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In the gleaming corridors of Vanguard Capital, where fortunes rise and fall on the edge of a single decision, Elena Vasquez stands as an unassailable force. At the helm of mergers and acquisitions, she wields intellect and authority with the precision of a blade, her beauty sharpened by relentless discipline and a body sculpted through early mornings and unyielding resolve. Her office is a citadel of power, overlooking the city she has conquered step by calculated step.

Alexander Reed, once the embodiment of controlled ambition, now navigates a far more perilous terrain beneath her command. A talented analyst whose drive once mirrored her own, he has discovered that ascent in this world demands more than spreadsheets and late nights; it requires absolute surrender to the woman who holds his future in her hands.

What began as subtle advances, calculated touches and lingering glances, swiftly transformed into deliberate possession. Behind locked doors, Elena claimed him piece by piece. First with her mouth, drawing helpless surrender as a single finger breached his untouched entrance and pressed against his prostate, unlocking waves of pleasure that shattered his composure and left him spilling down her throat. Days later, she bent him over a coffee table in daylight, stretching him with three slick fingers while stroking him to the brink, only to deny release and declare ownership over his orgasms.

She introduced toys soon after: a medium silicone dildo that took his anal virginity on the office carpet, her hips driving deep as she held the rubber cock in front of her while he dripped untouched. She wore a harness and fucked him until her own climax shuddered through her, then withheld his, reminding him that pleasure was hers to grant or deny. Rules followed, waiting outside her office like any supplicant, standing with hands behind back upon entering, no release without permission. Obedience earned pleasure: explosive climaxes milked from his prostate, painting his own chest with his earned release.

Yet escalation has become Elena’s signature. In recent weeks, she has pushed boundaries with calculated intensity. She warmed him with her tongue one dawn-lit morning, rimming him slowly while she revealed the footage from a hidden camera, his own debasement played back as she devoured him. She introduced a larger dildo, thicker and longer, stretching him to new limits on her desk while he lay on his back, legs spread wide. The curved shaft ground relentlessly past his prostate as she thrust, his hand finally stroking him until he erupted in helpless arcs across his naked torso, cum splattering his skin in humiliating evidence of his surrender.

Afterward, she mocked the gape she left behind, tracing his open rim with a finger and declaring the bigger toy his permanent responsibility, no return to smaller, easier intrusions. She dismissed him with a promise: next time, the pleasure would focus more on her.

Throughout, she has rewarded obedience with professional advancement, direct client contact on the flagship Aurora deal, visibility that accelerates his rise. Yet every promotion is laced with the truth: he earns it on his knees, on his back, bent over her furniture while she claims his body in ways no one else will ever know.

Alexander now carries the constant ache of denial and the deeper throb of obsession. The videos, proof of every moan, every thrust, every climax she has allowed or withheld, exist as silent leverage on her computer. He fears them, hates them, yet cannot escape the dark thrill of knowing she possesses such intimate evidence of his submission.

He has become hers in ways he never imagined: professionally dependent, sexually owned, emotionally ensnared. The ambitious analyst still delivers flawless work, but beneath the tailored suits and composed demeanor lives a man who waits with hands behind his back, who edges himself to the brink at night and stops because she commanded it, who feels his cock harden at the mere thought of her next summons.

Elena has only begun to reshape him. The harness, the toys, the camera, they are tools in a larger design. Whatever she plans next will arrive on her schedule, in her office, with the door locked and the city watching indifferently from below, and Alexander, caught between terror and craving, will meet it, obedient, eager, and already aching for the moment she decides to take him further.

The days following the session with the larger dildo blurred into a relentless storm of work.

Aurora had entered its critical phase: due diligence marathons, endless revisions to the valuation model, late-night calls with the client’s CFO, and a surprise regulatory curveball that demanded emergency scenario planning. The entire team was stretched thin, Elena most of all. Alexander saw her in back-to-back meetings, striding between conference rooms with her phone perpetually at her ear, eyes sharp but ringed with faint shadows he had never noticed before. She snapped at a junior analyst who missed a data pull, then apologized, an apology from Elena Vasquez, something he had never witnessed. By Thursday she looked visibly drained, the flawless posture softened at the edges, the usual unassailable energy dimmed by exhaustion. For the first time, she seemed human, not the unbreakable machine he had always perceived.

He felt it too, the long hours, the pressure to perform under her heightened expectations. Their private world had gone quiet. No late-night summons, no locked-door interludes, no teasing emails. Just work. The ache in his body from the larger toy faded slowly, replaced by a different kind of tension: the constant, low-level thrum of anticipation and denial. He obeyed the rules religiously, no release, no touching beyond frustrated edging that always stopped short. The memory of the video, the photo she had sent, the gaping aftermath, all of it simmered beneath the surface, but the frenzy of deadlines left no room for indulgence.

By the following Tuesday, the storm began to ease. The regulatory issue was resolved, the final model signed off, the client presentation delivered flawlessly. The floor exhaled collectively; people left at reasonable hours, the lights dimmed earlier.

