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In the vaulted silence of Vanguard Capital’s executive suite, Elena Vasquez presides over a domain where power is not merely held, but exercised with intimate precision. She is the architect of the firm’s most consequential mergers, her presence in any room a gravitational force that bends outcomes to her will. Her beauty is disciplined, almost austere, lean muscle beneath silk and wool, dark hair pinned in a way that suggests control even when it falls loose. Yet it is her mind, and the quiet, absolute authority she wields, that truly commands.

Alexander Reed entered her orbit as the department’s brightest rising star: meticulous, ambitious, a man who once believed success could be secured through talent and discipline alone. Now he exists in a different register. The professional accolades continue, client trust, partner recognition, the steady climb, but they are paid for in private currency, measured in surrender.

The intimate history between them has unfolded in deliberate stages, each escalation more consuming than the last. Elena first took him with her mouth while a single finger unlocked his prostate, coaxing from him a climax so violent it left him trembling. She progressed to toys: a medium dildo that claimed his virginity on the office carpet, followed by a larger one that gaped him on her desk until he painted his own chest in helpless release. She has rimmed him with slow, possessive hunger in morning light, tongue delving deep while her hidden camera captured every shudder. She has forced silicone down his throat, laughing at his gags, stilettos digging into his thigh as punishment for hesitation.

More recently, the boundaries have dissolved entirely. She has ruined his orgasms with cruel timing, stroking him to the precipice only to withdraw, letting his seed dribble without satisfaction. She has used his tongue to bring herself to shuddering climax, then immediately forced the strap-on into his mouth, mocking his tears while praising his obedience. She has made him ride her cock while she stroked him, then denied him at the peak, training his body to associate surrender with ecstasy.

The most recent weeks have seen the most profound shifts. She introduced a daily plug, medium-sized, designed for constant prostate pressure, ordering him to wear it during office hours, a secret fullness that keeps him leaking and squirming through meetings. She has escalated the toys at home, sending a graduated series that he trains with nightly, stretching himself wider, preparing for rougher use. In one searing session, she fisted him on her office floor, fist disappearing to mid-forearm while she sucked him deep, milking an orgasm so explosive it left him convulsing, cum flooding her mouth in endless ropes. Afterward, she turned him over and pushed his entire load back inside, filling him until it leaked slowly down his thighs on the commute home.

Through it all, Elena has intertwined professional advancement with intimate cost. Direct client roles, increased visibility, accelerated trajectory, rewards granted only when he proves pliant. Yet every promotion is shadowed by her dominance: the videos that exist as silent leverage, the plug he wears beneath his suit, the nightly training that reshapes his body for her pleasure. He fears the recordings, dreads the largest toys, yet craves the transformation, the prostate bliss, the total surrender, the way her approval makes degradation feel like elevation.

Elena’s designs show no sign of slowing. The hotel trip looms: days of uninterrupted access, no office constraints, only a suite and her will. She has promised roughness, daily use, limits pushed further. And Alexander, caught between terror at the depth of his fall and the dark, addictive pull of her command, waits, already stretched, already plugged, already hers in ways that can never be undone.

Alexander sat at his desk late that Thursday afternoon, the office already thinning as colleagues drifted toward weekend plans. The Aurora client trip itinerary had landed in his inbox an hour earlier: departure next Monday, three full days in Chicago, meetings with the executive team, a dinner with the board, and return Thursday evening. On paper, it was the kind of assignment that accelerated careers, direct exposure to C-suite decision-makers, real-time negotiation, his name on every slide and in every follow-up. He should have been elated, and part of him was: the professional in him recognized the opportunity, the validation of months of late nights and flawless deliverables. He pictured himself in the boardroom, calm and precise, Elena nodding approval from across the table, the clients impressed, the path to partner opening wider.

But that was only half the truth.

The other half, the larger, darker half, pulsed beneath his skin with an excitement so intense it bordered on dread. A hotel. Not the office with its thin veneer of risk, its locked doors and passing footsteps, but a suite, private, uninterrupted. Days and nights with no one to interrupt, no reason to rush, no need for quiet. Elena had promised it: “A few days alone with you, no interruptions, no office risks. I’ll have you all to myself.”

He stared at the calendar invite, pulse quickening. Weeks of slow, deliberate breaking, her mouth on him, fingers, toys, fist, had conditioned him for this moment. She had taken him piece by piece: first his resistance, then his control, then his dignity. Now she would have unrestricted access to what remained. He imagined the hotel room: dim lights, king bed, the door between suites left wide open. Mornings before meetings, her waking him with her tongue or fingers or cock. Evenings after dinners, her stripping him, tying him, fisting him until he sobbed. Nights of unrelenting use, plugging him before client breakfasts, making him wear lace under his suit, forcing him to kneel while she reviewed notes and used his mouth. No quick escapes, no professional mask to hide behind. Just him, naked, plugged, stretched, filled, used however she wanted for hours on end.

The anticipation was electric. Fear coiled tight in his stomach, what limits would she push when no one could hear him scream? How much further could she break him in total privacy? Would he even recognize himself after three days of constant surrender? Yet beneath the fear burned a dark, intoxicating excitement. He wanted it. Wanted the total possession, the way she would claim every inch of him without restraint. Wanted to taste her again, feel her thighs around his head, her moans unrestrained. Wanted the stretch, the fullness, the overwhelming pleasure only she could unlock. The thought of being alone with her, no office clock to save him, made his cock harden under the desk, pre-cum dampening the panties he now wore under his suit, his most recent surrender from their last encounter.

He closed the email, leaned back in his chair, and exhaled slowly. The professional opportunity was real, glittering. But the deeper thrill, the one that made his heart race and his body ache, was the knowledge that in a few days, in a hotel room far from here, Elena would have him completely. No interruptions. No mercy. Just him, her, and whatever she decided to do with the obedient, broken toy he had become.

He adjusted in his seat, the plug shifting against his prostate, sending a fresh wave of need through him. He couldn’t wait.

The days until the Texas trip passed in a disciplined, almost monastic silence from Elena.

Monday through Friday, the office was consumed by preparation. Aurora had become the firm’s singular focus: revised financial models circulated hourly, compliance checklists grew into binders, client briefing decks were redlined and re-redlined until every slide gleamed. Elena was everywhere and nowhere, leading war rooms, fielding calls from the client’s C-suite, reviewing every deliverable with a cold, exacting eye. She was all business: crisp instructions, clipped corrections, no wasted words. When she addressed Alexander it was only about numbers, timelines, talking points. “The leverage ratio slide needs a sensitivity table by end of day,” she would say, or “Double-check the earn-out triggers with legal before tomorrow’s sync.” No lingering glances, no whispered promises, no brush of fingers against his arm. Nothing.

The absence was worse than teasing. Alexander had grown accustomed to the electric undercurrent, the way her eyes would darken when she passed his desk, the subtle smirk when he adjusted in his chair to accommodate the plug. Now there was only professionalism, and it left a void. He felt starved, the plug’s constant pressure the only reminder of her claim. Every morning he inserted it in the bathroom stall before 8 a.m., the familiar stretch now almost comforting. Throughout the day it shifted inside him, the flare pressing his prostate with every step, every time he sat in a meeting or leaned forward at his desk. The fullness was relentless, deep, warm, a secret that kept him semi-hard and leaking, pre-cum dampening each set of panties by mid-morning. He squirmed in chairs during updates, crossed and uncrossed his legs in huddles, hoping she would notice, would summon him for an “inspection,” would slip a finger inside to feel how obedient he had been. But she never did. She barely looked at him beyond the necessary.

The frustration was exquisite. He wanted her attention, the degradation, the praise, the way she made him feel seen and owned. Without it, the plug became both comfort and torment: a physical link to her that offered no emotional reward. He caught himself daydreaming in quiet moments, imagining her calling him in, bending him over the desk, tugging the plug free to admire his progress, whispering how pleased she was. But the daydreams ended there, reality returning with another spreadsheet or client email. The denial was total, and it made him ache in new ways.

At night, alone in his apartment, he continued the training. The soreness from the fisting had long faded, and he progressed methodically. The fifth dildo, thicker, longer, now slid in with less resistance each evening. He lay on his back, legs spread, lubing generously, breathing deep as he worked it inside. The stretch still burned at first, a sharp reminder of his limits, but his body learned quickly. Once seated, the fullness was profound, the curve grinding his prostate with every small thrust. He fucked himself slowly, then faster, moans muffled into his pillow, imagining Elena’s voice: “Wider, slut. Take more for me.” His cock leaked steadily, the prostate pressure building to maddening heights, but he stopped short every time, hand frozen, hips stilled, denying himself as she had trained him. The frustration compounded, leaving him trembling, aching, desperate for her next command.

By Friday evening, as he packed for the trip, the anticipation had become a low, constant hum. The flight was the first of the day on Monday, meetings starting Monday afternoon in Austin. Three days in a hotel with her, total privacy, no office constraints. He imagined the suite, the connecting door, her walking in at any hour. The professional part thrilled him: leading client sessions, earning nods from the board, solidifying his trajectory. But the deeper excitement, the one that made his cock harden as he folded shirts, was the certainty that she would use him without restraint. Nights of unrelenting submission, days of carrying her marks under his suit. He wanted it, feared it, needed it. The plug shifted as he moved, a reminder that even now, even packing, he was already hers.

