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In the shadowed heights of Vanguard Capital, where ambition burns like a perpetual flame and power is the only true aphrodisiac, Elena Vasquez reigns with a grace that conceals steel. A commanding figure in mergers and acquisitions, she navigates boardrooms with ruthless precision, her disciplined body and incisive mind forging an aura of untouchable authority. Her office, high above Manhattan, is both sanctuary and arena, a place where deals are sealed and desires unleashed.

Alexander Reed, once the epitome of calculated ascent, has found his trajectory irrevocably altered by her gravity. A sharp, driven analyst whose hunger for success once matched her own, he now discovers that true advancement demands surrender of a far more intimate kind. What began as professional admiration has twisted into a private obsession, his body and will reshaped under her exacting touch.

The escalation has been swift and unrelenting. Elena claimed him first with calculated subtlety, a mouth that drew helpless moans, a single finger breaching his virgin entrance to press against his prostate until pleasure overwhelmed resistance and he spilled down her throat. Soon after, she bent him over furniture in daylight, stretching him with three slick fingers while stroking him to the brink, only to deny release and declare ownership over his climaxes.

Toys followed: a medium dildo that took his anal virginity on her office carpet, her hips driving deep while he dripped untouched; a larger one that gaped him wide on her desk, pounding his prostate until he erupted across his own torso in helpless arcs. She has rimmed him with hungry precision, tongue delving deep while a hidden camera recorded; forced him to suck the strap-on, choking him on silicone until tears streamed and saliva dripped, laughing at his gagging obedience. Each session ends with new rules, no release without permission, waiting like a supplicant outside her door, standing with hands behind back upon entering, rewards granted only when he proves pliant.

In recent weeks, the intensity has sharpened. She has sent him photos from the recordings, his own cum frozen mid-air as she buried the larger dildo to the hilt, reminders of her possession. She has ruined his orgasms with cruel timing, stroking him to the brink only to withdraw, letting his seed dribble uselessly while pain and frustration replaced ecstasy. A new training regimen awaits: a box of progressively larger dildos delivered to his apartment, each night dedicated to stretching himself wider, preparing for the rough, unrestrained fucking she craves to inflict.

Elena’s pleasure has begun to take center stage. She has used his mouth twice in one afternoon, first to devour her pussy until she came hard against his tongue, thighs clamping his head; then to force the strap-on down his throat, laughing at his gags while digging stilettos into his flesh. Praise and degradation intertwine: she calls him her good boy even as she mocks his pussy-addicted hesitation, crushing his balls or raking nails across his cockhead to punish the faintest resistance.

Alexander exists now in a state of perpetual tension, professional excellence rewarded with intimate torment, obedience met with both ecstasy and denial. The videos, the rules, the training, all weave a tighter net. He fears the recordings, dreads the largest toys, yet craves the transformation she is forging. Each surrender deepens his obsession: the taste of her release, the stretch of her claim, the wicked thrill of her approval. He is becoming precisely what she desires, a vessel for her dominance, stretched and shaped for her pleasure alone.

Elena’s hunger shows no sign of abating. The harness, the camera, the escalating sizes, they are merely instruments in a symphony she conducts with masterful control. Whatever she plans next will demand more of him, push him further into the exquisite abyss where fear and desire are indistinguishable, and Alexander, bound by ambition and the darker pull of submission, will meet it, kneeling, waiting, already aching for the moment she decides to take him deeper.

Alexander spent the weekend in a haze of anticipation and obedience, the plain brown box sitting on his bedroom dresser like a silent command. Saturday morning, after coffee and a long shower, he finally opened it again, laying out the contents on a towel: the graduated series of dildos, gleaming under the soft light of his bedside lamp, alongside the bottle of premium lube and Elena’s handwritten note. The sight of them lined up, medium to impossibly large, sent a shiver through him. Fear knotted in his stomach at the biggest one, the one that looked like it could split him open, but arousal followed quickly, his cock stirring at the thought of preparing himself for her.

He started slow, as instructed.

Saturday evening, lights dimmed, he lay on his bed with towels beneath him, naked and already half-hard. He coated the smallest dildo generously, the cool gel warming in his palm. Knees drawn up, he circled his rim with lubed fingers first, teasing himself until he relaxed, remembering how Elena had done the same. The first push was an easy, familiar stretch, a gentle burn that quickly became fullness. He slid it in to the base, moaning softly at the pressure against his prostate. It was good, deep, steady waves of pleasure radiating outward, making his cock leak onto his stomach. He fucked himself slowly, rocking his hips, imagining her above him, harnessed, eyes dark with hunger. “That’s it,” he heard her voice in his head, “open for me.” The fantasy intensified the sensation, his breath hitching as he thrust deeper, the curved tip nudging his spot with every stroke. He stroked his cock lightly, edging himself, the dual pleasure building until he hovered dangerously close. But he stopped, pulling the toy out with a gasp, denying himself as she had trained him to do. The frustration was exquisite, leaving him trembling and desperate.

Sunday morning he moved to the second size, thicker, with subtle veins. The stretch was more pronounced, a sharper burn that made him pause halfway, breathing through it until his body yielded. Once fully seated, the fullness was intoxicating, the veins dragging deliciously against his walls. He fucked himself harder this time, hand pumping his cock in rhythm, imagining Elena behind him, gripping his hips, slamming into him with that predatory smile. “You take it so well,” her imagined voice praised, and he moaned aloud, the prostate pressure building to an almost unbearable throb. His balls tightened, orgasm rushing close, he pictured her laughing at his desperation, telling him he wasn’t allowed yet, and he yanked his hand away just in time, the dildo still buried deep. Pre-cum beaded at his tip but the imminent orgasm faded, the near-miss leaving him shaking, cock twitching uselessly, the ache deeper than ever. He wished he could cum while filled like this, the prostate stimulation making release feel inevitable, but he obeyed, pulling the toy out slowly, the emptiness a torment.

