at you.” Her voice dropped. “You want this more than you will admit.”

She stood. I stood when she did because the contract trained my body before my mind. She crossed to the low table by the sofa. A blanket folded there. Heating pad plugged in. Lube and a chrome plug thicker than the one in my ass. A harness hung on the chair back, the dildo curved upward.

“Strip to the code,” she said. “Keep the cage. Leave the stockings and heels.”

I unbuttoned the blouse with clumsy fingers. The air in her office was cooler than the chair had been. Gooseflesh rose on my arms. She watched without the dashboard overhead, without Blake counting points. Only her. My shame had nowhere to hide except inside me, where it turned thick and hungry.

“On the rug. On your back.”

I lay on the wool. The heating pad touched my spine through the blanket and heat opened me like a fist uncurling. She didn’t rush. She warmed the pad, adjusted the dial, pressed it into the small of my back until my muscles let go.

“Spread your legs.”

I opened my thighs. The plug in my ass sat enormous with her eyes on it. She didn’t yank it out. She twisted it slow. The stretch burned sweet. My clitty leaked in the cage. A string of precum slid down the metal bars.

“You’re going to learn what the floor never sees,” she said. “Maintenance. Aftercare. How an asset recovers so he can take more.”

She worked the plug in gentle circles. My hole clenched and released. Wet sounds broke the quiet. Squelch. Drag. My hips rocked without permission.

“Say what you’re doing right now.”

I swallowed. “I’m… getting opened up.”

“For who.”

“For you.”

“For what.”

The bargaining voice in my head grabbed the rail. “For the track. For the corner office. For the private mentorship.”

“Good.” She pulled the plug free. My asshole gaped and cool air kissed the rim. “You’re going to take the bigger one. You’re going to thank me when it seats. You’re never going to tell Blake you get this.”

“I won’t tell him.”

“Beg for the plug.”

My throat closed. I had sworn I would never beg for a thing in my ass. Not out loud. Not like a needy hole. The heating pad pulsed warmth into my back while my front stayed cold and exposed.

“Please put it in,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Please put the plug in my ass, Director.”

She pressed the chrome head to my rim. Inch by inch. Burn. Stretch. My eyes watered. The widest part popped through and my hole sucked it home. I moaned long and low.

“Thank you,” she made me say. “Thank you for training my ass.”

“Thank you for training my ass.”

She strapped the harness on over her skirt. The rubber cock jutted thick and matte black. She knelt between my spread legs and lifted my hips onto the pad so my back stayed warm while my hole stayed open.

“We’re going to fuck slow,” she said. “One scene. You don’t get to sprint to the finish. You ride the stretch until your brain shuts up.”

The head of her cock nudged my plug. She didn’t remove it. She pushed the plug deeper with the dildo’s pressure until I yelped.

“Hands on your cage. Feel how hard you are while I open you.”

I cupped the metal. My balls ached. She worked the plug out halfway, then pressed the rubber cock against my rim alongside the metal. Double stretch. My vision blurred.

“Take it,” she said.

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will. You told me you wanted to close the gap.”

She fed the head in. My ass burned. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. She held still until my breathing slowed, then pushed another inch. The office filled with the slick slap of lube and the obscene drag of rubber on my hole.

“Tell me what you are on the private track.”

“A… mentee.”

“Try again.”

Her cock slid deeper. My rim clenched around the shaft. Pain and heat braided together.

“I’m your asset,” I gasped.

“Asset what.”

“Asset hole. Training hole. Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fuck my ass.”

She did. Slow strokes. Long pulls almost all the way out, then a steady plunge that punched air from my lungs. The heating pad kept my back loose while my front shook. Sweat pooled under the cage. My nipples hardened against the blouse bunched at my throat.

She reached for the wand on the side table. Of course it was there. She pressed the head to the cage without turning it on.

“You come when I say. You stay on this cock until I’m done with you. Thirty-five days, Owen. Blake doesn’t get this hour.”

She clicked the wand on low. Vibration rattled the cage. My clitty throbbed behind bars. I bucked into her next thrust and the rubber cock speared deep. My hole made wet, greedy noises.

“Who owns this ass.”

“You do.”

“Say my name.”

“Director Priya owns my ass.”

She turned the wand higher. The burn in my hole climbed toward something sharp and bright. I bit my lip. Tasted blood and salt.

“You swore you wouldn’t beg,” she murmured. “Say it.”

“I swore I wouldn’t beg.” My voice broke. “I’m begging. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop fucking me.”

That was the thing I swore I would never give. Not the penetration. Not the plug. The honest beg. Mouth open. Needy. Choosing her cock over the last scrap of the man who signed the contract thinking salary was the only price.

She fucked me harder. Harness straps creaked. Her thighs slapped mine. The wand buzzed cruel and constant. My ass gaped around her shaft each time she pulled back. Lube dripped down my crack onto the rug.

“Rub your cage. Leak for me.”

I stroked the metal bars. Precum oozed through and slicked my fingers. She watched my hand while she plowed my ass. Executive calm. Boardroom focus. Like she was reviewing a spreadsheet inside my body.

“Cassidy begged the same way,” she said. “On this rug. With this pad. You’re not special. You’re next in line.”

Next in line. Not broken. Not discarded. Queued for a throne I didn’t understand yet. My hips chased her cock. Shame and want twisted until I couldn’t tell which drove the motion.

“Come,” she said.

The wand jumped to high. My clitty spasmed against the bars. Cum shot in thin stripes across my stomach and blouse. My ass clamped on her cock. She kept pounding through the orgasm until my hole fluttered and milked the rubber shaft. I sobbed once. Ugly. Loud in the empty office.

She didn’t pull out. She slowed and stayed buried. Warmth from the pad seeped into my bones. My cum cooled on my skin.

“Hold it inside you,” she said. “Feel how open you are.”

I clenched. Couldn’t close all the way. Her cock filled the space. Dripping lube tickled my balls.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you for using my ass.”

“Thank you for choosing the private track.”

I repeated it. My voice hoarse. She drew out slow. The drag made me whine. When the head slipped free my hole stayed parted. Cool air touched slick skin. She set the wand aside and pressed two fingers into my rim, checking the gape.

“Good recovery,” she said. “You’ll wear the large plug through the morning brief. Blake presents at nine. You’ll take notes from the second row in the hem Mara approved.”

Public again. The warmth tried to leave my chest. I sat up on shaking arms. She handed me a warm cloth. Wiped my stomach without comment. Tenderness after ruin. That was the trap and my body walked into it grinning.

I dressed while she typed. A new memo line appeared on my phone before I clipped the blouse.

Private mentorship: daily, 06:30, Director’s office. Attendance mandatory. Failure deducts presentation points.

Mandatory. Deducts. Her kindness had numbers attached.

She slid the folder across the desk. Inside, a photo of Cassidy in the corner office, collar polished, eyes clear. A sticky note in Priya’s hand: Day 20 promotion review.

Thirty-five days left for me. Cassidy had made it through her own forty-two and looked alive.

“You’re bargaining with yourself now,” Director Priya said. “Good. Keep doing that. Tomorrow you tell me what you want from the track in one sentence. If I like the sentence, you keep the plug size. If I don’t, Blake gets your chair at six-thirty.”

She opened the door. The open plan hummed. Lights rising. Desks waking. My ass throbbed around chrome. I walked toward the elevators with her cum still drying inside me and a sentence already forming in my mouth, hungry and precise, worth more than pride.


Chapter 5: Minuted Verbatim

The invite hit my phone while I was still typing numbers into a spreadsheet nobody would ever read. Q-Review. Kneel position. Minutes to be filed. My thumb hovered over accept. Twenty-eight days left on the track. Blake had already posted a smug thumbs-up in the cohort channel.

Devi was in the corner of Director Priya's glass box before I got there, unfolding a steno tripod like she was setting up for a deposition. The keys were black and glossy. A red light blinked on the recorder. She did not look at me. She looked at the machine.

"Place," Director Priya said from behind her desk. She wore charcoal today, collarbone bare, one file open to a page I recognized from my own contract. Page nine. The fine print I had initialed without reading because the salary line was so fat.

I went to the marked spot on the carpet. Kneel position. My stockings whispered when my knees hit the weave. Through the frosted strip of the wall, shapes moved on the open plan. Mara. Blake. Two others from the intake. They had chairs lined up on their side of the glass like it was a screening.

Devi's fingers clicked once. Testing.

"This is the day-fourteen quarterly compliance review for asset Owen," Director Priya said, loud enough for the mic. "All remarks enter the permanent development file verbatim. Devi, confirm."

"Recording," Devi said. Her voice was flat. Office flat.

Director Priya slid the contract across the desk until the corner bit my knee. "Read the measurement clause aloud. Section nine, subsection C."

