

Sissy Secretary - a sissy feminization and femdom office story 

by Polly Bane


Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of forced feminization, sissy training, age play, and ABDL (Adult Baby/Diaper Lover) dynamics depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors or impose any real-world gender identity.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: The Forty Fourth Floor

The elevator chimed once and the doors slid apart on forty-four. I had the speech in my head already, the thank-yous lined up, my jaw set the way it always was when I closed a deal. My shoes hit cold marble. No applause. No handshake waiting. Just empty hall and the low hum of climate control prickling the skin on my neck.

I walked toward the corner suite like I owned the floor. I did own it. Ten years of sixteen-hour days bought me that glass box and the view. The acquiring firm's CEO had promised me the office in writing. VP of Operations. Youngest on the combined board. I rolled my shoulders under my suit and picked up my pace.

The double doors to the executive wing stood open. Inside, the reception desk sat dark. No assistant. No coffee. I called out once. My voice came back thin from the glass walls.

A woman in a charcoal dress stood at the far end of the corridor with a tablet. She did not smile.

"Marcus. You're early. Vivienne will see you when she's ready."

"I'm on time."

"She'll decide that."

The air in the hallway ran colder than the elevator. I waited ten minutes with my speech dying in my throat. Twenty. My palms went damp against my trouser seams. I hated that my body did that. I was twenty-seven. I had run three divisions. Waiting was for people who had nothing to offer.

When they finally waved me in, the corner office door was closed. A brass plate beside it still read my title from the old company. Under it, fresh vinyl: RESERVED. PRIVATE USE. The name on the schedule slip taped to the frame was Vivienne.

My stomach dropped. I knocked anyway.

"Enter."

Her voice came through the door flat and clean. I turned the handle.

The room that should have been mine smelled like perfume and new fabric. Dress bags hung from the track where my awards used to sit. A vanity mirror caught the window light. Boxes of shoes lined the credenza. My desk was gone. In its place, a low bench with hooks for stockings and a locked cabinet I did not have the key to.

Vivienne sat in the only chair that mattered, legs crossed, hair pinned like she had been there for hours. Forty-one if the press was right. She looked at me the way auditors look at a line that will not balance.

"Close the door. Lock it."

I locked it. The click was too loud.

"You came up here to claim a corner office and a title you think you earned."

"I earned both."

"You came up rehearsing gratitude. I heard it in the elevator bank on the security feed. Very moving."

My face went hot. They had been listening before I even stepped off.

"You will sit when I tell you to sit. You will stand when I tell you to stand. You will do exactly as I say."

I opened my mouth. She lifted one finger and I shut it.

"Day one of ninety. Eighty-nine days until the integration board ratifies which executives stay, which go, and which get restructured permanently. Your file is already interesting."

She slid a folder across the bare floor with her toe. It skidded to my shoes. REVISED ROLE DESCRIPTION. CONFIDENTIAL.

"Pick it up. Read it aloud. Every word."

I bent, flipped it open. The title at the top was not VP of Operations. It was Executive Support, Reporting Line: Office of the CEO. Duties included wardrobe preparation, calendar obedience, minute-taking on your knees if required, and compliance with personal presentation standards set by Vivienne. A subsection mentioned hormonal monitoring as optional. Another mentioned chastity compliance as strongly recommended. My name sat at the bottom next to a blank signature line. Not Marcus. Marceline.

"This is a joke."

"It's a merger. Read."

I read. My voice cracked on the third page where the corner office was reassigned to CEO private dressing and preparation suite. Access by Marcus revoked. Access by Marceline granted only during supervised hours.

When I finished, the room was so quiet I heard the building sway.

"You priced yourself too high," she said. "Arrogance on your balance sheet. We're writing it down today."

"I won't sign."

"Then you walk out with no title, no office, and a termination clause that blacklists you from every firm we touch. Read page nine."

Page nine was the clawback on my retention bonus and the personal debt guarantee I had signed to close the merger on our side. Seven figures. Due on demand if I breached integration cooperation.

"You trapped me."

"I bought you. Kneel."

"I'm not kneeling in a boardroom."

"This is my dressing room now. Kneel. Retrieve your pen."

I looked down. My Montblanc lay near her feet where I must have dropped it when the name Marceline caught my eye. I did not remember letting go. My hand had opened on its own.

"Kneel, Marcus. Or leave and owe the debt today."

My knees hit carpet. The pile was thick, warm from the window sun on one side, cold on the other where the shade fell. I crawled the two feet to the pen. My suit jacket pulled tight across my shoulders. Humiliation burned my ears and my cock stirred against my boxers like it had heard her voice and decided before I did.

No. I was a vice president. I was the youngest executive.

I was on my knees in a room full of dresses.

"Good. Now say what your body is doing."

"I'm angry."

"Liar. Look at your trousers."

I could not look. I did anyway. The fabric tented. Shame slammed into me and my dick pulsed harder.

"Say it."

"I'm… hard."

"Louder. What are you?"

"A man who's hard because you're humiliating me."

"Try again. What does the revised role call you?"

My tongue stuck. She waited. The clock on the wall ticked.

"A sissy executive support slut who gets hard when he's put on his knees."

The words scraped my throat raw. My cock leaked. The smell of me rose, sweat under the suit, the sharp heat between my legs.

"Better. Stand. Drop your trousers to your knees."

"Vivienne…"

"You will do exactly as I say. Eighty-nine days. Or you owe the debt and lose your name on every door in this industry. Drop them."

I stood. My belt hissed through the loops. Zipper down. Trousers pooled at my knees. My cock stood out thick and flushed, no cage yet, just bare need I had never let anyone see in a workplace.

"Cage is coming tomorrow," she said. "Today we establish baseline. Hands behind your back. Lace your fingers."

I obeyed. The position pushed my chest forward. Cool air licked my balls.

She opened the locked cabinet, no key in sight. A black case came out. Inside, a silver wand vibrator and a silicone plug thick at the base.

"Spread your feet. Wider."

I spread. She did not touch me with her hands at first. She set the plug on the bench, clicked the wand on low. The buzz filled the room like a trapped fly.

"You're going to come twice before you leave this floor. You're going to thank me for each one. You're going to ask for the second before the first is finished. If you use your hands, you fail integration day one and I release the debt letter before sunset."

"You can't."

"I can. Nod."

I nodded.

She pressed the wand to the underside of my cock head. I jerked. Pleasure lanced up my spine so fast I almost fell. The sound was obscene, wet skin on vibrating metal, a slick whine.

"Stay still, slut."

"I'm not a… ah…"

She dragged the wand down my shaft and back up. My knees shook. The carpet burned through the fabric at my shins. I bit my lip until I tasted blood and still my hips tried to chase the toy.

"Count aloud."

"One… oh fuck… one…"

"Executive language. Try again."

"One. Please…"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come, Vivienne."

"Not yet."

She turned the wand higher. My balls drew up tight. The room temperature dropped on my sweat and I gasped at the contrast. She held the buzz right under my crown and circled without mercy. I dripped on the carpet. A dark spot formed between my knees.

"You're leaking on my floor. Name what you are while you drip."

"A… a kneeling whore who can't stop dripping for his CEO."

"CEO owns this office now. Say it."

"My CEO owns this office. I don't."

She shoved the plug against my asshole dry. I clenched. She did not force it in. She held pressure while the wand worked my cock.

"Relax your hole or I call legal up to watch you fail."

I breathed out. The plug breached me, slow stretch, burn, fullness seating deep. My mouth opened on a groan I could not swallow.

"Good boy. Take it. Now ask for your first orgasm like the revised role says."

"I need to come. I'm your executive support slut. Please make me come on your wand."

"Convincing."

She pinned the wand hard and twisted the plug. My vision whited at the edges. Orgasm built from my ass and my cock at once, brutal, too fast. I had not been touched by a woman in months and now I was going to blow on a vibrator in a dress closet.

"Come. Now. Thank me."

I came. Cum shot across the carpet in thick ropes, splattering her shoe. My whole body seized. Sounds came out of me ugly and broken. Too much. Cannot stop. More leaking out while I shook.

"Thank you… thank you Vivienne…"

"One. You owe me another. Ask before you go soft."

I was still twitching, oversensitive, cock screaming at the wand that would not quit. "Please… second one… I need… I'm still your toy… make me come again…"

"Hands still laced?"

"Yes."

"Good little hole. Turn around. Face the vanity. Watch yourself."

I shuffled in the trousers at my knees. The mirror showed a man I almost did not recognize, flushed, mouth open, plug in his ass, cock smeared and dripping. Behind me, Vivienne stood composed with the wand in her hand like a gavel.

"Watch the slut in the glass. Tell him what he is."

"You're… you're Marceline's beginning. You're finished as VP."

"Louder."

"You're Marceline. You're a caged secretary in training. You get hard from being broken on carpet."

She laughed once, quiet. "Almost honest."

She pushed me forward at the shoulder until my palms hit the vanity. Makeup brushes rattled. The marble top was cold under my hands. She spread my ass with two fingers around the plug and worked it in and out while the wand returned to my cock from behind.

The stretch burned sweeter the second time. Sweat ran down my spine. I watched my face in the mirror contort. Drool slipped from my lip. The wet sounds were loud, squelch of the plug, buzz of the wand, my ragged breath fogging the glass.

"Second orgasm. You do not get to stop it when it hurts."

It did hurt. The head of my cock was raw. I still chased it. Shame and need knotted so tight I could not tell which drove me harder.

"Beg in the mirror. Eye contact with yourself."

"Please fuck the cum out of me. I'm a worthless sissy hole. I want to come for Vivienne. I want to… ah… I want to be Marceline…"

"Come."

I came again. Harder. Less in my balls, more a full-body cramp that ripped a shout out of me. Cum smeared the vanity edge and my thighs. My legs gave out. She caught me under the arms and held me upright against her. Her perfume filled my nose. My cock kept dribbling.

"Two. Say thank you."

"Thank you. Thank you for using me."

She stepped back. "Pull up your trousers. Wipe the vanity with your tie."

I used the silk. The stain spread. She watched every wipe.

"Sign the revised role. Use the pen you retrieved."

My hand shook. I signed Marceline on the line because the folder only left that space. The ink looked wrong on the paper and right in my chest.

"Reporting line effective immediately. You no longer have a board seat. You have a collar schedule. Tomorrow at seven you report to this room for preparation. Stockings first. Then we discuss your cage."

"I had a career."

"You had an asset. We liquidated it. Eighty-nine days until ratification. If you behave, you keep a salary and a name. If you resist, you keep debt and nothing."

She unlocked the door. Two security men in the hall did not look at my face. They looked at the floor.

"Walk to the elevator. Do not run. Do not fix your tie."

I walked. The marble was cold under my soles now. The elevator bank dinged. Inside the car, the mirror showed ruined makeup on my collar from where I had wiped. My cock still ached in my trousers, wet patch visible if anyone looked.

The doors started to close. A hand stopped them. Vivienne slid in beside me. Alone.

"One more rule for day one."

She held out a small remote. The plug in my ass woke up, vibrating low, constant.

"You'll wear that through the ride down. Thirty floors. If you come in the elevator, I add a morning inspection with the board liaison present. Hold it."

The doors shut. The car dropped. My ass buzzed. My spent cock tried to swell again. I stared at the floor numbers falling and counted eighty-nine days in my head while my hole gripped the silicone I could not remove without her permission.

Floor thirty. Twenty. Ten.

She watched the numbers with me.

"Tomorrow you learn to zip me into my dresses before you take dictation on your knees. Tonight you sleep in the guest suite on forty-two. Bag is already there. Open it."

My phone buzzed. A photo from an unknown number: the guest suite bed, laid out with a folded blouse, a skirt hanger, and a locked pink box labeled DAY TWO.

The elevator chimed at the lobby.

"Hold it," she said again.

I held it. Barely.


Chapter 2: The Retention Rider

The pen sat uncapped on the glass, nib lined up with the thick stack like it had been placed for a photo. Vivienne slid it toward me without lifting her eyes from the monitor. Her nails clicked once on the keyboard and stopped.

"Day three, Marcus. Eighty-seven days left on integration review. Sit."

I took the chair across from her. My suit still fit the man who'd walked in yesterday. That man was a lie the building was already chewing on. The rider on the desk had a cover sheet in the same font as the merger filings: Executive Retention and Personal-Development Rider. My name sat under it in bold. Not the title I still told people I held.

"You initial each block before you sign the last page," she said. "Standard retention language. Read aloud what section one says about reporting structure."

I pulled the page closer. The glass under it showed the city chopped into gray slabs. My throat went tight anyway.

"'Employee reports directly and solely to the Chief Executive Officer. All prior reporting lines, titles, and signatory authority are suspended pending integration outcome.'"

"Initial here."

I wrote MV in the margin. The ink bled a little on the glossy paper. Bargain, my brain insisted. You still have leverage. You still have a name on the door somewhere.

Vivienne turned the page with one finger. "Section two. Presentation standards. Read the first bullet."

"'Employee will maintain grooming, posture, and attire as directed by the CEO for business and after-hours integration functions.'"

"That means I measure you today. Stand."

I stood. She finally looked at me. Her gaze went from my jaw to my shoes like she was pricing inventory.

"Strip to your underwear. Jacket first. Fold it. Put it on the chair."

My hands shook on the buttons. I told myself this was a power move, letting her see nothing she couldn't buy back with a signature. My cock stirred against the fabric before I had the jacket off. Shame flushed my face hot. I was hard for paperwork.

"Shirt."

I unbuttoned slow. She watched the skin show. No comment. That was worse.

"Undershirt. Trousers. Leave the briefs."

I stepped out of the pants and folded them like she owned the creases already. Standing in cotton briefs on the forty-fourth level with the CEO who'd killed my VP line in a paragraph made my balls draw up and my dick swell anyway. I hated how my body leaned toward her voice.

She opened a drawer and laid out a tape measure, a tablet, and a flat box with a lingerie logo on the lid.

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

The tape bit my chest, my waist, my hips. She wrote numbers on the tablet without touching me anywhere I craved. Each pass of the cold metal made my nipples stiffen. She noted that too.