Alexander was wrapping up a reconciliation when Elena appeared beside his desk, unexpected, unannounced. She leaned down as if to glance at his screen, her hair brushing his shoulder, her voice a whisper meant only for him.

“I haven’t forgotten,” she murmured, lips close enough to his ear that he felt the warmth of her breath. “Next time, the pleasure is going to be a little more… focused on me. I’m going to take what I want, Alexander. And I don’t want to be disappointed.”

The words were soft, almost conversational, but they landed like a promise and a threat at once. A shiver ran down his spine; heat pooled low in his belly despite the weeks of abstinence. He turned his head slightly, catching the faint curve of her smile, the predatory glint returning to her eyes, the exhaustion gone, replaced by that familiar, dangerous hunger.

She straightened, gave his shoulder a brief, proprietary squeeze, and walked away without another word, heels clicking down the corridor.

Alexander sat motionless for several seconds, pulse racing, cock already stirring against his trousers. The office carried on around him, colleagues chatting, printers humming, but in that moment, the world narrowed to the quiet certainty of what was coming.

Next time, she would take her pleasure.

And he would give it, without hesitation or disappointment.

That Friday, Alexander glanced at the clock in the corner of his screen, 3:45 p.m., as he finalized the latest Aurora risk matrix. The office hummed with mid-afternoon energy: keyboards clacking, phones ringing softly, the occasional laugh from a nearby pod. The past few days had been a whirlwind of client negotiations and model tweaks, but the pressure had eased just enough for him to breathe. Elena had been a whirlwind herself, visible in meetings but distant, her exhaustion from the prior week's frenzy now replaced by her trademark focus. He had caught glimpses of her, striding down corridors, commanding boardrooms, but no private summons. The absence had left him in a state of suspended arousal, edging himself at night to the brink but stopping short, the frustration building like a storm cloud.

A soft chime interrupted his thoughts: a calendar notification popping up in the lower right corner of his monitor.

**Meeting: One-on-One - Aurora Client Strategy Alignment** 

**Organizer: Elena Vasquez** 

**Time: 4:30 p.m. - 5:00 p.m.** 

**Location: EV Office** 

**Details: Discuss next steps for direct engagement with Aurora execs.**

He stared at it, the innocuous corporate language masking what he knew it truly meant. This wasn't about strategy alignments or client steps; it was her signal. The first real opening since the pressure had subsided. Heat surged through him instantly, his cock stirring in his trousers as anticipation flooded his veins. He shifted in his chair, glancing around to ensure no one noticed his sudden flush. The office carried on oblivious, but inside him, the storm broke loose.

His imagination ignited. What would she demand this time? Fingers stretching him open? The larger dildo pounding him until he begged? Or something more focused on her, as she had whispered days ago, the pleasure centered on her release, him serving as the tool for it. The thought made him painfully aware of his growing erection, the way it pressed against his zipper, already leaking faintly into his boxers. He wanted it, whatever it was. The weeks of obedience had deepened the obsession; he craved her control, her praise, the way she unraveled him. But this meeting, slotted right before the end of the day, carried an edge of risk: people still milling about, the floor not yet emptied. The anticipation was exquisite torture, his mind racing with possibilities, body responding with a throb that made focusing impossible.

He tried to dive back into the matrix, but the clock ticked mercilessly. By 4:25, he saved his work, locked his screen, and headed down the corridor, portfolio in hand as cover. The office was thinning, people packing up early for happy hours or commutes, but enough stragglers remained to make his wait feel exposed. He positioned himself outside her door, feet apart, hands loose at his sides, the subtle humiliation of the ritual sinking in. Claire had already left for the day, her desk tidy, so he stood alone, the quiet amplifying his pulse.

At 4:30 exactly, the door opened. Elena stood there, expression neutral but eyes gleaming with intent. "Come in."

He stepped inside, closed the door softly behind him, and immediately clasped his hands behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. The office smelled of her perfume and fresh coffee, the blinds partially drawn against the fading afternoon light.

She circled him slowly, inspecting, then stopped in front. "Good," she said, voice soft with approval. "You're learning. It pleases me when you remember the details without prompting."

The praise sent a warm rush through him, easing the tension in his chest even as his cock hardened further. He held the position, waiting for her cue.

"Release," she said finally, and he let his hands fall to his sides. She moved to her desk, leaning against it with crossed arms. "The pressure's eased a bit today. Finally. I've been carrying this tension for days, work, deals, everything building up. I need to cum hard, Alexander. Really hard. To release it all. And you're going to put your mouth to work for me."

The words hit him like a spark to dry tinder. His cock strained painfully against his trousers, the idea of serving her orally, tasting her, bringing her to climax, a new level of intimacy that made his mouth water. He had seen her pussy only once, a brief glimpse when she had hiked her skirt, and the memory alone had nearly undone him. Now, the promise of burying his face there, of making her moan and shatter, flooded him with arousal so intense it bordered on ache.