By late on Sunday night, he had worked up to the third, longer, curved more aggressively. The stretch was intense, bordering on pain, but the pleasure that followed was transcendent: direct, relentless pressure on his gland that made his vision blur. He fucked himself on his back, legs spread wide, hand on his cock but never quite stroking to completion. Each thrust brought Elena’s imagined presence closer, her weight pinning him, her breath in his ear, her voice mocking how eagerly his ass swallowed the toy. He almost lost control twice, hips bucking wildly as the edge loomed, but caught himself both times, denying the release with gritted teeth. The frustration was maddening, his body screaming for climax while his mind clung to obedience. He loved it, the transformation into her toy, the way anal pleasure had become his deepest craving, and terrified himself with how completely he was giving in.

Monday blurred into routine until mid-morning, when he slipped into the executive break room for coffee. The floor was quiet, most colleagues in meetings. He was pouring a cup when the door opened behind him.

Elena.

She moved close, ostensibly reaching for a mug, but her body brushed his, her voice a whisper against his ear. “Progress report,” she murmured, casual enough for any passer-by, but laced with intimate command. “How was your weekend training?”

His face flushed instantly, cock stirring despite the public setting. He glanced around, no one nearby, but voices echoed from the corridor. “I… started with the first two,” he said quietly, voice low. “Then the third last night. It’s… intense. The stretch is a lot, but the pressure on my… spot… it feels incredible.”

She hummed approval, pouring her coffee slowly. “Did you take them deep? Fuck yourself like I would?”

“Yes,” he admitted, cheeks burning. “Imagined you the whole time. Almost came a few times, but I stopped. Like you trained me.”

“Good boy.” Her tone was soft but wicked. “And how does your hole feel today? Still loose from the bigger one? Ready for more?”

He swallowed, the humiliation sharp with the risk of being overheard. “A little sore. Like I’ve been stretched so wide. I… I want more.”

She leaned closer, lips almost brushing his ear. “I can’t wait to taste that delicious little hole again. See how sweet it is after all your hard work.”

The words sent a jolt through him, his cock hardening fully in his trousers. He gripped the counter as she stepped back with her mug, smile innocent for any observer.

Just then, a colleague, Sarah from legal, pushed open the door, breezing in with a cheerful “Morning!” Alexander straightened quickly, face flushed, praying nothing showed. Elena greeted her smoothly, the moment dissolving into casual office chatter.

He escaped soon after, heart racing, the promise of her tongue on him again burning in his mind. The training, the denial, the risk, it was all pulling him deeper, and he couldn’t wait for whatever came next.

The Aurora team meeting convened in Elena’s corner office at 2:00 p.m. sharp, the late-afternoon light slanting through the blinds, striping the long table in gold. Eight people crowded around it, analysts, a partner from legal, two client liaisons on video from London, notebooks and laptops open, coffee cups steaming. Elena sat at the head, poised and commanding in a charcoal blazer and silk blouse, her voice cutting through the numbers with surgical precision. Alexander took his usual seat halfway down, portfolio in front of him, outwardly composed. Inside, his pulse fluttered every time her gaze swept the room and lingered on him a fraction longer than necessary.

The agenda moved briskly: regulatory updates, synergy modeling, risk scenarios. When it reached his section, Elena nodded. “Alexander, walk us through the revised debt-capacity bridge and the sensitivity on the earn-out structure.”

He presented smoothly, slides crisp, voice steady, detailing the leverage ratios and downside protections. Colleagues nodded approval; the London team asked pointed questions he fielded without hesitation. Elena watched, expression neutral, but he felt the weight of her attention like a physical touch. When he finished, she gave a small, approving tilt of her head. “Solid work. We’ll circle back if the client pushes on the covenants.”

The meeting wrapped at 2:45. Chairs scraped, laptops closed, goodbyes exchanged. People filed out in a murmur of conversation. Alexander lingered, gathering his notes slowly, knowing what came next.

“Alexander, stay a moment,” Elena said casually as the last person left. “I want to go over a couple of specific numbers in your section before tomorrow’s steering committee.”

The door clicked shut behind the final colleague. Elena rose, walked to it, and turned the lock with a soft, deliberate snick. The sound echoed in the sudden quiet, sealing them in.

She turned back to him, the professional mask slipping away, replaced by that familiar predatory smile. “I have twenty minutes before my next call,” she said, voice low and velvet. “And I want some entertainment.”

Alexander’s breath caught. Heat flooded him instantly, cock stirring in his trousers. He stood without being told, hands already moving to his tie.

“Strip,” she confirmed, leaning against the edge of her desk, arms crossed. “Everything off. Then bend over the table, legs apart.”

He obeyed, fingers fumbling slightly in his haste. Tie, jacket, shirt, folded neatly on a side chair. Belt unbuckled, trousers and boxers lowered, shoes and socks kicked aside. Naked in the broad daylight of her office, he felt the familiar rush of vulnerability: the city visible beyond the glass, the risk of someone knocking, his erection jutting shamelessly as he bent over the conference table, forearms flat on the cool wood, ass presented.

Elena circled slowly, heels clicking, admiring him like a possession. She stopped behind him, hands trailing lightly over his back, down to his hips, then cupping the curve of his ass. “Beautiful,” she murmured. “So firm from all those runs. And now so obediently offered up.” Her fingers kneaded the flesh, parting his cheeks slightly to expose him fully. “I love knowing you spent the weekend fucking yourself for me. Alone in your apartment, sliding those toys in and out, imagining it was me. Stretching this perfect hole wider, getting it ready. Did you moan my name when you hit your prostate, Alexander? Did you wish it was my cock instead?”