My mouth was dry. I read. "Candidate value shall be assessed solely on presentation compliance, deportment under observation, and documented submission metrics. Prior academic credentials, external certifications, and unapproved skill demonstrations are excluded from scoring."

Excluded. The degree. The analytics cert. The pitch deck I had stayed up three nights building before anyone put me in a cage.

"Again," she said. "Slower. For the minutes."

I read it again. Each word landed in my stomach like a dropped stapler. Devi's keys clattered in sync. Every syllable I spoke was becoming paper. Permanent paper.

"Thank you," Director Priya said. "Competence is a hobby here. Obedience is the product. Do you understand what that means for your review today?"

"I understand."

"Use the protocol phrase."

I swallowed. Taste of burnt coffee from the morning and metal from the cage key I had sucked while dressing. "I understand my value is measured by compliance and presentation only."

Blake's silhouette leaned closer to the glass. I hated that he could hear me through the feed speakers.

"Item one," Director Priya said. "Posture."

She walked around the desk. Her heel nudged my knees wider. "Back straight. Chin down. Hands palms up on thighs. Present the collar."

I rolled my shoulders back. The little silver band at my throat caught the light. She hooked a finger under it and tugged once, testing the fit. My breath hitched. Shame crawled up my neck before my dick tried to swell against pink plastic.

"Score," she said.

"Ninety-two," Devi said without looking up.

"Item two. Voice."

Director Priya returned to her chair. "State your role."

"Development intern. Feminized presentation track."

"State what you are not."

The old me clawed at the inside of my skull. Business grad. Analyst. A guy who could run a DCF in his head. I opened my mouth anyway.

"I am not evaluated on business output. I am not a consultant. I am ornamental staff in training."

The keys never stopped.

"Eighty-eight," Devi said. "Hesitation at ornamental."

Director Priya made a note in the margin herself. Red pen. "We'll improve that."

My face burned. My spit went thick in my mouth.

"Item three. Responsiveness."

She opened a drawer. Not a pen. A slim remote. My plug woke up inside me with a low buzz I had learned to fear on day six. I jerked. A sound tore out of me, half moan, half choke.

"Hold still," she said. "The cohort is watching whether you break for a setting of two."

I bit the inside of my cheek. Salt. The buzz rolled through my rectum, steady, cruel. My caged clitty leaked a clear thread into the satin lining of my panties. I stayed upright. Palms up. Chin down.

"Ninety," Devi said.

"Good," Director Priya said. She turned the remote up one notch.

The buzz sharpened. My hole clenched around the silicone. I counted heartbeats because counting was the last thing the MBA part of me knew how to do. Twelve. Fifteen. Twenty-two.

"Ask for what you need," she said.

The glass faces were still. Mara had her phone up. Recording for the cohort archive, probably.

"Please," I said. My voice cracked. "Please let me adjust. I can hold presentation if you lower the setting."

"Incorrect," Director Priya said. "You do not negotiate settings. You thank for correction. Try again."

The buzz stayed. My thighs trembled.

"Thank you for correcting my posture, Director."

"Better. Item four. Predecessor standard."

She tapped her screen. The wall monitor lit. Frosted glass office. Corner suite. Cassidy on her knees in front of a desk that was not Director Priya's, wearing gloss and a thicker collar, taking dictation while three seniors stood over her.

I had pitied Cassidy on day three. Broken end-state. Trophy humiliation.

"Read the caption," Director Priya said.

Devi spoke from the recording without emotion. "Cassidy, day twelve. Final secretarial liturgy before floor handover. Promoted to floor lead effective day twenty. Corner office reissued to incoming finalist."

Incoming finalist. The words sat in my mouth like cold grease.

"That office is not a discard pile," Director Priya said. "It is the anteroom to authority. She signed her male name away on that carpet. She earned the next floor. You are being graded against her minute twelve, not her day five."

My plug buzzed harder. I tasted bile and lipstick.

"I want you to understand the ladder," she said. "Humiliation is the interview. The minutes are the resume. Your spreadsheet skills are noise."

She stood. "Item five. Live compliance demonstration. Cohort witnesses. Devi, capture all dialogue and vocalizations verbatim. No summaries."

Devi's nod was a click of keys.

Director Priya strapped a harness over her skirt. Black rubber cock, thick, already slicked. She stepped in front of me. The head pressed my lips.

"Open. Demonstrate throat presentation for score."

I opened. She pushed in on one stroke. Gag reflex slammed my throat shut. She held my hair and pulled back, then fed me again. Wet sounds filled the room. Slick. Squelch. My nose brushed her belt. Spit ran down my chin and dripped on my blouse. Devi's recorder picked up every gag.

"Say what you are for the file," Director Priya said, pulling out enough for me to speak.

"Cock-sucking development ornament," I gasped. Filth on my tongue. My own voice humiliating me while Blake watched.

"Again. Louder."

"Cock-sucking development ornament."

She shoved back in. I choked. Tears salted the corner of my mouth. She fucked my face in measured strokes like she was pacing a metronome for the steno machine. My jaw ached. Drool pooled on my stockings.

"Score," she said, pulling free. A string of spit bridged my lip to her rubber.

"Eighty-six," Devi said. "Dental contact inconsistent on the downstroke."

Director Priya wiped my chin with two fingers and pushed them into my mouth. I sucked them clean. Taste of her skin and my own spit.

"We fix that now," she said.

She guided me to the side of the desk, bent over the leather edge. Skirt up. Panties down to mid-thigh. Cool air on my plugged hole and my leaking cage.

"Hands on the desk. Do not let go."

The cohort feed crackled. Blake laughed once, cut short.

Director Priya worked the plug out slow. My asshole clenched, then gaped when the base passed. Empty ache. She replaced it with her cock in one thrust.

I screamed into the desk blotter. Ink smeared under my palms.

"Pound count begins at one," Devi said.

Director Priya drove in. One. Two. Three. Each stroke slapped loud enough for the glass. My hole burned and opened. She set a brutal pace. No mercy from yesterday's coffee and kindness. This was the file.

"Recite measurement clause," she said.

I sobbed the words between thrusts. "Assessed… solely on presentation… compliance… submission…"

"Louder."

I shouted it. The rubber cock punched my prostate. My cage dripped. Shame and need twisted until I could not tell which was making me harder.

"First orgasm is a scored item," Director Priya said. "You will ask permission in the correct phrase. You will thank after. Devi will count."

Her hand snaked under me and pressed a small wand to my cage through the bars. Buzz. Buzz. Buzz on my clitty while she plowed my ass.

"Please," I begged. "Please let this ornament cum. Please grade my release."

"Granted."

I came so hard my vision whited. Cum shot through the cage in thin spurts, splattering the desk leg. My asshole spasmed around her cock. I howled. Devi's keys never paused.

"One," Devi said. "Vocalization logged."

"Thank you for allowing ornament release," I gasped, protocol drilled into my bones even while I was still twitching.

"Insufficient recovery time," Director Priya said. "Item five continues. Blake, note the drip for cohort comparison."

Humiliation lashed sharper than the wand. She did not stop. The cock in my ass kept moving through oversensitive flesh. The wand stayed on.

"Two is required for passing," she said.

I shook my head. Too much. My MBA brain was gone. Only hole left.

"You will take two," she said. "You will beg for the second in filthier words. The minutes require specificity."

"Please fuck my ass and make your whore cum again. Please use the hole. I'm your graded slut. I need two for the file."

The words left my mouth and owned me. Pride was ash.

She rammed deep and held the wand hard. Second crest built brutal, longer than the first. My toes curled in heels. I came again, weaker spurts, stomach cramping, ass clenching in rhythm I could not control.

"Two," Devi said.

"Thank you. Thank you."

"Item six. Contract acknowledgment."

Director Priya pulled out. My ass gaped. She showed me the plug again, thicker than before, and pressed it home without lube beyond my own mess. I whimpered.

She put the contract in my shaking hands. "Read subsection D. Aloud."

"Upon acceptance of final role conversion, candidate surrenders prior legal name and male presentation rights in perpetuity, in exchange for executive placement subject to director ownership."

Perpetuity. Ownership. The throne Cassidy had taken.

"Initial here," she said, tapping a blank line at the bottom of today's review sheet. Not the final conversion. A daily initialed admission that only submission was scored.

I initialed. OW. The letters looked small.

"Verbalize," she said.

"My competence is worthless on this track. My submission is my only product."

Devi typed. Verbatim. Forever.

Director Priya turned me to face the glass. Cum drying on my thighs. Plug buzzing low again. Collar bright.

"Final score," she said.

Devi read. "Aggregate presentation compliance: ninety-one. Submission responsiveness: ninety-four. Business metrics: not applicable."

Not applicable. My whole education reduced to a line that did not count.

