
        
            
                
            
        

    
Escalating Expectations

Executive Control

Part 2

by

Jenni Ambrose


In the glittering heights of Vanguard Capital’s Manhattan tower, where fortunes are forged and ambitions sharpened to lethal points, two lives have collided in a way neither could have fully anticipated.

Elena Vasquez commands the mergers and acquisitions department with the cool precision of a surgeon and the ruthlessness of a predator who has never lost prey she truly wanted. At thirty-eight, she occupies a corner office that overlooks the city like a throne room, her name spoken in boardrooms with equal parts admiration and wariness. She is disciplined, brilliant, and breathtakingly beautiful, her body honed by marathons and early-morning sessions with a personal trainer, her mind honed by years of outmaneuvering men who underestimated her. Power suits her the way silk suits skin; she wears it without effort, and those beneath her feel its weight long before she chooses to press down.

Alexander Reed, thirty-two and fiercely ambitious, is the most promising analyst in her department. He arrived a year ago, hungry for the kind of success Elena embodies, willing to sacrifice sleep, relationships, anything that stood between him and ascent. Lean and disciplined himself, with sharp features and a quiet intensity that caught her eye from the start, he has proven his worth through relentless competence. A permanent role, a solid promotion, rewards earned under her watchful gaze. Yet beneath the professional veneer, an attraction simmered, one he dared not acknowledge openly. Company policy forbade it, and Elena’s position made any misstep on his part suicidal. He admired her, desired her, but kept his distance, knowing the risk was too great.

That distance collapsed in the quiet hours after a late-night task.

It began with subtle advances, a lingering touch in the break room, a foot sliding along his thigh beneath her desk during a performance review, moments calculated to unsettle him, to remind him who held every lever of his career. Alexander froze each time, torn between terror of exposure and the helpless surge of arousal her dominance provoked. He neither resisted nor reciprocated, suspended in the exquisite agony of indecision while she savored his paralysis.

The true escalation came the office had nearly emptied. Summoned to deliver a revised analysis, he found himself with trousers lowered, leaning against the edge of her desk while Elena knelt before him, not in submission, never that, but in absolute control. Her mouth took him with slow, deliberate skill, drawing moans he could not suppress, her tongue and lips coaxing him to full, aching hardness. Yet the true revelation came when she wet her finger and, without warning or request, pressed it inside him.

He had never been touched there, had never imagined yielding that part of himself to anyone. A fleeting instinct to resist flared and died the instant her finger breached him. The initial burn of intrusion gave way to a deep, radiating pleasure as she found his prostate and pressed, once, firmly, knowingly. His legs weakened; a helpless cry tore from his throat. The sensation was overwhelming, a bright electric current that linked the hidden gland directly to the root of his cock, amplifying every stroke of her mouth until thought dissolved. She massaged that spot with expert rhythm while swallowing him whole, controlling his pleasure from both sides until he shattered, coming harder than he ever had, pulse after thick pulse spilling into her mouth as she milked him dry with steady pressure inside.

Afterward, still trembling and exposed, he listened as she praised his responsiveness in a voice laced with dark satisfaction. She told him his untouched tightness delighted her, that she had wanted to claim his prostate since the day they met. She promised more, much more, on her terms and her timeline, reassuring him with predatory patience that she would not push faster than he could endure, even as her eyes made clear she would push. Advancement at Vanguard, she reminded him softly, depended on exceptional performance in every arena she chose to evaluate. Disappoint her, and the ladder he climbed so desperately would vanish beneath him.

Alexander left her office that night in a daze, the echo of her finger inside him lingering like a brand. At home he replayed every moment, the wet heat of her mouth, the impossible surge when she stroked his prostate, the humiliating ease with which his body had surrendered. He had wanted to resist, had known he should, yet the pleasure had betrayed him utterly, turning reluctance into craving in the space of a heartbeat. Now fear coiled alongside desire: fear of her reputation for calculated cruelty, fear of how far she intended to take him, fear that he might already be too ensnared to walk away.