He zipped the suitcase, set it by the door, and sat on the bed, heart racing. Three nights until departure. Three nights until the real escalation began.

The day of the trip arrived with the sharp clarity of a winter dawn.

Alexander pulled into the long-term parking garage at JFK at 5:15 a.m., the sky still a bruised indigo. The flight to Austin was scheduled for 7:00, early enough that the terminals felt half-asleep, security lines short, coffee stands just opening. He had dressed more casually than usual for a business trip: dark jeans, a charcoal cashmere sweater over a white button-down, a lightweight wool coat. The plug was in place, as it had been every day since Elena’s order, a constant, warm pressure against his prostate that kept him in a low state of arousal. He had inserted it at home before leaving as instructed, the ritual now second nature: lube, slow push, the familiar pop as the base seated, the immediate fullness that made him exhale shakily. Walking through the airport, each step shifted it subtly, a secret reminder of her ownership that made his cock half-hard beneath his jeans.

He reached the terminal at 5:30 on the dot, as agreed. Elena was already there, standing near the check-in kiosks, rolling a sleek black carry-on behind her. The sight of her stole his breath.

She was dressed more casually than he had ever seen her, tailored navy trousers that hugged her long legs, a cream silk blouse tucked in, sleeves rolled to her elbows, and a lightweight camel overcoat draped over her shoulders. No blazer, no heels; instead, soft leather ankle boots with a low heel. Her hair was down, dark waves falling past her shoulders, framing a face free of the usual severe makeup, only a touch of mascara and a soft nude lip. She looked younger, more approachable, yet no less commanding. The casual attire only sharpened his attraction: the way the blouse clung to the curve of her breasts, the elegant line of her throat exposed, the effortless confidence that made even jeans and boots look like power. He had never seen her like this, stripped of the armor of the boardroom, and the intimacy of it hit him hard. She was still Elena, still the woman who owned him, but softer, more human, and that only made his desire sharper.

She spotted him and gave a small, private smile, nothing overt, but the glint in her eyes was unmistakable. As he approached, she stepped close under the guise of checking her boarding pass against his.

“Morning,” she said quietly, then, without breaking stride, her hand brushed down his back and slipped between his cheeks through the fabric of his jeans. A quick, firm press, fingers finding the base of the plug, confirming it was seated deep. The touch was subtle, hidden by their coats and the angle of their bodies, but it sent a jolt through him. She lingered just long enough to feel the outline, then withdrew, satisfied.

“Still in place,” she murmured, so low only he could hear. “Good boy.”

His face heated, cock twitching at the brief contact, the public risk amplifying everything. She stepped back, resuming her professional demeanor as they moved toward security.

As they walked, she leaned in again, voice a soft tease near his ear. “I’ve packed a few things for our evenings. A nice big dildo, among other surprises. Excellent learning experiences for you. I hope security doesn’t stop us, I’d hate to have to explain exactly what they’re for.”

The words landed like sparks, his mind flashing to hotel rooms, private nights, her pushing him further than ever. He swallowed, throat dry, the plug shifting with his quickened steps, arousal pooling low in his belly.

They joined the short security line, her presence beside him a constant, electric reminder of what waited in Austin. The thrill of the professional opportunity mingled with the darker excitement of total privacy, of her using him without restraint, of finally seeing how far she would take him when no one could interrupt. He was terrified, exhilarated, and utterly hers.

The flight to Austin was uneventful in every conventional sense. The plane, a regional jet with narrow seats and thin blankets, lifted off smoothly at 7:05 a.m., banking west over the gray sprawl of Queens. Alexander and Elena sat side by side in first class, two seats together, a small luxury the firm had booked. She wore noise-canceling headphones and worked on her tablet; he pretended to read reports on his laptop. To any observer they were simply two colleagues traveling for business.

But beneath the surface, the four hours were anything but quiet.

The plug had been inside him since 5:00 a.m., when he’d inserted it in his bathroom mirror, lubed and careful, the familiar stretch now almost comforting. It was substantial enough to press firmly against his prostate without being unbearable on a long sit. As the plane taxied, the gentle vibration of the engines sent the first faint ripples through him. Each small bump on the runway translated into a subtle nudge, the silicone shifting just enough to grind against that sensitive gland. He clenched instinctively, the pressure blooming into a warm, pulsing pleasure that made his cock thicken in the panties he wore for her.

Takeoff was worse, or better, depending on how he framed it. The engines roared, the plane surged forward, and the acceleration pressed him back into the seat. The G-forces drove the plug deeper, the base pushing hard against his rim while the tip crushed his prostate with unrelenting force. A low, involuntary moan caught in his throat; he turned it into a cough, glancing sideways to see if Elena had noticed. She had. Her headphones were on, but her eyes flicked to him, the corner of her mouth lifting in the faintest smirk.

As the plane leveled off at cruising altitude, the ride smoothed out, but the plug remained a constant presence. Every minor turbulence, every adjustment of the air pressure, every time he shifted in his seat to relieve pressure on his tailbone, the toy moved inside him. A small pocket of air, a slight bank, a quick descent through a cloud layer, each sent a fresh wave of stimulation through his prostate. The pleasure was slow-burning, diffuse, never quite enough to push him over the edge but never letting him settle. His cock stayed half-hard the entire flight, trapped against his thigh, leaking steadily into the lace of his underwear. The sensation was maddening: a deep, internal massage that kept him on a low simmer, aroused but denied.

Elena removed one headphone halfway through the flight, leaned in as if to point out something on his screen, and whispered so softly only he could hear:

“Feel that bump? Right against your sweet spot. Bet it’s making you leak into your panties.”

She replaced the headphone before he could respond, but the words stayed with him. Every subsequent jolt of turbulence became a private conversation between them. During a patch of light chop over Pennsylvania, the plane dipped slightly; the plug shifted, pressing hard. Elena glanced sideways, eyes gleaming.

“Another little nudge. How does it feel, knowing you’re sitting here full for me while everyone else just thinks you’re working?”

He shifted again, trying to ease the pressure, but the movement only ground it deeper. A fresh bead of pre-cum soaked through. She noticed the subtle squirm, the way his thighs tensed.

“Good boy,” she mouthed silently, then turned back to her tablet.

Descent into Austin was the worst. The plane banked, slowed, dropped in gentle stages, each change in altitude and angle driving the plug against his prostate in new ways. The final approach was bumpy, crosswinds off the hills, and every bump translated into a direct hit. Alexander gripped the armrest, breathing shallowly through his mouth, fighting to keep his expression neutral. His cock was fully hard now, trapped painfully, the leaking constant. Elena, beside him, appeared perfectly composed, but her hand rested lightly on his thigh under the shared armrest, thumb stroking once, twice, a silent acknowledgment.

The wheels touched down with a thud that sent one final, deep jolt through him. He bit his lip to stifle a moan, the prostate pressure peaking just as the plane decelerated. Elena removed her headphones, leaned close one last time.

“Welcome to Austin,” she whispered. “I hope you enjoyed the flight. You’re going to feel that plug all the way to the hotel.”

She stood gracefully, gathered her things, and walked down the aisle as though nothing had happened.

Alexander followed a moment later, legs unsteady, the plug shifting with every step, the fullness a constant, delicious torment. He was hers, plugged, leaking, aching, and they had only just begun.

They deplaned in silence, moving through the terminal with practiced efficiency. Alexander walked carefully, each step shifting the plug, the fullness a constant, intimate reminder of her control. The airport was busy but not chaotic, business travelers, weekend visitors, the low hum of rolling suitcases and gate announcements. Elena strode ahead, carry-on in hand, her casual travel attire still somehow authoritative: navy trousers, cream blouse, camel coat draped over one arm. Alexander followed a half-step behind, the professional distance they maintained in public feeling more charged than ever.

Outside baggage claim, the Uber was already waiting, a black SUV, driver holding a sign with their names. Elena slid into the back seat first; Alexander followed, the plug shifting again as he settled. The driver greeted them politely, confirmed the destination, the Four Seasons downtown, and pulled away from the curb.

Elena leaned back, legs crossed, gazing out the window at the passing landscape of scrub and highway. After a few minutes of silence, she spoke without looking at him.

“We don’t have time to waste,” she said, voice low enough that the driver wouldn’t catch it. “Meet me at reception ten minutes after we get our keys. Dressed for work. No delays.”

“Yes, Elena,” he murmured, the formality instinctive now.

The rest of the ride passed quietly. Austin unfolded around them, low buildings, live oaks, the occasional flash of the Colorado River. Alexander’s mind raced, the plug’s pressure a steady undercurrent to every thought. Ten minutes. Enough time to change, freshen up, but not enough for anything else. The anticipation coiled tight in his stomach, professional meetings ahead, but also the knowledge that tonight, in the hotel, the real work would begin.

They arrived at the Four Seasons just after 11:00 a.m. The lobby was elegant and hushed, marble floors, soft lighting, the scent of citrus and leather. Elena checked them in with efficient grace, collecting both key cards without comment. She handed one to Alexander.

“Ten minutes,” she repeated, already moving toward the elevators.

He took the card, nodded, and headed with her to their adjacent rooms on the 12th floor. The suite was spacious, modern, with a view of the river and downtown skyline. He dropped his bag, opened it, and pulled out his suit, charcoal gray, single-breasted, perfectly tailored. He changed quickly: fresh shirt, tie knotted with care, jacket on, shoes polished. A quick glance in the mirror, composed, professional, the perfect image of a rising executive. No one would guess what was inside him, what he carried beneath the suit.