He whimpered softly, the humiliation and truth of it making his cock throb harder, pre-cum beading at the tip. “Yes,” he admitted, voice rough. “All the time.”

She chuckled, low and pleased. “Good boy.”

Then she dropped to her knees behind him.

The first touch of her tongue was a shock of warmth, wet, soft, circling his rim with slow, deliberate strokes. Alexander gasped, body jerking forward against the table. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming: her mouth hot and eager, lapping at him like he was something delicious. She licked broad stripes from his perineum upward, then focused on the pucker, tongue flicking and probing, pressing inside with gentle insistence. The wetness spread, her saliva coating him, the intimate intrusion making his hole twitch and relax under her attention.

One hand reached between his legs, wrapping around his cock, not stroking hard, just holding, gently squeezing in time with her tongue’s rhythm. The dual pleasure was maddening: the deep, humming bliss from her rimming, nerves firing in waves that radiated to his balls and shaft; the light, teasing grip on his erection keeping him achingly hard but denying real friction.

He moaned openly, the sound echoing in the empty office, forehead pressed to the cool wood. It felt incredible, her tongue fucking him shallowly now, the tip pushing past the ring to taste inside, the wet heat exploring with aggressive hunger. She moaned in response, the vibration traveling through him, her enjoyment evident in the way she gripped his hip with her free hand, pulling him back onto her face. The noises she made, soft hums, breathy sighs, the wet sounds of her tongue working him, they all drove him wild. He loved it, loved making her feel good even in this degrading position, loved the way her pleasure fed his own.

Her tongue plunged deeper, swirling, lapping, sucking lightly at the rim until he was trembling, cock leaking steadily into her loose grip. The prostate pleasure built without direct touch, a deep throb that made his moans turn desperate. She pulled back briefly, blowing cool air on his slick hole, making him shudder.

“Look at that,” she said, voice husky with arousal. “So nice and wet for me now. Shiny, open, ready.”

She stood, the loss of her mouth leaving him whining softly, hole clenching around nothing. Alexander heard the familiar sounds, the drawer opening, the harness buckled, the click of the dildo seating in the ring. His heart raced as she moved behind him again, the toy brushing his thigh.

“I’m sure you’ll take this easily after your weekend of training,” she said, coating it generously with lube, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet. “I want to see how good you are at taking cock now. Just a couple of days, and I’m sure you’ve already made so much progress. Show me, Alexander. Open up and let me in.”

Elena sat on the low leather sofa in the corner of her office, the one reserved for casual strategy sessions with partners. She leaned back against the cushions, legs parted slightly, the harness strapped firmly over her skirt. The larger dildo jutted straight up from the O-ring, slick with lube and imposing in the afternoon light filtering through the blinds. She looked at Alexander with that predatory smile, eyes dark and expectant, as if this were the most natural thing in the world, her subordinate naked and bent over the table, waiting for her next command.

Alexander glanced up at her, confusion flickering through the haze of arousal. Why the sofa? Why not fuck him bent over as usual? The dildo pointed skyward like a challenge, and the realization dawned slowly: she wanted him to ride it.

She saw the question in his eyes and laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. "That's right," she murmured. "Climb on. I want to watch you impale yourself on my cock. Show me how much you want it."

Confusion deepened into hesitation. This was new, active participation on his part, lowering himself onto that thickness while she watched. The humiliation burned: not just taking it, but doing the work, controlling the pace at first, exposing his eagerness. His face flushed, but his cock throbbed harder, pre-cum dripping to the carpet in a thin string. He pushed himself off the table slowly, shuffling across the floor, the degradation of the movement making him feel like a pet approaching its owner. Emotions clashed: shame at the subservience, fear of the larger size stretching him in this position, but an undeniable excitement, the thought of sinking down, feeling the fullness under his own control, then riding her as she demanded.

Elena spread her legs wider, skirt riding up her thighs, the dildo waiting like a throne. "Slowly," she instructed, voice husky. "Let me see every inch disappear inside you."

He positioned himself above her, knees on either side of her hips, the sofa cushions dipping under his weight. The tip of the dildo brushed his entrance, cool and slick, and he paused, breath shaky. The size intimidated him anew, he had taken it before, and slightly thicker the night before at home, but the girth promising a burn he wasn't sure he could handle without her guiding thrusts or his own hand guiding it in. But she dominated him with her gaze alone, eyes locking on his, daring him to resist. He didn't. Bracing his hands on the back of the sofa behind her head, he lowered himself tentatively.

The head pressed against his rim, the pressure building as he bore down. The initial stretch was intense, a sharp burn that made him gasp, his hole yielding slowly to the wider girth. He paused halfway on the head, breath hitching, the pain laced with that deep, promising fullness. Elena's hands rested on his thighs, not helping but steadying, her nails digging lightly in encouragement. "Keep going," she whispered. "Take it all for me."

He sank lower, the toy inching inside, the veined texture dragging against his walls with exquisite friction. The burn deepened, but so did the pleasure, the curve angling perfectly toward his prostate even at this slow pace. He moaned, eyes squeezing shut, as gravity and his own weight pulled him down further. Halfway in, the stretch bordered on overwhelming, his ring clenching instinctively, but he breathed through it, lowering until the base pressed against his ass, fully impaled.

Elena moaned softly, her enjoyment evident in the way her hips shifted slightly, the pressure of the base against her clit. "That's it," she praised, voice breathy. "Look at you, stuffed full of my big cock. Now ride me. Hard."