Their professional relationship remains outwardly unchanged. In meetings she is as exacting as ever; in passing she offers no hint of what transpired. But the power imbalance has shifted into something far more intimate and perilous. Elena now owns not only his career trajectory but a secret vulnerability she alone has uncovered. She has tasted his surrender and found it sweet. And Alexander, caught between ambition and the dark thrill of her control, waits for the summons he knows will come, wondering how much further she will demand he bend, and whether the part of him that trembled so violently under her touch will ever want her to stop.

The next morning, Vanguard Capital hummed with its usual controlled urgency. Traders barked into phones, analysts hunched over Bloomberg terminals, and the scent of expensive coffee drifted through the open-plan floor. Alexander arrived early, tie knotted with deliberate care, every movement measured to betray nothing of the upheaval inside him. He kept his eyes on his screen, responding to emails with mechanical efficiency, but his skin prickled whenever footsteps passed his desk. When Elena strode through at eight-thirty, tailored navy suit, hair swept into a flawless chignon, she offered the team nothing more than a crisp “Good morning” and a brief nod in his direction that could have meant anything or nothing. Professional. Impenetrable. Exactly as always.

He exhaled slowly, unsure whether the absence of acknowledgment steadied him or made the secret feel heavier.

Mid-morning, Elena’s executive assistant, Claire, a brisk, impeccably discreet woman in her fifties, appeared at his cubicle. “Alexander, Ms. Vasquez needs the supplemental due-diligence folders for the Meridian file. The hard copies. Could you bring them to her office now?”

His stomach tightened, but he simply nodded. “Of course.”

He gathered the thick folders, the weight of them grounding him as he walked the familiar corridor. Colleagues glanced up, offered casual greetings; everything appeared normal. Only he knew the blood rushing in his ears.

Claire waved him through the open door, then closed it softly behind him.

Elena stood at the window, hands clasped behind her back, surveying the city forty-two floors below. She didn’t turn immediately, letting the silence stretch until the click of the latch seemed to echo. When she finally faced him, her expression was calm, almost serene, the same one she wore in board meetings when she was about to dismantle an opponent’s argument.

“Put them on the desk,” she said.

He obeyed, setting the folders down with care. The office smelled faintly of her perfume and the leather of her chair. Memories of the previous night flooded him, the cool wood against his bare hips, her mouth, her finger inside him, and heat surged to his face. He kept his gaze lowered, hands clasped in front of him like a schoolboy awaiting judgment.

She moved closer, stopping just inside his personal space, close enough that he could see the faint sheen of lipstick, the steady rise and fall of her breathing.

“Relax your shoulders, Alexander,” she said quietly. “You look like you’re expecting a firing squad. No one out there suspects a thing, and no one ever will.” Her voice was low, meant only for him. “This arrangement stays between us. Completely. I protect my privacy as fiercely as I protect my position here, and I expect the same discretion from you.”

She let the words settle, watching his face.

“If you ever breathe a word of it to another soul, HR, a friend, a therapist, anyone, I will know. And I will ensure your career at Vanguard, and anywhere else in this industry, goes exactly nowhere. You will find doors closed that you didn’t even know existed. Do we understand each other?”

The threat was delivered without heat, almost conversationally, which somehow made it more chilling. His throat dry, he met her eyes. “Yes, Elena. Completely.”

A faint, approving curve touched her mouth. “Good.”

She stepped back, leaning against the edge of her desk, the picture of composed authority.

“I’m assigning you to the Aurora Group integration project,” she continued, tone shifting seamlessly to business. “It’s high-profile, cross-departmental, and it reports directly to me. You’ll be my primary analyst on valuation and synergy modeling. The kickoff briefing is Monday at four. The full team will attend.”

She paused, letting the professional significance sink in, visibility, responsibility, a clear step up the ladder.

“It will also require frequent check-ins,” she added, her gaze steady on his. “You’ll be in this office often, delivering updates, reviewing scenarios. No one will question it. It gives us legitimate cover for the time we spend together behind this door.”

Alexander felt the implication settle over him like a net: more access, more privacy, more opportunities for her to do precisely as she wished.

“After Monday’s briefing,” she went on, “the team will disperse. You will stay behind so we can discuss your specific role in greater detail.” The last phrase carried a subtle weight, a promise of what that discussion would truly entail.