At 11:10 he was back in the lobby. Elena was already there, transformed again into the power executive: black pencil skirt, crisp white blouse, blazer, heels that clicked with authority. Her hair was up now, makeup flawless. She gave him a single approving nod.

“Car’s waiting,” she said.

The ride to the client’s offices was short, fifteen minutes through downtown traffic. They reviewed talking points in clipped, professional tones, no hint of anything else. Yet Alexander felt it: the plug’s presence with every bump in the road, the way Elena’s knee brushed his once, deliberately, when the car turned a corner.

The client’s headquarters was a sleek glass tower downtown. The afternoon stretched into a marathon: three hours of meetings, strategy sessions, financial deep dives, Q&A with the executive team. Alexander performed flawlessly, clear, concise, confident. He fielded tough questions on leverage ratios and integration risks, presented revised models with calm authority, earned nods from the client’s CFO and approving glances from their CEO. Elena led the discussion, but she let him shine, stepping back to let him own his sections. He felt the weight of it, not just impressing the clients, but proving to her that he was worth the investment. That he was more than her toy; he was her competent, capable protégé.

As the clock pushed past 6:00 p.m., the meetings showed no sign of ending. Pizza and sandwiches were ordered in, the conference room filling with the smell of pepperoni and marinara. Alexander ate standing, the plug shifting with every movement, the fullness a private torment amid the professional discussion. Elena sat at the head of the table, calm and commanding, occasionally glancing at him with that subtle, knowing look, acknowledgment of the secret he carried, the way he was performing for both worlds.

The day ended at 8:15 p.m., the team exhausted but satisfied. Handshakes all around, promises to follow up Monday morning. Alexander and Elena rode the elevator down together in silence, the professional mask still in place.

In the car back to the hotel, she finally spoke, voice low in the dark backseat.

“You did well today,” she said. “They trust you. That matters.”

He nodded, the praise warming him even as the plug reminded him of the price.

She leaned closer, lips near his ear.

“But tonight,” she whispered, “you’ll not be getting any rewards. I want you well rested for tomorrow. I still expect you to be at your absolute best while we’re here.”

The car pulled up to the hotel, and Alexander stepped out into the Austin night, the plug still deep inside, his body thrumming with anticipation for whatever came next.

The Uber pulled up to the Four Seasons just after 8:30 p.m., the Austin skyline glittering beyond the hotel’s glass facade. The day had been long, travel, back-to-back client meetings, the constant pressure of performing at the highest level, and exhaustion sat heavy on both of them. Alexander felt it in his bones: the early flight, the endless presentations, the effort to appear sharp while the plug inside him kept him in a low, simmering state of arousal. Every time he shifted in the conference room chair, the toy pressed deeper, grinding against his prostate, reminding him of Elena’s control even as he discussed financial models and integration risks.

Elena stepped out of the car first, coat draped over her arm, posture still impeccable despite the fatigue in her eyes. Alexander followed, the plug shifting with the movement, sending a fresh spark through him. He adjusted his trousers discreetly, hoping the dark fabric hid the faint dampness that had been building all day.

She paused at the entrance, glancing at him. “We’re not done yet,” she said, voice low. “Hotel bar. One drink. I need to decompress.”

He nodded, pulse quickening. The bar was quiet at this hour, dim lighting, soft jazz, a handful of other business travelers scattered at tables. They took a booth in the corner, away from the main floor. Elena ordered a dry martini; he asked for a whiskey, neat, though he barely tasted it when it arrived.

They sat in companionable silence for a moment, the day’s weight settling between them. Then Elena leaned back, crossing her legs, her foot brushing his calf under the table, deliberate, teasing.

“You were excellent today,” she said, voice soft but carrying that familiar edge. “The clients noticed. They like you. That’s good.”

He felt a flush of pride, quickly tempered by the knowledge of how he’d earned it. “Thank you.”

She took a slow sip of her martini, eyes on him over the rim. “But you’ve been distracted all day, haven’t you?” Her foot slid higher, pressing lightly against his bulge through his trousers. The pressure made him gasp softly, the toy shifting inside him as he tensed, grinding against his prostate. “Your plug keeping you full and frustrated. I can see it in the way you sit, the way you shift. Leaking into your panties like a needy slut.”

The words landed low and intimate, heat flooding his face. His cock twitched instantly, trapped against his thigh, the plug’s presence suddenly overwhelming. He glanced around, no one close enough to hear, but the risk only sharpened the arousal.

“I’ve been good,” he murmured, voice rough.

“You have,” she agreed, foot pressing harder for a moment, making him bite his lip to stifle a moan. “And that’s why I’m letting you keep it in tonight. Feel it while you sleep, while you dream of what I’ll do to you tomorrow. We’ll keep the door between our rooms shut for now, so you’re not tempted.”

She finished her drink in one slow swallow, set the glass down with quiet finality. “We’ll have time for the real fun tomorrow evening,” she said, standing. “Tonight, rest. And Alexander, ” she leaned in, lips near his ear, voice dropping to a whisper, “don’t even think about touching your cock. I want you frustrated. Aching. Ready for me.”

The command sank into him like a hook, the denial immediate and absolute. He nodded, throat tight.

She straightened, coat over her arm. “Meet me in the lobby at 7:30 sharp. We’ll do some game-plan prep before the client’s office.”

With that, she turned and walked away, heels clicking softly across the marble floor, leaving him alone at the booth with his half-finished whiskey and the plug still pressing deep inside him.

He sat there for another minute, breathing slowly, the ache between his legs now a living thing, frustrated, desperate, entirely hers. Tomorrow evening couldn’t come soon enough.

The day in Austin unfolded with the relentless cadence of high-stakes client meetings, each hour more tightly scripted than the last.

The first session began at 9:00 a.m. in the client’s 32nd-floor boardroom, floor-to-ceiling glass offering a panoramic view of the Colorado River and the downtown skyline. Elena took the head of the table as if it had been reserved for her, her navy suit sharp and authoritative, hair pulled into a sleek low bun. Alexander sat to her immediate right, the plug still deep inside him, a secret weight that shifted with every subtle adjustment in his chair. The pressure against his prostate was constant, a low, simmering throb that kept him semi-hard beneath the table, pre-cum dampening his pink panties in slow, frustrating pulses.

Elena ran the meeting with effortless command. Her voice carried the calm certainty of someone who had already won the room before the first slide appeared. When questions arose about integration risks or earn-out contingencies, she fielded most of them herself, but she made sure to redirect several to Alexander, always with the same phrasing:

“Alexander, why don’t you walk us through the sensitivity analysis on that point?”

“Alexander, the client’s VP asked about the debt-capacity bridge, give them the updated numbers.”

Each time she spoke his name, her tone was perfectly professional, but the cadence carried a private edge only he could hear: a slight emphasis on the first syllable, a micro-pause that reminded him he answered to her. The clients heard deference; he heard ownership. Every time she turned the floor to him, it felt like a leash being tugged, gentle, invisible, but unmistakable. He answered clearly, confidently, earning nods and approving murmurs from the client team. Yet beneath the polished delivery, he felt the burn of light humiliation: he was performing for them, yes, but performing for her approval above all.

At lunch, the group ordered in, sandwiches, salads, wraps spread across the conference table. Elena scanned the menu once, then turned to the assistant who had taken the order.

“Alexander will have the grilled chicken salad with vinaigrette on the side. No bread. We need to look after our investments.”

The words were said lightly, with a small smile that made the clients chuckle appreciatively. To them it was banter between boss and rising star. To Alexander, it was a quiet brand: she decided what went into his body, even in public. His cheeks warmed, the plug shifting as he adjusted in his seat, the prostate pressure flaring briefly and making his cock twitch. He murmured a quiet “Thank you,” eyes down, the subservience so ingrained now that it felt natural.

The afternoon stretched into three more sessions: financial modeling deep-dive, operations alignment, executive Q&A. Elena orchestrated it all with surgical precision, steering the conversation, redirecting difficult questions, praising contributions from the team while consistently positioning Alexander as the expert on the numbers. When he spoke, she watched with a stillness that felt like a spotlight. When he finished, she offered a single nod of approval that sent a shiver through him. The clients saw mentorship; he felt possession.

Through it all, the plug remained his silent tormentor. Every time he sat, the base pressed deeper, the thick base grinding against his prostate in slow, maddening movements. Standing to present, it shifted with him, a constant reminder that he was full for her. The leaking was relentless, his panties soaked, the dampness spreading to his trousers by mid-afternoon. He crossed his legs, uncrossed them, leaned forward to hide the bulge, praying no one noticed the flush on his face or the way he sometimes bit his lip when a particularly sharp shift sent a spike of pleasure through him.

Elena noticed everything. When he sat after a presentation, she glanced sideways, the faintest curve to her lips as she watched him adjust, squirm, settle. She knew exactly what he was feeling, the fullness, the pressure, the frustration of being kept on edge all day with no release. The knowledge that she controlled even this small, secret part of him while he performed flawlessly in front of the client team made the humiliation sweeter, the arousal sharper.