"The cohort may disperse," Director Priya said. The shapes beyond the glass moved. Blake's shadow lingered longest.

She lifted my chin. "You performed adequately for day fourteen. The file now states what you are worth here. Do not confuse gratitude from private mentorship with exemption from public measurement."

Yesterday's warmth in her office was a knife now. I had bargained upward in my head. Best asset. Real role. The minutes killed that.

She turned off the wand and the plug. Quiet flooded my body, heavy as exhaustion.

"We are only just beginning," she said.

She handed me a printed copy of the minutes. My own choked voice quoted back at me in black type. Ornamental staff. Cock-sucking development ornament. Competence is worthless.

At my desk an hour later, a new calendar block appeared for day fifteen. Blake had been assigned shadow lead on the cohort deck. My analytics tab was still open, useless numbers glowing. I closed it. The corner office with Cassidy's nameplate ghosted in my mind, waiting for whoever signed away his name at board close.

Twenty-eight days. One throne. The ladder had teeth, and I was already climbing because the paper said I had no other value left to spend.


Chapter 6: The Succession Pipeline

"Come in before you make a display," Cassidy said.

I stepped over the threshold. The door sighed shut and the noise from the floor dropped to a muffled hum, like holding a seashell to your ear except the shell smelled of her perfume, heavy jasmine cut with coffee and the sharp tang of fresh toner from the printer in the corner. My cage pressed cold against my thigh under the hem. The room was smaller than I had imagined from the outside, and hotter, sun trapped in the glass. A nameplate sat on the desk, brass, already engraved in looping script I did not recognize. Not Cassidy. Not mine. Waiting.

She locked the door. Click.

"You pitied me," she said. No greeting. No smile. "I saw it on your face every time you walked past. Poor Cassidy in her cage. Finished."

My throat closed. The degree in my drawer meant nothing here. The pitch decks meant nothing. Yesterday Devi had minuted every whimper and none of my numbers.

"I didn't…"

"You did." She crossed to the desk and tapped the nameplate with one nail. "Sit."

A low stool sat beside her chair, the kind for taking dictation. I had knelt on worse. I sat because my legs would not hold me otherwise. The stool was padded, too high, my skirt riding up. Shame hit first, the old reflex, heat crawling up my neck because anyone on the floor could guess why I was in here. Then ambition slid under it, ugly and hungry, because the brass plate was real and the chair behind the desk was real and Cassidy stood like she owned the air.

She pulled a folder from the drawer. Contract language. Fine print I had initialed on day three without reading because the salary line had too many zeros.

"Page nine," she said. "You signed for development. Succession clause, subsection four. Read it aloud."

My hands shook opening to the tab she marked. The words blurred, then sharpened.

"'Upon satisfactory completion of the accelerated track, the selected candidate assumes executive custody of the corner suite and cohort authority, contingent on permanent role conversion and surrender of prior legal name.'"

"Again. Slower."

I read it again. Each syllable landed in my stomach and stayed.

Cassidy leaned against the desk, arms folded, collar shifting at her throat. "The corner suite isn't where they put the broken ones. It's the throne. Priya breaks us on purpose. She needs executives who owe her their skin. I'm not discarded. I'm promoted out to run the east floor starting day twenty. This room runs the next intake. That name on the glass is yours if you win. If you lose, Blake gets it and you go back to being a grad with a nondisclosure and no references."

Twenty-seven days. The number sat in my mouth bitter as aspirin.

"Blake doesn't know," I said.

"Blake thinks it's a punishment posting." Her mouth twitched. "Let him."

Grief came then, sudden and physical, a cramp behind my ribs for the guy who had walked in with a laptop and a haircut he paid for himself. Owen-the-grad. Gone in the same breath I understood the ladder I had hated went up, not down. The cage on my cock had started as humiliation. In this room it looked like jewelry for a contender.

Cassidy watched my face the way Priya did, cataloging.

"Dress code escalates tomorrow," she said. "Memo already drafted. You'll present in full protocol for the pipeline interview. Heels you can walk in. Collar. No cage cover, sheer tights so the floor sees what you are. Blake stays in slacks. The board likes contrast."

"I can't…"

"You will. Or you forfeit." She tossed a second document on my lap. Amendment rider, single page. "Initial here. Acknowledges you understand the succession terms and the name forfeiture on day forty-two if selected."

The pen was heavy, metal, warm from her hand. I initialed. The ink smelled like vinegar.

"Good pet."

The word should have stung. My clitty strained against the cage instead, traitor blood pounding, and I hated myself for the slow leak I could not hide in sheer tights tomorrow.

Cassidy opened a cabinet I had never seen from the hallway. Rows of silicone, chrome, lube in pump bottles. She selected a plug thick at the base, black, and a bottle of gel cooled in the mini-fridge, its scent mixing with jasmine until my sinuses burned.

"Maintenance," she said. "Part of the negotiation. You want the room, you learn what it costs in your body before Priya tests you in front of witnesses. Lie on the rug. Ass up. Skirt on your back."

This was the respite shape, one long slope, no frantic peaks, no counting. I lay down on the carpet that had probably felt Priya's heels and Cassidy's knees and whoever came before. The fibers scratched my cheek. I pulled the skirt up and exposed my ass, caged cock dangling useless between my thighs, already wet at the tip.

"Ask for it."

My voice cracked. "Please put the plug in me."

"Like you mean it."

"Please stretch my ass open. I need it. I'm… I'm your replacement hole until I earn the chair."

She lubed the plug with a slow twist of her wrist, the squelch loud in the quiet room. Cold gel slid down my crack. One finger first, then two, working me open with patience that hurt worse than violence because she hummed under her breath, almost kind.

"You're tight. Priya will ruin you in front of the board if you stay this tight."

Three fingers. The burn spread. My hole clenched and released against her intrusion, obscene wet sounds with each push. She added a fourth. I bit the carpet and moaned into the pile, spit soaking a dark patch under my mouth.

"Take it," she murmured. "Breathe. Good little toy."

The plug seated with a pop that left me gaping around the base. She did not let me adjust. She pulled a harness from the same drawer, black straps, and stepped into it while I trembled. The dildo on it was long, veined, thicker than the plug.

"I'm not going to fuck you fast," she said. "I'm going to fuck you until you understand the room."

She worked the dildo in inch by inch, replacing the plug, stretching my ass around silicone until my thighs shook. No rush. Each thrust a measured drag, the slap of her hips against my ass cheeks wet with lube and sweat. The smell rose between us, sex and rubber and her perfume going sour with heat.

"Tell me what you're mourning."

"My name," I gasped. "My… my suit. My…"

"Your cock?"

"It's locked. It doesn't…"

"It leaks." She reached under me and flicked the cage. Pain and pleasure twisted together. "Say you're mourning your cock anyway."

"I'm mourning my cock." Tears hit the carpet. "I'm mourning being a man. Oh god."

"And what do you want instead?"

The question tore me open worse than the dildo. Ambition answered before pride could stop it.

"The chair. The name on the glass. I want Blake to lose."

She laughed once, short. "There he is."

She fucked me harder then, still not a sprint, a deep relentless rail that punched air out of my lungs in grunts. Without stopping her hips, she picked up the wand she had left buzzing on the desk and pressed it to my cage through the metal bars. Vibration rattled my balls, my clitty swelling purple and helpless. I sobbed into the rug.

"Don't come yet."

"I can't… I'm gonna…"

"You come when I say. Negotiation terms." She slowed the wand, cruel. "Beg in the words on the rider."

"Please let the sissy intern cum. Please let Owen… let this hole cum from his ass being used."

"Owen is a temporary label." She sped the wand again. "What are you?"

"A contender. A slut for the throne. A… a fucking anal whore learning the pipeline."

"Better."

She pulled out entirely. My asshole gaped, air cool on slick skin. Before I could clench she added lube and pushed her fingers back in, four, then tucking her thumb, pressure insane, burning stretch that made my vision white out at the edges.

"Relax your hole."

"I can't."

"You will if you want day forty-two."

I bore down, shame shredding into raw need, and her hand slid deeper, knuckles stretching my rim until I howled. Fist-deep. Full. The room smelled like my ass and her gel and the iron hint of blood from where I had bitten my lip. She worked me open from the inside, twist and curl, while the wand stayed on my cage.

"Come now," she said.

I broke. The orgasm wrung out of me dry around the cage, cum dribbling thin and humiliating through the bars while my ass spasmed on her wrist, squelching, clenching, unable to close. Sounds came out of me no language, animal, broken. Too much. More. Cannot stop.

She held me through it until I went limp, then eased out finger by finger. I lay leaking, ass pulsing, cage dripping on the carpet.