She uncrossed her arms, reaching down to hike up her skirt slowly, the fabric sliding over her thighs with deliberate tease. Inch by inch, her smooth skin revealed itself, toned from her runs, flawless. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, black lace, delicate, and pulled them down, stepping out of them gracefully. She placed them on the desk, then sat back in her office chair, wheeling it slightly away from the desk to face him fully. With a casual motion, she opened her legs wide, feet planted apart, exposing herself completely.

Alexander's breath caught, his eyes locking on her pussy for the first time up close. It was perfectly smooth, shaved bare, the lips pink and glistening slightly with arousal. The sight was exquisite, neat, inviting, the clit peeking from its hood like a pearl. He almost came right then, his cock throbbing painfully in his pants, pre-cum soaking through his boxers. The visual alone was overwhelming: this powerful woman, his boss, spreading herself for him, demanding he serve. Shame flickered, kneeling to eat her out in her office, but it was drowned by raw desire. He wanted to taste her, to lose himself in her scent, to feel her thighs clamp around his head as she came.

"Get on your hands and knees," she commanded, voice husky with need. "And eat me. Make me cum hard."

He dropped without hesitation, the carpet rough under his palms and knees as he crawled the few feet to her chair. The position was degrading, crawling like a pet, but it only heightened his arousal, his cock straining as he positioned himself between her open legs. Up close, her scent enveloped him: musky, feminine, with a hint of her perfume, intoxicating, drawing him in like a magnet. He leaned forward, breath ghosting over her skin, and pressed his mouth to her.

The first taste was heaven. His tongue flicked out, lapping at her outer lips, the flavor salty-sweet, her arousal coating his tongue immediately. She was already wet, slick from anticipation, and he groaned against her, the vibration making her twitch. He explored slowly at first, tongue tracing the seam of her lips, parting them gently to delve deeper. The texture was velvet-soft, warm, her inner folds yielding under his licks. He savored her, long, flat strokes from bottom to top, gathering her essence, the taste addictive, making his head spin. His own arousal was painful now, cock rock hard and leaking, but untouched, the denial amplifying every sensation.

Elena sighed above him, her hand threading into his hair, guiding him lightly at first. "That's it," she murmured, voice breathy. "Deeper."

He obeyed, tongue plunging inside her, fucking her shallowly with wet, rhythmic motions. The heat of her surrounded him, her walls clenching slightly around his tongue, the intimacy overwhelming. He loved the noises she made, soft gasps at first, building to low moans as he worked her higher. Each sound was music, a reward in itself, spurring him on. He moved upward, lips closing around her clit, sucking gently, tongue flicking the sensitive bud in circles. Her moans grew louder, breathy and unrestrained, her thighs tensing around his head.

"Fuck, yes," she groaned, her grip in his hair tightening, pulling him harder into her. The pain was sharp but welcome, driving him deeper. He sucked her clit firmly now, tongue lashing it with rapid flicks, alternating with broad laps that made her hips buck. Her scent filled his nose, her taste coating his chin, the messiness of it only heightening his frenzy. He moaned against her, the vibrations traveling through her pussy, his own pleasure derived purely from serving her, from the way her body responded, the slickness increasing, her moans turning to cries.

He lost himself in it, tongue working tirelessly, sucking and licking as she ground against his face. Her free hand gripped the arm of the chair, knuckles white, her breaths coming in ragged pants. The sounds she made, deep, throaty moans building to sharp gasps, drove him wild, his cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum dripping into his underwear. He moaned louder, the pleasure of eating her so intense it felt like he could cum from that alone, from the act of bringing her to the edge.

Her grip in his hair turned vise-like, pulling his face hard into her as she chased release. "Don't stop," she gasped, hips rolling against his mouth. He sucked her clit relentlessly, tongue swirling, the pressure building until she shattered.

Orgasm hit her like a wave, her body arching in the chair, thighs clamping around his head as she cried out, a long, shuddering moan that echoed in the office. Her pussy pulsed against his tongue, flooding him with her release, the taste sharper, more intense. He lapped at her through it, prolonging the waves, her moans turning to whimpers as she rode it out.

Finally, she pushed him back gently, her hand releasing his hair. He knelt there, face slick with her, chest heaving, painfully rock hard and dying for touch. She slumped in the chair, eyes half-lidded, recovering with slow breaths.

He waited, on his knees, the taste of her lingering on his lips, the sounds of her pleasure echoing in his mind, his face inches from Elena's glistening pussy. The scent of her arousal clung to him, musky, sweet, intoxicating, mixed with the salt of his own sweat. His chin and lips were shining with her juices, the taste lingering on his tongue like a brand. He panted, eyes fixed on the perfect, smooth folds between her open legs, still flushed and swollen from the orgasm he had given her. Her chair creaked faintly as she shifted, but he didn't dare look up yet, lost in the haze of submission and newness. His cock strained painfully against his trousers, tenting the fabric obscenely, the denial of the past weeks making the arousal feel like a live wire under his skin. He had never tasted a woman like this, never knelt to serve so completely, and the intimacy of it left him reeling, humiliated yet aching for more.

