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Part Five

Called to Serve


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Next time, she would take her pleasure.

And he would give it, without hesitation or disappointment.

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

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

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

**Organizer: Elena Vasquez** 

**Time: 4:30 p.m. - 5:00 p.m.** 

**Location: EV Office** 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Dismissed."

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

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

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

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

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

"Come in," she said, stepping aside.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part Six

Advanced Instruction


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He started slow, as instructed.

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

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

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

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

Elena.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she dropped to her knees behind him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part Seven

Professional Obligations


In the rarefied air of Vanguard Capital’s upper floors, where ambition is measured in closed deals and whispered promotions, Elena Vasquez moves with the quiet certainty of someone who has never needed to raise her voice to be obeyed. She is the department’s undisputed architect of multimillion-dollar acquisitions, her intellect as precise as her appearance is immaculate, tailored suits that skim a body kept rigorously disciplined, dark eyes that catalogue weakness in an instant. Power is not something she seeks; it is simply the atmosphere she breathes.

Alexander Reed, once the firm’s most promising young analyst, has discovered that the path to true ascent runs through her hands alone. Sharp-featured, driven, and accustomed to controlling his own pleasure and trajectory, he now finds both surrendered to her. What began as a dangerous flirtation has become an intricate web of dominance and desire, each thread pulled tighter with every encounter.

The sexual escalations have grown bolder, more consuming. Elena first took him in her office after hours, her mouth drawing helpless surrender while a single finger breached him, pressing his prostate until pleasure overrode all resistance. She introduced toys soon after, a medium dildo claiming his virginity on the carpet, then a larger one stretching him wide on her desk until he came in helpless arcs across his own skin. She has rimmed him with slow, hungry precision in morning light, tongue delving deep while a hidden camera recorded every gasp. She has forced silicone down his throat, laughing at his gags, stilettos digging into his flesh as punishment for the briefest hesitation.

Recently, the boundaries have dissolved further. She has ruined his climaxes with cruel timing, stroking him to the brink only to release him past the point of no return, letting his seed dribble uselessly while frustration replaced ecstasy. A discreet box delivered to his apartment contains graduated dildos, each night now dedicated to stretching himself wider in preparation for her. In one searing afternoon, she took him on the office sofa with the largest toy yet, then, without warning, folded her hand and pushed. Her fist breached him slowly, knuckles stretching his rim until it burned, then slid inside to mid-forearm. The fullness was overwhelming, her fist pressing relentlessly against his prostate while she sucked him deep. The orgasm that followed was cataclysmic, thick, endless ropes flooding her mouth as her hand milked him from within. Spent, he watched in stunned silence as she turned him over, wiped the lube from his gaping hole, and pushed the entire load of his own cum back inside him with her mouth, filling him until it leaked slowly down his thighs.

She has begun to center her own pleasure more explicitly. In stolen moments between meetings, she has used his tongue to bring herself to shuddering release, then forced the strap-on down his throat immediately after, mocking his gagging while praising his obedience. The recordings multiply, silent witnesses to every moan, every stretch, every ruined or explosive climax, stored on her work computer as private leverage and personal indulgence.

Alexander now lives in a state of perpetual, exquisite tension. Professional success accelerates under her guidance, direct client roles, visibility with partners, but every reward is laced with intimate cost. His body bears the marks of her use: a lingering ache from fisting, the memory of his own cum pushed inside him, the constant awareness of how easily his ass now opens under training. Denial has become a second skin; true releases weeks apart. He trains nightly, pushing larger toys inside himself, feeling the burn turn to fullness, imagining her approval when he can take her fist without hesitation.

Fear and desire have fused into something inseparable. He dreads the recordings, the escalating sizes, the way she reshapes him into her perfect vessel. Yet he craves the surrender, the prostate pleasure only she unlocks, the wicked thrill of her praise, the intoxicating knowledge that he exists now for her use. Each act binds him tighter: the taste of her on his tongue, the stretch of her fist inside him, the humiliation of carrying his own cum home inside his body.

Elena’s appetite shows no sign of diminishing. The harness, the camera, the training regimen, they are merely prelude. She has promised roughness, daily use, a future where his body is molded entirely to her pleasure. And Alexander, caught between terror at how far she will take him and the dark, addictive need to follow, waits for her next command, already stretched, already aching, already hers.