Cassidy wiped her hand with a monogrammed cloth, calm as if we had reviewed a spreadsheet. She helped me sit, skirt fallen around my waist, dignity gone. She offered water. I drank. The plastic tasted like the floor's recycled air.

"Priya will call you in at four," she said. "Dress code memo hits your inbox at noon. Blake gets a different memo. He still thinks he's winning."

I looked at the engraved nameplate. The loops meant a feminine name. My chest hollowed again for the grad I had been, and filled in the same second with hunger for the glass and the cohort below and the power to draft memos that bent other interns into what I had become.

The intercom chimed.

Director Priya's voice, level and exact: "Owen. Corner suite. Now."

Cassidy unlocked the door and held it as she had when I entered. This time I walked out on legs that trembled, ass sore, cage wet, twenty-seven days ticking. Blake glanced up from his desk and smirked. Mara did not look. Devi's stenograph case sat open on her credenza, ready.

I crossed the floor in my skirt. Heads turned. The frosted door waited again, Priya behind it, the real negotiation still ahead, the throne closer and the price already carved into brass I had not earned yet.

Cassidy's whisper followed me, barely sound: "Don't pity the collar. Wear it like you mean to run the floor below it."

I put my hand on the glass. Warm from the sun. Heavy under my palm.

Priya opened it from inside before I knocked.

"You belong in this room now," she said.

I stepped through. The door shut. The floor vanished behind frost. My old self stayed out there with Blake and the memos and the man I had been on day one, and I stayed in here, contender, hole, heir, grieving and reaching for the name that was not engraved yet but would be if I paid everything.

Priya pointed at the stool.

"Kneel. We have terms to finalize before the board hears you scream."

I knelt. The scent of her, sandalwood and power, cut through the ache in my ass. Twenty-seven days. One chair. One name to sign away.

I opened my mouth to beg before she told me to.


Chapter 7: The Collar Clause

The paystub slid out warm from the HR printer, triple-rate gross the same as always, and at the bottom a new line in block type: Clause 7-C, Collar Compliance & Edging Log, effective pay period 22. My hand shook on the paper. Twenty days until the day-42 board close. Blake had already initialed his copy at the copier. He held it up without looking at me, clause number shining, and walked toward the glass conference room where Mara waited with the minute book.

I initialed mine at the counter. The pen scratched like a confession. Clause 7-C meant the steel on my throat got weighed every Friday, and every orgasm I earned or missed went in a column next to my KPI score. Coercion used to be the story I told myself at night. Forced. Contract. Page nine. The words still worked on paper. My cock strained against the pink polycarbonate locked since day fourteen, and my fingers went to the empty space above my collarbone where nothing sat yet except skin that ached for weight.

Mara opened the door. "Finalists. Inside."

The conference table was glass. Under it my reflection wore the week's mandated kit: charcoal pencil skirt, sheer blouse, stockings with a run I'd earned crawling for a dropped stapler yesterday. Director Priya sat at the head, tablet in front of her, Blake across from me in his tailored slacks and untouched masculinity. Cassidy stood by the frosted wall panel, collar polished, nameplate gone from her neck because promotion had started. She watched me the way you watch the next rung on a ladder.

"Day twenty-two," Director Priya said. Her voice was flat coffee. "Clause 7-C is live. You will edge three times daily, logged. Release only on my signature or forfeiture. Blake, you're on the standard track. Owen, you're petitioning for accelerated collar candidacy. Do you understand the difference?"

Blake smirked. "He petitions for humiliation. I petition for revenue."

"Revenue can wait," she said. "Humiliation is the product. Owen, read your clause aloud for the minute."

My face burned before I opened my mouth. The paper rattled. "Collar Compliance and Edging Log. Subject agrees to wear training collar upon approval, maintain chastity, report all stimulation attempts, and request release in writing when denied."

"Request," she repeated. "Not endure. Request. That's new language as of today. Blake doesn't have that line. You do because you asked for it last Tuesday in an email I kept."

I had asked. Three a.m., unable to sleep, thumbs on my phone, typing please tighten the rules, please put the collar in the contract, I can't stop thinking about it. Send. I'd hoped she'd ignore it. She'd quoted it back in the subject line with a calendar invite.

"Strip to regulation undergarments," she said. "Skirt and blouse on the chair. Blake stays dressed. This is a minuted review, not a peep show for him. He watches so he knows what he's competing against."

Blake's eyes stayed on me while I unbuttoned. Humiliation doubled because part of me wanted them there. The blouse pooled on the chair. The skirt followed. I stood in the open-backed lace teddy and the locked clitty cage, nipples hard against scratchy mesh, ass plug from morning check-in still seated deep from Devi's lube-sticky fingers. Warm silicone filled me. Every shift sent texture up my spine.

Director Priya circled. Her fingertip traced the run in my stocking, slow, catching nylon fuzz. "Defect. Minus two presentation points. Who do you report to for hosiery failures?"

"You, ma'am."

"Louder. For Mara."

"You, ma'am," I said, and Mara’s pen scratched.

"Good. Kneel. Hands behind your back."

Carpet bit my knees through thin nylon. She unlocked a case on the table. Black leather collar, inch and a half wide, interior lined with something soft that would sweat against my throat by noon. She held it under my chin without fastening it. The leather smell mixed with my own skin, sharp and close.

"This is what you emailed about," she said. "You want it. Say that for the record."

My throat closed. Business school Owen would have walked out. That guy was a fiction I clung to like a life raft full of holes. "I want the collar."

Blake exhaled a laugh. "Jesus."

"Silence," Director Priya said without looking at him. "Again, Owen. What do you want?"

"I want you to put the collar on me. I want it locked. I want it logged."

Mara wrote. The scratching sound was permanent. My alibi died in that noise. No more I was forced. I'd begged in an inbox and now begged aloud in minutes that would sit next to Clause 7-C forever.

She buckled the collar. Click. Weight settled on my collarbones, warm from her hands. Not punishment. Claim. My clitty leaked in the cage, a thin slick string that hit my thigh and cooled in the AC.

"Edge one," she said. She pulled a wand from the case, matte white head, cord trailing to the outlet. No blindfold. She wanted Blake to see my face. She pressed the head to the cage, buzzing through plastic straight into my shaft. My hips jerked. I bit my lip until I tasted blood.

"Count aloud."

"One. One. Oh fuck, one."

"You're not allowed one. You're allowed almost. Stop at almost."

She dialed the wand up. The vibration texture changed from buzz to hammer. My balls drew tight. Heat pooled in my belly. Almost there, almost there, and she pulled the wand away. My ruined moan echoed off glass. Blake leaned forward, fascinated.

"Thank her for the denial," Mara said, reading from a script card.

"Thank you for denying me, ma'am."

"Edge two. Plug."

She didn't touch the wand. She nudged the base of the plug with her toe through my heel. Slow rotation. Nylon, leather shoe, silicone inside me, all different warmths layered. I panted numbers. "Two. Two. Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words hit harder than the wand. I shook. "Please let me come. Please, I need it, I'm your edging slut, please ma'am."

"Almost," she said, and kicked the plug harder. My ass clenched around the swell. Prostate stuttered. Vision grayed at the edges. She stepped back. I sobbed once, ugly, audible on the minute recording device blinking red on the shelf.

"Cassidy," Director Priya said. "Demonstrate petition protocol for the boys."

Cassidy knelt beside me, mirror smooth. She took my chin, my collar close to the empty throat where hers would soon sit. "When you ask for more, you kiss the floor first. Show him."

She pressed my face down. Carpet fuzz on my lips. I kissed it. Salt from someone's spilled coffee in the fibers. Cassidy's heel between my shoulder blades, light pressure.

"Petition language," Director Priya said. "Owen. Ask for edge three and release. Full sentences. Filthy enough to quote in the board deck if you fail."

I lifted my head. Drool string from lip to carpet. "I petition Director Priya to edge my locked clitty a third time and to grant release if I beg correctly. I'm a finalist whore who needs to cum on record so I can compete for the corner office. I want the throne. I want the name on the glass. I want you to own my orgasms until day forty-two."

Blake stared at me like I'd stripped more than clothes. Good. Let him see appetite where he brought spreadsheets.

"Granted partial," she said. "Edge three on the bench. Mara, time it."

They moved me to a padded bench along the wall, ass up, cheek against vinyl that stuck to sweat. Director Priya fitted cuff restraints to my wrists under the bench. Immobile. She swapped the plug for a thicker training dildo on a harness peg, lubed, cool at first then warming as she worked it in inch by inch. Stretch burned. My hole opened greedy anyway, trained for weeks. She fucked me slow with it while Mara called seconds. Ninety. One-twenty. One-fifty.

The wand returned, pressed to my perineum, buzzing through to cage and stuffed ass at once. Texture everywhere, inside and out. "Three. Three. I'm at three, ma'am, please, I'll say anything."