By the time the final meeting wrapped at 6:45 p.m., Alexander was exhausted, aching, and unbearably turned on. The plug had been inside him for over twelve hours, his prostate tender from the constant stimulation, his cock hard and leaking, his mind a haze of submission and need.

Elena stood, shaking hands, thanking the clients with perfect poise. As they left the boardroom, she fell into step beside him, voice low enough for only him to hear.

“You were excellent today,” she said. “They’re impressed. And so am I.”

The praise landed like a caress, but she didn’t linger on it. She walked ahead to the elevator, leaving him to follow, the plug shifting with every step, the ache and the fullness a promise that the day’s work was only the prelude.

The client dinner had been light, grilled fish, salads, a few glasses of wine stretched over polite conversation and final handshakes. By 9:00 p.m., Alexander and Elena were back at the Four Seasons, the Austin night warm and humid against their skin as they stepped from the car. The lobby was quiet, the marble floors reflecting soft gold from the chandeliers. Elena walked a half-step ahead, her heels clicking with that familiar, authoritative rhythm. Alexander followed, the plug still deep inside him after a full day of wear, the constant pressure against his prostate now a dull, throbbing ache that kept him in a low state of arousal. Every step reminded him: he was full for her, leaking faintly, body conditioned to her command.

They reached the bank of elevators. Elena pressed the button without looking at him, the doors sliding open almost immediately. Inside, the mirrored walls reflected them both, her still composed, coat draped over one arm; him flushed, eyes slightly glassy from the day’s relentless stimulation.

As the doors closed, she turned to him, voice low and matter-of-fact.

“Get showered,” she said. “Clean yourself thoroughly, all over. Then come to my room. The outer door, we will keep the connecting door open once we’ve finished tonight.”

The command was simple, clinical, but it landed like a spark on dry tinder. Alexander’s cock twitched inside his trousers, the plug shifting with the movement. He nodded once, throat tight. “Yes, Elena.”

The suite was elegant, king bed, river view, soft lighting, but he barely noticed. He stripped quickly, clothes dropped in a careless heap, and headed straight for the bathroom. The shower was massive, rainfall head, glass walls. He turned the water scalding hot, letting it pound against his skin as he scrubbed.

He washed everywhere with meticulous care. Soap between his legs, fingers reaching back to clean around the plug, then gently easing it out. The emptiness made him whimper, the sudden void after a full day of fullness, but he knew she expected him spotless. He soaped his hole, rinsing thoroughly, the warm water soothing the tender rim. He scrubbed his cock, his balls, his chest, his face, every inch she might touch, taste, or claim. He shaved again, even though he’d done so that morning, wanting to be smooth, perfect, ready for whatever she wanted.

When he stepped out, toweling dry, his skin was flushed from the heat, cock half-hard from the anticipation and the memory of her voice. He re-lubed the plug carefully, the gel cool against his heated skin, and eased it back in. The stretch was familiar now, almost welcoming, the base seating flush as the flare pressed his prostate once more. He groaned softly, the fullness returning like a sigh of relief, his cock hardening fully at the sensation.

He dressed in casual clothes, dark jeans, black T-shirt, light jacket, nothing flashy, but clean, presentable. A quick glance in the mirror: hair neat, face flushed, eyes bright with nervous excitement. He looked like a professional, not a man about to walk down the hall to be used by his boss.

At 9:22 p.m., he left his room and walked the short journey to hers. The corridor was empty, the hotel quiet. He knocked once, firm, respectful, then stepped back and waited.

The door remained closed.

He waited, obedient, aching, utterly hers.

As Alexander stood outside the room, the hotel corridor was hushed but not empty. The air carried the faint scent of carpet cleaner and distant chlorine from the pool downstairs. A minute ticked by, long enough to make him shift his weight, the plug inside him grinding subtly against his prostate with the movement, sending a fresh spark of arousal through his already tense body. He had showered meticulously, cleaning every inch, his ass especially, rinsing the plug's spot until he felt pristine, ready for whatever she might demand. Re-inserting it had been almost ritualistic: the cool lube, the slow push, the pop as it seated, the immediate fullness that made his cock twitch in his jeans. Now, standing here, the plug was a constant, warm pressure, a secret that kept him half-hard and leaking, the base nestled between his cheeks like a mark of ownership.

Footsteps approached from the elevator bank. A middle-aged couple in casual resort wear, khakis and polos, rolling suitcases behind them, walked past, glancing at him curiously. He felt their eyes: a young man in jeans and a T-shirt, standing motionless outside a door, no luggage, no phone in hand. Uncomfortable heat crept up his neck, did they think he was a delivery guy? A lost guest? Or worse, did they sense something off, something intimate? He kept his gaze forward, hands steady, but the humiliation burned: waiting like a servant while strangers judged him. Another guest, a woman in business attire, phone pressed to her ear, passed a moment later, her eyes lingering a second too long, a faint frown creasing her brow. He imagined what she saw: a man frozen in place, face slightly flushed, breathing a touch too heavy. The discomfort deepened, his cock stirring despite, or because of, the exposure, the plug shifting as he clenched involuntarily.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was only another thirty seconds, the door opened.

Elena stood before him, and the world narrowed to her.

She was a vision of calculated seduction, dressed in lingerie that transformed her from the powerful executive into something even more commanding, a goddess of desire and dominance. The set was black lace, intricate and sheer, hugging her toned body like a second skin. The bra was demi-cup, pushing her full breasts upward, the lace barely containing them, nipples visible through the translucent fabric, dark and erect. The garter belt cinched her waist, accentuating the curve of her hips, black straps running down to sheer stockings that sheathed her long, athletic legs in a shimmering second skin. The stockings were thigh-high, clipped to the garter with delicate hooks, the lace tops contrasting against her smooth, olive-toned thighs. No panties, the garter framed her perfectly smooth pussy, lips slightly parted and glistening, a deliberate omission that made his breath catch. High heels, strappy black stilettos with a four-inch lift, completed the look, making her tower over him, legs endless, the click of her heels on the threshold a sound that echoed like a command.

Her hair was down, dark waves cascading over her shoulders, framing a face with smoky eye makeup and red lips that curved in a knowing smile. She smelled incredible, even from the doorway, her perfume wafted out: a rich, spicy floral with undertones of vanilla and musk, blending with her natural feminine scent, warm, slightly salty, the subtle aroma of her arousal that made his mouth water. It filled the air around her, intoxicating, drawing him in like a moth to flame.

She looked at him with eyes dark and hungry, voice a low, sexy purr that sent shivers down his spine. "Good boy," she said, stepping aside just enough to let him pass. "Waiting so obediently, even with all those people walking by. It pleases me when you remember your place."

He stepped inside, the door closing behind him with a soft click. The room was a suite, spacious, with a king bed, sitting area, and balcony overlooking the river, just the same as his side, but he barely noticed. His eyes were on her, cock already rock hard in his jeans at the sight of her in lingerie, the way it accentuated every curve, the confidence radiating from her like heat.

"Take your clothes off," she commanded, voice in charge and dripping with seduction. "Immediately. I want to see what's mine."

As he began to strip, jacket off, T-shirt pulled over his head, jeans lowered, Elena locked the door with a deliberate turn, the sound sealing them in. He kicked off his shoes, socks, boxers last, standing naked before her, cock jutting out hard and leaking, the plug still deep inside him. The air felt charged, her scent filling the room now, perfume mingling with the natural, sexy feminine aroma of her body, warm and inviting, making his mouth dry with want. He was hers, exposed and ready, the thrill of it making his pulse race.

She circled him slowly, heels clicking on the hardwood, eyes raking over his naked form with possessive hunger. "Perfect," she murmured, stopping in front. "Now, let's begin."

Elena stepped back from the door, her high heels clicking once on the hardwood floor as she gestured toward the king-sized bed.

“Lie down,” she ordered, voice low and thick with command. “Face up. Arms at your sides. Legs spread.”

Alexander obeyed without a word. He moved to the bed, the plug shifting inside him with every step, sending fresh sparks against his prostate. The mattress dipped under his weight as he lay back, naked skin against the crisp white sheets. He opened his legs wide, knees bent slightly, exposing the black base of the plug nestled between his cheeks. His cock stood rigid against his stomach, flushed and glistening with pre-cum, the head slick and swollen from hours of denied arousal.

Elena stood at the foot of the bed, silhouetted against the city lights filtering through the half-open curtains. She looked like a vision carved from midnight and desire: black lace bra pushing her full breasts high, nipples visibly hard beneath the sheer fabric; matching garter belt framing her hips; sheer stockings clinging to her long, toned legs; and those strappy black stilettos that made her calves flex with every shift of weight. Between her thighs, a faint sheen of wetness catching the light. Her dark hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, framing a face that was equal parts satisfaction and hunger, cheeks flushed, lips parted, eyes burning with intent.

She climbed onto the bed beside him at face level and mounted him, knees sinking into the mattress on either side of his head. The scent of her hit him immediately, rich, feminine, aroused, musk and heat. “I need to cum,” she said, voice husky, almost a growl. “Hard. Fast. And you’re going to give it to me. Open your mouth.”

She lowered herself onto his face without waiting for compliance. Her pussy settled over his lips, hot and wet, the taste of her flooding his senses, salty-sweet, rich, intoxicating. Alexander groaned into her, the vibration making her shiver. She gripped his hair with both hands, pulling his face tighter against her, and began to ride.