The morning after the fisting, he woke sore, deep, tender, every movement reminding him of how thoroughly Elena had stretched him. Sitting at his desk felt impossible for long; he shifted constantly, the ache a constant pulse between pleasure and pain. Walking to meetings, he felt the phantom fullness, the way his rim had gaped, the warm slide of his own cum pushed inside him. It had dripped slowly on the train home, soaking into his trousers, a humiliating secret that made his cock half-hard the entire ride. He had cleaned up only once in his apartment, as instructed, the shower washing away the evidence but not the memory.

For three days, he avoided the box of toys. The soreness lingered, a dull throb when he sat too long, a reminder of her fist breaching him, disappearing inside to mid-forearm. He loved the ache, it connected him to her, to that overwhelming fullness, the prostate pressure that had made him erupt like never before. But he knew pushing too soon risked injury, and disappointing her was unthinkable.

At work, Elena didn’t let him forget.

Monday morning, in the elevator with only the two of them, she leaned close as the doors closed. “How’s that loose little hole feeling today?” she whispered, voice velvet and cruel. “Still sore from my fist? Still remembering how I filled you up and sent you home dripping?”

He flushed instantly, cock stirring despite the early hour. “Yes,” he admitted quietly, eyes on the floor indicator.

She chuckled softly. “Good. I like knowing you’re carrying that reminder all day.”

Tuesday, during a quiet moment in the break room, colleagues elsewhere, she brushed past him, murmuring, “I keep thinking about how easily you took my whole hand. Such a greedy ass. I can’t wait to do it again, maybe rougher next time.”

Each tease landed like a spark, turning him on despite the soreness. By Wednesday, in a hallway huddle reviewing slides, she leaned in under the guise of pointing at his screen. “Bet you want to feel your load deep inside your ass again. My perfect little cum dump.”

The words made him half-hard instantly, shame and arousal twisting tight. He spent the days in a haze of frustrated need, the denial sharper because of the rest, his body healing but his mind obsessing. He replayed the fisting constantly: the slow breach of her knuckles, the incredible fullness as her fist filled him, the prostate crushed under her weight, the explosive orgasm as she sucked him while pumping inside. And the aftermath, her pushing his load back in, the warm flood, the slow drip home. He loved how used he felt, how owned, even as the degradation horrified him.

Thursday night, the soreness had faded to a faint tenderness. He showered, lubed up, and returned to the box. The next dildo waited, the fifth in the series, thicker than what he had managed before, closer to the size of her fist that had gaped him so brutally. On his back, legs drawn up, he circled his rim with the tip, breathing deep. He warmed up easily with the smaller ones, taking the fourth one slowly to get his ass ready for the next real challenge. Finally ready, he lubed up the fifth dildo and lay back. The entry was slow, the burn sharper than the previous ones, his hole resisting at first despite the training. But he relaxed, pushing down, and it slid in inch by inch. The stretch was intense, reminding him vividly of her hand, the way it had opened him, the pressure building until pain turned to pleasure.

Once seated, the fullness hit like a memory: deep, complete, the shaft pressing his prostate with every small shift. He moaned, hand on his cock but not stroking, just holding, feeling the throb sync with the internal pressure. He fucked himself slowly, the veins dragging deliciously, the stretch pulling at his rim in a way that echoed her fist. The pleasure built fast, waves radiating outward, his cock leaking profusely, balls tightening. He imagined her above him, harnessed, eyes locked as she pushed deeper, her voice praising and degrading in turn.

He rode the edge carefully, stopping before release, the frustration exquisite. The next size would be so much harder, but he was determined, wanting to take it easily for her, to feel that total fullness again without the sharp pain, to enjoy every second of her owning him completely. Soon, he would conquer the final beast.

He let his body get accustomed to the stretch, get used to an invader of this size, then pulled the toy out slowly, cleaned up, and lay in the dark, body humming with need. The training was working. He was changing, for her. And the thought filled him with equal parts fear and aching desire.

Alexander glanced at his inbox mid-morning on Friday, the office humming with the usual pre-weekend energy, colleagues wrapping calls, printers whirring, the scent of fresh coffee drifting from the break room. The past couple of days had been a torturous blend of recovery and teasing.

The email popped up at 10:45: **Briefing - Aurora Update** from Elena, cc'd to a few team members. "My office, 11:00 sharp. New duties to assign."