She straightened, smoothing an invisible wrinkle from her skirt. “That’s all for now. Take the rest of the day to clear your current workload. I want you fresh for Aurora.”

He nodded, throat tight. “Understood.”

Elena moved to her chair, already turning her attention to the monitor as if the conversation had been routine. “Close the door on your way out.”

Alexander did, the latch clicking with quiet finality. He walked back to his desk through the bustle of the floor, folders no longer in his hands but the weight of her words heavier than any paper. Outwardly, nothing had changed: he was the rising analyst tapped for a prestigious project. Inwardly, every step felt like a deeper step into her territory, with Monday’s after-briefing looming as the next threshold he would cross, willingly or not.


Monday afternoon arrived with the sharp clarity of a deadline, the conference room filling with the low murmur of the Aurora Group integration team. Alexander sat midway down the long table, notebook open, pen in hand, his outward composure a fragile mask over the turmoil churning inside. The project was a coup, high-stakes consolidation of a recent acquisition, involving cross-border assets and regulatory hurdles that could catapult his career if handled right. Excitement flickered through him at the thought: leading modeling on synergies, presenting to C-suite. But it was tainted, shadowed by the truth he couldn't shake. Elena had assigned him this plum role not just for his skills, but because of what had transpired in her office last week, her finger buried inside him, unlocking pleasures he'd never known, binding him to her whims. Fear coiled alongside the thrill, a constant whisper of what she might demand next, how far this "arrangement" would pull him into submission.

Elena presided at the head of the table, her presence commanding as she outlined the project's scope: timelines, deliverables, key risks. She was impeccable in a charcoal blazer over a silk blouse, her voice steady and incisive, fielding questions with effortless authority. Alexander stole glances, his body reacting traitorously to the memory of her touch, a low heat building despite the professional setting. The briefing moved briskly, thirty minutes of strategy, assignments doled out like chess pieces. He nodded when she referenced his role, her eyes meeting his briefly, neutral but loaded with unspoken intent.

As the session wrapped, Elena stood. "That's the framework. Questions? Good. Team, you're dismissed, get started on your prep memos by end of week." The group rose, gathering materials, chatter rising as they filed out. Alexander made to follow, but her voice cut through. "Alexander, stay a moment. I need to clarify your modeling parameters before you dive in."

The door closed behind the last colleague, leaving them alone in the spacious room adjacent to her office. She gestured toward her private suite. "In here, more space for the whiteboards."

He followed, heart pounding, the click of her heels echoing his pulse. Once inside her office, she turned the lock with a soft snick, the sound sealing them in. Alexander froze near the door, but she pointed to the low coffee table in the seating area, her expression permitting no argument, a subtle arch of her brow, a tilt of her head that silenced any protest before it formed. Nonverbal, absolute.

"Hands on the table," she said quietly. "Bend over."

His breath caught, a rush of vulnerability sweeping through him. The project briefing's plausibility evaporated; this was the real reason she'd kept him. He hesitated a fraction, mind racing, could he refuse? Walk out? But her gaze held him, unyielding, reminding him of the power she wielded, the career she could dismantle. With a swallow, he obeyed, stepping to the table, palms flat on the cool glass, bending at the waist. The position exposed him, even clothed, his ass presented like an offering.

Elena moved behind him, her hands efficient as they unbuckled his belt, the leather whispering through loops. She tugged his trousers down, boxers following in one smooth motion, the fabric pooling at his knees. Cool air kissed his bare skin, heightening the exposure, the city skyline watching indifferently through the windows, the locked door a thin barrier against the world outside. He felt utterly vulnerable, cheeks burning with humiliation, yet his cock hardened instantly, jutting forward, aching with unwanted arousal. The duality tore at him: fear of her intentions warring with the traitorous throb of desire.

She stepped close, her breath warm against his ear as one hand rested possessively on his lower back. "I bet you thought this arrangement might involve you fucking me," she murmured, her tone laced with amusement. "Pinning me down, taking control. But that's never going to happen, Alexander. I'm the boss, in the boardroom, and here. I'm always in control. What I really want is this." Her fingers trailed lightly over his ass, squeezing one cheek. "Your perfect, tight hole. To enjoy it however I please, to use you for my enjoyment. Your pleasure? That's secondary. A bonus, if you're good."