"You're carrying tension in your shoulders. Section two covers posture training. Initial section two."

I initialed with the pen still warm from my grip. My briefs tented. She didn't look at it directly. She made me stand there while she read the next clause.

"Section three. Conduct and compliance. Read the line about verbal acknowledgment."

I scanned until the words jumped out.

"'Employee will repeat assigned self-descriptors and compliance phrases when instructed, in the CEO's presence or as directed.'"

"You'll practice later. Initial."

Another MV. My initials were stacking up like small surrenders.

She lifted the box lid. Black lace sat inside, folded small. A garter belt. Stockings still in their sleeve.

"Step into the belt. I will adjust."

I stepped in. She pulled the belt up over my hips and tightened it until the lace dug a line above my briefs. Her fingers brushed my lower belly and my dick jumped. She hooked the garters to my briefs without comment, four clips biting cotton into my skin.

"Section four. Intimate standards. This is where retention gets personal. Read the chastity bullet aloud."

My mouth went dry.

"'Employee agrees to wear company-provided chastity device during business hours and at any time the CEO designates, for focus and conduct alignment.'"

"Drawer two."

She took out a pink silicone cage, already assembled, and a small bottle of lube. My dick was fully hard now, stupid and obvious.

"Out of the briefs. Hands behind your back."

I dropped the briefs. Cool air washed over my balls. She stroked me once, base to tip, measuring length against the shell on the desk. That one stroke made precum bead at my slit. I bit the inside of my cheek. Ten years of boardrooms and I'd never been this exposed in daylight.

"You're going to leak a lot in this," she said, matter-of-fact. "Initial section four before I lock you."

I initialed with my cock twitching in open air. She lubed the cage, pushed my balls through the ring, worked my swollen head into the tube. The click of the lock was quiet. My dick pulsed against unyielding plastic. Trapped. Useless for fucking anyone. Mine only in the way a stapler on her desk was mine.

"Section five. Professional development activities. Read the first scheduled activity."

"'Daily etiquette instruction including heel protocol, seating posture, and service posture under executive furniture.'"

She pointed at the space under the glass desk.

"That's your classroom for the next block. Kneel there. Read section five's service clause while you get acquainted with my taste."

I crawled under the desk. Her heels were black, sharp, unscuffed. The carpet smelled like her perfume, something dark and expensive, cut with the faint metallic tang of the ink I'd been bleeding onto her forms.

"Read," she said from above.

"'Employee will provide oral service to the CEO on request during retention negotiations, without interruption to the CEO's work.'"

"Good. Mouth open. Tongue flat. You negotiate with your throat today."

She hiked her skirt. No panties. Her cunt was waxed smooth, already shining. She spread her thighs and pulled my hair until my face was in her heat. The smell of her hit first, musk and clean skin and power. I licked because the alternative was walking out with nothing, and I wasn't ready to be nobody on the street.

She tasted salt and slick. I dragged my tongue up her slit while she typed above me. Keys clicked. My locked cock dribbled into the cage, a warm thread running down my shaft with nowhere to go.

"Section six," she said, voice steady like she was on a call. "Conflict resolution. Read it between licks."

I pulled back enough to speak, breath fogging her thighs.

"'Disputes between employee and CEO resolve in favor of the CEO, documented by employee signature.'"

"Initial later. Back on my clit. Slower."

I sucked her clit between my lips. She ground down on my mouth. Wet sounds filled the space under the desk, obscene and small. My jaw ached. My caged dick throbbed in time with every flick of my tongue.

She came first without warning. Her thighs clamped my head. Her cunt spasmed against my tongue and a sharp flood of taste coated the back of my throat, bitter and sweet at once. I swallowed because she didn't tell me to stop. She held me there until her breathing slowed.

"That's one for me," she said. "You don't count yet. Section seven. Financial and title adjustment. Read the title line."

I stayed on my knees, lips wet, chin slick with her. The rider page hung over the desk edge where she could see it and I couldn't.

"'Upon execution, employee's title becomes Assistant to the Chief Executive Officer, with compensation band adjusted accordingly.'"

My stomach dropped. Assistant. Not VP. Not Marcus who ran ops for half a continent.

"Say the new title out loud if you want section seven initialed."

The words scraped out of me. "Assistant to the Chief Executive Officer."

"Again. Like you mean it."

"Assistant to the Chief Executive Officer."

She initialed something I couldn't see. "Out. Stand by the desk. Section eight covers devices. Open the case on the credenza."

I stood on shaky legs. The cage swayed heavy between my thighs. The case held a black plug flared at the base, a bottle of thicker lube, and a small wand with a cord.

"Bend over the desk. Forearms flat. Spread your feet."

I bent. Glass was cold on my elbows. The window at my nose showed the city I used to think I owned a piece of.

"Section eight mandates prostate training for stress regulation. Read the compliance line on the tablet screen in front of you."

The tablet glowed: Employee accepts scheduled insertion and stimulation during negotiation sessions.

"Out loud."

"I accept scheduled insertion and stimulation during negotiation sessions."

She lubed my asshole. Two fingers pushed in without asking. I grunted. The stretch burned. My caged cock leaked a fat drop that smeared on the glass.

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

The plug pressed my rim and seated home with a thick pop. I was full behind while empty in front. She turned the wand on low and pressed it to the cage. Vibration shot through plastic into my shaft and balls. My hole clenched on instinct.

"Initial section eight on the page to your left."

I scribbled MV while the wand buzzed. Pleasure built wrong, blocked at the tip. I whined before I could stop myself.

"Section nine. Heel training. You'll walk in these after you survive section ten. For now, stay bent. Wand on high."

The pitch jumped. My thighs shook. The plug shifted inside me when I twitched. She worked the wand in circles over the lock while her other hand twisted the plug a quarter turn each time I tried to breathe through it.

"You're going to spill without permission," she said. "Section ten covers orgasm reporting. Read the header."

I could barely see the screen. "'Mandatory release documentation.'"

"You'll report each one. Count for me when I allow it."

She cranked the wand and shoved the plug deep in one motion. My vision whited at the edges. Cum surged and slammed against the plastic, pumping in hot jets that had nowhere to exit. I sobbed once, ruined and messy, dribbling through the vent holes down my balls while my asshole fluttered on the plug.

"That's one," she said. "Say what you are."

"A locked… assistant."

"Louder."

"A locked assistant."

She left it running. The aftershocks stacked. My cock stayed hard in the cage, oversensitive, every pulse another insult. She eased it down and then back up before I could think.

"Section ten requires two more documented events before signing. Bargain with your body, Marcus. Tell me what you give up for the next one."

"My title," I gasped. "VP. Gone."

"Already gone. Try again."

"My signatory… my authority on the old board papers."

"Better. Initial section nine while I work you."

I initialed blind, MV shaking. She fed the wand and fucked the plug in short strokes that made my guts light up. Second orgasm wrung through me harder than the first, a dry fire in the cage with wet spill anyway, cum stringing down to the carpet while I choked on a moan.

"Two," she counted. "Name the person signing this rider."

"Marcus."

"Wrong name for section eleven. Read the feminization addendum header on the tablet."

My eyes blurred on the text. Personal development name for integration functions and internal correspondence.

"'Employee may be addressed as Marceline during designated integration activities.'"

"Say it."

"Marceline."

"Marceline what?"

"Marceline Marcus."

The name sat wrong in my mouth, soft where Marcus had been hard. She rammed the plug home and held the wand dead center on my cage. Third orgasm tore out of me mean and long, legs buckling, ass clenching so hard the plug almost shot out. I sagged on the desk, drooling on the glass, cum pooling under my locked cock in a puddle I couldn't hide.

"Three. Wipe your mess with your tongue from the glass. Then lick the cage clean."

I did it. Salt and plastic and my own shame on my tongue. She watched every lick.

"Stand. Stockings. Heels. Read section twelve aloud while you dress the lower half."

I rolled the stockings up my legs with her help, seams straight, garters snapped tight. The heels she buckled on me were four inches, black, lethal. My calves burned immediately.

"Section twelve. Execution and retention. Signing binds all prior initials. Read the final sentence."

"'Employee acknowledges that role conversion at day ninety may be ratified without further employee consent if integration metrics are met.'"

"Ninety days. Eighty-seven left. You just gave me today's inch. Sign the last page. Full legal name."

She put the pen in my hand. The rider's last page waited, signature line bold.

I signed Marcus in the looping hand I'd used on million-dollar contracts. The ink dried fast.

Vivienne capped the pen and slid the executed copy into a folder marked Personnel, Confidential.

"Assistant Marceline," she said, testing the shape of it. "Tomorrow you report at seven. Corner suite east is your dressing room now. Wear what you find laid out. Heel practice starts at seven-fifteen. If you're late, section thirteen activates, and you haven't read that one yet."

She pressed the wand into my palm, still buzzing on low.

"Carry this to the dressing room. Plug stays in. Cage stays on. You will edge once before you sleep and text me when you're dripping. Day four, we add blouse protocol and your first board observer. Eighty-six days, Marcus. Your old name survives on that signature one more night."

I took it with both hands, heels biting the carpet, ass full, cock locked and leaking. The folder with my dissolved title was already under her arm. She walked me to the east corridor I used to think was mine and left me at a door hung with garment bags and a vanity mirror lit like an accusation.

Inside, a secretary's blouse waited on a hanger, tags still on. I heard her heels fade toward the boardroom wing. My phone buzzed with a calendar invite: Etiquette Block One, 07:00, Attendance mandatory.

I set the wand against my cage and turned it up, because she'd told me to edge, because my body would obey before my pride caught up. Eighty-six days until the board made it permanent. I had a new name on my tongue and no title left to bargain with except the one she'd written for me in ink that wouldn't come off.


Chapter 3: Say Marceline

The frosted glass still held the ghost of my old lettering when Vivienne pushed the door wide and dawn poured in across the vanity chair she had pulled out to face the mirrors. Dress bags hung from the hooks where my plaques used to be, nylon and silk rustling in the HVAC breath. I stood on the threshold in yesterday’s shirt and the lace she had measured under it, my balls tight from too little sleep, my dick already twitching against nothing because the rider I initialed last night did not give me permission to touch.

“Step inside, Marcus,” she said, and the name hit wrong in her mouth, like a label she was peeling off.

I crossed the carpet. Eighty-two days sat between me and the board vote that would lock who kept a seat and who got restructured into furniture. Day eight. My VP badge was in her drawer now. The contract was in her cloud. I had nowhere else to go that did not end with my stock options clawed back and my reputation salted.

Vivienne hooked a finger under my chin and aimed my face at the triple mirror. Three of me stared back, jaw still mine, eyes still the man who used to run night shift logistics for half the building. The lace at my ribs was a different story. It bit when I breathed.

“Arms up,” she said.

She stripped the shirt off me like she was unwrapping a package for inventory. Cool air pebbled my nipples. She had already laid out what today would be: a demure secretary blouse in pearl grey, a pencil skirt with a hidden slit, stockings rolled in a coil, garters clipped to a belt, heels with a four-inch spike that looked like they could draw blood.

She held the blouse against my chest and checked the drape. “This is what you wear when you work for me. Not what you want. What you are dressed as.”

My mouth opened to argue. She pressed two fingers to my lips.

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The words landed in my stomach colder than the glass wall. I had signed every line she put in front of me. My pride was still screaming that signatures were tactics, that I could take this back when the merger settled. Her gaze said the paperwork had already eaten that fantasy.

She slid the blouse on my arms and buttoned it slow, one button at a time, each click a small lock. The fabric was smooth and thin. My lace bra showed through if the light hit wrong. She wanted that. She wanted the blur.

“Turn,” she said.

I turned. She fitted the skirt at my waist and zipped it. The skirt hugged my ass in a way suits never had. I was hard immediately, stupid and visible as a ridge if I did not tuck. She smacked my hip.

“Posture. Shoulders back. Soft belly. You are not marching a warehouse floor.”

I tried. She slapped my ass again, sharper.

“Marceline does not clomp.”

The name she almost used snagged in the air between us. I stiffened. She cupped my balls through the skirt and squeezed until my vision pinholed.

“You will answer to it before the sun is up. Do you understand?”

“Vivienne…”

She squeezed harder. “Wrong.”

Pain ripped a whimper out of me. My dick leaked in the lace, a hot spot I could not hide.

“Try again,” she said.

“…Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

The mirrors showed a man in a secretary’s blouse with tears pricking his eyes and a wet stain growing at the front of his skirt where my cock strained. Humiliation burned my face. My cock jumped anyway.

“Yes, Vivienne.”

She released me and picked up the stockings. She made me sit on the vanity stool while she rolled each one up my calf, over my knee, to mid-thigh. The nylon grip was relentless. She fastened garters with little snaps that sounded obscene in the quiet suite. Each snap made my hole clench around the plug I had worn home from last night’s negotiation, the one she locked in when I initialed the grooming clause.

“You feel that?” she asked, tapping the base through the skirt.

I nodded. The plug was glass, heavy, unforgiving. Every time I shifted it rubbed my prostate.

“Good,” she said. “You will keep it in until I say otherwise. That is day eight’s lesson. Your ass is not yours.”

She stood back and assessed me like a buyer.

“Up. Heels.”

The shoes were black patent, narrow. I stepped into the first one and wobbled. She caught my elbow, then dropped her hand and let me almost fall.

“Again.”

I gripped the vanity edge. The plug shifted and my knees went loose. She watched me struggle and did not help. When I finally stood in both heels, the tilt pitched my ass out and my chest forward, a pose I had never stood in on a trading floor.

“Walk to the window,” she said.

I took one step. My ankle rolled. Vivienne shoved me forward and I caught myself on the glass with both palms, the city spread forty-four floors below, grey and early.

“Every stumble is a correction,” she said.

She lifted my skirt in the back and pulled the plug halfway out, then shoved it home in one stroke. I cried out, forehead on cool glass. The stretch burned sweet. My cock drooled against the lace.

“Count your steps,” she said. “Twelve to the conference table and back. If you stumble, I add a bead.”