"Say what you are."

"A hole. A collared hole. A sissy intern who asked for worse."

"Louder."

"A collared sissy hole who emails his boss begging for a leash."

Blake's chair creaked. He was hard in his slacks. Competition isn't always who presents male at the end. Sometimes it's who breaks prettier.

She pulled the dildo out. Gape ached empty. Then her strap, black rubber thicker than the trainer, slapped my ass once, wet sound, and she drove in without mercy, pounding until the conference glass rattled. My cage swung under me, dribbling pre-cum that smeared the vinyl.

"No release," she said. "Not yet. You petitioned. I deny."

I screamed into the bench. She fucked through it. Anal stretch lit my whole body. Prostate mashed every thrust. Edge three crested and she killed it with a pinch at the base of my cage through the plastic. Pain snapped me back from the cliff. Denied again. Tears wet the vinyl. Shame and need twisted until I couldn't tell which fed which.

Mara announced, "Denial logged. Duration four minutes twelve on penetration."

Director Priya pulled out. Cool air on my open ass. She showed Blake the gape. "This is what acceleration looks like. He asks for it. Your move is to refuse the track entirely. You won't. You need the salary too."

She unbuckled my cuffs. I collapsed to knees, collar heavy, ass leaking lube down thighs. She lifted my chin with two fingers.

"Beg, and I might let you."

I had nothing left except want. "Please. Please let this slut cum. I'll thank you on the minute. I'll thank you in front of the board. I'll sign whatever name you want. Please fuck the cum out of my locked clitty. Please, ma'am. Please."

She smiled, small and cruel. "Mercy withdrawn until the wording is right. Repeat. What are you begging for?"

"To cum like your pet. To cum from my ass while you laugh. To cum with your collar on my neck so everyone knows I chose it."

"Better."

She laid me on my back on the table, glass cold under shoulder blades, stockings still on, cage pointing up pathetic. Blake moved to the side as ordered, witness. She mounted the bench between my legs, wand on my balls this time, low setting, torturous. Her gloved hand worked a vibrating prostate massager into my ass alongside the strap she'd kept on. Two toys, stuffed full, squelch loud in the quiet room. Warmth inside built layer on layer.

"Hold," she said.

I couldn't. My body shook apart. "Please please please."

"Count the edges you've had today."

"Two completed. Three denied. This is four. I'll die."

"You won't die. You'll spill in your cage like a good toy. Beg for number four."

"Let me have four. Let me cum in the cage. I'm your collared bitch, Director Priya. I petition for release. Clause seven-C. Signed Owen. Please."

She nodded once to Mara. "Log petition granted."

The wand jumped to high. Prostate massager buzzed brutal. I arched off glass. Orgasm one tore through locked plastic, cock pulsing useless, cum jetting in thin spurts that filled the cage and leaked out the vent holes, warm slop on my stomach. I howled. Mara counted. "One."

"Thank you," I gasped, protocol drilled in. "Thank you for one, ma'am."

"Again," Director Priya said before the twitching stopped. She twisted the massager. "Two."

Second orgasm hurt. Oversensitive, brutal, cum already thinning to dribble. My voice broke. "Two. Thank you. Thank you, two."

Blake's breath was ragged. Good.

"Three," she said, and pressed her thumb over the cage vent, trapping heat and mess, while the wand stayed on. Forced overstimulation. My ass clamped on the toys. Vision whited. Third release was smaller, shameful, body still trying, cum smeared everywhere, smell thick in the conference air. "Three. Thank you. Three."

She didn't stop.

"Four is punishment for the email," she said. "You wanted more rules. Here's more."

She pulled the massager out with a wet pop. Gape fluttered. Strap-on back inside, fast strokes, wand on perineum, her other hand yanking the cage side to side. Fourth orgasm was dry ache and full-body convulsion, nothing left to shoot, prostate spasm anyway, noise obscene from my throat. I counted because she'd trained me to. "Four. Thank you for four, ma'am."

Mara closed the log. "Session complete. Collar remains on trainee pending board review."

Director Priya unbuckled the collar. My throat went naked, wrong, colder without leather. She set it on the table like dessert I'd earned a bite of and couldn't keep.

"You'll petition again tomorrow," she said. "In person. Before Blake's revenue block. Wear the run stockings. Fix nothing. I want the floor to see you ask."

Cassidy handed me my blouse. Her whisper at my ear, only me. "That's how you climb. Not by hiding want. By putting it in the minutes."

I dressed with shaking hands. Clause 7-C on the paystub in my pocket. Collar print still dented on my skin. Blake wouldn't meet my eyes in the elevator. Twenty days. The name waited in frosted glass I now pictured with my mouth on it, not my pity.

Director Priya's calendar ping hit my phone before the doors opened: Petition Hearing, Collar Fitting, 08:00, mandatory skirt, no release until wording approved.

I read it twice. My clitty throbbed empty in the messy cage. I didn't delete it. I didn't fight it. I typed one word into the acceptance line.

Yes.


Chapter 8: Page Nine in Full

The numbers on the wall screen had gone cold blue an hour ago. Blake sat first. I sat one rung under him, my name pulsing in that sick green like it was begging. Fourteen days left on the forty-two-day clock. Day twenty-eight. My thighs stuck to the vinyl chair from the walk up. The floor above us was dark. Every desk faced the glass where our scores lived.

I clicked into the metric tree Blake had been feeding all week. His surrender index climbed while mine flatlined on denial. Jealousy sat in my gut like a hot coin I could not spit out. I had asked her for more collar, more edge, more record. He had out-asked me without asking. That was the part that burned.

My login still had intern clearance on the contract server. Old Owen would have called it unethical. Old Owen did not have Blake's name above his on a wall-sized dashboard past midnight. I typed page nine into search and hit the restricted folder.

The file opened.

Full text. Not the paycheck summary they flashed on onboarding day. The whole clause. Role-conversion language. Name surrender at board close. Corner office succession. Perpetual answerability to Director Priya. My cock strained against the steel ring in my skirt while I read the words that would erase Owen from the letterhead. I screenshot everything. Blake's personnel ID was in the shared finalist roster. I pulled his last three minuted reviews and drafted a counter-report: inconsistent compliance, inflated surrender metrics, gaming the collar log.

If I could drag him down one rung, I could climb without kneeling deeper.

I did not hear her heels until they stopped behind my chair.

"Working late, Owen."

The voice was calm. The air went cold like a freezer door had swung open.

I slammed the laptop half shut. Too late. The screen still showed page nine in full and Blake's name in my draft subject line.

She leaned over my shoulder. Her perfume cut through the stale office air. Cold coffee sat in my cup from nine p.m. My nipples hardened under the blouse before I could stop them.

"You are not here to resist the track," she said. "You are here to compete on it."

"I am competing."

"With stolen documents and sabotage." She straightened. "Close the laptop. Stand."

I stood. My knees knocked. Shame and want twisted together until my clitty leaked in the ring.

"Blake pulled ahead because he stopped pretending he had an exit," she said. "You still think there is a version of you that wins by staying male on paper."

"There has to be."

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

The words landed in my chest like a stamp. I opened my mouth to argue. She held up one finger.

"Tomorrow, nine a.m., open floor. Minuted review. You will present your rebellion to everyone who still has a shot at the corner office. You will read page nine aloud. Then you will accept correction."

"Blake will see…"

"Blake will score for witnessing discipline. You will score for surviving it. That is the system you tried to hack."

I hated that my dick twitched at survive it.

She left without taking the laptop. That was worse. She wanted the evidence logged.

I did not sleep. I heard every vent click and every distant elevator ding in the empty tower. At eight forty-five I stood in the women's compliance stall and shaved my balls smooth for the third time this week. The razor was cold. They drew up tight anyway.

At nine the floor filled. Heat from two dozen bodies raised the room ten degrees. Blake leaned on a pillar in his fitted shirt and slacks, collar hidden under his buttoned shirt, watching me with a half smile that made me want to punch him and suck him off at the same time.

Director Priya stood on the low platform by the KPI wall. Mara held the minute recorder. Devi from cohort three had been told to observe. Cassidy's old desk still had a stack of unread onboarding packets on it, fresh paper smell sharp over the coffee.

"Owen," the director said. "Read."

I climbed the two steps. My heels echoed. Every sound was too loud.

I opened the tablet with the file I had stolen.

"Page nine," I said. My voice cracked. "Full role-conversion rider. Upon successful completion of the forty-two-day accelerated development track, the finalist assigned to the corner office shall execute a permanent name surrender at board close, assume the engraved feminine designation on frosted glass, and remain answerable to Director Priya in perpetuity."

Mara's recorder beeped.

"Louder," Priya said.