He stood, smoothing his tie, heart already quickening. The "briefing" could be legitimate, Aurora was ramping up, but her patterns made him suspect more. He walked the corridor, nodding to a colleague, and arrived at 10:58. Claire waved him in without a word, her expression neutral but with that ever-present glint of awareness.

Inside, the office was bright with morning light, the city sprawling beyond the windows. Elena sat at her desk, flanked by three other Aurora team members, Mark from legal, Sarah the senior analyst, and Tom from finance, all with notebooks open. Alexander took the last chair, the group small and focused.

Elena launched in without preamble. "Quick update on Aurora timelines. Regulatory clearance came through last night, faster than expected. That means we're accelerating the integration modeling." She assigned tasks crisply: Mark on compliance docs, Sarah on synergy revisions, Tom on cash flow projections.

Then her gaze landed on Alexander. "And you, I've got a new duty for you. Lead the weekly status calls with the client's ops team. You'll coordinate directly with their VP. The briefing documents are in that box on the coffee table. Take it back to your desk and review."

He nodded, standing to retrieve it, a plain cardboard box, sealed with tape, unassuming amid the sleek office decor. It was heavier than expected, a subtle weight that made his pulse skip, documents shouldn't feel this substantial. He carried it out under the team's casual glances, the meeting wrapping behind him.

Back at his desk, he set it down, glancing around, colleagues focused on screens, no one paying attention. He sliced the tape with a letter opener, peeled back the flaps, expecting folders or printouts.

On top, nestled amid actual documents, client org charts, timelines, spreadsheets, was something else: a butt plug. Black silicone, flared base, about four inches long and substantial girth, small enough to fit without extreme pain, but big enough to make him feel full, the base wide enough for extra prostate pressure. Tied around the base with a red ribbon was a small tag, Elena's elegant handwriting in black ink: “Put it in now and wear it all day. I expect it to be present any time I inspect your hole. Consider it part of your professional attire from now on. I want to know you're full all day, and to see you squirm when you sit.”

His face flushed red instantly, heat crawling up his neck like fire. He slammed the box shut, heart pounding, glancing around frantically. No one had seen, desks faced away, conversations distant, but the risk made his stomach twist. Shame flooded him: his boss sending him a sex toy in a work box, ordering him to insert it during office hours. He was her toy, marked and controlled even in public. But arousal followed swiftly, his cock stirring at the thought of obeying, of carrying her command inside him all day.

He slipped the plug and the small sachet of lube from the box into his pocket, burying the tag deep. The documents he left on his desk, a cover for the "briefing." Standing casually, as if heading for coffee, he walked to the men's room, choosing the farthest stall for privacy. Locking the door, he leaned against it, breath shaky.

The bathroom was empty, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, the scent of cleaner sharp in the air. He unbuckled his belt, lowered his trousers and boxers to his thighs, the cool air raising goosebumps on his skin. The plug felt heavy in his hand, smooth silicone, the base wide enough for safety, the taper promising an easy entry but a full presence once in. He tore open the lube sachet, coating the toy generously, the gel cool and slick. Emotions swirled: shame at doing this at work, fear of someone entering and hearing, but a deep, throbbing excitement, the anticipation of fullness, of obeying her in secret, of squirming under her gaze later.

He spread his legs as much as the stall allowed, reached back, and pressed the tip against his rim. The initial contact was cold, making him flinch, but he breathed deep, relaxing as he pushed. The taper slid in easily at first, the tip narrow, the lube easing the way, but as it widened, the stretch began: a gentle burn, the silicone filling him inch by inch. He paused halfway, the pressure building, his cock hardening fully now, tenting his lowered boxers. The tip angled toward his prostate even at this depth, a teasing nudge that made him moan softly, biting his lip to stifle it.

Pushing further, the widest part stretched him, burning sharply for a moment, his ring yielding with a pop as the base seated flush against him. The fullness hit immediately: deep, insistent, the plug pressing firmly against his prostate, a constant throb that radiated outward. It wasn't as intense as the toys or her fist, but big enough to make him feel stuffed, owned, the base nestled between his cheeks, invisible under clothes but undeniable inside. He clenched experimentally, the movement shifting it against his spot, sending a spark up his spine that made his cock twitch and leak.