The first movement was slow, hips rolling in a languid circle, smearing her wetness across his mouth and chin. He opened wider, tongue flicking out to lap at her folds, tasting her fully. She moaned softly, the sound vibrating through him.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Eat me like you’re starving. Tongue deep.”

He obeyed, plunging his tongue inside her, fucking her with it in shallow, hungry thrusts. She rocked harder, grinding her clit against his nose while his tongue worked deeper. Her moans grew louder, breathier, low, throaty sounds that sent shivers down his spine. He loved the noises she made: the way they started soft and built, the hitch in her breath when he sucked her clit just right, the sharp gasps when he flicked the sensitive spot just right.

She rode him roughly now, hips grinding forward and back, using his face like a toy. Her heels dug into his sides, sharp stiletto points pressing through his skin, pain blooming hot and bright. The pain only heightened everything: the taste of her, the scent enveloping him, the way her thighs clamped around his head, muffling the world until there was only her.

“Harder,” she demanded, voice breaking. “Suck my clit, now.”

He sealed his lips around it, sucking firmly while his tongue lashed the swollen bud. She cried out, hips bucking wildly, grinding down so hard he could barely breathe. Her first orgasm hit fast, thighs trembling, pussy pulsing against his mouth, a fresh flood of wetness coating his tongue and chin. She rode through it, not slowing, not giving him air, chasing the next peak.

The second came quicker, her moans turning to sharp cries, body shuddering violently. She ground down harder, heels digging deeper into his sides, the pain making him moan into her. He sucked and licked relentlessly, desperate to please, to draw every shudder from her. The third orgasm followed almost immediately, her whole body tensing, a long, low moan spilling from her lips as she flooded his mouth again.

She didn’t stop.

By the fourth, she was riding him like a woman possessed, hips slamming down, thighs quaking, heels biting into his flesh hard enough to leave marks. Her moans were raw, unrestrained, filling the room. Alexander’s face was soaked, his jaw aching, but he didn’t falter, tongue working, lips sucking, moaning into her pussy as he lost himself in the act of serving her.

Finally, after the fourth climax ripped through her, her body arching, a sharp cry echoing off the walls, she lifted off him. She climbed back, straddling his chest, looking down at him with heavy-lidded eyes, cheeks flushed, lips swollen.

He lay beneath her, panting, face glistening, cock throbbing painfully against his stomach, the plug still deep inside him.

She smiled, slow, wicked, satisfied.

“Perfect,” she purred. “Now… let’s see how well you take the next part.”

Alexander lay on his back on the bed, legs spread, the plug still seated deep inside him, his cock hard and leaking against his stomach as she climbed off and took the harness with the large dildo already fitted out of her bag and put it on with her usual seductive grace. The room was thick with anticipation, the air heavy with Elena’s scent, her perfume, her arousal, the lingering musk of her climaxes. He watched her, breath shallow, expecting her to climb over him, to mount him, to slide the larger dildo inside and fuck him until he begged again. His body was primed for it, ass stretched, prostate sensitive, every nerve humming with need. The plug’s constant pressure had kept him on edge all day; now, with her above him in that black lace lingerie, flushed and commanding, he was certain the next step was penetration.

But Elena didn’t move toward him.

Instead, she turned back to the bag on the floor. Her movements were slow, deliberate, almost ceremonial. She bent at the waist, giving him a perfect view of her ass framed by the garter straps and stockings, her pussy glistening from his earlier worship. Alexander’s cock throbbed painfully at the sight.

She straightened, holding the medium-sized dildo, the original one she had first used to fuck him months ago, the one that had taken his anal virginity on her office carpet, the one she had later forced down his throat until he gagged and cried.

Confusion flickered across his face. Why this one? His brow furrowed slightly, eyes darting from the dildo to her face.

Elena caught the look and smiled, that slow, wicked curve of her lips that always made his stomach tighten. She walked toward the bed with predatory grace, heels clicking softly, the dildo swaying gently in her hand. When she reached the headboard, she pressed the suction cup base firmly against the polished wood, just above the pillows. The toy stuck with a soft thump, then bounced once, twice, jutting out obscenely from the headboard like a lewd decoration.

Alexander stared at it, then up at her, confusion deepening into something closer to dread, and arousal.

“On all fours,” she commanded, voice velvet over steel. “Facing the headboard. Now.”

He obeyed, rolling onto his stomach, then pushing up onto hands and knees. The plug shifted inside him as he moved, pressing hard against his prostate, making him gasp softly. He positioned himself facing the headboard, the medium dildo now inches from his face, swaying slightly with the movement of the bed. The sight of it so close, thick, veined, familiar, sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him. This was the toy that had first claimed his ass, the one she had used to break him in. And now it waited for his mouth.

Elena knelt behind him, one hand trailing down his spine, the other reaching between his legs to grip the plug’s base. “You’ve been such a good boy today,” she purred, tugging lightly so the plug shifted inside him, drawing a whimper. “Wearing it all day, keeping yourself open and ready. I can guess how loose you are already, there won’t be any resistance at all.”

She pulled the plug free in one smooth motion. The sudden emptiness made him clench, a soft whine escaping his throat as his hole gaped briefly before beginning to close. Elena admired it, tracing a finger around the puffy rim. “Look at that,” she said, voice thick with satisfaction. “So open already. The plug did its job. You’re ready for more.”

She lubed her hand quickly, three fingers first, sliding in with almost no resistance. The ease shocked him; his ass swallowed them to the knuckles in one smooth push. Elena laughed softly. “See? Already so loose. Just a few weeks of training, and you take three fingers like they’re nothing. My perfect little slut, hole hungry and ready.”

She added the fourth finger, the stretch sharper now, but his body yielded quickly, muscles relaxing under her command. She fucked him slowly with four fingers, twisting, scissoring, opening him wider. Then she tucked her thumb in, folding her hand into a cone, and began to push.

The pressure was immense, four knuckles plus the thumb, the widest part of her hand pressing relentlessly against his rim. He moaned, head dropping forward, the stretch burning hot and deep. Elena’s voice was a dark caress above him. “That’s it. Open for me. You’re going to take my whole fist again, just like last time. Feel how easily you’re stretching now? You’re becoming exactly what I want, an anal-hungry fuck boy who lives to be filled.”

She pushed harder, the final knuckle breaching him with a slow, relentless pressure. Alexander cried out, body trembling, the burn peaking as her hand slid inside, knuckles popping past his rim, wrist following, then forearm disappearing until she was buried to mid-forearm once more.

The fullness was indescribable, profound, overwhelming, his ass stretched to its absolute limit around her hand. The pressure on his prostate was crushing, constant, every small movement of her fist sending waves of ecstasy through him. He felt split open, owned, completely filled, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain and pleasure fused into one. His cock throbbed untouched, leaking profusely, the urge to cum building with terrifying speed.

Elena began to move, slow at first, twisting her wrist, knuckles grinding against his walls, then pulling back to the wrist before pushing in again. Each re-entry was a shock, the stretch renewing, the fullness returning in a rush that made him moan helplessly. Out to the wrist, then back in to mid-forearm, the contrast between her fist crushing his prostate and her forearm totally filling him driving him mad. The pleasure was relentless, his prostate pounded with every thrust, waves crashing through him, building toward an orgasm he knew would be devastating.

The silicone of the medium dildo on the headboard bobbed slightly as she adjusted her position, her free hand tangling in his hair with a firm grip. "Look at that cock waiting for you," she purred, voice low and commanding, laced with wicked amusement. "You're going to take it in your mouth while I fist this greedy hole. Open wide, slut." She yanked his head forward, thrusting his face onto the dildo, the silicone shaft sliding past his lips and into his throat in one rough motion. He gagged immediately, tears springing to his eyes, his throat convulsing around the intrusion as saliva bubbled at the corners of his mouth. The degradation was total, spitroasted like a cheap toy, her fist pumping in and out of his ass while the dildo filled his mouth, both holes claimed simultaneously. "That's it," she mocked, her fist twisting inside him, knuckles grinding against his prostate in circles that sent shocks of pleasure radiating through his core. "Gag on it, you pathetic little whore. Look at you, ass full of my hand, mouth stuffed with cock, moaning like a bitch in heat. You're nothing but my fuck doll now, aren't you? Holes to be used, stretched, filled whenever I want."

She pulled her hand out to the fingertips with each thrust now, his body spasming each time her knuckles crossed the threshold of his ass but unable to moan with the dildo in his throat. The lube squelched obscenely as her wrist breached his rim again and again, the fullness so overwhelming it made his vision blur. Alexander's struggled to breathe, tears streaming down his face. The prostate pressure was relentless, her knuckles crushing the gland with every pump, waves of ecstasy crashing through him, making his untouched cock throb and leak continuously onto the sheets. Elena laughed, a dark, triumphant sound, her hand in his hair pushing harder to force the dildo deeper into his throat. "Choke on it, slut," she degraded him, fist slamming in hard, the stretch burning hot and delicious. "You're such a desperate anal whore, gaping for my fist while you suck like a pornstar. I own every inch of you, don't I? Your ass clenching around my hand like it can't get enough, your mouth drooling for more. Pathetic. But so perfect for me, my obedient little fuck toy, spitroasted and loving every degrading second."