He shivered, the words sinking in like hooks, pulling him deeper into submission. She moved away briefly, the sound of a drawer opening, then returning with a small bottle of lube from her desk, clear, practical, as if this were just another tool in her arsenal. The cap clicked open, and he tensed, anticipating.

"Relax," she commanded softly, drizzling the cool liquid between his cheeks. It trickled down, slick and invasive, pooling at his entrance. Her finger followed, circling the rim slowly, spreading the lube with gentle pressure. The sensation was electric, slippery, teasing, awakening nerves that still echoed from their last encounter. He bit his lip, stifling a gasp, his cock twitching as arousal built, heavy and insistent.

She pressed one finger forward, breaching him with deliberate slowness. The stretch was familiar now, a mild burn that quickly softened into fullness as she sank to the knuckle. "So tight," she whispered, approval in her voice. She twisted slightly, exploring the velvet heat inside, her movements unhurried, savoring his reactions, the way his breath hitched, his fingers curling against the glass. Deeper she went, curling to find his prostate, brushing it lightly at first. Pleasure sparked, a warm bloom radiating from that spot, making his knees weaken and his shaft pulse.

He moaned low, unable to hold it back, the sound muffled against his arm. She added more lube, withdrawing to coat a second finger, then pushing both in together. The added girth stretched him further, a sharper ache that bordered on discomfort, his ring clenching instinctively around the intrusion. But she was patient, scissoring gently to open him, her free hand stroking his hip in mock soothing. "Breathe through it," she said. "Let me in."

As he relaxed, the burn eased, transforming into a deeper, throbbing satisfaction. Her fingers plunged rhythmically now, in and out, the slick sounds obscene in the quiet office. She angled them precisely, pressing firmly against his prostate with each thrust, massaging in circles, then straight-on taps that sent jolts of ecstasy shooting through him. His body responded greedily, hips rocking back despite himself, chasing the intensity. Pre-cum beaded at his tip, dripping onto the carpet, his erection straining untouched.

Elena hummed approval, adding a third finger after another generous application of lube. The stretch was intense now, his hole protesting the fullness, a deep pressure that made him groan aloud. She held still at first, letting him adjust, then began a slow pump, three fingers deep, curling to rub his prostate relentlessly. The pleasure built exponentially, waves crashing from his core, making his balls tighten and his vision blur. Each press milked him internally, sensations layering: the glide of her digits, the wet friction, the unyielding dominance of her control. He felt owned, reduced to this, bent over, invaded, rock hard and leaking from her expert manipulation.

She leaned over him, her clothed body pressing against his bare ass, fingers never stopping their assault. "That's it," she breathed. "Take it for me."

Alexander’s palms pressed hard against the cool glass of the coffee table, the city sprawling far below like a distant, indifferent audience. The position, bent forward, trousers and boxers bunched at his knees, ass exposed in the bright daylight of Elena’s corner office, should have felt degrading, wrong on every level. Instead, a treacherous heat bloomed deep in his gut, spreading outward in slow, molten waves each time her three slick fingers moved inside him.

She worked him with calm, devastating patience. A slow withdrawal until only the tips remained, then a deliberate push back in, knuckles stretching his tight ring before the digits settled deep again. Every inward glide ended with a curl, a firm press against his prostate that sent bright sparks skittering along his nerves. His cock, untouched and heavy, jerked with each stroke, a bead of pre-cum stretching in a thin thread toward the carpet. He hated how eagerly his body responded, how his hips canted back almost imperceptibly, seeking more of the pressure that made his thighs tremble.

The pleasure was undeniable, richer, more consuming than anything he’d felt before. It wasn’t the sharp, focused rush he was used to; it was deeper, fuller, radiating from that hidden spot she owned so effortlessly now. A low, involuntary sound escaped him, half-moan, half-whimper, and he bit his lip to silence it. People were everywhere outside the door, colleagues laughing in the corridor, phones ringing, the ordinary machinery of Vanguard Capital humming along as if the world hadn’t tilted on its axis.