Elena sat back in her chair, legs still parted, her composure returning with that effortless grace she always wielded like a weapon. She smoothed her skirt down slightly, though not enough to cover herself fully, and looked down at him with an evil glint in her eyes, a smile curving her lips that was equal parts satisfaction and malice. "Well done, Alexander," she purred, her voice husky from the moans he had drawn from her. "You ate my pussy like you were starving for it. Such a talented mouth, eager, thorough. I came so hard I saw stars. You've pleased me."

The praise washed over him like warm honey, easing the tension in his shoulders even as it stoked the fire in his groin. He glanced up, meeting her gaze, and felt a swell of something almost like pride, he had made her shatter, her thighs clamping around his head, her cries filling the room. But the evil look in her eyes tempered it, reminding him this was her game, her rules.

She leaned forward slightly, reaching out to trace a finger along his jaw, collecting a bead of her own wetness and pressing it to his lips. He sucked it clean instinctively, the act deepening his flush. "Look at you," she teased, her tone laced with amusement. "Panting on the floor, face covered in my cum, your cock so hard it's about to rip through your pants. Total obedience. I haven't even had to threaten you lately, have I? No reminders about your career hanging by a thread, no whispers of what I could do with those little videos of ours. You're learning not to resist, learning that surrender feels so much better than fighting."

Her words cut deep, stirring the shame that always simmered beneath the surface. He was obedient now, yes, waiting outside her door, hands behind his back, denying himself release night after night. But hearing her mock it so casually made the humiliation burn brighter. He had been the one in control once, dictating terms with lovers, taking what he wanted. Now he knelt here, face messy with her release, cock throbbing untouched, and craved her approval more than his own dignity. The internal conflict twisted: shame at how far he had fallen, but a dark thrill at the freedom in it, the way letting go felt like flying.

Elena watched him process it, her evil smile widening. "It's all building to this, isn't it? The way you give in so readily now. No more bargaining, no 'just this once.' You're mine to use, and you know it."

She stood then, smoothing her skirt fully now, stepping away from the chair with deliberate poise. Alexander remained on his knees, watching as she moved to her desk. The anticipation built again, his cock aching painfully, the tent in his trousers impossible to ignore. He wondered what came next, fingers? The larger dildo? His ass clenched at the thought, memories of the stretch still fresh from the last time.

Elena opened the lower drawer, retrieving the familiar black harness. She stepped into it with practiced ease, buckling the straps over her hips, the empty O-ring at the front a promise of what was to come. Alexander's pulse raced, arousal spiking. Another fucking? The predator in her eyes gleamed brighter, her movements slow and teasing, like a cat toying with prey.

But when she reached back into the drawer, she pulled out the smaller dildo, the original one, seven inches and slimmer than the new beast she had introduced last time. Confusion flickered through him: she had said he wouldn't get the small one again, that his ass was for the bigger cock now. Why this?

She fitted it into the harness with a click, the toy jutting forward once more. Seeing his puzzled expression, she laughed softly, a sound that sent shivers down his spine. "Confused, are you? I did say you wouldn't be getting fucked by the small one again. And I meant it, for your ass."

The implication hung in the air, heavy and charged. Alexander's eyes widened, a fresh wave of humiliation crashing over him as the meaning sank in. Not for his ass. This was for his mouth.

Before he could fully process it, his mind reeling with the shock of this new degradation, Elena sat back down in her office chair, legs parting once more. The dildo bobbed slightly with the motion, pointing directly at his face, inches away. She grabbed a fistful of his hair, her grip firm and unyielding, pulling him forward.

"Put your mouth back to work," she commanded, voice laced with dark amusement.

He thought about pulling back, the instinct flashed, a brief spark of resistance at the idea of taking the toy in his mouth, of sucking her “cock” like one of the women he had once dominated. The humiliation was profound: kneeling, face still slick with her pussy juices, now expected to suck a dildo strapped to her hips. But before the thought could take hold, Elena yanked him forward, burying the toy in his throat in one swift motion.

The silicone hit the back of his mouth, sliding deep, the girth filling him completely. He gagged instantly, eyes watering, throat convulsing around the intrusion. It was demeaning, invasive, the taste of faint rubber, the unyielding hardness pushing past his gag reflex. She held him there, her hand tight in his hair, not letting him retreat.

"Suck it," she ordered, voice sharp with pleasure. "Like all the women you've had suck your cock. Feel how utterly demeaning it is, to have a cock pushed into your throat, to gag while someone has total power over you. Choke on it, Alexander. Show me how good you are at this too."

Humiliation burned through him like fire. He felt exposed, degraded, kneeling in her office, throat stuffed with her strap-on, gagging helplessly while she watched with that evil smile. Tears pricked his eyes from the reflex, saliva building as he tried to breathe through his nose. The shame was overwhelming: he was the one who used to guide heads down, thrust deep, dictate the pace. Now he was the one on his knees, choking on her silicone cock, reduced to this.