The rhythm was brutal, her fist and the dildo working in tandem, when she pulled her hand nearly out of him, she yanked his head forward onto the toy, breaching his throat and making him gag hard; when she slammed her fist deep, she pulled his mouth off just enough to let him gasp, only to repeat the cycle. Saliva dripped from his chin in strings, tears blurring his vision, but the pleasure from his ass was indescribable, the deep, throbbing fullness, the prostate crushed and milked with every thrust, building a pressure that made his balls ache with need. "Take it all," she hissed, fist twisting inside him, knuckles rubbing his walls in a way that sent sparks up his spine. "You're my gaping, drooling mess, ass fisted, throat fucked, nothing but holes for my pleasure." The degradation pushed him closer, his body on fire, the spitroast a total surrender that left him moaning helplessly around the dildo, lost in the humiliation and ecstasy of being so completely used.

Elena pulled his face off the dildo and withdrew her fist slowly, the slick drag of her hand pulling free with a wet, obscene sound that echoed in the quiet suite. Alexander gasped, body shuddering as the immense fullness vanished, leaving behind a profound emptiness that made his hole clench and flutter around nothing. The gape was immediate and dramatic, his rim stretched wide, pink and puffy, slowly pulsing as it tried to close. Cool air rushed against the open ring, a shocking contrast to the heat that had filled him moments ago.

She knelt behind him, admiring her work with a low, satisfied hum. “Look at that,” she said, voice thick with dark pleasure. “Gaping like a proper whore. I can see right inside you, Alexander, your hole stretched so wide it’s practically begging for more. All that training, all those nights fucking yourself with my toys, and now you’re loose enough for my fist to slide in and out like it belongs there.”

The words hit him like a physical blow, humiliation crashing through the haze of afterglow. He felt exposed in a way he never had before, his ass open, vulnerable, ruined for the moment, the humiliation of being this gaped making him flush with shame. Yet his cock throbbed harder, leaking steadily onto the sheets, the degradation only fueling the arousal that refused to fade.

Elena rose gracefully, stepping off the bed. She moved to the headboard, where the medium dildo still clung to the wood with its suction cup, swaying gently. She gripped it, pulling it away and tossed it to the floor, then turned back to him.

“On your back,” she ordered. “Legs up and spread. I want to see your face when I fill you again.”

He rolled over, heart pounding, legs lifting and parting wide. The position left him completely open, ass lifted slightly, hole still gaping, cock standing rigid against his stomach, glistening with pre-cum. Elena stepped between his thighs, the harness still in place, the larger dildo jutting forward, slick and ready.

She lined up the head at his entrance, teasing the stretched rim for a moment, letting him feel the promise of its girth. Then, with one smooth, relentless push, she impaled him.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming, his already-loose hole yielding easily to the thicker toy, the burn brief but sharp as the veined shaft slid deep. Alexander cried out, back arching off the bed, the fullness returning in a rush that stole his breath. The curve pressed directly against his prostate at this angle, the pressure constant and crushing, pleasure exploding through him in waves. His cock jerked, more pre-cum spilling onto his stomach, the sensation so intense he felt like he might cum untouched.

Elena leaned over him, one hand braced beside his head, the other wrapping around his throat, not squeezing, just holding, claiming. “So loose,” she purred, beginning to thrust, slow at first, then faster, hips snapping forward with growing force. “Taking my big cock like it’s nothing. You’re such a perfect little whore now, your ass just swallows it, doesn’t it? Greedy and hungry for more.”

Each thrust drove the dildo deep, the base grinding against his rim, prostate pounded mercilessly. Pleasure built in relentless waves, his body rocking with her rhythm, moans spilling freely. He felt himself tipping toward the edge again, the assault while looking into her eyes overwhelming, his body trembling on the precipice. Elena sensed it, slowing her thrusts just enough to keep him there, desperate and denied.

“Not yet,” she whispered, voice dark with promise. “There’s more to come.”

She withdrew from his ass quickly, the emptiness sudden and aching. She stood, looking down at him with that wicked, satisfied smile, and stepped off the bed, moving to the bag on the floor. She reached inside, pulling out several sets of velcro cuffs, black, sturdy, with soft lining.

She smiled devilishly at him, eyes raking over his dripping cock, the mess of saliva and tears on his face.

“Time to make sure you can’t go anywhere,” she said, voice low and promising.

She returned to the headboard, standing over him where he lay on his back, legs still spread, his gape visible between his parted cheeks, his cock standing rigid and glistening against his stomach.

She started with his wrists.

“Arms up,” she commanded, voice low and unhurried.

Alexander lifted them without hesitation, extending them toward the headboard. The position stretched his chest, made his breathing shallow. Elena took his left wrist first, wrapping the cuff around it with deliberate care. The velcro rasped as she pulled it tight, not enough to cut off circulation, but firm enough that he could feel the restraint immediately. She looped the attached strap around the base of the headboard post, threading it through the buckle and cinching it down. The strap was short; his arm was pulled taut to the side, elbow slightly bent, shoulder exposed. She repeated the process on his right wrist, mirroring the tension.

Now his arms were spread wide, secured to the lower corners of the headboard. He could move his hands a few inches, flex his fingers, but that was all. The position left his upper body vulnerable, chest lifted slightly, ribs visible with each breath, nipples hard in the cool air. He tested the cuffs instinctively, a small tug; the velcro held fast, the headboard didn’t budge. A fresh wave of vulnerability washed over him, naked, bound, spread, helpless to take whatever she did next.

Elena stood between his legs, looking down at him with that slow, predatory smile. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around his cock for the first time that night. The touch was light at first, almost tender, her palm sliding up the shaft, thumb brushing over the head to collect the pre-cum that had pooled there. Alexander moaned softly, hips lifting into her hand. It had been so long since she’d touched him like this, unhurried, almost affectionate. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming: warm skin on warm skin, the slow glide of her fingers, the way she squeezed just behind the head on each upstroke. His cock throbbed in her grip, leaking steadily, the sensation so exquisite after days of denial that his eyes fluttered closed.

“Feel that?” she whispered, stroking him with agonizing slowness. “How good it feels when I decide to touch you? You’ve been so good, so obedient… I thought you deserved a little reward.”

He whimpered, hips rocking, chasing her hand. The pleasure built quickly, coiling low in his belly. But she kept the pace maddeningly slow, never quite giving him enough friction to push him over.

Then her grip changed.

Her nails, sharp, manicured, dug into the head of his cock, raking lightly across the ultra-sensitive glans. The pain was immediate, bright, and sharp, like tiny needles piercing the tender skin. Alexander gasped, body jerking against the cuffs, the sudden contrast making his head spin.

She squeezed harder, nails biting in, the pain lancing through him while her other hand continued the slow strokes along the shaft. “You can’t stop me now, can you?” she murmured, voice dark with satisfaction. “No matter what I do to you. You’ve let yourself get into this very vulnerable position, naked, bound, gaping, hard and leaking for me. And I’m going to take full advantage of it.”

She dug her nails in deeper, twisting slightly, the pain sharp enough to make him cry out, tears pricking his eyes. Yet his cock throbbed harder, pre-cum flowing freely, the mix of agony and pleasure pushing him higher.

“You love it,” she said, watching his face with cruel delight. “Every second of it. The pain, the helplessness, the way I can hurt you and make you beg for more. You’re so far gone, Alexander, so completely mine.”

She released the head, returning to slow, teasing strokes, letting the pain fade into throbbing heat. Then her other hand moved lower, cupping his balls, gentle at first, rolling them in her palm. Then she began to squeeze, slowly increasing the pressure until the ache turned sharp, deep, radiating up into his abdomen.

He whimpered, hips jerking, the pain in his balls mixing with the pleasure of her strokes on his cock. She squeezed harder, crushing them in her grip, the agony making him gasp, tears streaming down his face.

“I own these,” she said, voice low and dangerous. “These balls, this cock, this ass. They’re mine to crush, to tease, to deny, to ruin. You don’t get to cum unless I allow it. You don’t get to touch yourself. You don’t get to decide anything. You exist for my pleasure now.”

The pain was excruciating, his balls throbbing under her grip, the pressure building until it felt like they might burst. Yet her hand on his cock never stopped, stroking him toward the edge even as she hurt him. The contrast was maddening, ecstasy and agony so intertwined he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

She eased the crush slightly, rolling his balls gently again, the relief immediate but fleeting. “But you took it so well,” she praised, voice softening. “Even when I crushed them, you didn’t pull away. You moaned for me. That’s why you’re my good boy, learning to take pain for my pleasure.”

She released his balls completely, returning both hands to his cock, stroking him faster now, building him back toward the edge. The pleasure surged, the earlier pain only heightening the intensity. He moaned, hips bucking, the edge rushing closer.

Then she stopped.

She stepped back, leaving him trembling on the brink, cock twitching uselessly in the air. She smiled down at him, eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Now,” she said, “let’s see how well you take what comes next.”

Before he could even process the words, Elena shifted her hips forward. The thick head of the strapped-on dildo, still glistening with lube and the remnants of his own arousal, pressed against his open entrance.

She didn’t ease in.

With one hard, merciless thrust she slammed the entire length deep inside him.

The impact was brutal. The dildo drove straight to the hilt, the flared head crashing against his prostate with punishing force. Alexander’s back bowed off the bed, a raw, guttural cry tearing from his throat. His cock jerked violently, another thick rope of pre-cum dripping out and splattering across his stomach. The pleasure was blinding, white-hot, overwhelming, radiating from the crushed gland in waves that made his vision tunnel. The stretch was immense, his already-loose hole yielding instantly to the girth again, but the sudden depth and velocity turned the sensation into something almost violent.