He had always been the one in control. In every past encounter he’d chosen the women, beautiful, willing, sometimes begging, and taken exactly what he wanted. He remembered pinning a lover’s wrists above her head, driving into her until she shattered around him, her pleas music to his ego. He’d guided heads down, thrust deep into eager mouths, dictated rhythm and depth and release. Pleasure on his terms, power his constant companion.

Now the script had inverted. Elena stood fully clothed behind him, her tailored blouse pristine, while he was half-naked and bent, reduced to trembling need by her fingers alone. The loss of power stung, sharp and humiliating, yet it fed the arousal twisting through him. He was attracted to her, had been from the start, and that only worsened the conflict. Her beauty, her confidence, the way she wielded authority like a second skin; all of it drew him even as it terrified him. He wanted to hate the surrender, wanted to straighten up and reclaim some shred of dominance, but the steady, expert massage of his prostate dissolved every impulse to resist.

And she clearly intended more than fingers. He could feel it in the deliberate way she stretched him, scissoring gently, opening him wider with each cycle. The lube warmed inside him, easing the glide, preparing him for something thicker, longer, something that would claim him in a way he had never imagined, never desired. A month ago the thought of anything near his ass would have disgusted him; now the anticipation coiled low and insistent, equal parts dread and dark curiosity.

His breath came in shallow bursts. Another firm press against that swollen gland and his vision blurred, pleasure spiking so intensely his elbows nearly buckled. He pictured her expression, calm, amused, predatory, and the image sent another helpless throb through his cock. He was leaking steadily now, the evidence of his body’s betrayal undeniable.

Part of him screamed that this was wrong: daylight, office, career on the line, his entire identity as the one who took, never gave. Another part, quieter, more honest, simply drowned in the sensation, craving the next stroke, the next spark, the next moment she would decide how much more he could take.

Elena’s free hand settled lightly on the small of his back, a possessive anchor. She said nothing, letting the silence and the slow, relentless rhythm of her fingers speak for her. Alexander remained bent over the table, caught in the storm of his own contradictions, loving the new, overwhelming pleasure, fearing where it would lead, and unable to deny that some hidden part of him was already waiting for whatever she chose to do next.

Then, without warning, she yanked her fingers free. The abrupt emptiness hit him like a shock, his hole clenching around nothing, a sudden void where fullness had been. An involuntary whine escaped his throat, high-pitched, needy, betraying everything he'd tried to suppress. It hung in the air, pathetic and raw, his cheeks flaming as he realized what he'd done.

Elena chuckled softly, the sound rich with amusement and edge. She stepped back, wiping her hand on a tissue from her desk with casual indifference. "Listen to you," she murmured, circling around to face him, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. "That little whimper, like a puppy chasing a treat. Were you enjoying that so much you couldn't help but beg for more? Pathetic, Alexander. Bent over in my office, moaning like a slut while the whole floor works away outside. I thought you were ambitious, driven... but here you are, leaking all over my carpet because I deigned to touch you."

He kept his head down, palms slick on the glass, humiliation twisting hot in his gut. The words stung, sharpening the arousal that refused to fade, his erection still straining, untouched and desperate. He wanted to snap back, to reclaim some dignity, but her tone pinned him, light, teasing, yet laced with the authority that made protest futile. She reached out, tipping his chin up to force his gaze to hers. "Don't look so ashamed. It's endearing, really. It shows me how much you need this, even if your pride won't admit it."

She released him and moved to her desk, the click of a drawer opening pulling his eyes. From within, she withdrew a sleek, medium-sized dildo, flesh-toned silicone, veined and realistic, about seven inches long and as thick as he was when fully erect. It gleamed under the office lights. She held it loosely, like an extension of her will.

Terror surged through him, cold and sharp, freezing him in place. His heart hammered, mind reeling at the sight. Fingers were one thing, intimate, invasive, but temporary. This was something else: penetration, violation on a scale he'd never contemplated. He stared, breath shallow, body locked despite the instinct to bolt, to pull up his pants and flee. But he didn't move. The door was locked, the project assignment fresh in his mind, her power over his career an invisible chain. And deeper, that treacherous curiosity lingered, the memory of her fingers making his hole twitch in anticipation even as fear clawed at him.