Beads. She had a string on the vanity, black silicone, each ball thick as my thumb. My asshole went tight just looking at them.

I walked. One. Two. The heels demanded small steps. Three. My thighs shook. Four. She trailed a finger along my spine, calm as if she were reading a column of numbers.

On five my heel caught the carpet seam. Vivienne clicked her tongue. She lubed the first bead and worked it past my rim while I bent over the chair at the end of the conference table, skirt flipped, blouse torn open, bra exposed.

“Say it,” she murmured at my ear.

“Say what?” I gasped.

“Your name for today.”

“Marcus…”

She twisted the bead. Fire forked up my spine. “Again.”

“Marceline.”

The word tasted like surrender. My cock spat a string of precum onto the leather chair.

“Louder.”

“Marceline.”

“Good girl.”

The praise hit worse than the slap. Good girl. My balls drew up. She pushed the second bead in while I counted six and seven on the walk back, tears smearing my mascara, which she had applied without asking, smoky and precise.

By the time I finished twelve steps I had four beads nested inside me, each shift a wet squelch loud in the quiet. The wet slurp made my face go hot. Vivienne wiped a thumb through the precum on my skirt and held it to my lips.

“Lick.”

I licked. Salt and shame. My tongue obeyed before my brain finished protesting.

She walked me to the vanity, turned on a small wand, and pressed it to the bulge at my front through fabric. The vibration jumped straight to my prostate through the plug and beads. I bucked.

“Hands on the mirror,” she ordered.

I planted my palms. The wand stayed pinned. My reflection shook: Marceline in pearls I had not noticed her clip on, lipstick bitten, eyes blown wide.

“You come when I allow it,” she said. “You ask in the voice I give you.”

“Please…”

“Please, what? Use words a secretary uses.”

“Please, Vivienne, let your secretary come.”

The wand buzzed harder. My ass clamped on the beads. Orgasm climbed my thighs like a rope burn, cruel and fast. She pulled the wand away at the edge.

“Unh… no…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

She said it again, flat, administrative. The same tone she used for headcount reductions. My whole body shook. She pressed the wand back and held it there while I begged, babbling, calling myself her slut, her office hole, her broken little secretary until the words stopped meaning anything.

I came in my lace with a dry, locked ache, cum pumping in thin spurts that soaked the panties and darkened the grey skirt. My knees hit the carpet. The beads in my ass pulsed with each spasm. I sobbed once, ugly.

“One,” Vivienne said, like she was marking a tally on a whiteboard. “You have two more before breakfast.”

Breakfast. The word meant the integration floor would wake. People who used to cc me on ops reports would ride the elevators. The stakes cinched tight in my chest. Private lace was over. She was dressing me to be seen.

She uncuffed my skirt and pushed me over the vanity stool, ass up, blouse pooling at my elbows. She worked the beads out one at a time, each pop a wet slap that made me grunt. When the channel gaped, cool air kissed it. She replaced the beads with a thicker plug, vibrating, and turned it on low.

“Stay open,” she said, and worked two lubed fingers into me beside the toy, stretching the rim until burn turned to need. I pushed back on her hand before I could stop myself. She laughed, quiet.

“There is the first real surrender.”

She added a third finger. My hole sucked at her knuckles. The vibrator buzzed against my prostate. She fucked me with her hand, slow, then cruel, curling on the spot that whited out my vision. I bit my own wrist to keep from screaming.

“Ask for it in your new name.”

“Marceline needs it,” I said, the words out before I could stop them. “Marceline needs to come on your fingers, please.”

“Filthier.”

“Your secretary is a greedy ass whore. Please fuck her hole open and make her cum.”

She did. The stretch, the slap of her palm on my cheek, the wand back on my trapped dick, all of it stacked until orgasm two tore through me harder than the first. Cum slicked my thighs. I choked on spit. My reflection looked wrecked, mouth open, ass stuffed, a man erased in real time.

“Two,” she said. “One more. Then you learn what secretaries are for.”

She cleaned my mess with a silk cloth like she was polishing a desk ornament, then sat in the vanity chair and spread her legs. She wore a charcoal sheath under her own blazer, stockings, no nonsense. She hooked a finger in my collar, the thin ribbon she had tied while I was shaking through the second climax.

“Kneel.”

I knelt on aching knees, heels biting, plug still buzzing low in my ass.

“Eyes up here,” she said, and hiked her skirt.

Her pussy was shaved, gleaming, already wet. The smell hit me, musk and power. She gripped my hair.

“A secretary serves,” she said. “Open your mouth.”

I opened. She pulled my face between her thighs and ground on my tongue. Taste flooded me, sharp and sweet. I lapped because stopping meant worse than the board, worse than the clawback, worse than losing the name Marcus in every system by day ninety.

She used my mouth like a toy, rolling her hips, smearing my lipstick up her slit. “Slower. Flat tongue. You are not fucking me. You are attending me.”

I moaned against her clit. The vibration in my ass synced with each pulse of my own oversensitive dick. She yanked my head back by the hair.

“Say who you are.”

“Marceline,” I gasped, chin slick.

“Say what you are doing.”

“Serving my CEO. Eating her cunt because that is my job now.”

She shoved my face back down. “Do it better.”

I sucked her clit between my lips. She ground hard, fucking my face, wet sounds loud in the mirrored room. Her thighs trembled. When she came she held my head locked and rode it out, cum slick on my tongue, my nose buried, my air thin. I gagged and kept going because her grip said I had no other choice.

When she let me up I drooled on the carpet, lipstick ruined, chin shining. She wiped herself with my blouse tail and tucked herself back in.

“Stand. Walk to the door. Twelve steps.”

My legs barely held. The plug dragged with each heel strike. At step nine she stopped me with a hand on my shoulder.

“Today the integration liaisons arrive at nine. They will take meetings on this floor. You will bring coffee. You will take notes. You will answer when they call you Marceline, because that is what the roster says as of six a.m.”

Cold crawled down my spine. “The roster…”

“I filed it while you were licking my cum off your chin.”

She turned me toward the frosted glass. In the hallway reflection my old ghosted name still showed through, faint, wrong. Beside it, fresh vinyl: Marceline, Executive Support.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” she said one last time, straightening my pearl buttons with lacquered red nails. “Zip me. Then kneel for dictation. Your first memo goes to the people who used to report to Marcus, telling them who will be handling their requests from now on.”

I rose on shaking heels, crossed to her, and pulled the zipper of her blazer up her spine with trembling fingers. My third orgasm had left me hollow and buzzing, ass gaping around the plug, mouth still tasting her. Kneeling came easier than standing had an hour ago. The vanity lights burned. Beyond the glass, elevator chimes would start soon.

I took the dictation pad from her outstretched hand and put my knees on the carpet where my awards used to hang, and I waited for her voice to tell Marceline what to write.


Chapter 4: Locked Between Coffee Runs

The steam hit my wrist while I tilted the pot. Four-inch heels bit the carpet. Vivienne’s pen kept scratching across the integration memo like my legs hadn’t just gone numb.

Cold metal kissed my balls. Click.

The lock shut.

My hand jerked. Coffee sloshed the saucer. A brown ring spread on her blotter.

She didn’t look up. “Steady the cup, Marceline. Day fifteen. Seventy-five days until the board votes who stays and who gets restructured. You will not spill on my paperwork.”

I set the cup down with both hands. The cage was tight, pink plastic over my shaft, a little padlock dangling against my thigh. She had locked me without breaking her line of dictation.

“You will wear that until I say otherwise,” she said. “Your orgasms are mine now. You come when I allow it. You leak when I punish you. You stay empty when I choose. Say it.”

My mouth went dry. “My orgasms belong to you, CEO.”

“Louder.”

“My orgasms belong to you.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My clitty swelled against the cage anyway, traitor flesh I couldn’t hide in this blouse and skirt.

She capped her pen. “Bend over the desk. Skirt up. Now.”

I bent. Her fingers hooked my panties and yanked them to my knees. Cool air on my ass. Then warm silicone pushed at my hole.

“Relax your hole, slut. Take the plug I picked for you.”

It was thick. I gasped as it popped in, a heavy fullness that set my knees shaking. She smacked my ass once, hard.

“Walk to the outer desk. Answer the phones. Every call gets a polite voice. If anyone asks for Marcus, you tell them he is unavailable during integration. You are Marceline, assistant to the chief. Go.”

I waddled out in heels, plug shifting with each step, cage swinging. The outer office had one glass wall into her suite. Anyone on this floor could see my lipstick if they looked.

The phone rang before I sat.

“Merger integration line, Marceline speaking.”

“Yeah, this is Derek from logistics. I need Marcus on the freight cap.”

Derek. I’d signed his contract last year. “Marcus is in restructuring review, sir. I can take a message for the chief’s office.”

“Who the hell is Marceline?”

“A secretary. Would you like to leave your callback?”

Silence. Then a laugh. “Jesus. Put Vivienne on.”

“She’s in session. Message or callback?”

He left the message. My face burned. The plug warmed inside me as I typed. My balls ached, swollen behind plastic.

Vivienne’s intercom crackled. “My office. Bring the coffee tray.”

I carried the tray back in. She had a small black remote on her blotter.

She clicked it.

The plug buzzed to life inside my ass. Low, steady, cruel.

I moaned before I could stop.

“Pour,” she said.

I poured. The vibration rolled through my guts. Coffee trembled in the cup. She took it, sipped, eyes on my face.

“You’re dripping already. Pathetic.”

I looked down. A clear bead had leaked from the cage tip and darkened my panties.

“Hands on the desk. Spread your legs.”

I did. She rolled her chair over and pressed a wand against the cage from behind, through the skirt. The buzz doubled, cage and plug and wand all at once.

“Please,” I whispered. “CEO, I can’t…”

“You can. You will. You will not come. If you come, I add a day to the lock and you thank me for each one out loud.”

She cranked the wand higher. My hole tightened on the plug. Spit gathered in my mouth. I bit my lip until I tasted blood and salt.

The orgasm built anyway, a coil in my belly, shame making it hotter. I’d run a floor of two hundred people. Now I shook over her desk while she drank coffee.

“Stop,” she said.

The wand lifted. The remote clicked off.

I sobbed once, denied, balls blue and heavy.

“Good girl. Wipe your mess. Back to the phones. Lunch orders in ten minutes.”

I wiped the leak with a tissue, pulled my panties up, and walked out plugged and caged and humming with need.

Three more calls. A board liaison asking about day-ninety ratification. I said the timeline was on track. My voice only cracked on the word ratified.

Vivienne sent me to the café on thirty-eight for her salad and mine, nothing but a protein shake she’d listed on a sticky note. Elevator mirrors showed the skirt, the heels, the flush I couldn’t powder away.

In the café line a man in a merger badge stared at my chest.

“New hire?” he asked.

“Assistant,” I said.

“Lucky boss.”

I turned away. The plug shifted when I clenched. Shame prickled my cheeks.

Back on forty-four, she ate while I knelt under her desk and took dictation from between her thighs.

“Integration summary, paragraph four,” she said.

Her hand tangled in my hair. She guided my mouth to her stockinged calf, then higher. I kissed up her thigh while my pad typed on the wireless keyboard she’d dropped in my lap.

“Use your tongue on my knee. Keep typing.”

I licked. Keys clacked. The cage hurt.

When paragraph four was done, she pulled me out by the hair.

“Strip to the waist. Leave the skirt and heels.”

Blouse off. Bra off. Nipples hard in the AC.

She opened a drawer and took out a black harness and a thick rubber dick.

“Ass on the floor. Back to the glass.”

One glance up from the hall would show them tits and cage. I sat on the carpet facing the window, city below like a map I used to own.

She stepped into the harness. “Say what you are.”

“A locked sissy secretary.”

“Say what your hole is for.”

“For you. For your cock.”

“Open your mouth.”

She fed me the rubber cock. I gagged, drool running down my chin. She held my head and thrust slow, testing my throat.

“Take it, whore. Choke on it while I fuck your ass with the plug.”

She worked the plug in and out, not gentle, squelch and burn. My eyes watered. I moaned around the rubber.

She pulled out of my mouth. “Turn around. Hands on the glass. Ass out.”

I pressed palms to the window. Cool glass on my nipples. She yanked the plug free. Empty for one breath.

Then her strap slammed in.

I cried out. The stretch burned good and wrong. She fucked me hard, hips snapping, balls of the harness slapping my caged clitty.

“Take it. Take every inch, bitch.”

“Yes. Fuck my ass. Please.”

“You beg like you mean it.”

“I mean it. I’m your hole. I’m your…”

She reached around and shoved two fingers against the cage, pressing my shaft through plastic. That broke me.

Cum spurted in thin ropes into the cage, ruined, body convulsing while she kept pounding my ass.

“One,” she counted in my ear. “That’s a ruin. You don’t get a real come until I unlock you. Thank me.”

“Thank you for ruining me, CEO.”

She didn’t stop. The clench that followed, raw and oversensitive, made me scream. She drove deeper, strap stretching my hole wide.

“Two coming. Hold it.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. Count with me.”

She rammed the wand against my perineum through the cage. I shattered again, dry spasms, knees buckling. More dribble leaked out, useless.

“Two. Good little toy.”

She pulled out. I hung on the glass, ass gaping, breath fogging the pane.

“Clean my cock with your mouth.”

I turned and sucked the strap, tasting latex and my own ass. She held my head and face-fucked me until drool pooled on the carpet.

“Phones,” she said, stepping out of the harness. “Board prep call in five. You will sit at the outer desk with the remote in your panties. I will buzz you during the call. You will not make a sound.”

She tucked the remote into my waistband and sent me out.

The conference line connected. Six voices. Vivienne on speaker from her office, me visible through the wall taking notes.

“Day fifteen check-in,” someone said. “Marcus status?”

Vivienne’s voice went cold and even. “Marceline is handling Marcus’s operational transition. Marcus is not on this call.”

A mutter. My pen shook.

The remote buzzed in my panties.

I clamped my thighs. Plug hummed. I smiled at the screen like a good secretary while my ass clenched and my caged dick wept.