The command spurred him. He lifted slowly, the withdrawal a slick glide that left him empty and craving, then sank back down, the re-entry easier but still stretching him wide. The sensation was profound, the dildo filling him completely, the curve grinding against his prostate on every descent, sending sparks of bliss radiating outward. He built a rhythm, rising and falling, moans escaping with each thrust. Pre-cum flowed freely from his cock, dripping onto her blouse in shiny beads, the thrill of marking her heightening his arousal.

Elena gripped his cock then, her hand wrapping around the slick shaft, stroking in time with his rides. "Faster," she demanded, her free hand on his hip, guiding him down harder. The pleasure intensified, her strokes firm, thumb pressing the underside, while the dildo pounded his prostate. He rode her desperately, moans turning to muffled cries, the build coiling tight.

“Swallow what I give you next," she growled, pulling him close by the throat, her grip firm but not choking. He opened his mouth instinctively, and she spat directly into it, salty, warm, intimate. "Swallow."

He did, the degradation pushing him closer to the edge, his cock throbbing in her hand.

But she stopped him then, hands on his hips, holding him still. "Not yet," she said, breath ragged. "I have plans for your next load."

He whimpered, the near-orgasm leaving him trembling, cock twitching uselessly. She lifted him off slowly, the dildo slipping free with a wet pop, leaving him gaping and empty.

"Clean up," she instructed, standing and adjusting her skirt. "I have a meeting in five."

He dressed quickly, wiping himself with tissues, the frustration burning as he left her office, the promise of "next time" hanging like a threat and a lure.

Monday night, after a grueling day of meetings, he tackled the third dildo again, just slightly bigger than what she had fucked him with earlier that day. Lubed and on his back, he eased it in, the familiarity helping, but the girth still stretched him wide. As he thrust it deeper, the pleasure overwhelmed: the veined texture dragging deliciously, the head pressing relentlessly against his prostate. He imagined Elena watching, her voice in his ear: "That's it, take it for me." His cock leaked profusely, the buildup coiling tight. He almost lost control, hips bucking, moans turning desperate as orgasm rushed close, but he caught himself, yanking the toy out with a gasp, denying the release. The frustration was excruciating, his body screaming for completion, but obedience held him back. He lay there panting, cock twitching, the ache a constant companion.

The thoughts that turned him on immensely were the recent times with Elena. As he fucked himself, his mind replayed them in vivid detail: riding her cock in her office, the larger dildo filling him as he sank down, her hand gripping his shaft and stroking in rhythm, the way she had pulled him close by the throat and spat in his mouth, warm, degrading, yet intimate. He loved how she owned him in those moments, the spit a mark of her dominance, swallowing it like a sacrament. Eating her pussy for the first time, her perfectly smooth lips parting under his tongue, the taste salty-sweet, her moans building as he sucked her clit, thighs clamping his head as she came hard. The joy of making her shatter, her expert praise afterward, "so good, such a talented mouth." Even the throat-fucking, horrifying as it was: the dildo forcing down his throat, gagging him until tears streamed, her laughter at his helplessness, the pain of her stiletto in his thigh. It degraded him, reduced him to a toy, but the power she held over him in that moment, the way she made him take it, choke for her, stirred a dark thrill. And all of it probably recorded, hidden on her computer for her to enjoy alone, perhaps masturbating to his submission, her fingers circling her clit as she watched him gag or ride her. The idea of her pleasuring herself to him turned him on immensely, the thought of her alone, legs spread, moaning to the sight of his debasement, made his cock throb harder as he thrust the toy deeper. He enjoyed the ideas: the contrast of her control and his surrender, the way each act deepened his obsession, the pleasure she took from breaking him down.

By Tuesday evening, he was unbelievably horny, the last release a ruined dribble days ago, the denial a constant, gnawing ache. He trained with the third again, moving to the fourth, an even larger one, by Wednesday night. The stretch was intense, the burn making him pause multiple times, but he relaxed into it, the progress evident as his ass opened easier. The prostate pleasure was addictive, waves crashing through him as he imagined her fucking him roughly, slamming in without mercy. He edged close, cock leaking, balls tight, orgasm hovering, but caught himself, pulling out with a frustrated groan. The denial left him shaking, desperate for her.

Friday morning, he logged in early, the office stirring to life. A calendar notification pinged: "Progress Review - Aurora" from Elena, blocked for an hour at 4:30 p.m. He stared, heart racing, others would see it, sparking whispers: was he underperforming after the all-hands slip, or exceeding and getting groomed for more? He knew the truth: while she used him for whatever degrading act she had in mind, anyone left in the office would glance at her closed door, wondering what was happening behind it. The thought humiliated and aroused him, his cock stirring at the risk.

The day passed painfully slowly. Every time he saw Elena, in a hallway huddle, leading a call, striding past his desk, he felt her control like a tether. Frequent erections plagued him, forcing him to stay seated, cross his legs, or angle his body away from view. Fear spiked: what if someone noticed? Secrecy was everything; exposure would end his career. But the anticipation built, the day dragging until 4:30 loomed.

Alexander checked the clock on his computer for what felt like the hundredth time: 4:25 p.m. The office had begun its Friday wind-down, colleagues chatting about weekend plans, bags slung over shoulders, the energy shifting from focus to freedom. He saved his final email, locked his screen, and stood, smoothing his tie with hands that weren't quite steady. The "progress review" loomed, a one-on-one with Elena at 4:30, visible on shared calendars, sparking whispers among the team. Was he in trouble after the all-hands slip? Or being groomed for more? He knew the truth: it was her code for private use, a session where she would degrade him behind closed doors while the office speculated innocently.

He walked the corridor, nodding to a departing analyst, his pulse quickening with each step. The ritual began outside her door: he positioned himself just to the side, feet apart, hands loose but alert, the subtle humiliation sinking in like always. Even with the floor thinning, the act felt exposed, Claire glancing up from her desk with that knowing smile. "She's ready for you," she said after a minute, waving him in.