Walking back to his desk was a revelation. Each step shifted the plug slightly, the widest part grinding against his prostate in subtle waves, pleasure building with every stride. It felt full, warm, present, a secret pressure that made his gait awkward at first, his ass clenching to hold it steady. The sensation was intimate, degrading: carrying her toy inside him during work, full all day as she wanted. By the time he reached his desk, he was hard, pre-cum dampening his boxers, the fullness a constant reminder of her control.

Sitting down was worse, and better. The chair pressed the base inward, the plug shifting deeper against his prostate, the pressure intense, a deep throb that made him squirm involuntarily. He adjusted, trying to find a comfortable angle, but every shift only heightened it, pleasure bordering on discomfort, his cock trapped hard against his thigh. Emotions overwhelmed: shame at the secret, fear of someone noticing his fidgeting, but a profound arousal, the fullness turning every moment into foreplay, his mind racing with thoughts of her inspecting him later, her fingers or eyes on his plugged hole.

He worked through the afternoon in that state, the plug a constant companion, full when standing, pressing when sitting, a reminder that he was hers, even in the midst of the ordinary. The hours dragged, arousal simmering, the anticipation of her "inspection" making every glance at the clock a torture.

Alexander walked the corridor that Friday afternoon, portfolio in hand, heading back from a quick huddle with the Aurora legal team. The office had that pre-weekend buzz, desks clearing early, laughter spilling from break rooms, the air lighter with anticipation of happy hours and rest. He had been on edge all day, the plug a constant, intimate reminder of Elena's control. It shifted with every step, pressing his prostate in subtle waves that kept him semi-hard, pre-cum leaking steadily into his boxers. Sitting in meetings had been torture, the chair pushing the base inward, intensifying the fullness, making him squirm and flush as he tried to focus on spreadsheets. The sensations were vivid: deep pressure when still, a grinding throb when moving, the fullness making his balls ache with need, his cock dripping almost continuously, a slow, embarrassing ooze that soaked his underwear and made him paranoid about visible spots.

As he passed Elena's office, the door stood open, a rare sight, usually closed for her focus time. She was at her desk, reviewing a document, but looked up as his footsteps echoed. Her eyes met his, a spark of intent flashing.

"Alexander," she said, voice casual but commanding. "A moment."

He stopped, heart skipping. The spur-of-the-moment summons felt electric, the office still bustling enough for risk. He stepped in, the door open behind him, but she gestured immediately. "Close it."

He did, the soft click sealing them in, the corridor's hum muffled. The office was bathed in the golden light of late afternoon, the city skyline a backdrop to her desk. He turned to face her, hands instinctively clasping behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. The ritual was ingrained now, a quiet act of submission that made his cock harden further, pressing against the damp fabric.

Elena rose from her desk, circling him slowly, heels clicking on the marble. She stopped in front, tilting her head as she appraised him. "To the desk," she instructed. "Drop your trousers and underwear. Turn around."

His breath caught, the command sudden and bold, even for her. The office wasn't empty; voices drifted from outside, the risk of a knock real. But he obeyed, hands moving to his belt, unbuckling with trembling fingers. The zipper whispered down, trousers and boxers pooling at his ankles in one motion. Cool air kissed his skin, his cock springing free, hard, leaking, the head glistening with pre-cum. He turned, facing away from her, the humiliation burning: ass presented, plug visible between his cheeks.

Elena stepped closer, her hand tracing his back down to his hips. She parted his cheeks gently, exposing the base of the plug fully. "Mmm," she murmured, voice pleased. "There it is, seated perfectly. You've been obedient, Alexander. Wearing it all day like I asked. Good boy."

The praise sent a warm rush through him, easing the humiliation slightly, his cock twitching at the approval. He had felt it every second, the fullness pressing his prostate, the subtle grind with each step, the drip of pre-cum soaking his boxers. Sitting had been torture: the chair pushing the base inward, intensifying the pressure, making him squirm and flush during calls. The sensations were vivid: deep pressure when still, a grinding throb when moving, the fullness making his balls ache with need, his cock dripping almost continuously, a slow, embarrassing ooze that soaked his underwear.

"How does it feel?" she asked, her finger circling the base, tugging lightly to make it shift inside him.

He swallowed, voice rough. "Full... constant pressure on my prostate. Every movement... it's there. Walking makes it grind, sitting pushes it deeper. My cock's been leaking pre-cum almost continuously, wet all day."

She laughed softly, the sound wicked. "Perfect. I love knowing you're walking around the office like that, full, leaking, squirming in your seat during meetings. My obedient little toy, prestretched and ready."