“Marceline, read back the retention timeline,” Vivienne said.

I read. Voice steady. Inside I was climbing again, third peak building from nothing but vibration and humiliation and the word retention like a collar.

The buzz stopped.

I almost whimpered.

The call ended. Vivienne beckoned me in.

She sat in her chair, legs crossed. “Kneel.”

I knelt between her feet.

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

I opened my mouth. No lie left.

“Yes.”

“Say it plain.”

“I want to be locked. I want you to own when I come. I want…”

She pressed the heel of her pump to my cage and ground down. Pain smeared into pleasure.

“You want to be my pet secretary for the next seventy-five days and whatever comes after.”

“Yes.”

She tossed a key on the desk. Not the cage key. A smaller silver key on a ribbon.

“Anal hook. Drawer. Lube it. Insert it while I watch.”

My hands shook. The hook was cold metal, curved, with a loop at the end. I greased it, bent forward on the carpet, and worked it into my sore hole inch by inch until the ball seated and the shaft filled me.

“Attach the ribbon to your collar.”

I clipped the ribbon to the thin gold chain she’d put on me days ago. Any turn of my head tugged the hook.

“Stand. Coffee for the late meeting. Then you will file the chastity addendum to your integration contract. You sign tonight. Your signature makes the lock enforceable under merger HR policy. One orgasm per week if you earn it. Ruins don’t count.”

She unlocked the padlock on the cage and swapped it for a numbered seal. No key in my reach.

“The hook stays until morning. If you tug it off, you lose your weekly chance for a month.”

I poured coffee for three executives who filed in without looking at me. The hook pulled when I leaned. Warm coffee smell mixed with sweat between my legs.

At midnight she had me on my knees at the vanity in the corner office, signing the addendum in my feminine hand. Marceline. Not Marcus.

She zipped my skirt. “Tomorrow you run errands in the cage. Plug at my discretion. You will ask permission to piss like a good pet.”

I signed. The ink dried.

She cupped my chin. “Seventy-five days. Then the board decides if you ever get a man’s title back. You won’t. But you’ll keep begging for ruins anyway.”

She led me to the small cot in the dressing room alcove. I lay on my back, hook tethered to the bedpost so I couldn’t roll without pain.

My clitty throbbed in its cage. I craved her hand. Her no.

Sleep wouldn’t come. Only the countdown, the leak drying on my thigh, and the knowledge that I belonged to her permission now.

Outside, the tower lights stayed on. Integration never slept. Neither would I, not really, not while the lock held and day sixteen waited with her coffee cup and her remote and whatever she’d take next.


Chapter 5: The Gala Resolution

The spotlight burned my hands before my eyes adjusted. I stood in the cleared boardroom with a silver tray of champagne flutes, white gloves, the secretary blouse Vivienne had laced me into, stockings, the steel band locked around my clitty from yesterday still biting when I breathed wrong. Chandeliers turned the glass walls into a mirror maze. Black tie filled every chair. Industry faces. Board faces. The merger gala on day thirty of ninety, sixty days left on the clock that decided who stayed a name and who got filed away.

A string quartet drowned out my pulse until it didn't. Applause rolled when Vivienne crossed the dais in black silk. She didn't look at me. She never had to. My hole still held the plug she'd seated after ruining me at her desk, a dull stretch with every step, taste of her coffee on my tongue from the morning pour that started the lock clicking shut.

Reid had caught my elbow in the service corridor an hour ago, breath hot in my ear. "Tonight they ratify the old roster. You hold the line, Marcus. You walk out of here VP again." His hand had squeezed my arm like we were still equals. Hope had hooked under my ribs so hard I almost dropped the tray.

Vivienne lifted a hand. The room went dead.

"Integration isn't a handshake," she said. Her voice carried without shouting, cold and clean. "It's a ledger. Every role audited. Every line item signed."

She nodded at the screen behind her. My employee file bloomed ten feet tall. MARCUS. VP OPERATIONS. STRUCK THROUGH IN RED.

The air left my lungs in a thin whine I prayed nobody heard.

Below it: MARCELINE. EXECUTIVE SECRETARY TO THE CHIEF. EFFECTIVE DAY ONE. BOARD RATIFIED.

Day one. Not day thirty. Day one.

Reid sat third row center, already nodding at Vivienne like a loyal lieutenant. No flicker of guilt. No rescue in his eyes. The ally was her instrument. The whispers were bait. My decade on the ladder had already been cut and pasted into her footer while I poured coffee and took dictation and let her edge my locked dick until I sobbed into her carpet.

"Marceline," Vivienne said, and the spotlight found me again, "bring the board their toast."

My legs moved. The tray rattled. Champagne sloshed against glass, sweet bite in the air, cork pop ringing in my ears from the bottles I'd opened backstage. I circled the dais. Men in tuxes took flutes and smirked at my hem, my painted mouth, the bulge of the plug shifting when I bent. One board member, gray hair, ran a finger along my garter strap and didn't bother to hide it.

"Good girl," he murmured, loud enough for his neighbor to laugh.

Heat crawled up my neck. My clitty strained against steel. Shame and want knotted together until my knees wanted to fold.

I am still Marcus. The thought lashed once, sharp and stupid. The screen said otherwise. Reid said nothing.

Vivienne sipped, set her flute down, and tapped the mic.

"Public record," she said. "Marceline, kneel. Take dictation for the room."

The lectern had a cushion. A clip mic. A camera red light I hadn't seen until then. Recording. Witnesses. My professional death streamed and stored.

I knelt. The plug drove deeper on the drop. A wet sound I hated burped through the room when I settled. Someone whistled low.

She dictated while the board watched.

"Resolution seven twelve B. Marcus terminated for cause, day one post-close. No reinstatement. Marceline installed as executive secretary, full-time, corporal discipline at CEO discretion, attire and conduct per exhibit C."

She made me repeat every word into the mic. My voice cracked on corporal discipline. On exhibit C. On Marceline.

"Louder," she said. "They paid for the open bar. Give them the script."

I said it louder. Slut heat pooled in my gut. I hated how my hole gripped the rubber while I spoke my own erasure aloud. The camera ate it.

Applause when I finished. Not for me. For her culture. For the merger eating a man and spitting out a secretary.

Reid raised his glass to me like a toast to a job well done.

Vivienne stepped off the dais. Heels clicked once on marble beside my cushion. Her fingers found the remote in my pocket, the one she'd slipped there during makeup at the vanity. I hadn't known what it controlled until yesterday's edging. Now I knew.

She clicked.

The plug inside me woke up, a vicious buzz against my prostate. I jerked, champagne slopping from a forgotten flute on the tray.

"Steady," she told the room. "She's enthusiastic about integration."

Laughter. The buzz climbed. My mouth went slack. Taste of lipstick and panic.

She clicked again. Higher. The wand attachment she'd wired to the base pulsed in time, a cruel rhythm I couldn't predict. My balls drew up tight in the cage. Denied again and again yesterday, my body lurched toward release on a ballroom floor.

"Please," I breathed, too quiet.

Her shoe nudged my knee apart. Wider. Exposure. The camera angle catching up my skirt.

"Ask properly," she said, still addressing the room. "Our secretary is learning audience engagement."

Every eye on my throbbing clitty outline, on the wet spot darkening my stocking where precum leaked around the cage.

I swallowed. "Please, ma'am. Let me…"

"Let you what." Not a question in her mouth. A trap.

"Come." The word tasted like ash and sugar. "Please let your secretary come for the board."

More laughter. Vivienne smiled like a woman closing a deal.

"Not yet. Dictation isn't finished."

She clicked the remote to a stutter pattern. Edge. Drop. Edge. My hips jerked without permission. The plug squelched obscene in the hush between strings. I bit my lip until copper flooded my mouth, sharp, grounding nothing.

She made me read exhibit C aloud.

Silk blouses. Hem lengths. Garter inspection twice daily. Chastity except when CEO grants release. Anal training schedule. Public service at corporate functions. No Marcus on any door, badge, or signature line.

I read it while the vibration tortured my prostate. Voice breaking on anal training. On public service. On no Marcus.

When I hit the last line, she turned me by the chin to face Reid.

"Thank your mentor," she said.

Reid leaned in, grinning. "You did good, Marceline. Almost had me believing you'd fight."

Rage flashed white behind my eyes. I swallowed it. My hole clenched. The buzz spiked and I moaned into the mic, recorded, broadcast to the room's speakers by some tech I couldn't see.

"Thank you, sir," I heard myself say.

Vivienne killed the buzz. Silence on my nerves except the throb. She lifted me by the elbow like luggage, paraded me to the side alcove behind the draped partition everyone could see through if they craned.

"Hands on the glass," she ordered.

I pressed palms to cold window. Forty-four floors of city lights under black sky. Reflection of me: blouse, skirt, ruined lipstick, tears I hadn't authorized.

She hiked my skirt. Cool air on my plugged ass. Then her hand came down once, crack echoing over the quartet.

"Count for the room," she said.

"One." My voice shook.

Another slap. Sting layered on sting.

"Two."

She yanked the plug out in one brutal pull. My asshole gaped, clenched, empty. A board member cheered somewhere.

"Tell them what you are."

"I'm…" The old VP title stuck in my throat and died. "I'm your office slut. Your secretary hole."

"Louder."

I screamed it. Glass vibrated. Taste of my spit on my chin.

She strapped on behind me, black silicone thick as my wrist, lube cold smeared with two fingers that made me buck.

"Take it," she said, and pushed.

Stretch burned. I opened with a garbled cry. She fucked me against the glass in full view of anyone watching the alcove mirror. Each thrust slapped wet, obscene, mic'd moans leaking through the partition. Her cock hit deep, prostate mashed, cage swinging heavy and useless.

"That's one," Reid called from the crowd, counting like sport.

Vivienne drove harder. "You don't get to come on my dick until you beg in the right name."

"Marceline." I sobbed it. "Please, Vivienne. Fuck Marceline's ass. Make your secretary cum."

She reached around, clicked the cage open with a key from her clutch. One second of freedom on my raw clitty, then her fist wrapped and stroked brutal while she plowed my ass.

The first orgasm ripped out of me like vomit. Cum striped the glass. My knees bucked. She held me up by the throat against the pane.

"One," she announced to the room. "Messy little whore. Keep your hands flat."

I couldn't. I shattered anyway. Spasms rolled while she fucked through them, overstim, too much, brain offline. Cum kept pumping in thin ropes down the window.

She didn't stop.

"Two coming," Reid said, voice merry.

She swapped angle, short brutal jabs on my prostate. Her other hand shoved two fingers in my mouth. I gagged, drool slick down my chin, salt and champagne and shame.

The second crest built meaner. I tried to pull off her fingers. She shoved deeper.

"Choke on it and say thank you for each one."

I gagged out words around her knuckles. "Thank you. Two. Thank you."

Cum splattered my stockings this time, pooling in the lace tops, warm and filthy. The room applauded again. My body kept twitching after empty.

She yanked out of my ass. Gape ached open. She turned me, dropped me back to knees on marble, shoved the slick strap between my lips.

"Suck. Clean it. Show the ledger your gratitude."

I sucked her rubber cock, taste of lube and my own ass, tears and drool mixing on my blouse. The camera light blinked steady.

When she pulled free, she held my face for the lens.

"Marcus is a clerical error," she said, clear for the recording. "Marceline is the signed line. Sixty days remain on integration review. On day ninety, role conversions go permanent. Tonight the board witnessed exhibit C in practice."

Permanent. The word sank hooks.

She zipped my skirt. Locked the cage again. Click. Denied after being milked in public.

She lifted my chin.

"We are only just beginning."

The quartet swelled. Guests closed in for handshakes with her, eyes sliding over me like I was part of the catering. Reid passed with a fresh flute, bumped my shoulder.

"See you Monday, Marceline."

I stood on dead legs, cum drying on glass and thighs, plug reseated with an obscene pop she twisted in without mercy, buzz remote back in her pocket. Sixty days. No Marcus to save. Only the record, the witnesses, and the craving already coiling for whatever she filed next while the city glittered under us and the board drank to a culture that owned me down to the ink.


Chapter 6: Mourning Marcus

The mascara had dried in crooked tracks down my cheeks, and I kept wiping anyway because my hands would not stay still. The suite sat empty above the city, black panels and thin gold from the towers below, and the vanity bulbs threw my face back at me in the blouse I had worn to the gala, stockings wrinkled at the knees, lipstick chewed off hours ago. I looked like a woman who had been used in front of a room full of men in suits. I looked like me. That was the part that broke me open again.

Marcus was dead on paper. Day one. Every day since had been her filing. Reid’s whisper in the corridor, the promise of a quiet restore tonight, had been her string. I had carried trays and knelt for dictation while they clapped, and the whole time my cock had strained in its metal ring like it wanted to thank them.

I pressed my palms flat on the marble top. The stone was cold. My skin smelled like champagne sweat and the powder she had dusted on my throat before the doors opened. Grief sat in my chest, heavy as a ledger I could not close. I had one room left inside my skull where Marcus still stood in a tailored jacket and said no. I was mourning him there, alone, before dawn on day thirty-three. Fifty-seven days until the board locked every conversion for good.

Footsteps on carpet. I did not turn. Only one person walked that quiet on the forty-fourth floor.

“You stayed up,” she said.

Her voice was low. No boardroom edge. She came behind me and set both hands on my shoulders, weight sinking through the silk into bone. Jasmine and ink. Her thumbs found the knots at the base of my neck and worked them apart while I stared at the stranger with my jaw in the mirror.

“Cry if you need to,” she said. “I am not taking that from you yet.”

Yet. My throat tightened. I hated how my nipples peaked against the blouse when she said it soft.

“I want him back,” I whispered.

“I know.”

She was not mocking. That was worse. She turned the chair so I faced her, charcoal skirt, bare forearms, hair still pinned from the gala. She cupped my wet face in both hands like I was fragile property worth keeping.

“You want the man who thought he could merge his way to the top,” she said. “He ran operations. He signed hostile paperwork. He believed leverage was the same as power.”