He entered, closed the door softly behind him, and immediately clasped his hands behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. The office was bathed in the golden light of late afternoon, the city skyline a backdrop to Elena's desk. She stood by the window, silhouetted against the glass, high heels accentuating the line of her legs in her fitted skirt and blouse. She turned slowly, eyes raking over him with deliberate appraisal.

"Stay just like that," she said, voice low and commanding. She began to walk around him, her heels clicking on the floor, slow, deliberate steps that echoed in the quiet space. The sound was hypnotic, authoritative, each click a reminder of her dominance. She circled him like a predator assessing prey, her presence filling the room, her perfume wafting with every pass.

"You know why I do this, don't you?" she murmured, stopping behind him, close enough that he felt the heat of her body but not her touch. "To remind you of the power dynamic. I own you, Alexander. Your body, your pleasure, your denial. And your career, that shiny ladder you're so desperate to climb. Every promotion, every client win, every corner office dream, it's all mine to give or withhold."

She resumed her circle, heels clicking, coming around to his front, eyes locking on his. "I revel in it. The total control. Watching you stand there, obedient, hands behind your back like a good little toy. Knowing that with one word, I could end everything you've built, or elevate you further. It's intoxicating, isn't it? For both of us."

Her words sank into him like hooks, pulling at the core of his submission. The humiliation burned, being inspected like property, her heels echoing her superiority, but it stirred him deeply. His cock hardened in his trousers, tenting the fabric noticeably, the arousal a betrayal he couldn't hide. The power she described was real; he felt it every day, in every ritual, every denial. And part of him loved it, the way she owned him so completely, the thrill of surrendering to her will.

Elena noticed immediately, her gaze dropping to his crotch with a mocking smile. "Look at that," she said, voice dripping with amusement. "Getting hard just from me walking around you, talking about how I control your life. Pathetic, Alexander. Your cock gives you away every time. So eager to please, even when I'm reminding you how utterly beneath me you are."

The mockery deepened his flush, shame and desire twisting tighter. He shifted slightly, the erection aching now, but he held his position, hands still behind his back.

She stepped closer, her breath warm against his ear. "Undress. Now."

He released his hands, fingers fumbling with his tie, then his shirt buttons. The humiliation of stripping under her watchful gaze was familiar but no less intense, jacket off, shirt folded, belt unbuckled. He kicked off his shoes, socks following, then lowered his trousers and boxers in one motion, stepping out of them to stand naked before her. The cool air raised goosebumps on his skin, his cock jutting hard and proud, pre-cum beading at the tip already after all these days of denial. Vulnerable, exposed, he felt her eyes on him like a physical touch, appraising, owning.

Elena circled once more, then stopped behind him. Her hand landed on his shoulder, pushing down firmly. "On your knees."

He dropped, the carpet rough against his skin, the position degrading him further. She pushed his head forward until his forehead touched the floor, ass sticking up high, vulnerable and presented. The pose was utterly submissive, face down, ass up, cock dangling between his legs, humiliation burning hot as he held it.

She knelt behind him, hands parting his cheeks. "I hope your ass has loosened up even more," she said, voice laced with anticipation. "Let's see how good you've been at training."

The lube bottle in her hand clicked open, cool gel dripping onto his hole. She didn't warm him up slowly, instead, she inserted one finger to the hilt in a quick, shocking push. The sudden intrusion made him gasp, body jolting, but the pleasure followed immediately: the finger curling against his prostate, sending a spark up his spine. It slid in with no resistance, the week of training evident.

She gloated, twisting it inside. "Oh, look at that, sliding right in so easily. Your ass is so much looser already. What a good little slut, training yourself for me."

The humiliation deepened, but so did the arousal, he moaned, pushing back slightly. She added a second finger, the stretch familiar now, then a third, working them in and out with increasing speed. The burn was brief, his body yielding quickly, the pleasure building as she scissored them wide, opening him further.

"Four now," she said, lubing her hand more. The fourth finger joined, the girth intense, a deep, stretching pressure that made him whimper. She pushed slowly at first, letting him adjust, but the training paid off: his ass relaxed, taking them to the knuckles, the fullness overwhelming. She started to fuck him then, fingers plunging in and out, the slick sounds filling her office, no doubt being picked up perfectly by the camera, if she had it recording.

"You're such an anal-hungry fuck boy," she mocked, voice dripping with disdain. "Look at you, ass up, taking four fingers like a desperate slut. Moaning for it, your cock leaking all over my carpet. What happened to the ambitious analyst? Now you're just my little whore, begging to be filled. Pathetic, Alexander, your hole is so greedy, clenching around my fingers like it can't get enough. You're nothing but a cock sleeve for me, aren't you? A dirty, eager anal slut who trains his ass in secret just to please his boss."

The degradation was relentless, her words cutting deep as her fingers fucked him harder, twisting to press his prostate on every thrust. He moaned louder, the humiliation fueling the pleasure, his cock throbbing untouched, pre-cum dripping steadily.

She laughed softly, pushing deeper. "That's right, take it, you filthy little bitch. Your ass is mine to ruin, to stretch until you're gaping and useless for anything else. Moan for me, slut. Show me how much you love being my fuck toy."

The words broke him further, shame and ecstasy mingling until he was lost, pushing back onto her hand, the pleasure coiling tight.

Alexander knelt on the carpet, face pressed to the floor, ass high and vulnerable, his naked body trembling under Elena's gaze. The four fingers buried inside him stretched him wide, the initial burn giving way to a deep, throbbing fullness that made his cock leak steadily onto the carpet below. Her hand moved with deliberate rhythm, plunging in and out, twisting to press his prostate on every thrust, the slick sounds of lube and flesh filling the office like an obscene symphony. Humiliation burned through him, her words echoing in his mind: "anal-hungry fuck boy," "filthy little slut." He was exposed, degraded, reduced to this, moaning and pushing back onto her hand like he couldn't get enough. Yet the pleasure was undeniable, waves crashing from his ass to his balls, his erection straining untouched, pre-cum stringing in long threads.