The words deepened his flush, the humiliation and arousal twisting tighter. She released him, stepping back. "Get dressed."

He pulled up his boxers and trousers quickly, the plug shifting with the movement, sending a fresh spark through him. The fabric clung slightly to the dampness, a reminder that would last the commute home.

"Good," she said, tone shifting to professional as if nothing had happened. "Having you filled like this will make it easier to fuck you with a nice big cock. I want you ready, always."

The promise hung in the air, laced with threat and allure. He nodded again, cock still hard, the fullness amplified by her words.

She looked like she was done, turning back to her desk, but then paused, glancing at him with a sudden spark in her eyes. "Wait. I suddenly want to fill your mouth while your ass is full."

The words hit him like a jolt, arousal surging anew. He watched as she opened the desk drawer, pulling out the smaller strapon, the original one, slimmer and shorter. The sight confused him slightly, why the small one? But he didn't question, dropping to his knees as she strapped it on over her skirt, the toy jutting forward.

"On your knees," she confirmed, stepping close, the dildo inches from his face.

He obeyed, mouth opening as she grabbed his hair, guiding him forward. The silicone slid past his lips, filling his mouth with the familiar rubbery taste. She thrust gently at first, then harder, the tip breaching his throat. He gagged immediately, eyes watering, throat convulsing around the intrusion. The humiliation was intense: ass full with the plug, mouth stuffed with her cock, both holes filled as she gloated.

"Look at you," she said, voice husky with enjoyment. "Both holes filled, my perfect little double-stuffed slut. Moaning around my cock while that plug grinds in your ass."

She fucked his mouth for a couple of minutes, short, sharp thrusts that made him gag repeatedly, tears streaming down his face. The plug shifted with his movements, pressing his prostate, the dual sensations overwhelming. She pushed fully in, breaching his throat, holding him there as he gagged hard, body heaving.

She mused aloud, voice breathy. "I need to start training your throat if I'm going to fill your mouth with bigger toys. Get you used to gagging, choking, taking it deep without pulling back."

He could only nod agreement through tears, mouth totally full, throat burning. The degradation was complete, gagging for her, ass plugged, on his knees in her office.

She laughed, the sound wicked and delighted. "Pathetic," she degraded him. "Gagging like a little bitch on my small cock. What a worthless throat slut, tears running, saliva dripping, all because you can't handle it. But you'll learn, won't you? You'll take bigger, deeper, gagging harder for me. My obedient little cock-sucker, choking just to please me."

The words cut deep, humiliation burning, but his cock throbbed harder, the plug's pressure amplifying everything. She thrust a few more times, then pulled out, leaving him coughing, saliva stringing from his lips.

She cleaned his face with a tissue from her desk, wiping his tears, his chin, with clinical efficiency. "That's enough for now," she said. "Dismissed. Go home and think about how both your holes are mine."

He stood on shaky legs, dressed quickly, and left, the plug still in place, mouth sore, face flushed with shame and arousal. The corridor was empty, but the risk lingered as he headed to the elevators.

A couple of days blurred into a rhythm of secret fullness and escalating obsession.

Alexander wore the plug every workday now, as Elena had commanded. The first morning after her order, he had inserted it in the office bathroom before 8 a.m., the cool silicone sliding in with practiced ease, the base seating snugly between his cheeks. By the time he reached his desk, the constant pressure on his prostate had him half-hard, pre-cum already dampening his boxers. The sensation was addictive: a deep, warm throb that radiated outward with every step, every shift in his chair. Walking the corridors, he felt it grind subtly, the curve nudging his spot in waves that made his breath catch. Sitting in meetings was exquisite torture, the chair pushing the base inward, intensifying the fullness until he had to adjust discreetly, thighs tensing to hide the squirm.

He had started to love it. The secrecy thrilled him in a way he hadn't anticipated. Around colleagues, chatting by the coffee machine, presenting in huddles, he carried this hidden fullness, his ass plugged while they discussed timelines and risks. No one knew. The risk of discovery heightened everything: a colleague brushing past him in the hallway, the subtle shift of the plug making him flush; sitting across from a partner in a one-on-one, the pressure building until he leaked steadily. The aroused energy in Elena's eyes when she saw him was the greatest thrill. In team meetings, when he sat down and couldn't hide the brief adjustment, the slight wince, the shift to accommodate the deep seat of the plug, her gaze would flick to him, dark and knowing. A faint smile would curve her lips, her cheeks flushing slightly, the predator recognizing her prey's discomfort and reveling in it. He lived for those moments, the silent exchange that made his cock throb harder under the table.