But he didn't resist. Instead, he tried to please her, sucking as best he could, tongue swirling under the shaft, bobbing his head despite the gags. He breathed through it, short, panicked inhales when she allowed a brief retreat, then deeper thrusts that made his throat bulge. The pain was sharp, the stretch, the pressure, but mixed with a twisted arousal, his cock throbbing untouched in his trousers.

Elena laughed softly, the sound rich with delight and cruelty. "That's it, my little cock-sucker. Gag on it like a good boy. Look at you, throat full, eyes watering, so desperate to please. You're such a pathetic little slut, aren't you? But oh, you're doing so well, taking it deeper each time. I love how you choke for me."

The degradation mixed with praise twisted him further, shame deepening but arousal spiking. He moaned around the toy, the vibration humming through it, his throat raw but his efforts earnest.

She dug her stiletto heel into his thigh then, the sharp point pressing through his trousers, pain blooming hot and sudden. He moaned louder, the sound muffled around the dildo, tears streaming now as she thrust her hips forward, forcing the whole length down his throat. She held him there, buried to the hilt, his nose pressed against the harness, throat convulsing in desperate gags.

"Feel that power," she whispered, voice breathy with enjoyment. "Me owning your mouth, making you gag. You're mine to use, Alexander, such a good, obedient toy."

He gagged hard, body shuddering, lungs burning until spots danced in his vision. Finally, she released him, yanking his head back by the hair. He fell back onto the floor, gasping for air, saliva stringing from his lips to the dildo, his face a mess of tears, spit, and her juices.

Elena looked down at him, the toy glistening with his saliva, dripping faintly onto the carpet. "That was for my mental pleasure," she said, voice satisfied. "After the physical bliss of your mouth on my pussy. You did so well with both, new talents you didn’t know you had."

She stood, removing the harness and adjusting her skirt as he caught his breath on the floor.

"Come back at the end of the day," she instructed. "I want to cum one more time before heading home. And don't worry, you won't be sucking my cock again today."

The reassurance was laced with promise, leaving him to ponder what else she had in mind. He nodded weakly, wiping his face with the back of his hand.

"Dismissed."

Alexander rose on unsteady legs, smoothing his clothes quickly, and left the office, stepping into the corridor as if nothing had happened. Colleagues nodded in passing, oblivious. He returned to his desk, face still flushed, throat raw, cock aching in his pants. The taste of her lingered on his tongue, mixed with the rubbery echo of the dildo, and he sat there, trying to focus on work while the humiliation and arousal swirled inside him. The day stretched ahead, but all he could think about was returning at day's end, for whatever she planned next.

Alexander sat at his desk for the short remainder of the afternoon, the office buzzing around him with the usual post-meeting chatter and keyboard clatter, but his mind was a whirlwind far removed from the spreadsheets on his screen. The events in Elena's office replayed in vivid, relentless loops, each one stirring a chaotic storm of emotions that left him flushed and distracted. Overjoy bubbled up first, pure and intoxicating: the sight of her perfectly smooth pussy, pink and glistening, opening before him like a forbidden gift. He had finally seen her, tasted her, the salty-sweet nectar coating his tongue, the way her folds yielded under his licks, the intimate warmth enveloping him as he plunged deeper. The feeling of her cumming under his mouth was etched into him: her thighs clamping around his head like a vise, her body arching in the chair, the deep, throaty moans that built to a crescendo of cries. He had made her shatter, Elena Vasquez, the unassailable force, undone by his tongue. The joy of it was almost euphoric, a high that made his skin tingle even now, hours later. He had pleased her so completely, earned her praise as a talented pussy eater, and the memory of her shuddering release sent fresh heat pooling in his groin.

But intertwined with the joy was horror, sharp and unrelenting. The face-fucking that followed immediately after, her yanking him onto the dildo, burying it in his throat without mercy. The degradation hit him in waves: gagging helplessly, tears streaming down his face, saliva dripping as she laughed and called him a pathetic little slut. The pain of her stiletto digging into his thigh, the way she held him down until spots danced in his vision, forcing him to choke while praising his obedience. It was demeaning, a reversal that stripped away every illusion of his former self, the man who had once guided women's heads down, thrust deep, dictated the pace. Now he was the one on his knees, throat stuffed, reduced to a toy for her amusement. The horror deepened with the shame: how readily he had tried to please her even then, sucking and moaning despite the gags, his cock throbbing untouched. Mixed emotions clashed, elation at the new intimacy of tasting her, terror at the brutality of the throat-fucking, all of it leaving him hard and aching under his desk, unable to focus on anything but the duality of bliss and degradation.

He glanced at the clock every few minutes, willing the day to end. The team follow-ups dragged, emails piling up unanswered as his thoughts spiraled. By 5:30, the floor was almost empty, colleagues grabbing coats, wishing goodnights. He lingered, pretending to refine a report, until the corridor quieted. At 6:00, he stood, smoothed his tie, and walked to her office.