Elena paused her thrusts, her fingers fully seated, knuckles pressing against his rim. She leaned forward slightly, her free hand tracing the curve of his ass cheek. "Look at how loose you are already," she said, voice low and laced with wicked delight. "Just a week of proper training, and your hole is swallowing four fingers like it's nothing. I think it's ready for more, Alexander. Ready to take everything I give it."

He felt her shift behind him, her thumb folding in against her palm, tucking into the cluster of fingers already inside. Confusion flickered through the haze of arousal, what more? But then she began to push, slow and insistent, the added width of her thumb starting to stretch him further. The pressure built immediately, a sharper burn than before, his ring yielding reluctantly to the increased girth. He gasped, body tensing, the stretch immense as her knuckles pressed harder against him. "Relax," she commanded, her tone firm but teasing. "You're going to get your ass fisted today, slut. Feel that? My hand opening you up, inch by inch. You're going to take my whole fist, and you're going to love it."

The words hit him like a shockwave. Fisted? Horror and excitement collided, his mind reeling at the idea. He had stretched himself over the week, had taken the toys as instructed, but this was different: her entire hand inside him, owning him from the inside out. The humiliation deepened, he was her toy, her slut, about to be violated in this most extreme way. Yet his cock throbbed harder, leaking more, the arousal betraying him completely.

She pushed further with each slow thrust, her hand retreating slightly before advancing, the knuckles, four plus the thumb, stretching him to his limits. The pain was sharp, a deep burn that made him whimper, his rim feeling like it was on fire as it yielded millimeter by millimeter. He felt every detail: the way her folded thumb added that extra width, the pressure building against his inner walls, the lube squelching as she worked her hand deeper. Four knuckles were inside now, the widest part pressing relentlessly, his hole clenching and relaxing in futile resistance. The stretch was immense, beyond anything he had felt, a profound opening that made him feel split apart, vulnerable and exposed in a way that bordered on overwhelming.

"Elena... it's too much," he gasped, but his body pushed back against her hand instinctively, chasing the pleasure beneath the pain. The humiliation of begging, of admitting the stretch, only heightened the sensation.

She laughed softly, her free hand gripping his hip. "Too much? Look at you, pushing back like a greedy whore. Your ass is loving it, stretching wider for my fist. You're such a pathetic anal slut, aren't you? Begging to be filled, even when it hurts. Imagine it, my whole hand inside you, owning that tight little hole. You'll be gaping for days, sore and loose, but you'll train through it. Over time, you'll take it daily if I want, fisted every morning before work, my hand buried in you while you moan like the fuck toy you are."

Her words degraded him further, painting a picture of total ownership that made his face burn with shame. He was her slut, her toy, reduced to this, ass up, taking her fist like he was made for it. The fear spiked: what if it tore him? What if he couldn't walk after? But the pleasure built alongside, the stretch awakening nerves that sent sparks racing through him.

She pushed harder now, the final knuckle starting to breach. The stretch peaked, immense, agonizing pressure that made him cry out, his ring yielding slowly, painfully, to the widest part of her hand. It felt like being torn open, the burn intense, his body resisting even as he pushed back, desperate to please her. Emotions crashed: shame at his eagerness, fear of the pain, but a deep, masochistic thrill at the vulnerability, the way she was claiming him so completely.

With a final, hard push, her hand disappeared inside him, knuckles popping past the rim, her wrist following until she was buried to mid-forearm. The sensation was indescribable: an incredible fullness that filled him utterly, like every inch of his insides was occupied, stretched to capacity. He felt her hand curl slightly into a fist inside, the movement pressing against his walls, the pressure on his prostate immense, constant, unrelenting, a deep throb that radiated outward in waves of ecstasy. It was overwhelming, pain and pleasure fused, the fullness making him feel owned, claimed in a way no toy could match. His cock twitched, pre-cum dripping steadily, the prostate stimulation so intense he felt on the verge of erupting without a touch, cum building in his balls from the ass-filling alone.

Elena moaned softly, her voice filled with awe and dominance. "Oh, Alexander... look at this. My whole hand inside you, buried to my forearm. Your ass swallowed it like it was starving. I can feel you clenching around my wrist, hot, tight, pulsing. It's beautiful, the way your hole stretches around me, pink and gaping at the edges. You're so full, aren't you? My fist owning you from the inside, pressing everything just right."

The description humiliated him further, painting the image in his mind, he could feel it, the way her arm disappeared into him, the stretch pulling at his rim. He moaned, body shaking, the fullness making every nerve sing.

She began to move, slow at first, twisting her fist inside, the motion pressing her knuckles against his prostate in circles that made stars explode behind his eyes. Then she pulled back slightly, the withdrawal a slick drag that left him empty and craving, before pushing in again, working her fist out and back in a few times. Each re-entry was a shock, the knuckles breaching him anew, the stretch renewing the burn, but the pleasure followed like a tidal wave. Out to her fingertips, then back in to mid-forearm, the contrast between empty and totally full was maddening: the sudden void making him whimper for more, the refilling overwhelming him with that profound pressure. Her fist fucked him slowly, deliberately, each thrust grinding against his prostate, the fullness so intense he felt like he could cum from it alone, his cock leaking profusely onto the carpet.

The sensations built: the deep, unyielding pressure inside, her knuckles rubbing every sensitive spot, the stretch pulling at his rim with each movement. He moaned louder, pushing back, lost in the degradation and bliss, her hand owning him completely.