I read the clauses about dress-code enforcement, public liturgy, chastity logging, and succession pipeline obligations. Each sentence made my face hotter. Blake's score ticked up on the wall when I stumbled on perpetuity.

"Your counter-report," she said when I finished.

I had no choice. I pulled up the draft.

"Blake inflated surrender metrics by…"

"Stop." She turned to the floor. "Did anyone ask Owen to audit Blake?"

Silence. Phones down. Eyes on my skirt.

"No," she said. "He chose sabotage because he cannot stand second place. Owen, do you want the corner office?"

"Yes."

"Say it like you mean it."

"I want the corner office."

"More than you want your pride."

My throat closed. I nodded.

"Words."

"More than I want my pride."

"Good." She snapped her fingers. Devi rolled a padded bench into the open space. Mara set the minute book on a stand where everyone could see the ink.

"Strip to compliance kit," Priya said. "On the record."

I unbuttoned the blouse with shaking hands. The air hit my chest and my nipples tightened. I stepped out of the skirt. The chastity device showed through the sheer panties, metal shining. Whispers behind me. Blake's smile widened.

"Remove the panties," she said. "Show the floor what page nine owns."

I slid them down. My locked clitty bobbed, pathetic and wet at the tip. Someone laughed once and cut it off.

"Kneel on the bench. Ass to the room."

The vinyl chilled my knees. I bent over the pad. Hands cuffed behind my back with quick zip ties Mara produced from her blazer. Exposure burned my skin from neck to hole.

"Owen attempted to game the track," Priya announced, voice carrying to the back desks. "Correction is public. Count is on the record."

She pressed a remote. The plug inside me woke up on high. I jerked and moaned, unable to hold it back.

"One," Mara said.

The wand hit my inner thigh, then my balls, then the base of the ring. Cold metal, hot buzz. I bucked.

"Thank you for correcting me," I gasped. The words were required. I had read them in the discipline appendix last month.

"Again," Priya said.

"Thank you for correcting me."

The plug ramped. My ass clenched around the thick silicone. Sweat ran down my spine. Blake walked closer until his shoes were in my line of sight.

"He dug into your file too," Priya told him. "Did he find anything useful?"

"No," Blake said. "He found jealousy."

The room chuckled. My score on the wall flickered and climbed a point. I wanted to die. My body humped the bench anyway.

"Wand on the cage," Priya said.

Mara complied. The vibration rattled my teeth. Pleasure spiked cruel and sharp. I dribbled clear fluid onto the black pad.

"Two," Mara counted.

"Say what you are," Priya said.

"A sabotaging intern," I choked out.

"A hole that wants a title."

"A hole that wants the corner office."

"Louder."

"A hole that wants the corner office more than Blake does."

Blake's score notched up again. Mine jumped two points.

Priya unbuckled a harness from her carry case. Black silicone cock, thick veined rubber. She did not ask if I was ready.

"Lube," she said. Mara squeezed cold gel on my asshole. The temperature shock made me yelp.

"Take it for the minute book," Priya said, and pushed in.

The stretch burned. I grunted. She bottomed out and held, letting the plug and the dick fight for space inside me until I whimpered.

"Move," she told me. "Fuck yourself on it. Show them you can use your ass like currency."

I rocked back. The wet slap of rubber on my hole filled the open floor. Every thrust pushed air out of me in ugly sounds. Devi stared with notebook ready. Blake watched my locked clit bounce.

"Three," Mara said when Priya's pace turned brutal.

Priya pounded me. No mercy rhythm. My prostate lit up. I begged without words.

"Do not come," she said. "You have not earned release."

The denial wrenched a sob out of me. Blake leaned down near my ear.

"She'll break you and badge you for it," he murmured. "That's why you're losing."

I snarled and shoved back harder on the strap-on, taking the whole length until my asshole gaped and sucked at the air when she pulled out.

"Replace with the fist plug," Priya said.

Mara traded toys. The widest plug in the kit spread me open inch by inch. I screamed into the bench. The crowd did not look away.

"Count four when he takes it."

I breathed through the burn until the base kissed my skin.

"Four," Mara said.

Priya turned the plug to lock mode. It inflated inside me. My gut swelled with hot pressure. The wand returned to my cage.

"Ask for correction," she said.

"Correct my rebellion. Correct my pride. Correct me until I outscore Blake."

"On the record."

"Correct me until I outscore Blake."

Applause scattered. Polite. Corporate. My score jumped five points in one pulse. Blake's lead shrank to half a rung.

"Still not enough," Priya said. She uncuffed me, spun me onto my back on the bench, legs spread to the room. "Mouth."

Blake stepped up. He unzipped. His cock was already hard.

"Open," Priya said.

I opened. Blake fed me his dick while the inflated plug ground my insides. Taste of salt and soap. Gag reflex clenched. I choked and drooled down my chin onto my collarbone.

"Suck him like you wish he'd fail," Priya said. "That is your problem. You want him gone instead of wanting you gone."

Blake thrust shallow, cruel. My throat bulged. Tears salted my lips.

"Hands on your cage. Pinch your nipples. Show the floor you hate how much you like this."

I obeyed. Pain and buzz and fullness stacked until my vision narrowed.

"Five," Mara said.

Priya cranked the plug remote. Inflation maxed. I squealed around Blake's cock.

"Come for the minute book," she ordered. "Ruin yourself. Name it."

I pulled off Blake's dick long enough to gasp, "I'm a jealous little office whore coming on the open floor."

"Again."

"I'm a jealous office whore…"

The wand and the plug and the pinch snapped together. My orgasm punched through the cage. Cum shot in thin spurts across my stomach, humiliating and visible. The room saw everything. My ass clamped on the plug. Sound wet and obscene when I clenched.

"Six," Mara said, still counting.

"Keep going," Priya said. "One more for sabotage."

"I can't…"

"You can. Thank me."

"Thank you for correcting me. Thank you, oh fuck…"

She rammed a slim vibrator against my taint under the cage. Second orgasm tore out meaner than the first. I arched off the bench and howled. Blake stroked himself once, amused, not coming. My score on the wall surged past his for the first time in ten days.

Silence when it ended. Only my panting and the plug's low hum.

Priya pulled the vibrator away. She wiped my cum with a tissue and held it up for the recorder.

"Logged," Mara said.

"Stand," Priya told me.

My legs shook. I stood in front of the floor, naked, streaked, plug still locking my ass open. Blake's eyes were flat now. Mine were worse. I wanted to crawl into the corner office tonight.

"Your rebellion is absorbed," Priya said to the room and to me. "Owen gains points for surviving public correction. Blake gains points for witness discipline. The track rewards surrender, not sabotage."

She handed me my blouse. I did not button it.

"Page nine is not a secret you steal," she said quietly, only for me and the mic. "It is a price you practice paying. Fourteen days. You will out-surrender him or you will hand him the glass."

I looked at the dashboard. My name sat one rung up. Blake's jaw worked.

Resistance had just bought me the lead and still tasted like defeat. The hot coin in my gut had melted into fuel. I would not dig in files again. I would not cling to Old Owen for an edge.

I would kneel louder, leak more, sign whatever they put in front of me, and make Blake watch me take the throne.

Priya leaned in, lips at my ear, cold lipstick on hot skin.

"Tomorrow we start liturgy prep for board close," she said. "Heels at dawn. You will beg me to shorten your name on the engraving plate before Blake does."

She walked away. Mara closed the minute book with a soft thump.

I stayed on the platform, blouse dangling, score glowing, ass full of her toy, and understood the only strategy left was to give away more of myself than any man on the floor could stand to watch.


Chapter 9: Glossed and Grateful

Her thumb dragged gloss across my lower lip and I held still because the floor below us was dead and the vanity bulbs were the only light left in the tower. Lipstick smell, wax, the sharp sweet bite of whatever she had on her fingers. My jaw ached from staying open while she worked my mouth into the shape she wanted for morning.

"You stop fidgeting," she said. No shout. The empty desks out past the glass did the listening for her.

I gripped the stool rail until my knuckles ached. The plug in my rear had been in since the punishment review, a dull stretch I had stopped fighting hours ago. My locked dick throbbed against plastic anyway, traitor blood with nowhere to go.

Seven days. The dashboard still had Blake's name higher. I had clawed for metrics, lost in public, and my score had jumped because she made the floor watch me break. My skin still remembered their eyes. Tonight she had not brought it up once.

She capped the gloss and turned my chin with two fingers. "There. Look."

The mirror showed a stranger with my cheekbones. Mouth too red. Lashes heavy. The blouse from this afternoon's memo compliance hung open at the throat because she had unbuttoned it without asking.

"Tomorrow's skirt is on the hanger," she said, nodding at the garment bag on the conference table. "Heels too. You will walk in wearing all of it before anyone else arrives. Log the time stamp yourself."