At night, the training continued. The soreness from the fisting had faded completely, and he moved confidently to the next size, the one with pronounced veins and greater girth. Lubed and on his back, he eased it in slowly, the stretch burning sweetly before blooming into that profound fullness he craved. He fucked himself with increasing rhythm, hand on his cock but stopping short of release, the prostate pressure building to maddening heights. He imagined her watching, praising his progress, preparing him for rougher use. The denial left him frustrated, aching, but obedient, and the cycle only deepened his submission.

Friday morning brought the summons he had been anticipating and dreading in equal measure.

Claire's voice came over his phone at 10:15. "Ms. Vasquez needs you for an Aurora update. Her office, now."

He stood, smoothing his shirt, the plug shifting deliciously as he walked. The usual ritual outside her door, waiting, hands ready, felt charged today, the weekend looming with unknown possibilities. Claire waved him in after a minute.

He entered, closed the door, and immediately clasped his hands behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. The office was quiet, blinds half-drawn, Elena at her desk with her hand... inside her skirt. The realization hit him like a jolt: her arm moved subtly under the fabric, cheeks flushed, lips parted in shallow breaths. She was masturbating, right there, in full view as he stood obediently. The sight paralyzed him, her composure cracked just enough to reveal raw need, the power dynamic flipped in this moment of her self-pleasure. His cock hardened instantly, the plug pressing deeper as he tensed, arousal surging at the intimacy of witnessing her like this.

She didn't speak for a full minute, her hand moving rhythmically, eyes locked on him with that dark hunger. The silence stretched, charged, his breath shallow as he held position. Then she reached for her mouse with her free hand, turning the monitor toward him.

The video began to play, the fisting session, high-definition and merciless. There he was on the floor, legs spread, her hand disappearing inside him to mid-forearm, knuckles breaching his rim as he moaned and arched. The audio captured everything: his gasps, her praise, the slick sounds of lube and flesh. His face on screen contorted in ecstasy as her fist pumped, prostate crushed, cum erupting into her waiting mouth.

Elena moaned softly, her hand still working under her skirt, cheeks flushed deeper. "This turns me on so much," she said, voice breathy but steady. "Watching you break down like this, taking my fist, stretching so wide for me. Becoming my pliable, obedient anal slut. I love it, Alexander. The way you surrender, the way your hole opens and takes everything I give."

He stood frozen, hands behind his back, cock straining painfully, the video replaying his humiliation while she pleasured herself to it. Emotions crashed: shame at seeing himself fisted, horror at the recording's existence, but arousal at her confession, her turning to his submission for pleasure.

She continued, eyes on the screen where her fist thrust deep. "I have more plans for you. So many more. Stretching you wider, filling you rougher, breaking you down further. And you have to think about this, how utterly destroyed your career would be if clips like this leaked. I would be cropped out, of course. Background blurred so no one knows it's my office. Just you, naked, moaning, taking a fist or a cock like a desperate slut. Your reputation gone. Blacklisted. Everything you've worked for, dust."

The threat landed cold and real, fear spiking through him. Why was she saying this now? To remind him of the leash? To test his obedience? He reasserted it immediately, voice steady despite the flush. "I understand, Elena. I'm yours. Completely obedient. I'll do anything you want."

She smiled, hand still moving under her skirt, the video looping his moans. The power dynamic was absolute, she was pleasuring herself to his degradation, threatening his professional life while he stood submissive, plugged and hard. He wondered at the timing, the cruelty of it, but the fear only deepened his submission, the arousal twisting tighter.

She didn't respond further, letting the video play, her breaths quickening as she watched. He stood there, arms behind back, the ritual holding him in place while she indulged.

After a long minute, her breathing grew shallower, a soft moan escaping as her climax neared. She didn't stop, riding the wave with quiet intensity until her body tensed, a shudder rippling through her. Only then did she withdraw her hand, smoothing her skirt with composed grace, her eyes locking on his with wicked satisfaction.

"Strip," she commanded, voice husky from release. "Everything off. Then lie on your back on the floor, legs open. I want to see that plug seated deep while I decide how to use you next."