Elena saw it all, the widened eyes, the rigid posture, and her smile curved sharper. She approached slowly, dildo in hand, coating it generously with lube from the bottle. "Terrified, aren't you?" she said, voice low and coaxing. "But you're not running. Good boy. This is what I want, Alexander. Your ass, open and ready for me. It's not even as big as those three fingers I just stretched you with, see?" She held it up, comparing it to her hand. "You'll take it because it pleases me. Stand there, bend over, and let me use you. That's your role now."

His mind fractured into chaos. Physically, the idea repulsed and intrigued, the fullness her fingers had promised, amplified, but without the warmth of flesh. Mentally, it shattered his self-image: he was the conqueror, the one who fucked hot women in dimly lit apartments, pinning them down, thrusting hard until they cried out on his terms. He'd controlled every encounter, dictated orgasms, taken satisfaction without apology. Now, bent in a corporate office with sunlight streaming in, he was the one exposed, about to be impaled by his boss's toy. The power reversal gnawed at him, humiliating and intoxicating. He had no real choice; refuse, and the project, the promotion, the life he'd built could crumble. But "just this once," he bargained silently, grasping at denial. Just endure it, prove his commitment, and maybe she'd back off, let him reclaim some ground.

"Elena," he whispered, voice hoarse, "just... just this once. Please."

She laughed softly, positioning herself behind him again. "We'll see about that." Her hand returned to his lower back, steadying him, the cool tip of the dildo pressing against his slick entrance. She circled it there, teasing the rim, letting the anticipation build until he shifted involuntarily.

Then she pushed forward.

The head breached him slowly, the silicone unyielding compared to her fingers, firmer, less forgiving. He gasped, the stretch immediate and intense, his ring burning as it yielded to the girth. It felt thicker than promised, filling him inch by inch, the veined texture dragging along his inner walls with a friction that bordered on overwhelming. Physically, it was a deep, insistent pressure, expanding him from within, nerves firing in protest and pleasure. The lube eased the slide, but the fullness was profound, pressing against spots her fingers had only grazed, awakening a heavy ache that radiated to his core.

Mentally, it broke him open. Vulnerability crashed over him, this was penetration, true and irreversible, his body invaded in a way that stripped away illusions of control. He was being fucked, taken, in the middle of a workday, the hum of the office filtering through the walls like a mocking reminder. Hundreds of colleagues typed reports, made calls, oblivious to the man bent in the corner suite, ass up for his boss. Shame burned hot, mingling with the building ecstasy as the dildo sank deeper, bottoming out as her hand rested against his cheeks. He felt stuffed, owned, the toy's flared base cool against his skin.

Elena held it there for a moment, letting him adjust, her free hand stroking his flank. Then she began to move, slow thrusts at first, pulling out halfway before sliding back in, the motion deliberate, testing his reactions. Each withdrawal left him empty, craving; each return filled him with that delicious pressure, the head nudging his prostate on every pass. Pleasure built steadily, his cock throbbing in time, leaking steadily now. He moaned despite himself, the sounds muffled against his arm.

She shifted closer, her hips pressing behind her hand on the dildo, aligning her body to the rhythm. Her other hand moved to the small of his back, guiding him, pushing him forward slightly, then pulling him back onto the toy as she swayed her hips. It mimicked fucking, her clothed form rutting against him, the dildo driving deeper with each sway. The added force made it more intense, the silicone gliding smoother now as his body adapted, the burn fading into pure, throbbing bliss. Physically, it was electric, waves of heat coiling from his ass to his balls, his prostate milked relentlessly, making his legs shake. Mentally, it was surrender: her guiding hand controlled his movements, dictating the pace, turning him into an instrument of her desire.

She leaned over him, breath hot against his neck. "Bet you've never been fucked before," she teased, voice husky with satisfaction. "All those women you probably dominated, and here you are, losing your anal virginity in my office. With hundreds of people just outside, colleagues, executives, all going about their day while I claim your tight little hole for the very first time. How does it feel, Alexander? Being the one taken for once?"

The words twisted the knife of humiliation, but they only heightened the sensation, his body clenching around the dildo as she thrust harder, her hips grinding in a slow, possessive rhythm. He couldn't answer, lost in the dual torment of degradation and delight, the toy filling him completely with every sway.