Elena pulled her fist out slowly, the withdrawal a slick, dragging sensation that left Alexander gasping on the floor. The sudden emptiness was profound, a void where fullness had been, his ass clenching around nothing, the stretched ring pulsing with the after-echo of her intrusion. He felt gaping, loose, the cool air rushing against his exposed hole like a whisper of vulnerability. Emotions surged: relief from the intense stretch, but a desperate craving for more, the pleasure she had ignited still coiling tight in his core. His cock throbbed untouched, pre-cum pooling on the carpet beneath him, his body electric with need and humiliation.

Before he could catch his breath, Elena's hands were on him, firm and commanding. She gripped his shoulders and flipped him onto his back with surprising strength, the carpet rough against his skin as he landed. He lay there, legs splayed, his erection jutting upward like an offering. The position felt even more exposed, his face visible to her, no hiding in the floor, his cock and balls on full display, hole still open and slick. Emotions clashed: shame at being manhandled like a doll, fear of what came next, but a deep, submissive thrill at her control.

She positioned her hand again, four fingers and thumb folded, pressing against his entrance. "Look at me," she commanded, her eyes locking onto his with unyielding intensity. He met her gaze, breath shallow, as she began to push, slow, relentless, the fist breaching him once more.

The re-entry was easier this time, his ass still loose from the previous fisting, but the angle changed everything. On his back, the pressure shifted, her fist angling directly toward his prostate with unforgiving precision. He felt every inch: the knuckles stretching his rim wide again, the burn reigniting but quicker to fade into that overwhelming fullness. Her hand sank to mid-forearm, the pressure on his prostate immense, constant, crushing, a deep throb that radiated outward in waves of ecstasy. It was like nothing before: the gland compressed under her fist's weight, sending sparks shooting through his cock and balls, his entire lower body alight. He almost came immediately, the sensation so intense it bordered on overload, his cock twitching, pre-cum surging, orgasm hovering just at the edge. Emotions overwhelmed him: awe at the pleasure, fear of losing control too soon, humiliation at how his body betrayed him, clenching around her fist like it craved the invasion.

Elena held his gaze, her expression triumphant. "Feel that? My fist filling you completely, pressing right where it counts. You're so close already, aren't you? My little slut, ready to cum just from being fisted."

He nodded frantically, moans spilling from his lips, the fullness making every nerve sing. She began to move, slow twists at first, her fist rotating inside him, knuckles grinding against his prostate in circles that made stars explode behind his eyes. The pleasure built relentlessly, his cock leaking profusely, the edge rushing closer.

"I want a huge load from you," she said, voice low and commanding. "Give it to me."

She leaned forward, her mouth descending on his cock in one swift motion, taking him deep, lips sealing around the base, throat relaxing to swallow him whole. The dual assault shattered him: her fist pumping inside, thrusting in and out with increasing force, knuckles slamming against his prostate; her mouth sucking hard, tongue swirling the underside, cheeks hollowing with each pull.

Emotions crashed like waves: humiliation at being fisted and sucked like a toy, fear of the intensity overwhelming him, but an overwhelming joy in the surrender, the way she owned every sensation. The pleasure built to a crescendo, his body tensing, balls drawing up, the edge rushing like a tidal wave. He moaned around her mouth, hips bucking, the prostate stimulation making it feel like he was cumming from the inside out.

Release hit like an explosion, the biggest orgasm of his life, buckets of cum surging from him in forceful ropes. He cried out, body arching off the floor, the fist's pressure milking him relentlessly as spurt after thick spurt filled Elena's mouth. It was endless, waves crashing one after another, the prostate fisting prolonging it, each thrust of her hand squeezing more from him. Cum flooded her tongue, hot and viscous, the volume overwhelming even her, some dribbling from the corners of her lips as she tried to contain it all within her mouth. The pleasure was indescribable: blinding, all-consuming, every nerve firing in unison, his cock pulsing in her mouth while her fist pounded his gland, drawing out rope after rope. He felt drained, spent in a way he never had, buckets seeming literal, thick, endless loads that left him trembling, vision blurring with the intensity.

Finally, he was empty, body slumping as the aftershocks faded. Elena lifted her mouth off him with a wet pop, his cock softening, slick with saliva and traces of cum. She pulled her fist out slowly, the withdrawal a long, dragging sensation that made him groan, the emptiness profound after such fullness, his ass clenching and pulsing in protest.

Alexander pushed himself up on shaky legs, the soreness already setting in. The stretch lingered, a deep ache that promised days of reminding him of how deeply he had just been owned. Elena stood, mouth still full: she still hadn't swallowed a single drop of cum. She gestured for him to turn around, back on hands and knees. Confusion flickered, but he obeyed, ass up once more. She wiped the lube from his hole quickly with tissues, the touch rough but efficient.

Then she placed her mouth against his stretched, gaping entrance, and pushed.

Heat entered him in a rush, her mouth forcing the entire load of his cum into his ass, the warm, sticky fluid flooding inside. He gasped, the sensation bizarre and degrading: his own cum, thick and viscous, pushed deep by her tongue and lips, filling him like an enema. It oozed inside, coating his walls, the volume making him feel bloated and used.

She leaned back, admiring her work. "Look at that," she said, voice clear now. "Your hole full of your own cum, stretched and gaping, starting to drip out as it tightens slowly. So pretty, Alexander, pink and puffy, clenching around the load I just pushed in. It's leaking already, a slow trickle down your balls. You'll feel it all the way home. You should try to squeeze that used hole closed or you’ll soak through your trousers."

Emotions overwhelmed him: shame at the degradation, horror at the act, his cum inside his own ass, dripping like he was bred; but a dark thrill at her ownership, the way she marked him internally. The fullness was strange, warm, sticky, oozing slightly with movement, the drip already starting as his gape tightened, a slow leak that made him clench futilely.