“He was real.”

“He was a title.” Her thumb traced my lower lip. “You are what is left when the title gets cut. Sit still.”

She opened the lowest drawer of the vanity. Leather cuffs, a black plug thick at the base, a bottle of lube, her slim vibrator, a harness rolled neat beside them. My hole clenched on nothing. Shame crawled up my neck because I had not been touched and still my body leaned toward her hands.

“We are not performing tonight,” she said. “No audience. No count. Just you and me and what you are losing.”

She stripped the blouse off me. Cool air hit my chest. The lace bra she had chosen for the gala was smeared with stale champagne. She unhooked it and my tits fell free, nipples stiff. She did not pinch or slap. She bent and took one nipple into her mouth, slow suction, tongue flat. My breath hitched. Marcus in my head screamed to stand up and walk out. My thighs spread wider on the stool.

“Good girl,” she murmured against my skin. “Let it hurt.”

She cuffed my right wrist to the arm of the vanity chair. Then the left. I was fixed in front of the mirror, bare from the waist up, skirt still bunched around my hips from the party. She knelt between my legs and hiked the skirt to my waist. The garter straps bit my thighs. She peeled my ruined stockings down and tossed them aside.

My locked clitty sat pink and swollen in the chrome cage, leaking down the shaft. She kissed the tip through the bars. No teeth. Just heat. I sobbed once, ugly.

“That is not Marcus,” she said. “That is you, leaking because someone finally told the truth in front of the whole room.”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

I could not say it. She waited, one finger circling my asshole through the thin strip of thong.

“Please stop,” I lied.

“Liar.” She cut the thong away. “Open.”

I lifted my ass off the stool. She worked the plug in slow, inch by inch, stretching my rim until the burn made my eyes water. The base seated flush. My hole fluttered around the width. She turned the vibrator on low and pressed it to the chrome. Buzz spread through metal into my shaft. I bucked against the cuffs.

“Stay,” she said. “Feel the weight inside you. That is what you will carry on every floor of this building from now on.”

The plug sat deep, a constant fullness. The wand hummed on my clitty. I bit my lip until blood taste met champagne rot. Her eyes stayed on my face in the mirror, not the toys. Grief and need wound together, and I could not tell which made me wetter.

She stood and stripped the harness up her thighs. The cock she buckled on was matte black, thicker than the plug, curved up. She slicked it with lube that smelled sharp and clean.

“Turn around on the seat,” she said. “Chest to the mirror. Ass out.”

I twisted awkward, wrists chained, tits pressed to cold glass. My reflection: mascara ghost, mouth open, a secretary mounted for her CEO. She spread my cheeks and pulled the plug free. My hole gaped, slick, twitching. Air kissed the open rim.

“Breathe,” she said.

The head of her cock nudged my asshole. Slow push. Burn. Stretch. My forehead thumped the mirror. She sank in halfway and held there while my sphincter spasmed around her.

“Say his name,” she whispered at my ear.

“Marcus.”

“Again.”

“Marcus.”

She drove the rest in one long stroke. I cried out. The slap of her hips against my ass was wet, obscene. She fucked me deep but unhurried, dragging out each withdrawal until only the tip stretched my ring, then feeding it back. No rush to break me. She wanted the collapse gradual.

“Who is in this body?” she asked.

“Marcus.”

She pulled almost all the way out and slammed home. The mirror rattled. Pain flared bright up my spine.

“Who?”

“I…”

She set the wand on the shelf, still buzzing, and reached around to wrap my clitty in her fist through the bars, pumping in time with her cock splitting my ass. Double rhythm. My brain stuttered.

“Who owns this hole?”

“You do.”

“Name.”

“Mar…” I choked. “Marceline.”

The first time it was not an order echoing in my skull. It was my word, torn out while her dick stuffed my ass full. She kissed the side of my neck, gentle, almost kind.

“There she is,” she breathed. “Stay with her.”

She fucked me harder. Squelch, slap, squelch. Lube dripped down my thighs. My hole gaped and clenched down on her shaft, greedy, humiliating. Marcus was a ghost I could not hold onto while her cock punched prostate sparks through my gut. The cage leaked in strings. She pinched my nipple and rolled it, soft, then firm.

“Come for me, Marceline,” she said. “No permission for Marcus. He is gone.”

I shook my head. Tears slid fresh. She angled deeper, head grinding the spot that made my thighs quiver. She pressed the vibrator back to my cage, high now. Buzz and stretch and her voice in my ear telling me I was good, I was hers, I was the girl at the vanity who belonged in silk.

The orgasm built like a debt coming due. My ass clamped down. Clitty jumped in its ring, useless and desperate. I came in pulses, cum squirting through the bars in messy stripes on the mirror, on my stomach, dripping while she kept pounding my ass open.

“Yes,” she said. “Give it up. All of it.”

I sagged in the cuffs, still impaled. She did not stop. Slow again, long strokes, fucking me through the oversensitive burn while aftershocks rippled my hole. She added her fingers beside her cock, stretching my rim wider, two then three, scissoring me open while she thrust. Stretch burned into a dull ache. I whined.

“Take it,” she said. “You are a hole for my merger. You always were.”

She pushed a fourth finger in. My ass burned wide. She fucked me with hand and strap together, obscene wet noise filling the suite. I begged without words, just breath and squeaks. She curled her fingers inside me and found the spot again. Another crest hit, cruel, milking more cum out of my cage onto the floor.

When she pulled out, my asshole stayed open, fluttering, air cold on the slick rim. She uncuffed me. I crumpled to the carpet, legs dead, skirt twisted. She stepped out of the harness and knelt beside me, hand on my hair, stroking.

“Grief is the last room I needed,” she said. “You just handed me the key.”

I wanted to hate her. My mouth stayed open against her palm.

A chime from the suite door. Dawn light had started to grey the east windows. She did not look surprised.

“Enter,” she called.

The door opened. Reid walked in, integration liaison, the man who had fed me hope in the hallway. He carried a tablet and a slim camera case. He smelled like coffee and cologne. His eyes landed on my bare tits, the streaks on the mirror, my gaping, wrecked ass on display.

“Recording for day thirty-four compliance,” he said, voice flat. “Board wants aftermath documentation on restructuring assets.”

My stomach dropped. Vivienne’s hand stayed in my hair, casual, proprietary.

“Get her face,” she told him. “Wide shot first. Then close on the cage leak.”

Reid raised the camera. Red light blinked. He circled us while I knelt naked, cum drying on my belly, plug discarded on the vanity, my hole still sloppy open.

“State your name for the file,” Vivienne said.

I looked at the lens. Marcus was not coming back. The words left my mouth before thought could catch them.

“Marceline.”

Reid tapped the tablet. “Timestamp oh-five-forty-one. Day thirty-three of ninety. Fifty-seven days to ratification.”

Vivienne lifted my chin. Her eyes were calm, victorious, almost tender.

“You belong in this room now,” she said.

She stood and straightened her skirt. Reid kept filming as she zipped me into a fresh blouse from the rack, smoothed my skirt, wiped my face with a tissue like I was merchandise being prepped for the floor.

“Day thirty-four starts in twenty minutes,” she said. “The compliance team will want you at the open-plan bullpen before the east traders arrive. You will take their coffee orders on your knees. Reid’s clip goes to the integration committee by lunch.”

Reid lowered the camera. “Committee chair asked for a follow-up live feed next week. Same room.”

She nodded. “Schedule it.”

The door closed behind him. The city brightened. I stood in the corner office that used to be mine, dressed as her secretary, ass still aching, name tasting true on my tongue. Grief had nowhere left to stand. I picked up her coffee mug from the vanity and followed her toward the elevator, fifty-seven days shrinking on the counter in my head, the red light’s ghost still blinking behind my eyes.


Chapter 7: The Second Desk

The laugh came through the glass before I saw who owned it. Deep. Easy. A man who had never knelt in this suite.

I stood at the vanity with a brush in my hand and my stockings half rolled. The outer office carried the bite of a power drill. Metal on metal. Steady turns. Someone was fixing a nameplate to a desk that had been mine when I still ran operations on this floor.

I went out in my robe and bare feet.

Reid had his jacket off. Sleeves rolled. Forearms thick from gym and deals. He held the plate while facilities drove the last screw. The brass read VP OPERATIONS in clean caps. My old title. My old sightline straight into her door.

He looked up and did not blink at the robe or the lace at my throat.

"Morning. You must be the secretary."

The drill stopped. The silence was worse.

Heat crawled up my neck. My clitty stirred in its lock, quick and helpless. Shame and want hit together, mean and fast.

I had run headcount on three continents from that desk. Signed off on a billion in spend. Reid was thirty-two if the floor gossip was right. Hungry. Male. Ascending.

"She inside?" he asked, like I was furniture.

I should have smiled. Poured coffee. Curtsied in my training heels.

Marcus would have shut him down with one look.

"She's in a call," I said. My voice came out too low. Too rough.

Reid leaned on the desk edge. The wood gave a little under his weight. Same wood my elbows had worn smooth for two years.

"Good. Gives us time to settle in. Integration's a bitch. Thirty-eight days left on the clock and they're still picking who stays and who gets cut." He tapped the nameplate. "Lucky me."

Lucky him.

My hands curled. Nails bit my palms.

I could walk into her office. Drop the robe. Stand like the man I was on paper before the gala shredded it. Demand she explain this insult in front of whoever was on that call.

My mouth went dry. My locked dick leaked.

I hated that more than I hated him.

Reid's phone buzzed. He grinned at the screen.

"Vivienne wants me in at nine. Walk-through of the pipeline dashboards. She said you'd show me the filing system after." He straightened his tie. Dark blue. Power color. "Don't worry, sweetheart. I won't bite."

Sweetheart.

I crossed to my desk. Smaller now. Secretary station tucked beside the wardrobe racks. Dress bags breathed polyester and her perfume behind me. My keyboard looked like a toy next to his dual monitors already humming on the stolen surface.

I logged in, fingers fumbling the keys. The integration portal flashed day fifty-two in red. Thirty-eight days until the board locked every conversion for good.

Reid's chair squeaked when he sat. The sound went through me like a slap.

Her door opened at eight fifty-seven.

She wore charcoal today. Skirt knife-straight. Blouse white and cold. Heels that clicked like verdicts on marble.

"Reid. You're early. Good." Her gaze slid over me once. Robe. Messed hair. Bare feet. "Marceline. Why aren't you dressed?"

"I heard the drill."

"And you chose to greet our new VP in a bathrobe." No anger. Worse. Calm inventory. "Go finish. Nine o'clock you escort him through the archive protocols. In full uniform. Heels."

"Yes, ma'am."

Reid offered his hand to her. She took it. Brief. Professional. His thumb brushed her knuckle and he held the contact half a second too long.

Jealousy detonated.

Not quiet. Not dignified.

White-hot.

It burned through the grief she'd softened me with before dawn. The kindness in the dark. Her hands in my hair calling me Marceline until I believed it. All of it turned to acid watching his thumb on her skin.

I dressed fast. Pink blouse. Grey pencil skirt. Garter clips snapping against my thighs. The thick plug she had seated after the gala still filled my ass from last night. Each step shifted it. Warm silicone. Obscene pressure.

I locked the heels. Four inches. Training pair. Ankles wobbled then steadied.

When I came out Reid had coffee she hadn't asked me to make. Two cups. He'd found her brew settings.

"Black for you, Vivienne?"

"Thank you." She sipped. Didn't thank me.

I bit the inside of my cheek until copper flooded my tongue.

"Marceline has the compliance binders," she said. "Start with the retention schedules. I'll take Reid through the live ops map at ten."

"Happy to have a guide," Reid said. "Pretty guide."

She didn't correct him.

I led him to the file wall. My ass ached around the plug. Heels burned my calves. I explained folder hierarchy with a perfect secretary smile while Marcus screamed inside me.

"This used to be your kingdom?" Reid murmured at the window. Forty-four floors of glass. City like a model below. "Hard to picture you fetching binders."

"I manage what I'm given."

"Smart." He stepped closer. Cologne. Heat off his body. "Bet you see everything from that little desk. Who she trusts. Who she fucks. Who's out at day ninety."

"Watch your mouth."

He laughed again. That same easy bark.

"Just curious. You were VP ops, right? Before the restructure? Rumor says you volunteered for the skirt."

"I didn't volunteer for shit."

The words ripped out. Too loud. The file room deadened echo but not meaning.

Reid's eyes sharpened.

"Feisty. She like that?"

I turned on him. Toe to toe in my heels. He still had two inches of height.

"Get your nameplate off my desk."

"Not your desk anymore, honey."

I shoved him. Palms on his chest.

He didn't budge. Grinned.

"Careful. HR loves a harassment claim from the girl in panties."

Girl.

Marcus lunged. Fist cocked. Years of squash courts and negotiation adrenaline.

Her voice cut the air.

"Marceline."

I froze. Hand still raised. Heart slamming my ribs.

She stood in the doorway. Reid's coffee cup in one hand. Expression flat.

"Put your hand down. Reid, leave us."

He went. Door snicked shut.

Silence.

"You hit my new VP in my file room."

"He's on my desk. He called me honey. He touched your hand like he already owned the floor."

"I install who I need for integration." She set the cup down. "You assault him again and I hand you to security as an unstable temp and you walk out with nothing. Day fifty-two. Thirty-eight left. You sign or you starve. You know the board language."

"I ran this floor."

"You ran a title that was deleted before you ever wore lace." She stepped in. Heel to heel. "You want to be the man again? Prove it. Take what you want."

Hope. Stupid. Vicious.

I grabbed her wrists. Tried to pin her to the filing cabinet. Muscle memory from a life where my grip meant something.

She let me for one breath.

Then her knee drove up between my thighs. Not hard enough to injure. Perfect enough to crush my locked clitty against the metal cage. Pain flashed white. Air left my lungs.

I doubled over. Gasping.

She twisted my arm behind my back. Wrist lock. Ballet smooth.

"Still the fighter. Good. I was bored with the broken doll."

She marched me through the outer office. Reid's head turned. She didn't explain.