The ritual began as always: he positioned himself outside her door, feet apart, hands loose but ready, the subtle humiliation sinking in like a familiar weight. Even with the floor mostly cleared, the act felt exposed, anyone lingering late could see him waiting like a child. But he endured it for her, the obedience a quiet thrill amid the shame. After five minutes, long enough to make him shift slightly, the door opened.

"Come in," she said, stepping aside.

He entered, closed the door softly, and immediately clasped his hands behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. The office was dimmer now, the city lights twinkling beyond the windows, her desk lamp casting a warm glow. Elena circled him once, inspecting, her heels clicking softly.

"Perfect," she murmured, stopping in front of him. "You're consistent now. It pleases me."

The praise sent a warm rush through him, easing the tension. She gestured to the guest chair. "Sit."

He obeyed, lowering himself into the seat, pulse racing as she moved closer. She leaned down, her hands deftly unbuttoning his trousers, pulling the zipper low. His cock sprang free, already half-hard from anticipation, and she wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly, base to tip, with expert pressure.

"You were so good earlier," she said, voice low and approving, her thumb circling the head on each upstroke. "Eating my pussy like a pro, tongue so eager, so skilled. And then sucking my cock like the obedient little slut you are. Gagging so beautifully for me."

The words stirred the shame anew, but her hand made it bearable, pleasurable, even. He hardened fully under her touch, pre-cum beading at the tip, the strokes building a slow, torturous heat.

"But now," she continued, her pace steady, "we need to discuss your new plans. I've arranged for a box to arrive at your apartment this weekend. Discreet packaging, of course, no one will know."

He nodded breathlessly, her hand edging him higher, the pleasure making focus difficult.

"Inside, you'll find a series of dildos," she explained, stroking faster now, her grip firm. "Starting small, like the first one you took, building up to very large, thicker, longer than even the one you handled last time. You'll train your ass at home, Alexander. Every evening, work your way up. Lube them well, start slow, stretch yourself wider each session. I want you opening up for me, getting loose enough that I can be rough, that I can fill you completely without holding back. Imagine it: me slamming into you, no mercy, your hole taking every inch like it's made for it. You'll feel so full, so owned. And you'll do it for me, to make our time together even better."

The details painted vivid images, her hand stroking in rhythm with her words, building him to the edge. Pleasure coiled tight, his hips twitching involuntarily, desperate for more, but she slowed just as he neared the brink, keeping him back, the frustration exquisite. He gasped, agreeing eagerly, the arousal overriding everything. "Yes, Elena. I'll train for you. Stretch myself for you."

She smiled, her touch teasing now, light and maddening. "Good boy. Show me how expert you can become at taking me."

The promise of roughness, of being filled more completely, stirred a mix of fear and excitement, the pleasure making him nod fervently, committing to the plan without reservation.

She continued the slow, torturous strokes, edging him without mercy, his desperation mounting until he was panting, but never quite letting him tip over.

The office air felt thick, charged with the remnants of her earlier orgasm, the scent of her arousal still faint on his skin, the taste lingering on his tongue. Her hand moved with deliberate expertise, stroking him from base to tip in slow, firm glides, her thumb occasionally circling the sensitive head to smear the pre-cum that beaded there. Each stroke sent waves of heat through him, building a low, throbbing pleasure that made his thighs tense and his breath come in shallow pants. The sensation was exquisite, her fingers warm and unyielding, the friction just right to keep him teetering on the edge without pushing over. He was painfully hard, the denial of the past weeks making every touch feel amplified, his balls heavy and aching with need.

Elena leaned back against the desk, her free hand resting casually on the polished wood as she watched him with that predatory glint. "As I was saying," she continued, her voice smooth and conversational despite the intimate act, "a box will arrive at your apartment this weekend. Discreet, of course, no labels, no questions from the doorman. Inside, you'll find a progression of dildos. Start with the small one, the size you're already familiar with. Work your way up each night: lube it generously, ease it in slowly, stretch yourself open. Feel the burn turn to fullness, the way your hole yields a little more each time. By the end of the series, you'll be taking something much larger, thicker than what I used last time, long enough to reach places you didn't know could feel so good. Train diligently, Alexander. I want your ass ready for rough use, loose enough that I can fuck you hard, without holding back, slamming into you until you're begging. You'll love it, the way it fills you completely, owns you from the inside out."

Her words painted vivid images, each one syncing with her strokes, up, down, twist at the head, building the pleasure in tandem with the mental picture. He moaned softly, hips twitching involuntarily, the arousal spiking at the thought of training for her, stretching himself in private to prepare for her dominance. The physical sensations were overwhelming: her hand gliding smoothly over his slick shaft, the pressure just firm enough to make his veins pulse, the build coiling tight in his core. He agreed eagerly, the words tumbling out between gasps. "Yes... I'll train. Stretch for you... make it ready for you to fuck me with anything you want."