Elena’s free hand immediately returned to his balls, wrapping around them in a firm, possessive grip, not crushing this time, but holding them tightly for leverage. She used them like a handle, pulling his hips up slightly as she began to fuck him in earnest.

Her hips snapped back and forth with ruthless rhythm, each thrust slamming the dildo deep, the curved shaft battering his prostate over and over. The wet, obscene slap of the harness against his ass filled the room, punctuated by his broken moans and the slick sounds of lube and flesh.

“Feel that?” she hissed, voice low and vicious with pleasure. “That’s your prostate getting pounded. You’re so loose now I can just rail you, deep, hard, no mercy. Look at your cock leaking like a faucet. You’re dripping everywhere, you filthy little slut.”

Alexander’s moans escalated into desperate, keening cries. The pleasure was building again, faster this time, deeper, a molten pressure coiling in his core. Every thrust sent shockwaves through him, the prostate stimulation so intense it felt like his entire nervous system was being rewired around that single point of contact. His cock bobbed untouched, pre-cum flowing in a steady stream now, pooling on his stomach, running down his sides. The orgasm was rushing toward him like a tidal wave, unstoppable, inevitable.

Elena’s eyes glittered with cruel delight. “Oh, I can see it,” she taunted, pounding harder. “The pleasure is starting to build deep inside, isn’t it? That big, fat cock slamming your spot, making you shake. You’re going to cum like a bitch tonight, hands-free, ass stuffed, completely helpless.”

She reached to the side with her free hand, fingers closing around something he hadn’t noticed before: a black leather ring gag, the metal O-ring glinting in the low light. It had been lying half-hidden among the velcro restraints when she’d pulled them from the bag earlier, he hadn’t seen it until now.

She brought it to his face. “Open,” she ordered.

He did, lips parting on instinct. She shoved the ring between his teeth, the metal cold and unyielding, stretching his mouth wide. Her fingers worked quickly behind his head, fastening the strap tight, buckling it securely while her full weight kept the dildo buried to the hilt. Now his mouth was forced open, jaw locked, tongue visible, drool already beginning to pool at the corners of his lips.

“There,” she said, voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now you can’t even beg me to stop. No words, no pleas, just your mouth wide open like a good little hole.”

She leaned down, pursed her lips, and spat directly into his open mouth. The warm glob landed on his tongue, salty, intimate, degrading.

She laughed softly, the sound dark and triumphant.

“Swallow it,” she ordered. “That’s right. My spit in your mouth while I fuck your ass. You’re nothing but my toy now, holes stuffed, mind broken, body mine to ruin.”

She straightened, resuming her brutal rhythm, hips slamming forward, fist still gripping his balls for leverage, the dildo pounding his prostate without mercy. His moans were continuous now, garbled around the ring gag, drool spilling down his chin. Tears streamed from the corners of his eyes, but his cock never softened, throbbing, leaking, the pleasure building to an unbearable peak.

She had him exactly where she wanted him, completely helpless, completely hers.

The pleasure was immediate and devastating, pure, unfiltered, originating from that single point deep inside him. Each thrust sent a shockwave radiating outward: electric jolts that raced up his spine, down his legs, through his balls, making his untouched cock twitch and leak in helpless spurts. The prostate stimulation was so intense it felt like a second heartbeat, throbbing, swelling, being crushed and rubbed raw with every stroke. The fullness was overwhelming; his hole stretched wide around the girth, the veined texture dragging along his inner walls, creating friction that amplified every sensation until his entire lower body felt like it was on fire with ecstasy.

She leaned forward slightly, changing the angle just enough to make the dildo press even harder against his gland. Alexander’s moans escalated, raw, broken, desperate sounds that filled the room. His body rocked beneath her, wrists straining against the cuffs, legs trembling in the air, the plug long gone but the memory of its constant pressure now replaced by this deeper, more devastating invasion.

“Look at you,” Elena taunted, voice breathy with her own rising exertion. “About to cum hands-free, just from getting your ass fucked by my huge cock. Tied up in a hotel room like a cheap porn star, moaning and leaking while I pound you. How humiliating would that be, Alexander? All your colleagues thinking you’re a professional, a rising star, but here you are, legs spread wide, ass gaping, cumming like a bitch from nothing but a big dildo hammering your prostate.”

The words sliced through him, humiliation crashing over the pleasure like cold water on burning skin. The image she painted was vivid, degrading: him bound, helpless, reduced to a moaning, leaking toy while she used him. Shame burned hot in his chest, his face flushing crimson, tears pricking his eyes anew, but the humiliation only intensified the ecstasy. Every degrading phrase made his prostate throb harder, the pleasure spiking in response to the verbal abuse.

She glanced over her shoulder, hips never slowing, and nodded toward the bedside table. “And look at that,” she said, voice dripping with wicked satisfaction. “My phone, propped up just right. Recording every single degrading second. Your legs in the air, ass getting fisted, then fucked, loving every thrust. Imagine if that leaked, your face twisted in ecstasy, moaning like a whore while I pound you. But don’t worry… it’s for my eyes only. For now.”

The revelation hit him like a physical blow. The phone was there, small, discreet, lens pointed directly at him, capturing everything: his bound wrists straining against the headboard, legs held high, ass stretched wide around her fist first, then the thick dildo slamming in and out, his cock bouncing untouched, spurting pre-cum with every thrust. The shame was suffocating: he was being filmed, his degradation preserved forever, a digital record of how thoroughly she had broken him. Fear surged, terror that someone might see, that his career, his life, could end with one leak, but the fear only made the pleasure sharper, the prostate stimulation more intense, his body responding with helpless enthusiasm to the very thing that horrified him.

Elena fucked him harder, hips pistoning, the dildo a relentless force that battered his gland without mercy. The wet, obscene slap of the harness against his ass filled the room, punctuated by his broken moans and the slick sounds of lube and flesh. The pleasure built relentlessly, deep, internal currents that started in his ass and spread through his pelvis, up his spine, making his entire body tremble. It was unlike anything he’d ever felt: no direct touch on his cock, just the prostate being crushed and rubbed raw, the fullness owning him completely. His moans escalated into raw, desperate cries, the edge rushing toward him like a tidal wave.

She saw it, the way his eyes glazed, his moans turned frantic, his cock twitching wildly, pre-cum surging in thick beads. “You’re so close,” she taunted, pounding harder. “I can see it in your eyes, hear it in those pathetic moans. The pleasure is starting to build deep inside, isn’t it? That big, fat cock slamming your spot, making you shake. You’re about to spill all your semen over your own body while I make you my fuck toy for life, you pathetic little cock slut.”

The words pushed him closer, the humiliation feeding the fire. She slowed just enough to draw it out, then slammed in again, grinding deep, holding the dildo buried to the hilt as she leaned down, lips brushing his ear.

“Be my perfect little subservient slut,” she commanded, voice dark and absolute. “And cum.”

The order shattered him.

Orgasm erupted like a dam breaking, pure, prostate-driven ecstasy, no touch on his cock needed. The first pulse was blinding: a deep, internal explosion that started in his ass and detonated outward, waves of pleasure crashing through his entire body. His cock jerked violently, ropes of cum spraying high in thick, forceful arcs, splattering across his chest, his neck, his chin, even reaching his face in humiliating streaks. Rope after rope erupted, the volume enormous, buckets of it seeming to pour from him as his prostate was milked relentlessly by the dildo still buried deep, Elena grinding the head against it in slow, deliberate circles.

The intensity was beyond anything he had ever experienced. It wasn’t localized to his cock, it was full-body, every nerve alight, every muscle convulsing in rhythmic spasms. His prostate throbbed under the crushing pressure, each pulse sending fresh waves of blinding ecstasy through his pelvis, up his spine, into his chest, down his limbs. His vision whited out, sounds muffled to a distant roar, the world narrowing to the overwhelming sensation of being filled, fucked, owned so completely that his body belonged to the pleasure alone. Cum kept coming, thick, hot ropes that painted his skin, dripping down his sides, pooling on the bed beneath him. His moans turned to raw, animalistic cries, body shaking uncontrollably, tears streaming down his face from the sheer overload.

It lasted longer than any orgasm he’d ever had, wave after wave, each one crashing harder than the last, the prostate stimulation prolonging it until he thought he might pass out from the intensity. His cock pulsed and spurted long after he thought he was empty, the ruined edges of previous denials finally unleashing in one cataclysmic, full-body release.

When it finally subsided, he collapsed beneath her, trembling, spent, cum cooling on his skin, breath coming in ragged sobs. The pleasure had been blinding, transcendent, leaving him shattered and remade in its wake.

Elena slowed her thrusts, then stilled, the dildo buried deep, letting him feel the aftershocks ripple through him. She looked down at the mess he’d made, cum splattered across his chest, stomach, face, her smile slow and satisfied.

“That,” she said softly, “was perfect.”

Elena remained buried to the hilt inside him, the thick dildo still pressed deep against his prostate, holding the last tremors of his orgasm in place. She sat up slowly, her chest rising and falling with heavy breaths from the exertion of fucking him so hard. Sweat glistened on her collarbones, her black lace bra slightly askew from the motion, dark hair clinging to her neck. She locked eyes with him, his were glassy, dazed, tears still wet on his cheeks, and a slow, satisfied smile curved her red lips.