Alexander’s breath came in shallow, ragged bursts, each one timed to the slow roll of Elena’s hips behind him as she held it in front of her like it was attached to her. The dildo filled him completely, its silicone length dragging over sensitive nerves with every thrust, the textured veins catching just enough to make his toes curl inside his shoes. The pleasure was relentless, a deep, rolling pressure that built from his core and spilled outward, making his untouched cock throb heavily beneath him.

Then the rhythm changed.

Elena’s hips snapped forward harder, faster, the base of the toy slapping softly against his skin. The sudden increase in force drove the dildo deeper on every stroke, the head grinding directly over his prostate with unyielding precision. His vision blurred; a low, broken moan tore from his throat as the pleasure spiked, sharp and overwhelming. His legs trembled, knees threatening to buckle, but her hand on the small of his back held him steady, guiding him back to meet each thrust like a puppet on invisible strings.

She leaned over him, her clothed breasts pressing against his shirt, and reached around with her free hand. Delicate fingers wrapped firmly around his rock-hard cock, slick with pre-cum, and began to pump in perfect counterpoint to the thrusts behind him. The dual sensation, being fucked and stroked at once, was devastating. Every inward drive of the dildo pushed a fresh pulse of ecstasy through his prostate; every downward stroke of her hand coaxed another helpless bead of fluid from his tip.

“Look at you,” she murmured against his ear, voice low and edged with cruel delight. “Bent over my coffee table, getting fucked like a needy little slut while the entire floor works outside. I bet they’d love to know how their star analyst whimpers when his boss is inside him.”

Heat flooded his face, shame and arousal twisting tighter. He tried to bite back the sounds, but another hard thrust and tight squeeze of her fist ripped a desperate groan from him.

“Tell me,” she commanded, slowing her strokes just enough to keep him teetering on the edge. “Tell me how good it feels to get fucked by your boss in her office like the slut you are.”

The words stuck in his throat, mortifying, impossible. He had never spoken like this, never submitted like this. Yet her hand tightened warningly on his cock, and the dildo pressed deep and held, grinding against his prostate until thought fractured.

“It… it feels good,” he rasped, voice cracking.

“Louder. Properly.”

“It feels so good,” he forced out, horrified at the tremor in his own voice, at the way his hips rocked back greedily. “Getting fucked by you… in your office… like a slut.”

He couldn’t believe the confession had come from his mouth. The man who had always taken, always dominated, was now uttering filthy admissions while impaled and stroked by his superior. The humiliation burned, but it only fed the fire in his groin.

Elena laughed softly, satisfied. “Remember that little bargain you tried earlier? ‘Just this once’?” She punctuated the words with a particularly deep thrust that made him gasp. “As if you have any say in the matter. You need to learn who’s really in charge here, Alexander. And you will.”

Her hand sped up on his cock, slick and relentless, thumb swiping over the sensitive head on every upstroke. The pressure coiled unbearably tight; he felt the edge rushing toward him.

“Please,” he heard himself beg, the word slipping out before pride could stop it. “Please let me cum…”

She stilled instantly. Her fingers released his cock, leaving it twitching in the cool air, denied at the brink. In the same motion she drew the dildo out slowly, inch by inch, until it slipped free with a soft, wet sound. The sudden emptiness left him clenching around nothing, a frustrated whine escaping despite his effort to swallow it.

“No,” she said calmly, stepping back. “You don’t deserve to cum today.”

Alexander remained bent over the table, shaking, cock aching and dripping onto the carpet. The denial was excruciating, every nerve screaming for release that wouldn’t come.

Elena moved to the coffee table, plucked several tissues from the discreet box, and wiped the excess lube from between his cheeks with clinical efficiency, impersonal, as though cleaning up after a routine procedure. She discarded the tissues, then straightened his shirt where it had ridden up.

“I own your orgasms now,” she continued, voice cool and matter-of-fact. “You will not cum when I’m not present. Not tonight, not tomorrow morning, not at all unless I allow it. If you know what’s good for you, and for your career, you’ll obey. The longer you stay desperate, the more pliable you’ll become. More obedient. Hornier men make far better subordinates.”