She smiled, pleased, her pace quickening slightly, bringing him nearer to the edge. The pleasure intensified, each stroke sending sparks up his spine, his balls drawing up, release hovering just out of reach. But then her expression shifted, the smile fading into something cooler, edged with anger.

"I know you didn't enjoy sucking my cock earlier," she said, her voice dropping, the anger creeping in, sharp, accusatory. Her hand slowed but didn't stop, keeping him teetering. "You thought about pulling back, didn't you? I felt it, the hesitation, the resistance. You're still just a pussy-addicted boy at heart, aren't you? Needing to learn your place in obeying me, no matter how degrading it feels."

The shift caught him off guard, her tone laced with genuine frustration, or was it? He couldn't tell, the uncertainty heightening the moment. Her eyes narrowed, jaw tightening slightly, making it feel real, like his momentary flinch had truly displeased her. Shame flooded him anew, mixing with the building pleasure, her hand still stroking, thumb pressing into the underside of his shaft.

Before he could respond, her nails, sharp and manicured, dug into the head of his cock, raking lightly across the sensitive glans. The pain was immediate and searing, like tiny needles piercing the tender skin, making him gasp sharply, body jerking in the chair. "Apologize," she demanded, the anger flaring brighter. "For not being enthusiastic enough. For thinking you could hesitate even for a second."

"I'm sorry!" he gasped, the pain lancing through him, throbbing in waves that made his vision blur. "I'm sorry, Elena. I... I wasn't enthusiastic enough. I'll do better. Please..."

The nails eased, but the sting lingered, a sharp counterpoint to the pleasure as she resumed stroking, near the edge now, her hand pumping with expert rhythm, building him higher despite the ache. The contrast was maddening: pain fading into heat, arousal surging back stronger, his cock twitching in her grip.

Seemingly pleased, she nodded, but her free hand moved lower, cupping his balls gently at first, rolling them in her palm, the touch almost soothing. Then, without warning, she started to crush them, her fingers tightening in a slow, deliberate squeeze. The pain was dull at first, a deep pressure that built into sharp agony, radiating up into his abdomen. He whimpered, body tensing, but she continued stroking his cock, the dual sensations, ecstasy from the shaft, torment from his balls, leaving him gasping, torn between heaven and hell.

"You better make sure I never feel that mental resistance again," she said, her voice still edged with that anger, her squeeze intensifying just enough to make him yelp. "It distracts me, Alexander. Makes me question if you're truly committed. And if you're not... well, we both know what happens to disappointing boys."

The pain was excruciating, his balls throbbing under her grip, the crush sending waves of nausea through him, but her stroking never faltered, keeping the pleasure alive, the contrast making his head spin. He nodded frantically, tears pricking his eyes. "I promise... no resistance. I'll be better."

She eased the crush then, her hand returning to a gentle roll, the pain lingering as a dull ache but the praise following swiftly. "But you did take it anyway," she said, voice softening slightly, the anger receding. "Gagged so beautifully for me, even when it hurt. That's why you're my good boy, learning to obey, to please me no matter what."

The mix of degradation and praise twisted him further, his mind reeling as she mused aloud. "What do you deserve for being such a good boy, who thought about misbehaving, who probably would have pulled back if I hadn't been so firm forcing my cock down your throat? You took it in the end, didn't you? Choked and cried for me like a perfect little toy. I think that earns you something... wicked."

Her tone turned playful but dark, her stroking intensifying, faster now, her fist pumping him with relentless rhythm, building the coil in his core tighter. The pleasure was incredible, waves crashing higher with each stroke: the slick glide over his shaft, the thumb pressing into the underside, the way she twisted her wrist at the base to heighten the friction. His balls, still aching from the crush, drew up tight, the buildup exquisite after days of denial. He moaned, hips bucking slightly, the edge rushing toward him like a tidal wave, every nerve alight, the pressure coiling unbearably, release hovering just there, promising ecstasy.

"Cum for me," she said with wicked pleasure, her eyes locked on his. "You're allowed this time, with nothing in that delicious little ass of yours, just my hands on your cock."

The permission shattered him. Orgasm crested, his cock pulsing in her grip, the first wave of release surging up, intense, blinding, the buildup finally breaking. But just as it was guaranteed, just as he moved past the point of no return, she removed her hands completely.

"No," he whimpered, but it was too late. The orgasm continued without stimulation, ruined. His cock twitched helplessly, the crest fizzling into a weak, unsatisfying dribble. Cum oozed from the head in slow, thick rivulets, pooling uselessly into her waiting hand below. There was no explosive release, no crashing waves of pleasure, just a frustrating trickle, the sensation dull and incomplete, like a firework that fizzles out mid-air. He stared down in horror, body shuddering with aftershocks that brought no relief, the ruined orgasm leaving him aching, unsatisfied, the pleasure stolen at the peak. It was torment, days of denial culminating in this hollow dribble, his cum wasted in her palm without the ecstasy he craved. The build had been so incredible, the edge so sharp, only to collapse into nothing, leaving him throbbing and frustrated, the ache deeper than before.