"Look at you," she said softly, voice rough from her own ragged breathing. "You came without a single touch to that pathetic cock. Just my big dildo pounding your prostate until you sprayed like a fountain. Hands-free, tied up, moaning like the perfect little slut you are. I'm proud of you, Alexander. You gave me everything I wanted."

He lay beneath her, body still twitching with aftershocks, cum cooling in thick globs and streaks across his chest, stomach, and even up to his throat. The intensity of the prostate orgasm had left him wrecked, every muscle loose, mind floating in a haze of blinding ecstasy that still echoed in his limbs. He could barely form words in his mind, only soft, broken whimpers as he stared up at her, chest heaving, mouth held wide open by the ring gag still keeping him utterly helpless.

Her smile turned darker, more wicked. "But your humiliation and surrender aren't complete yet."

She shifted her weight, keeping the dildo deep inside him, and lowered her right hand. Three fingers dipped into the warm, sticky mess on his chest, scooping up as much thick, creamy cum as she could, still hot from his body. She held her hand up, admiring the sheer volume of sticky liquid clinging to her fingers, and watching his eyes widen with dawning horror.

He shook his head faintly, a small, panicked sound made senseless by the ring gag. The realization hit him like ice water: she was going to make him swallow it. His own cum. From his own anal orgasm. The degradation was absolute, beyond anything she had done before.

Elena held his gaze, letting him see the intent in her eyes. "You have no choice," she said quietly, voice almost gentle, but laced with steel. "There's no escape from me now, Alexander. Not anymore. You've given me everything, your career, your body, your obedience. And now you're going to take this too. Every drop."

She brought her fingers to his open mouth, the ring gag forcing his jaw wide, tongue exposed. The cum glistened on her fingertips, thick strands stretching between them. He tried to turn his head, but the cuffs and her grip on his hair held him still. She pushed the fingers in slowly, deliberately, smearing the load across his tongue. The taste hit him immediately, salty, bitter, warm, unmistakably his own. Shame flooded him, hot and suffocating, but he couldn't pull away.

"Swallow," she ordered.

He did, reflexively, helplessly, the thick cum sliding down his throat in a slow, humiliating gulp. She didn't stop there. She shoved her fingers deeper, past the ring, into the back of his mouth, breaching his throat just enough to make him gag. His body jerked, throat convulsing around her fingers, tears spilling anew as he struggled to breathe. She held them there, letting him choke for a few seconds, then slowly withdrew, dragging them along his tongue, wiping every last trace clean.

"Good boy," she purred, pulling her fingers free. She wiped them once more across his lower lip, leaving a glossy sheen. "All gone. You swallowed your own cum like the filthy little slut you are. And you'll do it again whenever I want. Maybe more than just a taste next time. Although, what you just took was probably at least what you produce when you cum normally."

Alexander lay there, panting through the gag, face a mess of tears, saliva, and the remnants of his own release. The taste lingered on his tongue, bitter, intimate, degrading. His body still trembled from the orgasm, ass clenching around the dildo she had yet to remove. The shame was total, absolute, yet beneath it burned the dark, twisted satisfaction of having pleased her, of having given her this final piece of his dignity.

She looked down at him, satisfied, and reached for a tissue to wipe her hand clean.

She pulled out then, the dildo withdrawing with a long, wet glide that made him whimper, the sudden emptiness a shock after such profound fullness, his hole clenching futilely around nothing, gaping wide and pulsing. Cool air rushed against the stretched rim, a stark contrast to the heat that had owned him moments ago. Alexander lay there, spent and overwhelmed, the post-orgasm phase crashing over him like a wave. The blinding ecstasy had left him drained, his mind foggy, body trembling with aftershocks. Tears dried on his cheeks, saliva from the gag still slick on his chin, cum pooling in the dips of his abdomen. He felt vulnerable, exposed, tied up, naked, used in ways he could barely process. The intensity of the prostate orgasm lingered, a deep ache in his core, but now the reality settled: he had cum hands-free, like a desperate slut, recorded and degraded, all for her.

Elena dismounted gracefully, the dildo swaying slightly as she stood beside the bed, looking down at him with a mix of satisfaction and calculation. She saw it in his eyes, the conflicting thoughts of the post-climax haze where vulnerability was at its peak. A slow smile curved her lips, and she knelt beside him, her hand tracing a lazy path through the cum on his chest.

"You’re overwhelmed, aren’t you?" she said softly, voice a velvet caress. "That orgasm was everything, but now it’s sinking in, how completely I own you. How I can make you cum like that, tied up, humiliated, without even touching your pathetic cock. But don’t worry, Alexander. I’m going to give you something to hold onto. A promise, and a reminder."

She reached behind his head, unbuckling the ring gag with deft fingers. The metal O-ring popped free, his jaw aching as he closed his mouth, swallowing the remnants of saliva and his cum. He worked his jaw, eyes locked on hers, waiting.

"We’re going to do all this and more again tomorrow night," she said, her tone shifting to that commanding certainty he craved. "After the meetings, back here. I’ll push you further, fist you deeper, fuck you harder, degrade you in ways you can’t even imagine yet. And if you obey, if you continue to give yourself so completely to me, your body, your mind, your dignity, I’ll ensure you get that senior analyst job that’s coming up next month. The one you’ve been dreaming of as the next rung up the ladder, the one that’s supposed to be years away. I’ll make it happen. My word carries weight; you know that. But only if you keep our bargain. Surrender everything, Alexander, and I’ll give you the world."

The carrot dangled, glittering and real. His career, the ladder he had climbed so desperately, now hers to accelerate. Emotions surged: gratitude for the promise, excitement at the prospect, but a deeper commitment that made threats unnecessary.

"And if not?" she continued, voice hardening. "If you falter, if you resist even once, you’ll never progress again. Off the big projects forever. Stuck in the mid-ranks, watching others pass you by. I can make that happen too. Easily."

The stick landed, cold and sharp. Fear flickered through him, the thought of stagnation, of losing everything he’d worked for, but it was fleeting. Internally, he knew the truth: he didn’t need threats anymore. He was totally committed. Worshipping her with his body and mind, giving her whatever she wanted, it had become his need, his desire. The humiliation, the pleasure, the surrender, it was all he craved now.

"I agree," he said, voice hoarse but steady. "I'll keep doing whatever you tell me. Let you do whatever you want to me."

She smiled, satisfied, and released his arms from the velcro cuffs one by one. The straps rasped as they came free, his wrists red from the tension, arms falling limp to his sides. He groaned as he straightened, the soreness from the position and the fucking settling in.

"Take a shower and get dressed," she said, standing and smoothing her lingerie as if the session had been a minor interruption. "We're going to the bar for some post-sex drinks. You need to relax before we rest for the night and prepare for round two tomorrow after work."

He nodded, pushing himself up on shaky limbs, the ache in his ass a deep, satisfying throb. The cum on his skin had cooled, sticky and humiliating, but he moved to the bathroom without complaint, the promise of drinks and her company a small reward amid the exhaustion.

As Alexander stepped into the shower, the hot water cascaded over his marked skin, washing away the evidence of the night, the cooling ropes of his own cum, the sweat, the lube, the faint traces of tears and saliva. Yet the ache in his ass remained, a deep, satisfying throb that pulsed with every movement, a living reminder of how completely she had claimed him. He stood under the spray for a long time, letting the heat soak into his muscles, feeling the stretch slowly begin to ease, though he knew it would linger for days. When he finally emerged, toweling off, he caught his reflection in the mirror: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, eyes still glassy with the afterglow of surrender. He dressed carefully, dark jeans, a clean shirt, each motion deliberate, as though preparing for a ritual rather than a casual drink.

Down in the hotel bar, the atmosphere was quiet and intimate, low lighting and soft jazz creating a cocoon against the outside world. Elena waited at a corner table, already sipping a martini, her posture relaxed yet regal. She had changed into something simpler, black silk camisole, loose trousers, hair down, and the sight of her like this, unguarded yet still unmistakably in command, made his chest tighten. He slid into the seat across from her. She raised her glass in a small, private toast.

“To progress,” she said, her voice soft but carrying that familiar edge. “Yours. Ours.”

He lifted the whiskey she had ordered for him in return, the amber liquid catching the light. They drank in companionable silence for a moment, the exhaustion of the day settling between them like a shared secret. Then she leaned forward slightly, her gaze steady.

“You gave me everything tonight,” she said. “And you’ll give me more tomorrow. But tonight… rest. Let your body remember what it felt like to be so thoroughly used. Let it ache. Let it want.”

He nodded, throat tight with a mix of gratitude and lingering submission. She finished her drink, set the glass down with quiet grace, and gestured to the waiter for another round of the same for both of them.

“Sleep well tonight, Alexander,” she said, brushing a single fingertip along his jaw, a fleeting, possessive touch. “Tomorrow we continue.”

They sat there a while longer, the bar’s soft music wrapping around them as they slid back to work chat, the ache in his ass a quiet promise of everything still to come. For the first time in months, he felt something close to peace, not the peace of freedom, but the strange, perfect calm of total surrender. They finished their drinks, rose, and headed to their rooms, the connecting door now open for her to use at her whim, Alexander already counting the hours until she would call for 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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