Her inner office. Door locked.

"Strip. Skirt. Blouse. Keep the heels."

I shook. Rage and hurt and that traitor pulse between my legs.

"You don't get to…"

"I get to what the board gave me." She sat on the edge of her desk. Legs crossed. "Strip or I call Reid back to watch the secretary lose her uniform."

Defiance had one move left. Refuse. Walk out. Lose everything.

My fingers went to the blouse buttons.

I couldn't walk.

The truth settled in my gut and stayed. I'd rather be stripped by her than free in the elevator with Reid smirking at my back.

Coerced? The word slid off. Wouldn't stick.

I unbuttoned. Skirt pooled at my ankles. Pink thong. Lace top stockings. Cage gleaming. Plug base visible between my cheeks.

"Turn. Hands on the desk."

I bent. Wood cool under my palms. Ass up. Plug staring at her.

She didn't touch me yet.

"You chose the robe this morning. You chose the shove. You chose to stay when I said strip." Her voice dropped. "Say what you are."

"I'm your secretary."

"Louder."

"Your secretary."

"And what is Marcus?"

Dead. The answer she wanted. The answer my body was giving.

"Gone," I whispered.

"Gone." She stood behind me. Fingernail traced the plug. "This stays in until I say. Understand?"

"Yes."

She pulled it halfway out. Stretch burned. I clenched. She shoved it back. Squelch. Wet sound. Lube and shame.

"Reid will eat lunch at that desk every day unless you give me a reason to keep you close." Nail dug my cheek. Spread me. "Beg me to keep you."

My throat closed.

Marcus would never.

My hips rolled anyway. Chasing the plug.

"Beg, and I might let you."

The line landed soft. Cruel.

"I want to stay at your side."

"Not enough."

"Please keep me. Not him. Me."

"Why?"

Because his laugh made me want to kill. Because her knee in my cage hurt and I almost came from it. Because before dawn she called me Marceline and I meant it.

"Because I'm yours."

"Say the rest."

"I'm yours. Not coerced. I choose the collar. I choose you."

The words tasted like vomit and honey.

She hummed. Satisfied.

"Good girl."

No cuffs yet. Just my obedience.

The drawer opened. Leather paddle. Small. Mean. Wand. Black head. Cord snaking to the outlet.

She didn't use the wand first. Withdrawn mercy. Tease the gift then pull it.

"Count with me. Heel posture."

She tapped my calf with the paddle.

"Straighten."

I locked my knees. Heels bit the carpet. Calves screamed.

Paddle kissed my ass. Once. Sting bloomed.

"One."

Again. Harder.

"Two."

Twelve total. Cheeks throbbing. Plug vibrating with each jolt. She never touched my cage.

By eight I sobbed. By twelve I thanked her.

"Thank you, ma'am."

"Open the drawer. Second shelf."

Vibrator. Slim. Remote in her hand.

She worked it against the cage. Buzz through metal. Clitty swelled and wept. No relief. Only torment.

I bucked. She pulled it away.

"Hands flat."

I flattened. Whimpered.

"You don't come until Reid is forgotten."

"I hate him."

"Use him." She pressed the wand to my perineum. Low buzz. "Hate makes you wet. Admit it."

My leak dripped on the desk blotter.

"He's… he's what I was."

"And what are you?"

"A sissy hole. Your hole."

"Again."

"Your hole. Your secretary slut."

She turned the wand up. Pressed harder. Edge built. Legs shook.

She stopped.

Denied.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please let me come. Please. I'll serve. I'll crawl. Just not him at my desk."

"On the floor. Knees."

I slid down. Heels scraping. Ass on fire. Cage dripping.

She loomed. Skirt against my face. Wool and skin heat.

"Lick."

I licked her through stockings. She guided my head. Rhythm slow. Punishing.

"You're going to watch me promote him at thirty days if you disappoint me."

I moaned against her thigh.

"Answer."

"I won't disappoint."

"You'll compete for my attention like the bitch you are."

"Yes."

She stepped back. Strap from the cabinet. Thick black cock. Harness cinched at her hips.

"Ass up. Face down."

I obeyed. Marcus was a ghost. Marceline was a body arranging itself for use.

She worked the plug out slow. Gape. Cool air. Then her thumb. Two fingers. Stretch slick and mean.

"No fist yet. You haven't earned it."

Three fingers. Burn. Pleasure wrong and sharp.

I pushed back. Ashamed of how much I needed it.

"You want this more than you wanted that desk."

"Yes."

She replaced fingers with the strap. Head blunt at my hole. Pause.

"Beg for the first inch."

"Fuck your secretary. Please. Split me open."

She drove in. One stroke. Full depth.

I screamed into the carpet.

Pace brutal. Desk shook. Wet slap of harness on ass. Squelch inside me. She fucked like integration. Total. No mercy.

"Who owns this ass?"

"You do."

"Who did you choose?"

"You. Only you."

Her hand fisted my hair. Yanked. Neck arched.

"Come on my cock."

"I can't without…"

"You can with my permission." Wand hit my cage. High. Buzz and stretch together.

Orgasm one tore loose. Prostate and metal. Cum straining out the cage in thin spurts. I howled. Counted wrong.

"That's one," she said. "Two more."

She didn't slow. Pounded through the spasms. Oversensitive. Burning.

"Too much."

"Take it."

Wand stayed. Strap hammered. Second crest built from pain and friction.

"Thank you for using me. Thank you. Two."

Filth poured out of me. Boardroom vocabulary dead. Only grunts and please.

She pulled out. Gape fluttering. Empty ache.

"Roll over."

I lay on my back. Heels still on. Cage messy. Ass leaking lube.

She knelt between my thighs. Strap at my lips.

"Clean it."

I sucked. Taste of rubber and my own ass. Gag. Drool on chin.

"Good little whore."

Third orgasm while gagging. Hands free. She stroked the cage with two fingers. Milking ruin out of me. Spasms weaker. Longer. Toes curled in heels.

"Three."

I sobbed. "I'm done."

"One more." Remote buzzed. Plug back in. She'd picked it off the floor. Shoved deep without warning.

Fourth climax smaller. Nasty. Body twitching. Mind blank.

She pulled the strap free of my mouth. Wiped my face with her handkerchief. Composed again. CEO.

"You will bring Reid coffee at eleven. Smile. Heel posture perfect."

"I want to kill him."

"I know." She cupped my jaw. Thumb on my lip. "Channel it. Seduce me harder than he tries. That's your job now."

"Is that an order?"

"It's the cage you wanted."

No antithesis. Plain truth.

I nodded. Leak between my thighs cooling.

She zipped her skirt. Fixed her hair.

"Integration memo at two. You're taking minutes. Naked under your blouse if you hesitate once."

"Yes, ma'am."

Reid's laugh drifted through the door again. Drill memory. Nameplate.

She opened the door. Reid waited with a tablet.

"Vivienne, the Singapore numbers…"

"Give them to Marceline. She'll reconcile before lunch."

His eyes flicked to me on the floor. Disheveled. Used.

"Rough morning?"

She didn't answer. Looked at me.

I rose on shaking legs. Pulled my thong up. Blouse on. Skirt. Every motion agony and silk.

"Black coffee," I said to Reid. Voice steady. "Two sugars. You like it weak."

He blinked.

I walked to my little desk on unsteady heels. Sat where I belonged now. Wand cord still tangled near her chair. My ass full again. Cage dripping.

Day fifty-two. Thirty-eight days.

Reid leaned into her doorway. Shoulder almost touching the frame the way Marcus used to own it.

I opened the compliance binder. Pen ready. Heart still racing from the fourth orgasm.

She glanced at me over Reid's shoulder. One look. Claiming.

I mouthed it before I could stop.

Mine.

Not the desk. Her.

Reid said something about Q3 throughput. She nodded. Hand on his elbow. Guiding him deeper into my old kingdom.

I spread my thighs under the desk. Pressed the plug deeper. Warmth. Texture. Ache.

The next memo would land at two. Naked under cloth if I failed.

I would not fail.

I would make her look at me the way she'd never look at anything Reid offered.

The clock ticked. He laughed again.

I smiled at the binder and squeezed my hole around silicone like a promise.


Chapter 8: The Cardboard Box

The cardboard box sat where the coffee tray usually went, flaps folded back, brown corrugated edge cutting into the glass. A severance envelope lay inside like a blade in flowers, white and sharp against the dull cardboard. Vivienne stood behind her desk in a charcoal sheath that made the room colder. She did not sit.

"You wanted a decision. Here it is."

She tapped the envelope with one nail.

"Released."

The word hit my stomach harder than any strap or wand ever had. Released. Free. Thrown out. Reid's laugh from the outer office carried through the door, low and pleased, the sound of a man who had already taken my chair and my title and the route I used to walk this floor like I owned it.

Twenty-three days left on the board clock. Day sixty-seven. I had counted every one of them on the little display by the vanity until the numbers burned into the back of my eyes. Twenty-three days and she was handing me a box.

"I don't understand."

"You do." Her voice stayed flat, executive, the same tone she used on earnings calls. "Integration review flagged redundancy in your lane. Reid runs operations now. You are a cost line I can cut today or keep on a leash until day ninety. Those are the options on paper."

My thighs pressed together under the pencil skirt. The thick diaper between them crinkled, a stupid loud sound in a room that had gone too quiet. Warm from hours of wear, heavy at the crotch where I had leaked twice since dawn and could not hide it. The crinkle made my face burn. Reid would hear that sound if she marched me out past his desk.

Vivienne slid a second sheet across the glass. Memorandum of voluntary separation. Signature line for Marcus.

"There is a third path." She did not smile. "You stay. As my secretary. As the name on your badge. You sign nothing that frees you. You sign everything that keeps you mine until the board ratifies what you already are."

I stared at the box. My old cufflinks were in there, catching the light. A framed photo face-down. The severance check folder thick with legalese that would pay me to disappear.

"Take the release if you want it." She said it like she was offering water. "Walk out in that skirt if you like. Explain Marcus to security. Explain the diaper under your clothes to Reid while he escorts you to the elevator. Explain to the world why the youngest VP on the old board now curtsies outside a CEO's door."

The outer office went quiet. Reid's voice stopped mid-sentence. Waiting.

Jealousy clawed up my throat, hot and sour. He had my operational dashboards on his screen. He had brought her coffee this morning while I was bent over the vanity getting my lips painted. He had called her Vivienne like they were already partners. I hated him. My hands shook.

"I ran this floor."

"You ran a ghost title." She rounded the desk. Her perfume cut across the stale heat of my padding. "Day one eliminated Marcus on the org chart. You have been Marceline in payroll since the merger closed. That envelope only makes official what you refuse to say out loud."

My clitty strained against the pink chastity sleeve under the diaper, a traitor pulse I could not stop. Shame and want knotted so tight I could not tell which one made me wetter.

"I won't beg."

She lifted my chin with two fingers. Her nails were cool. My skin was fever-hot.

"Then pack."

She stepped back and gestured at the box.

I did not move.

Reid knocked once. "Vivienne? The ops brief is ready when you are."

His silhouette filled the glass, broad shoulders, the cut of a suit that used to be my uniform. He was smiling at someone on his phone. My replacement living my life in real time.

"One moment," she called back, calm.

To me, lower: "He asked to sit in on your exit interview. Humane, he said. Wants to thank you for a smooth handoff."

The room cooled another degree. My nipples hardened against the satin bra, visible under the blouse. Humiliation rolled over me and my dick leaked in its cage, a thin warm thread into the diaper that made the bulk swell.

"No."

"Say what you mean."

"I won't leave." The words tore out before pride could swallow them. "Don't put me in the box. Don't give him my floor."

Vivienne studied my face. Silence stretched. The HVAC hummed. Reid shifted outside, shoe leather on carpet, impatient.

"On your knees."

I sank. The heels she had trained me in, four inches, bit into my calves. Kneeling made the diaper spread my legs, obscene bulk on display if anyone opened the door. I kept my eyes on her pumps, black patent, flawless.

"Beg properly. Not to me. To the record."

She tapped her phone. Red recording light. My mouth went dry.

"Please let me stay." My voice cracked. "I am Marceline. I belong at your desk. Not in cardboard. Not in Reid's story. Please."

"Louder. Name what you are."

"I am your secretary." Tears pricked, angry and hot. "Your sissy secretary. I wear what you put on me. I do what you say. I don't want to be released. I want to stay owned."

The recording light blinked. Permanent.

"Again. Look at the lens."

She angled the phone. I faced it, lipstick perfect, mascara starting to run, a man in a woman's name on his knees with a sagging diaper under his skirt.

"I beg you to keep me." Each word tasted like rust. "Discard Reid's offer of freedom. I choose you. I choose this office. I choose to be Marceline forever."

My cock throbbed in denial. Choosing her was worse than chains. My body loved it anyway.

Vivienne stopped the recording. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged. You just proved it."

She set the phone in her pocket and opened the door.

Reid stood there, grin fading into polished concern. Thirty-two, hungry eyes, the face of every man who had ever wanted my job.

"All set for the handoff?"

"Almost." Vivienne did not let me rise. "Marceline is negotiating retention. Demonstrate value."

Reid's gaze slid down my blouse, the kneeling posture, the skirt riding up enough to show garters. He knew. They all knew now.

"Jesus."

"Comment is not required." Vivienne pulled a chair into the doorway. "Sit. Watch. Score her etiquette. She has twenty-three days to prove she earns her chair more than you earn her slot."

Reid sat. The chair creaked. My face burned so hot I thought I would vomit.

Vivienne returned to the desk and opened a drawer. Leather cuffs, a black wand, a silicone plug thick as her thumb, a remote she clicked once. The plug in my ass woke from standby, a low buzz that made my hole tighten around it. I had worn it all morning. She had turned it on in front of him.

"Stand. Heels together. Back straight. Diaper check."

I stood, wobbling. She lifted my skirt in front of Reid and pressed two fingers into the front of the diaper. Squelch. Loud. Obscene. The smell of my piss and precum hit the air, warm and sharp.

"Soaked. Say it."