Elena watched with satisfaction, her hand steady as the last drops fell. "That's your punishment," she said calmly. "Ruined. No satisfaction, just the mess."

She wiped her hand with a tissue from her desk, then cleaned his cock with clinical efficiency, dabbing the head, the shaft, discarding the soiled paper. The touch was impersonal, leaving him throbbing and frustrated.

"Get dressed," she instructed. "And don't disappoint me anymore. I have no use for a disappointing protégé."

The words stung, laced with finality, as he fumbled back into his clothes, the ache of the ruined orgasm a constant, mocking reminder. He left her office on unsteady legs, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

Alexander woke early that Saturday, the apartment quiet except for the faint hum of the city below. The day had dragged after Elena's cryptic dismissal, his mind a tangle of frustration and fixation. The ruined orgasm lingered like a mocking echo, pleasure promised and snatched away, leaving him aching and obsessed. He had obeyed, of course, no release, no touching beyond the futile edges that only deepened the need. Now, the weekend stretched ahead, and with it, the promise of the box.

He paced the living room in his boxers, coffee cooling untouched on the counter. Anticipation built like a storm, every creak in the hallway made him tense, imagining the doorman's buzz. What would it contain? She had described the progression: small to very large, tools for training his ass to take more, to open wider for her rough use. The thought stirred equal parts arousal and fear. His cock twitched at the memory of the larger dildo stretching him, the deep pressure on his prostate that had made him cum so hard. But the idea of even bigger, thicker, longer, terrified him. How far would she push? Was he truly becoming her free use toy, molded for her pleasure alone?

The intercom buzzed at 10:17 a.m. "Package for you, Mr. Reed," the doorman said. Alexander's pulse spiked. He threw on a shirt and jogged downstairs, signing for the plain brown box with a nod, avoiding eye contact. It was heavier than he expected, intimidating in its solidity, the weight suggesting substance, density, things that would fill him completely. Carrying it back up in the elevator, he felt exposed, as if the anonymous packaging screamed its contents. What if a neighbor saw? What if it shifted and something inside clinked? The anticipation twisted into anxiety, his hands sweating on the cardboard.

Back in the apartment, he set it on the kitchen table, staring at it like a Pandora's box. Plain tape, no labels, discreet as promised. He paced again, arousal building despite the fear, his cock half-hard already, tenting his boxers. Finally, he grabbed a knife and sliced the tape, peeling back the flaps.

Inside, nestled in foam padding, was a series of dildos, six in total, arranged in ascending order like a sinister progression. The smallest was familiar: it matched the original dildo she had used, seven inches, medium girth. The second was like the larger one from last time she fucked his ass, eight inches, thicker, the one that had gaped him so thoroughly. The third, fourth and fifth were each a small step up from the last, each just that little bit wider and longer, admittedly intimidating, but he could see in theory that he could progress through them with time. But the sixth... he stared, breath catching. It was massive: ten inches long, as thick as his wrist, with pronounced ridges and a flared head. He couldn't imagine it fitting inside him, the stretch would be agonizing, the fullness overwhelming. How could his body accommodate that? The thought sent a wave of fear through him, his ass clenching involuntarily at the idea of being split open, ruined for anything smaller.

Arousal surged alongside the terror. He picked up the smallest, feeling its weight, the smooth silicone cool against his palm. His cock hardened fully now, pressing against his boxers as he imagined using it, lubing it up, easing it in, the pressure building to that sweet spot on his prostate. The series represented transformation: from novice to... what? Her perfect gaping toy, stretched and ready for rough use, for her to slam into without mercy. On one hand, he loved it, the way submission unlocked pleasures he never knew, the joy of her praise, the high of surrender. On the other, terror gripped him: he was being reshaped, turned into something for her amusement, his body no longer fully his own. The videos, the rules, the training, it all pointed to deeper ownership. Was this who he was now? A man who craved being filled, used, dominated?

He set the largest down, hands shaking slightly. The box included lube, a high-end bottle, clear and unscented, and a note in her elegant handwriting: Start small. Build daily. Report progress Monday. Disappoint me, and you know the consequences.

The fear deepened, but so did the excitement. He planned his evening meticulously, the anticipation building like foreplay. After dinner, he would dim the lights, shower thoroughly, lay out towels on the bed. Start with the smallest, lube it generously, tease his rim, ease it in slowly while stroking himself lightly (but no cumming, of course). Feel the initial burn give way to fullness, the nudge against his prostate that made his toes curl. Then, if it felt right, move to the next, thicker, more textured, pushing his limits a little further. He looked forward to that pressure, the deep, radiating bliss that no hand on his cock could match. God, he wished he could cum while filling himself, the thought of orgasming with a dildo buried deep, prostate milked relentlessly, made him throb. But he wouldn't, obedience was key, and the denial only heightened the obsession.

He closed the box, arousal and fear warring in equal measure, transforming him slowly into her perfect plaything. And terrifying as it was, a part of him couldn't wait to begin.


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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