She gave his bare hip a light, dismissive pat. “Pull yourself together and get back to work. We’ve concluded our discussion on your modeling parameters.”

Dazed, thighs trembling, Alexander straightened slowly and fumbled his clothes back into place. His cock strained painfully against his zipper, the denied orgasm a throbbing ache that promised to linger for hours. Elena was already moving toward her desk, settling into her chair and waking her monitor as if the past twenty minutes had been nothing more than a productive performance review.

He smoothed his tie with unsteady fingers, took a shaky breath, and walked to the door on legs that still felt unsteady. The lock clicked open under his hand. Outside, the office hummed with ordinary activity, phones ringing, keyboards clacking, colleagues oblivious.

Alexander stepped into the corridor, face composed, posture straight, carrying the weight of her denial and her absolute ownership deep inside him. He returned to his desk on autopilot, the corridor stretching longer than it ever had before. He lowered himself into his chair carefully, every movement reminding him of the lingering ache deep inside, the phantom fullness where the dildo had been. His cock still strained against his zipper, a dull, insistent throb that refused to fade. He adjusted himself discreetly, then stared at the dual monitors as if they belonged to someone else.

The office hummed around him, phones ringing, printers whirring, casual laughter drifting from the break area. Everything looked exactly as it had an hour ago. No one glanced twice. No one could possibly know that the department’s rising star had just been bent over Elena Vasquez’s coffee table, trousers down, while she fucked him with steady, possessive thrusts and then calmly informed him she now controlled when, or if, he came.

He leaned forward, elbows on the desk, fingers pressed to his temples, and let the memory replay in merciless detail.

Her hips snapping harder, driving the silicone deep. The way his body had opened for it, greedy despite every rational protest. Her hand wrapping around his cock, stroking him in perfect rhythm until he was babbling, begging. And then, nothing. The abrupt denial, the toy sliding out, leaving him clenching around emptiness while she wiped him clean like a task completed.

“I own your orgasms now.”

The words looped in his head, surreal and absolute. After only the second time she had touched him. The first had been her mouth and a single finger; the second had escalated to full penetration and total control over his release. He was being denied orgasms by his boss. The woman who signed his performance reviews, who could promote him or bury him, now dictated whether he was allowed to cum.

It didn’t feel real. A week ago he had been mapping out his five-year plan, director by thirty-five, maybe managing director by forty. He had been the one in control of his body, his pleasure, his relationships. He chose when and how he fucked, took what he wanted, left when he was satisfied. Now Elena had rewritten the rules in two encounters, moving with a speed and certainty that left him reeling.

He shifted again, the ache sharpening, a reminder that his body had responded eagerly even as his mind scrambled for footing. He could still feel the slick glide of the dildo, the way it had pressed relentlessly against his prostate until pleasure overrode everything else. His cock twitched at the memory, trapped and aching, and he hated how quickly he’d adapted, how quickly he’d started to crave the invasion.

What was she going to want next?

The question circled, cold and insistent. She had already taken his verbal surrender, his anal virginity, his right to orgasm. Each step had escalated faster than the last. Fingers to toy in days. Denial announced as casually as a new assignment. If she was moving this quickly now, what boundary would she push tomorrow? Next week?

He stared at the spreadsheet open on his screen, numbers blurring. The Aurora project files waited for his attention, the prestigious assignment that was supposed to be his reward, and was now simply another leash. He was trapped between ambition and this dark, escalating hunger she had awakened. Refuse her, and his career stalled or ended. Obey, and he surrendered more of himself each time.

His phone buzzed, an internal calendar reminder: Aurora synergy model draft due Friday. A perfectly ordinary notification. He set the phone face-down, exhaled slowly, and rested his forehead in his hands.

The ache between his legs pulsed in time with his heartbeat, a constant reminder that Elena had left him desperate on purpose. And somewhere beneath the fear and disbelief, a traitorous part of him wondered how long he could endure the denial, and what it would feel like when she finally decided he had earned release.

For now, he opened the spreadsheet, adjusted his posture to ease the pressure in his groin, and began typing. The office carried on around him, oblivious, while Alexander sat in the ruins of the identity he had known, wondering what version of himself would emerge the next time she called him into her office.


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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