"My diaper is soaked." I could not look at Reid. "I leaked in my diaper like a useless pet."

"Volume."

"Louder."

"My diaper is soaked!" My voice broke on the last word. Reid cleared his throat.

Vivienne peeled the tape tabs. Cool air hit my cage and thighs. The diaper dropped to my ankles, heavy, yellow-tinted at the center, crinkling as it fell. She kicked it aside.

"Spread."

I stepped out of the sodden bulk. Garters snapped. Stockings whispered. She pointed at the waste bin. The used diaper landed on top of my severance envelope inside the box. She had put my humiliation on top of my freedom.

"Reid, note the discipline mark."

He pulled out his phone, typing. "Noncompliance with dryness protocol. Third this week."

"Thank you."

She lubed the plug, thicker now, longer, and shoved it into my ass without warning. I gasped. The stretch burned. The buzz jumped to high. My knees buckled.

"Stay up. Heel training. Twelve counts."

I rose on the four-inch heels, ass full, wand in her hand now, pressed to my cage through the sleeve. The vibration rattled my teeth. Reid watched, elbows on knees, like a judge at a performance review.

"One." Vivienne clicked the wand higher. "Say your name."

"Marceline."

"Two. Legal name on the separation form. Say it so he hears what you are giving up."

"Marcus is dead on paper." The wand pulsed. My balls drew up tight. "Marceline is all I am."

"Three. Who owns your orgasms."

"You do."

"Four. Louder."

"You own my orgasms, Mistress."

Reid made a low sound. Pity or disgust. I could not tell. It made me harder in the cage.

She made me count to twelve with the wand on my clitty and the plug drilling my hole. At eight I was sobbing. At ten precum dripped in strings from the cage onto the carpet. At twelve she did not stop.

"Etiquette." She handed me a porcelain cup, empty. "Serve Reid."

I walked to him on shaking legs, heels clicking, ass buzzing, cup on the saucer like she had drilled into me for weeks. He did not take it.

"She's shaking too hard," he said.

"Then steady her." Vivienne's tone could freeze blood. "Hold the saucer. Let her learn what happens when she begs to stay."

Reid's hand closed around mine. His palm was warm, dry, confident. The touch that should have been mine on this floor. Jealousy spiked so sharp I moaned.

"Thank you, sir," I whispered because she had taught me to thank any man who corrected me.

"Pathetic," Reid said, and smiled at Vivienne.

She smiled back, thin. "Useful. On the desk. Face down. Skirt up."

I bent over her glass desk beside the cardboard box. My reflection stared up at me, ruined lipstick, eyes glassy. She cuffed my wrists to the desk legs. Reid pulled his chair closer. Close enough I smelled his cologne, the one I used to wear.

Vivienne strapped on a black cock, thick and curved, harness tight over her sheath dress. She did not undress. She never had to.

"You begged to stay." She lined the head at my asshole around the plug. "So stay."

She yanked the plug out. My hole gaped, empty, clenching on air. Then the strap pushed in, inch by inch, cold lube and hot stretch. I screamed into the glass.

"Quiet." She slapped my ass. The crack echoed. Reid counted under his breath. "One."

She fucked me slow first, each stroke dragging every ridge across me. The wand stayed on my cage. The dual assault made my vision white out at the edges.

"Say what you are while he watches."

"A hole." I sobbed it into the desk. "A kept hole. A secretary slut in a skirt."

"Two." Reid's voice. He was counting her thrusts. "Three."

Vivienne picked up pace. Skin slapped skin. Wet sounds filled the office, slick and obscene. My asshole burned and opened and took her anyway.

"Beg for the first one."

"Please let me cum." I could not form sentences. "Please, Mistress, I need it, I'll do anything, don't release me, don't box me, please."

"Come on my cock like the toy you are. Thank me."

She rammed deep and held. The wand maxed. My orgasm tore out of the cage, dry and brutal, prostate milked by the strap inside me. Cum dribbled in thin clear spurts from the cage tip, useless, while my hole spasmed around silicone cock. I howled.

"That's one." Reid's pen scratched. "Noted."

"Again," Vivienne said.

"No, please, too much."

"You chose stay over box. Earn it."

She pulled out and switched toys, a longer dildo on the machine arm bolted under the desk, something she had installed for nights I did not want to talk about. The machine whirred. Cold metal base. Warm silicone head pressing my open ass again. She set it to medium and let it piston while she held the wand to my perineum.

The second orgasm built worse than the first. Oversensitive, twitching, my thighs slick with sweat and drool from where I had bitten my lip. Reid narrated like ops metrics.

"Heart rate up. Shaking. Still talking."

"Make her talk." Vivienne shoved two fingers in my mouth. "Suck. Describe the machine."

I gagged around her fingers, words mangled. "Fucking me. Ass machine. Can't close. Hole won't close."

"Good girl."

The machine sped up. Squelch, slap, squelch. My balls ached. The crest hit and I came again, harder, a broken whine, cum splattering the underside of the desk in pathetic strings.

"Two." Reid again. Clinical. "She's done."

"She's not." Vivienne turned the machine to high. "One more. She begs for retention. She gets workload."

I tried to pull against the cuffs. Leather dug into my wrists. The third orgasm was punishment, too long, wand and machine and her fist suddenly at my ass alongside the dildo, stretching me impossibly wide. I saw stars and hated myself for the cliché my brain could not escape.

"Thank you, thank you, I'm your whore, Marceline is your whore, don't free me, don't free me."

I came a third time, vision tunneling, whole body convulsing. Fluid leaked down my thighs, mix of lube and cum and sweat, pooling on the glass. Vivienne shut the machine off. My asshole gaped when she pulled free, pink and ruined, air cold on the inside.

She uncuffed me. I slid to the floor, boneless. She tipped my chin up with the toe of her pump.

"Retention terms. You will train heels two hours daily. You will thank Reid when he corrects your filing. You will wet your diaper on schedule or be changed in front of whoever is in the room. Your name on all documents is Marceline. Marcus signs only to dissolve himself on day eighty-eight. Nod."

I nodded. My jaw trembled.

"Verbal."

"I accept."

"Louder."

"I accept retention. I choose to stay. I am Marceline."

Vivienne tore the separation envelope in half. Shredded it into the box on top of the diaper. She handed me a fresh contract folder, pink tab, Integration Retention Schedule, day ninety final ratification highlighted.

"Initial every page. Then zip me for the ops brief. Reid leads. You follow with the tablet and take notes in your new hand."

Reid stood, smug restored, and held the door like he owned it. I crawled to the vanity first because she had not said I could walk yet, changed into a clean thick diaper she had laid out, white, crinkling loud when I taped it, bulging under the skirt. The sound made Reid's eyebrow lift. Good. Let him hear it every day for twenty-three more days.

At her chair I rose on unsteady legs and stepped into heel training position. She presented her back. I zipped her dress. My fingers brushed her spine through silk. She smelled like victory.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said again, quieter, for me alone. "You just signed the version where you crawl deeper in."

I picked up the tablet. My reflection in the vanity mirror looked like a stranger who had won the right to stay on a leash. Behind me the cardboard box still sat open on the glass, severance dead inside, my old cufflinks glinting beside the ruined diaper. She had left it there on purpose. A reminder of the exit I had begged her to close.

Reid's voice floated from the corridor. "Vivienne, the board prep call moved up. Day sixty-eight agenda is on your line."

Day sixty-eight tomorrow. Twenty-two days left. The clock ticked on the wall display, red numerals counting down to ratification.

Vivienne glanced at me over her shoulder. "Bring the retention file to the boardroom. Kneel by the speakerphone. If they ask who you are, you answer correctly the first time."

I followed her out, diaper crinkling with each heel step, jealousy still burning in my chest because Reid walked on her right and I on her left, lower, carrying her power in my hands and her cum on my thighs. I had chosen this. The pretense of force was gone. I had said it into a recording, in front of my replacement, while coming like a broken toy.

The box stayed behind on the forty-fourth floor, open and empty of me. I did not look back.


Chapter 9: Her First Permitted Release

Rain slid down the glass in long wet tracks while the suite held its breath, warm enough that my bare arms prickled under the thin secretary blouse Vivienne had picked for tonight. Two flutes of champagne sweated on the vanity beside the conversion packet, pages still blank where my name was supposed to go. Twenty days left on the board clock. The ink smelled sharp when I breathed too close to the signature line.

Vivienne stood at the window in a black dress that drank the city lights. No boardroom. No witnesses. Just her back to me and the crinkle of my stockings when I shifted my weight. The rival from the merger floor was gone, reassigned to a subsidiary nobody visited. The punishment box in the corner office closet had been emptied and zip-tied shut. She had told me that over the phone at dusk, voice flat, like she was reading a closed ticket.

"You earned quiet," she said without turning. "Come here."

My cage had been on for forty-one days. The metal bit every time I walked. Tonight it sat cold against my shaved skin while heat pooled under it anyway, traitor blood answering her before my mouth could.

I crossed the carpet. Champagne tartness hung in the air mixed with her perfume, something dark and expensive that stuck in the back of my throat. She finally looked at me. Mascara perfect. Mouth done in a red that would stain anything it touched.

"Hands on the vanity," she said. "Read the title out loud."

I braced my palms on the marble, cool under the lamps. The top sheet said Permanent Role Conversion. Below that, Marceline Marcus, Executive Secretary to the Chief Executive Officer. The old title line for Marcus had been struck through so hard the paper tore.

"Permanent Role Conversion," I said. My voice came out thin. "Marceline Marcus."

"Again."

"Permanent Role Conversion. Marceline Marcus."

"Good pet." She stepped behind me. Her breath warmed the nape of my neck. Fingers found the pearl buttons at my collar and opened them one at a time until the blouse gaped and the lace bra she made me wear showed through. "You are not signing tonight. You are learning what you will beg for."

The words should have sent me scrambling for an argument. My throat only tightened with want. Gratitude, ugly and hot, pushed up where fight used to live.

She lifted my chin in the mirror. "Look at yourself."

Pink lipstick. Ribbon in my hair. The face of a man who used to run operations meetings now glossy and obedient. Jaw still mine. Eyes too wide.

"That is who the board employs," she said. "Day one forward. You know that now."

I did. Gala night had burned it in. Vivienne's ally had been her. Marcus eliminated before I ever zipped her into her first merger dress. Every morning at this vanity had been employment as Marceline, not disguise.

Her hand slid down my stomach. Knuckles dragged over the cage. I jerked, a whimper slipping out.

"Still," she murmured. "No release unless I grant it. Forty-one days, and tonight I grant one. One. You will take it like a gift and you will thank me with the truth."

"Yes, Vivienne."

"Not my name." Her grip turned cruel on the cage base, twisting until my knees buckled. "Who owns this?"

"You do."

"Say the word you wear when you kneel."

"Mommy."

The shame flashed white and then melted into that same sick thank-you that had been growing since the box lid last clicked shut. I hated how my hips rolled into her hand.

She released me and walked to the vanity. From the drawer she took the collar, black leather with a small steel tag already engraved. She had never shown me the engraving before.

"Bend over the stool."

I bent. Ass up in the sheer skirt she'd pinned so short it barely covered the plug base already seated inside me from the car ride up. She had remote-locked it to pulse low all evening until my thighs shook.

She unzipped the plug slow. The stretch burned on exit, a wet sound obscene in the quiet suite. Cool air hit my open hole. I clenched on nothing and moaned.

"Stay open," she said.

Lube cold on her fingers. Two slid in easy from weeks of training. She scissored me open while I gripped the stool legs, knuckles bloodless.

"You will wear my mark inside and out tonight," she said. "This is not play. This is the ritual before the ink."

She pressed something thicker against my asshole. Not the plug. Wider. The engraved head of a metal plug I'd only seen in her desk, weighted, with her initial on the base.

"Breathe."

It pushed past the ring. Inch by inch. My ass swallowed it while my clitty strained against the steel without touch. She seated it fully. The weight dragged my hole open and held me gaping.

"Pretty hole," she said. "Mine."

She fastened the collar at my throat. Click. The tag fell against my collarbone. I couldn't read it bent over, but she read it for me.

"Property of Vivienne. Marceline."

My eyes stung. I whispered, "Thank you."

"Stand. Turn."

I stood on shaky legs. She held the tag up in the mirror for both of us. The engraving caught light. Contract language on my skin.

She poured champagne. Took a sip. Held the flute to my mouth.

"Drink."

Bubbles sharp on my tongue. Her lipstick on the rim left a red ghost I tasted when I swallowed. Sweet wine and her mouth.

She set the flute down and kissed me hard. Tongue invasive, owning. I tasted her and metal from my own cage when I whimpered into it.

"Undress me."

My fingers worked the zip at her back. The dress pooled at her feet. Black lace bra, garters, no panties. Her cock was a strap harnessed low, thick silicone already lubed, curved up against her stomach. She never used her body on me without the tool. Control stayed in the shape she chose.

"On your knees on the bed."

The bed in the corner office alcove, where she'd first made me sleep on a rug. Now sheets, silk, cruel comfort. I climbed up. She followed, cuffing my wrists to the headboard with soft leather she buckled tight.

"You get one release," she said, reaching to the nightstand. "In the cage. From my toys. From my cock in your ass if you earn it. You do not touch yourself. You ask."

She showed me the wand, head broad and blunt. The remote for the weighted plug. A slim vibrator she set against the cage itself, buzzing the metal.

"If you come without permission I lock you sixty more days and tear up the champagne. Understood?"

"Understood, Mommy."

She smiled, small and dangerous. "Beg for the first touch."

Please. The word tore out. "Please let your slut come. Please. I've been good. I've been your secretary. Your hole. Please touch my clitty through the cage. Please."

"Louder."

I shouted it into the pillows, face burning, gratitude and filth mixed so I could not separate them. "Please let Marceline come! Please, Mommy, I need it, I'm your whore secretary, please!"

"Good."

She turned the wand on low against the cage struts. Vibration rattled my balls. The plug pulsed inside me in sync, heavy metal shifting, stretching my ass open with each buzz. I arched off the mattress and the cuffs bit.