"Yes, Director Priya."

She liked the full title when the building was quiet.

She lifted a black box from her tote. Not the training collar from week two. Leather, thicker, a dull metal ring centered front. The inside was padded. It smelled new and expensive, like the corner office door when they had taken me past it once for a KPI tour.

My stomach dropped.

"Cassidy wore this for her last forty-eight hours before day twenty," she said. "Then they engraved her new plate and moved her to fourteen to run a floor. This one returns to the pipeline tonight. On you."

Cassidy. The glossed thing behind frosted glass I used to pity. Collar glinting. Taking dictation on her knees while analysts pretended not to stare.

I had told myself she was finished. Broken end-state. Warning.

"Cassidy begged for that office," Director Priya said, reading my face the way she read spreadsheets. "Same as you will. She signed away the name they gave her at birth to keep the glass. You thought that was ruin."

She opened the box wider. The collar lay there like a verdict.

"Top of the ladder, Owen. Not the trash chute. Every humiliation on your file was an audition. Blake still thinks the corner is a prize he can win with slides. You are already learning what the prize costs."

Heat crawled up my neck. Shame and want twisted together until I could not pull them apart. I had hated Cassidy's empty eyes. Now my reflection had the same paint.

"Kneel."

I slid off the stool. Carpet bit my knees through thin stockings. She stood over me, skirt hem at my eye level, perfume cutting through wax and my own sweat.

"Hands behind your back."

I laced my fingers. The tower hummed one floor down, HVAC nothing human.

She buckled the collar loose first, just to mark my throat with the weight. Leather cooled my pulse. Then she tightened notch by notch until swallowing hitched.

"Thank me for fitting it," she said.

The words stuck. Business school Owen gagged on them. The Owen in the mirror leaned into the strap anyway.

"Thank you for fitting my collar, Director Priya."

"Again. Like you mean it."

"Thank you for fitting my collar." My voice cracked on the last word. My dick leaked in the cage, a warm thread down my inner thigh I could not hide.

She hooked a finger under the ring. Tugged once. Ownership in one pull.

"Mine. Say it."

"I'm yours, Director Priya."

"Mine."

"Yours. I'm yours."

She held my gaze in the mirror behind her. "Cassidy said that the night before she took the glass. She cried after. Then she came so hard she thanked me again. You will too."

She walked me to the corner office door. Frosted panel. A nameplate covered with matte tape. Under it, fresh engraving waited. Feminine. Not mine yet. Not publicly.

She keyed the lock. Inside smelled like lemon polish and old coffee. Cassidy's lipstick still ghosted a tissue in the waste bin. A dictation recorder sat on the desk, red light dead.

"On the rug. Face down. Ass up."

I folded onto the rug. Skirt bunched at my waist from the walk. She did not undress me fully. Just enough.

Cold lube hit my crack. Two fingers opened me on the plug I already wore. She twisted the base slow. My hole clenched, greedy from weeks of training.

"You will take the maintenance I give you tonight without counting. Without performing for a score. This is gratitude hour, pet."

The plug came out with a wet sound that made my ears burn. Empty. Then her strap, thicker than the plug, nudged my rim.

"Breathe."

She pushed in one long inch at a time. Burn. Stretch. My forehead pressed carpet. I bit back a moan because the open floor could theoretically hear through vents.

"You wanted to game the system," she murmured, hips rolling once I was seated deep. "Blake wanted to win. Cassidy wanted the throne. What do you want tonight?"

The question scraped me raw. I could still stand up. Walk to the elevator. Seven days left on the contract. Page nine had teeth but the door was not welded.

"I want…" Thrust. Hard. My prostate lit up. "I want you to keep me."

"Say grateful."

"I'm grateful. For the collar. For the gloss. For, you fuck…"

She set a pace that was not frantic. Slow. Deep. Rolling strokes that made my caged clitty bounce and drip. Her hand fisted my hair, pulled my head back until my throat matched the collar strain.

"Grateful for the audition. Say it."

"I'm grateful for the audition." Tears salted my lips. "For the humiliation. For making me, ah, better at this."

"Better at what?"

"At being your, your sissy executive. Your, hole…"

She laughed once, mean and warm. "Good pet."

Her free hand reached under the bag on the desk. Wand buzz. She pressed it to my cage through the wet spot in my panties. Vibration shot up my spine. I bucked into the carpet.

"Don't you come yet."

I whimpered. The strap kept pumping. The wand stayed pinned. My balls drew tight, useless, full for days.

"You thank the collar while I fuck you."

"Thank you, collar, thank you for, oh god, marking me…"

"Whose?"

"Yours. Director Priya's. Your marked pet."

She angled up, dragged the head over that spot inside me until my vision blurred. The wand never moved. Slow sex, cruel buzz. Brain melt. Gratitude stopped being performance. It sank into muscle. Into the way I pushed back on her instead of away.

She leaned down, mouth at my ear. "Cassidy took her final board with my cum still drying on her thighs. She signed the conversion in the name we gave her. You will sign too if you want the glass. Or you walk tomorrow in grad drag and hand Blake the keys."

"I won't walk."

"Prove it."

She sped up. Strap slapping my ass, loud in the small office. The wand dialed higher. My hole spasmed around rubber. I sobbed into the rug, grateful and ruined and still climbing toward a peak she owned.

"Please, let me…"

"Beg like property."

"Please let your marked sissy slut come. Please. I need it. I need you. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for, the collar, please…"

"Come."

My orgasm tore out of the cage, thin cum stripe across the rug, prostate milked by her thrusts. I shook, mouth open, drool pooling. The wand stayed on until I yelped from overshoot. Then silence except our breath.

She pulled out slow. Gape. Cool air on slick rim. I could not close right away.

"Stay."

I stayed face down while she cleaned the strap, wiped my ass with a tissue, locked a fresh plug in. Bigger. Permanent night weight.

"Roll over."

I rolled. Collar tight. Lipstick smeared. Eyes wrecked.

She uncapped a marker. Not makeup. Industrial ink, surgical purple.

"Last claiming. Read the contract addendum in your head."

Page nine. Name surrender. Role conversion. Perpetual answerability.

She wrote on my inner thigh, bold letters: VEX.

"That stays until board close. Scrub it and forfeit."

"Yes, Director Priya."

She dotted the V with a kiss that tasted like gloss and power. "You will present this thigh to Mara when she does intake photos at dawn. Office exposure. Grateful smile. Understood?"

Mara. HR camera. The floor would see the mark before the sun hit the Hudson.

"Understood."

She zipped the skirt bag, laid out heels. "Day thirty-six you wear the full kit to my office. Day forty-two you choose in front of the board. Seven days."

She clicked the dictation recorder on for one second, then off. "Practice line for the glass. Say thank you for choosing me."

"Thank you for choosing me."

"Again."

"Thank you for choosing me, Director Priya."

She led me back to the vanity, touched up my mouth, straightened the collar. In the mirror we looked like before and after photos on the same body.

"You could still leave tonight," she said, almost idle. "Elevator works. Contract has exit clauses through day thirty-nine."

My legs trembled. Not from fear. From the ache to stay.

"I don't want to leave."

"Say why."

"Because you fitted my collar. Because Cassidy's office is a throne. Because I'm grateful you broke the old Owen who thought winning meant Blake losing."

She stroked my cheek. "Good. Sleep in the break room cot. Skirt on the chair. At five forty-five you dress in the dark and walk the floor before Blake arrives. When he sees you, smile like you already won."

She turned off the vanity lights. Only exit signs glowed on the open plan below.

I curled on the cot, plug seated, mark burning on my thigh, collar clicking when I swallowed. Gratitude sat heavier than shame now. Heavier than the cage.

In six days I would kneel in front of the board or I would not. Tonight I had already signed with my mouth and my ass and the ink she had branded into skin.

Morning would put me in the skirt on the watched floor.

I closed my eyes and whispered into the collar, "Thank you," like a lock clicking home, and slept hungry for day thirty-six.


Chapter 10: The Name on Glass

The boardroom filled another chair while I stood in the doorway with Blake. Suits. Tablets. The long table already had water and minuted agendas. Blake wore charcoal wool and a tie that said he still owned his mornings. I wore the skirt from last night, gloss on my mouth, the collar cold and heavy at my throat. Past the threshold, past us, one door sat half open on frosted glass. Cassidy's brass plate still caught the light. Under it, newer engraving waited. Letters I had traced with my finger in the empty tower at midnight.

Blake's jaw was set. Mine was too, for different reasons.

Director Priya rose from the head of the table. Black silk. Her voice carried without effort. "Day forty-two. Board close. Two finalists. One succession slot behind that glass."