"Get dressed," she instructed. "And feel it drip on your way home, down your leg, soaking your boxers. Only clean up once you're there. No sooner."

He agreed, voice hoarse. "Yes, Elena."

As he dressed, clothes feeling foreign against his slick, used body, she praised him. "You took my fist so well, stretched like a good slut, moaning for more. And now full of cum, my perfect toy. Keep training, and you'll earn more like this."

He left on unsteady legs, the door clicking shut behind him, the drip already beginning as he walked the corridor, a constant, humiliating reminder.

Alexander gathered his things in a daze, the office lights harsh against his flushed skin as he zipped his portfolio and slung his coat over his arm. The corridor was nearly empty now, the Friday exodus complete, only the low hum of the building's systems and the occasional distant voice echoing from the elevators. He walked stiffly, each step reminding him of the lingering stretch in his ass, the deep, throbbing ache from Elena's fist, the way it had filled him so completely, pressing his prostate until pleasure and pain blurred into one overwhelming sensation. The cum she had pushed inside him shifted with every movement, a warm, sticky fullness that made his hole clench involuntarily, trying to hold it in. But it was too loose now, too stretched, and he felt the first slow trickle begin, a warm dribble escaping his rim, sliding down between his cheeks.

The sensation was immediate and humiliating. He paused at the elevator bank, shifting his weight, feeling the slickness coat his skin under his trousers. He pressed the down button, face burning, imagining someone noticing the awkward way he stood, the subtle shift of his hips to stem the flow. Shame flooded him: he was walking out of the building with his own load inside his ass, pushed there by his boss's mouth after she had fisted him. A totally used and abused slutty toy for his mistress, that was what he felt like, reduced to this secret, degrading state. The thought should have horrified him more, but the ache in his ass, the slow drip, stirred a dark arousal. He was hers, marked inside and out, carrying her claim home.

The elevator arrived empty, mercifully. He stepped in, leaning against the wall as it descended, feeling another trickle escape, a warmer slide down his inner thigh, pooling slightly at the crease where leg met scrotum. The fullness inside shifted with gravity, the cum sloshing faintly, making him clench again. The stretch ached deeply, a sore reminder of how far she had pushed him, her hand disappearing to mid-forearm, knuckles breaching him, the immense pressure that had made him feel split open yet owned in the most intimate way. He had loved it while she did it, the incredible fullness, the prostate crushed under her fist, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. The way she had described it, admiring the sight of her arm inside him, had deepened the humiliation but also the thrill. He was her toy, stretched for her pleasure, and the memory made his cock stir again despite the soreness.

But now, alone in the descending elevator, the reality settled heavier. He had to continue, regardless of what he wanted. The deal was sealed: his career for his body, his obedience for her dominance. Backing out wasn't an option, she had the videos, the leverage, the power to end him professionally. But deeper than fear was the pull: he didn't want to stop. The transformation terrified him, how easily he had taken her fist, how his ass had opened under her command, how the pleasure had overridden everything. He was changing, becoming something for her use, and part of him craved the descent.

The lobby was quiet, security offering a nod as he passed. Outside, the January cold bit at him, but inside his trousers, the warmth persisted, the slow drip of cum down his thigh, a constant reminder as he walked to the subway. Each step made it worse: the fabric chafing slightly, the slickness spreading, the ache in his ass deepening with movement. He felt like a slut, a used toy leaking his mistress's gift, the degradation sinking into his bones. Shame burned, but so did arousal, he was hard again by the time he boarded the train, shifting uncomfortably in his seat, praying no one noticed the damp spot or his flushed face.

At home, he dropped his bag in the entryway, heading straight to the bedroom. The box waited on the dresser, the remaining dildos lined up like a challenge. He stripped slowly, wincing at the soreness as he bent to remove his shoes. In the mirror, he turned, parting his cheeks to see: his hole was red, puffy, still slightly open, the gape slow to close, a faint sheen of lube and cum visible. Another dribble escaped as he watched, sliding down his thigh, warm and sticky. The sight humiliated him, he looked used, marked, but his cock hardened fully, the arousal undeniable.

He cleaned up carefully in the shower, the warm water soothing the ache but washing away her claim too soon. Toweling off, he lay on the bed naked, the toys waiting. The next size up loomed, the one thicker than what he had managed alone. His ass ached deeply, tender from the fisting, the stretch still fresh. He decided to give it a few days to recover, no rushing, no risking injury. But the thought of upgrading sizes stirred him: if he could take her fist, her whole hand buried inside, he could probably handle the bigger toys sooner. He wanted to be ready for her, to take the roughness she promised, to feel that total fullness without the sharp pain, to enjoy it completely next time. The idea of daily fisting, her hand owning him every morning, made him throb, he imagined the pleasure, the surrender, the way it would deepen his obsession.

Emotions tangled as he lay there: shame at the degradation, the cum dripping down his leg on the way home like a branded slut; fear of how far she would push, the videos and leverage binding him tighter; but a profound, aching love for the pleasure she unlocked, the prostate bliss, the fullness, the way submission felt like freedom. He was terrified of the transformation, of becoming her toy completely, but he loved it too, the way she used and abused him, the intensity of the orgasms she allowed, the praise that made him feel valued in his surrender.

He would rest his ass a few days, heal the soreness, then resume training. For her. To be better, looser, ready for whatever came next. The toys waited, patient and promising, and he drifted off with the ache still throbbing, dreaming of her fist filling him again.


Thank You for Reading!

I hope you enjoyed this story. If you did, please take a moment to leave a quick review on Amazon; it helps other readers find my stories and keeps me writing more for you!

Browse all my books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jenniambrose

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons is coincidental.
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