"Stay down."

She strapped the vibrator to the cage with a band, trapping the buzz against my shaft where the metal allowed almost no swell. Torture on the edge of mercy. Her hand guided the wand in circles while the plug remote climbed higher.

"Tell me what you want on day ninety," she said.

The question punched the air out of me. Day ninety. Board vote. Ink permanent.

"I want to sign," I gasped. "I want Permanent Role Conversion. I want to be Marceline forever on paper. Your property. Your secretary. I want the collar locked in the filing system. I want no Marcus left."

She pressed harder. "You dreaded that document."

"I want it now." Tears slid sideways into my hair. True. More true than any lie I'd told the mirror. "I want what I dreaded. I want you to erase him. Please. Mommy, please."

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours. I'm yours. Marceline is yours. This hole is yours. My name is yours."

She kissed my shoulder, almost gentle, then lined the strap cock at my ass. The weighted toy came out with a pop and a gush of lube down my crack. She fed the silicone cock in one long stroke.

I screamed into the pillow. Full. Split open. Her hips snapped steady, not frantic, a slow rail that matched the wand on my cage. Each thrust drove the air from my lungs. Wet slap of her thighs on my ass. Squelch inside me.

"Take it," she said. "Good little office slut. Take Mommy's cock while you leak in your cage."

"I'm taking it. I'm your slut. Fuck your secretary. Use me."

She angled deep, head hitting that spot that flared white behind my eyes. The vibrator and wand doubled. My ass clenched on the strap-on and could not stop.

"Permission," she said. "One orgasm. In the cage. Say thank you before you spill."

"Thank you, Mommy. Thank you for owning me. Thank you for letting your bitch come. Thank you. Thank you."

The orgasm built wrong, blocked by steel, pressure backing up until my whole pelvis shook. Prostate milked by the cock pounding me. Cum dribbled out the cage vents in thin pathetic strings, not a man's burst, a ruined sissy leak while I sobbed and bucked.

"That's it," she growled. "Leak for me. Good toy. Good Marceline."

It went on and on. She did not stop. The respite was her staying inside, moving slow while aftershocks ripped me. Cum slick on my stomach, smell thick, sex and champagne and her perfume. My ass gaped around her when she pulled halfway and pushed back in, a filthy drag.

When my shaking slowed she turned the wand off. Unbuckled the vibrator. Left the cock buried.

"Feel that?" she asked.

I nodded against the pillow.

"That is what gratitude tastes like. Lick it."

She uncuffed one hand, guided my fingers to the mess on my belly. I brought them to my mouth. Salt and shame. I sucked them clean while she watched in the mirror at the foot of the bed.

"Again," she said.

I scooped more. Tasted my own ruin. My cock still locked. My ass full. Collar heavy.

She withdrew the strap-on until only the head stretched me, then slammed home once. I yelped.

"On day eighty-eight you sign in front of them all," she said. "Or you walk with nothing. No name. No title. No me."

"I'll sign." No hesitation left. "I'll sign everything. I want the permanent collar in HR. I want your tag on every record."

"Good pet."

She fucked me slow through one more crest, smaller, meaner, milking the last drops from my cage until I whimpered raw. Then she stilled. Unhooked the cuffs. Rolled me to my back.

I lay sprawled, lipstick smeared, collar tag cold then warm against skin, ass leaking lube onto silk.

She reached to the vanity without leaving the bed, brought the champagne and the unsigned packet. Poured into my mouth again. Bubbles down my chin.

"Not tonight," she said, tapping the paper. "Soon."

She lay beside me, hand on my cage, possessive idle weight.

Outside, rain kept cutting the window. Twenty days. The board would vote. I had spent months clawing for Marcus. Tonight I clung to the tag at my throat and prayed they would let me keep what I had become.

Vivienne's phone lit on the nightstand. An email preview glowed.

Integration Committee: Preliminary agenda attached. Day seventy-one walkthrough. Mandatory attendance. Marceline Marcus to present secretarial transition metrics.

She read it aloud. Laughed once, quiet.

"They want a tour of what I did to you," she said. "Public floor. Glass conference room. You'll smile."

My stomach dropped. Fresh heat stirred under her palm.

"You'll thank them for the restructuring," she said. "In the skirt. In the collar if I choose."

She showed me the screen. Tomorrow. Not rest. Exposure.

I kissed her wrist. Tasted metal from the tag when my lips brushed her skin.

"Yes, Mommy," I said.

She turned the phone face down and pulled me closer, knee between my thighs, strap-on discarded but her authority still thick in the room.

"Sleep," she ordered. "You need your voice tomorrow."

I buried my face against her shoulder, cum drying on my belly, ass open and sore, gratitude worse than any chain. The packet waited on the vanity. Unsigned. For now.

In twenty days I would beg them to make it forever. Tonight I already meant it.


Chapter 10: Dissolving Marcus Vane

The zipper caught on the silk at her shoulder blade and I worked it free with fingers that had done this a hundred mornings, coffee and old money thick in the boardroom air, a dress bag slung over the CEO chair like a trophy, the same fountain pen from day one laid across the permanent-conversion stack waiting for ink. Two days left on the ninety-day clock. My knees already knew the carpet.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said without turning from the mirror propped on the credenza.

I pulled the zipper to her throat. The dress slid shut over her body. My clitty strained against the steel ring I had stopped fighting weeks ago. Gratitude sat in my chest where panic used to live. Wrong. Good. I could not split those apart anymore.

She stepped into her heels. "Dictation pad. On the floor where you belong."

I knelt, skirt pooling, tablet balanced on my thighs, stylus shaking once before I steadied it. The glass wall showed the city forty-four floors down. I had run operations from this floor. Now I ran a zipper and a kneepad.

The door chimed. Reid came first, grey suit, board lanyard, eyes skipping off me like I was furniture. Three more executives filed in. Then the full board, twelve chairs filling, murmurs dying when Vivienne took the head seat.

"Day eighty-eight," she said. "Integration review. Final voluntary restructuring on the agenda."

Voluntary. The word landed on my tongue like a gag.

She nodded at me. "Read the resolution title."

My voice came out small and trained. "Permanent role conversion. Subject: former VP Operations, now Chief of Staff and personal secretary to the CEO."

Reid cleared his throat. "The subject is present?"

"He is kneeling," Vivienne said. "He hears you."

Heat crawled up my neck. My nipples hardened under the blouse. I hated how fast my body answered humiliation now.

"Vote will be called after testimony," Reid said. "Walk-away clause remains active until signature."

Walk away. Empty pockets. No title. No name that matched any file in the building. The old Marcus identity already ghosted in HR; only this skirt and this collar held me in the record.

Vivienne crossed her legs. "Zipper check."

I had to say it. "My CEO is dressed for the vote."

"Louder."

"My CEO is dressed for the vote and her secretary is ready to serve."

Muffled sounds from the board. Someone's pen tapped. I kept my eyes on the tablet screen so I would not see pity or hunger in their faces.

She dictated while they settled. "Be it resolved that all remaining legal identifiers tied to Marcus are dissolved upon signature of the converting party, who shall thereafter be known exclusively as Marceline, contracted Chief of Staff, owned operational extension of the CEO's office, with no reversion rights."

Each word went onto the pad. My handwriting in the system would be hers. The higher I had climbed in this tower, the lower the carpet met my knees, and my mouth watered like I was starving.

"Remote," she said.

I reached under my skirt without being told. The egg vibrator nestled against my ringed clitty, sore from last night's permitted release. She held the controller. The board watched the CEO prepare to vote on my extinction.

She clicked once. Low buzz. My thighs clamped. I bit the inside of my cheek.

"Continue," she said.

", with housing tied to the forty-fourth-floor suite, wardrobe and grooming standards enforced daily, chastity and discipline protocols as appendix B."

Buzz stronger. My hole tightened around the plug I had inserted in the anteroom, thick silicone stretching me open for the room. I kept dictating. Broken syllables only once.

"Appendix B includes public display at CEO discretion."

She turned the dial. The vibrator hammered my clitty through the cage. A whimper escaped. Reid stared at me now.

"Secretary," Vivienne said calm as contract language. "Tell the board what you are."

I had to. "I am a converted secretary. I am CEO property. I am…"

"Cruder."

My face burned. "I'm her kept sissy. A hole in a skirt. I take dictation on my knees."

"And if you walk?"

"No name. No pay. No Marcus anywhere."

"Good pet."

She dropped the dial. The buzz stopped. Sweat cooled between my shoulder blades. My ass throbbed around the plug.

Reid called the question. "All in favor of acknowledging the conversion packet as board-ratified pending signature?"

Hands went up. Nine. Ten. Eleven.

"Carried," Reid said. "Signature required before day ninety ratification."

Vivienne stood. "Office."

Not the boardroom. The corner suite. I crawled once in chapter seven; today she made me walk on shaking legs through the glass corridor, the board behind it watching my hips sway and the plug shift with each step.

Her dressing room now. Mirrors. Dress bags. Vanity lights. My old corner office had her perfume and my makeup brushes laid out like surgical tools.

She locked the door. "Strip to garters. Leave the plug."

I peeled the blouse, skirt, stockings slow on her command. Naked from waist up, gartered, caged clitty leaking, plug buried in my ass. She sat at the vanity and pointed between her feet.

"Worship while I decide if you earn the pen."

I kissed her shoes. Licked the leather. The taste of polish and power. My clitty dripped. Shame and want twisted tight; I opened my mouth wider anyway.

"Tell me what you sign today."

"I sign away Marcus. I sign Marceline permanent. I sign owned."

She pressed the wand to my cage through the bars. High. Brutal. I screamed into her ankle. It tore through me stupid and fast, cum spurting thin through the ring onto the carpet, body jerking, plug shoving deeper as I spasmed.

"That's one," she said. "Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you for making me come like a whore on your shoe."

She pulled the plug out slow. My asshole gaped and clenched empty. Cold air hit slick skin.

"On the vanity. Ass up. Face in the mirror."

I bent over the marble, cheek against my own reflected lipstick, watching myself get opened. She worked the lubed dildo into my ass inch by inch, thicker than the plug, unhurried. Stretch burned. I breathed through it. The mirror showed tears and spit on my face and a secretary getting reamed in the office I once won with a hostile memo.

"You wanted this floor," she said. "Now you take every inch on it."

She fucked my ass hard. Slap of skin. Squelch. The wand buzzed against my cage again. I counted breaths wrong. Lost count. She made me watch my own eyes go blank.

"Beg for the second."

"Please. Fuck your sissy. Ruin my ass. I need it. I'm your…"

"Say the name you sign."

"Marceline. Marceline needs to come. Marceline is your hole."

The orgasm lasted longer than the first, legs shaking, prostate milked dry, cum dribbling while she pounded, my voice broken: "Two. Two. I can't…"

"You can. Hold it open."

She shoved the dildo deep and twisted. Pain sweet at the edge. The third built before two finished, oversensitive, cruel. She counted for a board that could not hear, but Reid's pen kept tapping.

"Three coming. Say it."

"I'm coming again. I'm a used little bitch. I dissolve Marcus. I dissolve…"

I came a third time, vision white at the edges, ass gaping around silicone, clitty twitching empty. She did not stop. She swapped the dildo for her strap-on, black and heavy, and drove into my open ass without mercy.

"No more Marcus in your body," she said. "Only Marceline. Only my hole."

I met her thrusts. The mirror smeared with my spit. Each stroke punched air out of me. She yanked my hair so I saw my face.

"Who owns this ass?"

"You do. CEO owns this ass."

"Who signs?"

"Marceline signs."

The fourth orgasm hurt. Good hurt. I sobbed through it, thanking her between gasps, naming each spasm aloud like appendix B demanded. She pulled out and made me lick the strap clean, taste of my ass and lube, chin dripping.

"Fifth if you ask pretty."

I was beyond pride. "Please let your pet come again. Please wreck Marceline's clitty. I'll sign anything. I'll sign everything."

She locked the wand to my cage and turned it max. Finger in my ass, two, three, stretching while the vibration blared through metal into my raw clitty. I screamed her name. Not Marcus. Never Marcus again.

The fifth orgasm knocked me off the vanity. I slid to the floor, cum pooling under the cage, ass still twitching, mouth open on the tile.

She wiped her hands. "Papers."

I crawled to the boardroom anteroom where the stack waited. Pen heavy as the tower. She stood behind me, hand on my shoulder, ownership through fabric.

The board had relocated to witness. Reid held the door. Twelve faces. Cameras for the record.

"Sign," Vivienne said.

I wrote Marceline. Curved letters. Permanent. The last trace of Marcus gone in one stroke. Initial here. Here. Witness line.

Reid nodded. "Filed. Ratification on day ninety locks it."

"Two days," someone said.

"Two days," I echoed, voice hoarse.

Vivienne zipped her jacket. "Corner suite is now executive dressing and secretarial prep. Marceline's housing and duty station."

No one looked at me like an equal. The old fight in my chest had gone quiet. The proud executive who clawed up this company had knelt through his own vote and signed his own dissolution, and my skin hummed like afterglow that would not end.

Back at the vanity at dusk, she had me in the chair. Brush through the wig. Lipstick straight. Collar clicked at my throat, the one I craved now, metal weight familiar.

"Merger closes at ninety," she said. "You will be made ready here each dawn. Zip me in. Take dictation on your knees. Answer only to me."

I looked at the mirror. Marceline stared back, immaculate, contractually owned, ass tender, clitty still caged and grateful.

"The empire has other floors," she said, fastening her earring.

Other arrogant men. Other restructurings. Not my story anymore.

She held out her wrist for a clasp check. I kissed it. "Your secretary is ready."

Marcus was dissolved on paper and in my bones. The hard-won corner office belonged to her dresses and my makeup lights forever. I wanted the collar tighter.

She left for the elevator. I stayed at the vanity, thighs still shaking, signing complete, owned complete, at peace with the kneeling that tasted sweeter than any promotion I had ever chased.

The pen lay capped on the conversion file. My name on the last line. Only Marceline.

I touched the collar and breathed.

Done.
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