Mara clicked her pen at the far end. Devi had a contract binder thick enough to bruise and a red compliance stamp ready.

"You pitched metrics for six weeks," Director Priya said to Blake. "Walk in as the grad you were when you signed page nine. Make the case."

Blake stepped forward. Slides. Revenue. Pipeline language. His shoes hammered the parquet. The board nodded in the right places. I kept my heels together and my caged dick leaking into the satin liner Priya had taped me into before dawn.

When he finished, she did not clap.

"Owen."

My stomach dropped and settled in one breath. The warmth from last night still lived in my bones. Ready, she had said. Chosen.

"This is not a slide deck," she said. "Fine print on your internship rider, section eleven. The corner role converts by live liturgy or forfeiture. Kneel. Take dictation. Sign the feminine header on the role-conversion page and the male line voids. Refuse, and Blake inherits the room."

Blake's smile flickered. He had not read page nine.

A page boy in my chest whispered run. My thighs pressed together until the plug inside me shifted. Metal weight. Weeks of training. The open-plan floor below this room had watched every memo, every hem correction, every time I crawled for a stapler. I had thought the frosted room was where broken interns went to die. Cassidy had been the proof. Glossed. Collared. Answering phones while the cohort laughed.

Cassidy stood near the sideboard in a tailored pantsuit, hair severe. She caught my eye once. No pity. Promotion out, not burial. Top of the ladder, not the bottom.

"You will thank me when it is done," Director Priya said, quiet, only for me.

I swallowed gloss and salt. "Yes, Director."

Blake laughed under his breath. "He's in a skirt. You can't be serious."

She turned one degree. "Serious enough that your name is not on the waiting plate. Owen chooses."

The board waited. Twelve faces. Cameras minuted for the record.

I let go of the doorframe. The skirt hem brushed my knees. Blake stayed in the doorway like a man who still thought ties were armor.

I crossed the room. Heels. Click. Click. My ass held the plug she had locked in before the elevator. Each step ground silicone against my hole. Shame burned my ears and my clitty strained against its brass lock anyway. I had wanted this room before I knew what it cost. I wanted it more with every eye on my painted mouth.

I knelt at Director Priya's chair. Hardwood bit my knees through thin tights. She placed a recorder on the table and a page in front of me. Shorthand block. Ink pen heavy in my grip.

"Dictation," she said, loud for the minuted room. "Begin."

She spoke quarter margins and development language while her hand slid under my chin. Fingers on the collar tag. Ownership in front of witnesses.

"Quote. Succession candidate surrenders prior legal designation upon signature of converted role header."

I wrote. Letters shook once, then steadied. Peace sat under my ribs like a stone warmed in hands. Kneeling was how you climbed here. I understood that in the body before the brain finished the sentence.

Her other hand dropped to the remote in her lap. The plug woke. Low buzz in my guts. I gasped and kept writing.

"Continue," she said. "Quote. Perpetual answerability to Director Priya attaches to the converted identity."

Buzz climbed. I clenched on silicone. Wet sound when I shifted. A board member cleared his throat. Mara did not look away.

Director Priya stood. Skirt hike. Strap harness under silk. Black rubber cock thick and matte. She stepped in front of me and pressed the head to my lips.

"Liturgy includes service," she said. "Open."

I opened. Salt rubber. She fed inch by inch until my nose hit harness leather. Gag reflex clenched. Drool slipped down my chin onto the dictation page. Ink smeared. She pulled back and thrust again. Slap of her hips on my face. The room smelled like her skin and my spit.

"Read back the last line," she ordered.

I choked words out around the dick. "Perpetual answerability to Director Priya attaches to the converted identity."

"Again. Louder."

I sobbed it for the table. Blake's face had gone flat.

She fucked my mouth in steady strokes. The plug pulsed on a cruel rhythm. My clitty leaked in the lock, useless. Director Priya counted under her breath. "One."

The crest hit without permission. My whole body jerked. Cum dribbled through the brass bars onto satin and tights. I moaned around rubber, and the microphone caught it.

"Thank the board for witnessing," she said, pulling out. Spit bridged my lip to her cock.

"Thank you." My voice broke. "Thank you for watching me cum in my lock like a secretary hole."

"Specific," Mara said from the end. Devi nodded once.

"Thank you for grading my mouth and my plug while I take dictation."

Director Priya pushed me forward by the collar. Chest to carpet. Ass up. Skirt flipped. Cool air on spread cheeks. She eased the plug out slow. Squelch. Gape burned. Three fingers next, then four, stretching me open for the room.

"Quote," she said while she worked my hole. "Converted role holder assumes authority over incoming development cohort subject to director veto."

I screamed the words into the floor. Burn. Stretch. My hole fluttered and could not close.

She replaced fingers with her strap. No mercy length. One thrust seated her to the base. I howled. Parquet scraped my palms.

"Pound count," Mara said, bored. "For the minute."

Director Priya set a brutal pace. Slap slap slap. Sweat dripped from my chin. Each drive punched air out of me. She reached under and clipped a small vibrator to my lock. Buzz on my swollen clitty head. Too much. Not enough.

"Two," she said when I convulsed. The second tore through me meaner than the first. Cum spattered the carpet in thin strings. My voice went animal. "Please. Please Director. Your intern slut is cumming again."

"Name the intern slut," she said, railing me.

"Oriel." The name had lived on glass before it lived in my mouth. "Oriel. Your collared Oriel."

Blake moved half a step forward. "This is…"

"Seat," Director Priya said without turning. He sat.

She yanked the vibrator off and shoved a larger plug in after her cock pulled free. My hole gaped and the plug sealed it. Full. She turned me to the table, tears and spit on my face, and handed me the pen.

"Sign."

The role-conversion page header read ORIEL in engraved type. Below, a single line: prior designation Owen void upon signature. Perpetual ownership clause initialed in red.

I signed Oriel in looping script I had practiced on stolen lunch breaks. The male line died when the ink dried. My hand did not shake on the last letter.

Board members initialed witness boxes. Devi stamped compliance. Mara closed the binder with a soft thud that sounded like a door locking forever.

"You may rise," Director Priya said.

My legs wobbled. She did not help. I stood on my own in front of the people who would answer to me.

Cassidy walked to the frosted door first. She took down her brass plate with a screwdriver. Two screws. Pop. She handed me the waiting plate. Metal warm from her palm. ORIEL. Development Executive. Corner Succession.

I held it while she mounted it where hers had been. Blake watched the glass swallow my name.

Director Priya clipped a leash to my collar. Short chain. "Tour your throne. Then service."

She led me through the door the cohort had whispered about for forty-two days. Bigger than the open bullpen. Frosted windows looked down on the watched floor. A desk waited. Out-tray already stacked. On the monitor, a dress-code memo draft in my login. Subject line: Day One Standards for Incoming Cohort.

She bent me over the desk before I could sit. Yanked the plug free. My hole leaked around her fingers. She did not ask. She lubed and pushed a fat silicone dildo into the drawer clamp, base locked, cock upright like office equipment.

"Ride it. Hands on the memo. Read the first bullet aloud."

I straddled the toy and sank down. Stretch. Ache. The memo said hem length. I read while I bounced. "Skirts mandatory below the forty-second day mark. Liners inspected weekly."

She stood at my shoulder with the wand from her bag. Pressed it to my lock. High. Cruel.

"Three."

I came on the dildo with the memo under my palms. Ink smeared again. Juice ran down the shaft and puddled on the blotter.

"Four," she said when I tried to lift. She held the wand there until my thighs spasmed and more cum leaked out of me in pulses. "Count for the record."

"Four orgasms." I gasped it. "Oriel came four times for the board and the corner room."

She turned the wand off. Unclipped my collar from the desk leash and reclipped it to her belt.

"Sit."

I sat in the leather chair that still held the ghost of Cassidy's heat. The leash tugged when she stepped behind me. Her hands on my shoulders. Ownership weight.

Below, through clear glass sections, the open floor moved. Elevator doors opened. Carts of onboarding stacks rolled in. Fresh faces. Unread contracts. The pipeline I had crawled through would run again with me at the top of it.

I pulled the dress-code memo from the out-tray. Added a line about collar fittings. Saved. Sent to print.

Director Priya's fingers traced the engraved plate through the frosted door from the outside, then her reflection joined mine in the inner glass.

"Thank you," I said. Not to the board. To her.

She tugged the leash once. "You will thank me when it is done," she echoed, and smiled like a woman who knew I already had.

The first intern would sign page nine before lunch. I would be the one holding the pen that corrected their hems. My clitty still ached in its lock. My hole still throbbed from the dildo. Gratitude sat quiet in my chest, heavier than shame now, and I did not want the chain off.

Outside, Blake's silhouette left the boardroom without the corner door. Inside, Oriel stayed.
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