Alexander obeyed without hesitation, fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers in his haste. Shirt, tie, trousers, boxers, all folded neatly on the guest chair under her watchful gaze. Naked now, skin prickling in the cool air, erection jutting shamelessly, he lowered himself to the carpet. The floor was hard against his back as he lay down, drawing his knees up and parting his legs wide, exposing the plug's base nestled between his cheeks, his hole full and presented. Vulnerability crashed over him, spread open on her office floor, plugged and hard while she remained clothed and in control, but the arousal was undeniable, his cock leaking onto his stomach as he waited for whatever she planned next.

Elena stood over him, still fully dressed in her tailored blouse and skirt, the harness already strapped on and the larger dildo gleaming with fresh lube. She looked down with open satisfaction, eyes tracing every inch of him.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, voice low and approving. “Look at you, spread open, plugged all day like a good boy. Your hole holding it so perfectly. I’m proud of you, Alexander. You’ve earned a reward.”

The praise sent a rush of warmth through him, his cock giving an eager twitch. He had worn the plug faithfully, felt it grind and press with every movement, squirmed in meetings while she watched with that knowing glint. Now the promise of reward, an orgasm, made his breath shallow, anticipation coiling tight.

She knelt between his legs, one hand bracing beside his hip, the other gripping the base of plug seated so maddeningly snug in his ass. With a firm tug, she eased it free. The sudden emptiness made him gasp, his rim clenching around nothing, a small gape left behind, pink, slick, and open. Elena hummed appreciatively.

“Such a pretty little gape already,” she said, tracing a finger around the rim. “Just from that plug. You’re stretching so well at home, aren’t you? Obedient slut.”

Before he could answer, she pressed the lubed head of the larger dildo against him. No additional warmup, just the slick toy pushing forward, the girth stretching him wide in one steady thrust. The burn was immediate and intense, his ring yielding to the familiar thickness, but the ease surprised even him. His body accepted it more readily than before, the weeks of training and daily plugging paying off. He moaned as it sank deep, the curve angling perfectly to grind against his prostate.

Elena sank to the hilt with a satisfied sigh, her hips flush against him. “Look at that,” she teased, voice husky. “Taking my big cock so easily now. No resistance, just opening right up for me. The plug is doing wonders, keeping you ready, loose, hungry. You must be fucking yourself hard every night, stretching that greedy hole just for me.”

He nodded, breath ragged, the fullness overwhelming. The larger dildo filled him completely, the stretch a deep, throbbing pressure that radiated pleasure with every small shift. She began to move, slow, deliberate thrusts at first, pulling out halfway before sliding back in, the slick glide making obscene sounds in the quiet office. Each inward push ground the head against his prostate, sending sparks through his core, his cock leaking steadily onto his stomach.

But she wasn’t finished with changes.

As she fucked him steadily, building a rhythm that made his moans spill freely, she reached to a discreet bag she had left near the sofa. From it she pulled a handful of delicate lace panties, black, red, pale pink, sheer and feminine, the fabric soft and revealing.

Alexander’s eyes widened, mortification crashing over him like ice water. He froze beneath her thrusts, the pleasure momentarily overshadowed by shock.

Elena slowed but didn’t stop, her hips rolling lazily as she held the panties up for him to see. “Another change to your uniform,” she said, voice calm but edged with wicked delight. “I don’t want to see those ugly boxer shorts anymore. From now on, these are what you’ll wear under your suits. Lace panties, pretty, slutty, secret. Every day, Alexander. I want you feeling them against your skin, reminding you what you are. My good little slut, both inside and out.”

He stared, frozen in horror. The idea was terrifying, wearing women’s underwear to the office, lace rubbing against his cock, the femininity of it clashing with everything he thought he was. His face burned, humiliation so intense it made his throat tight.

She thrust deeper, making him gasp. “You will not question me,” she said firmly, eyes locking on his. “This is what I want. You feeling like the slut you’ve become, plugged, pantied, ready for me whenever I decide. It completes the look, doesn’t it? My perfect hidden toy.”

The degradation sank in, twisting shame and arousal tighter. He nodded weakly, the fullness of her cock inside him and the lace in her hand overwhelming any protest. He was hers, body, wardrobe, secrets, and the realization left him trembling beneath her.

Elena knelt between Alexander’s spread legs on the office floor, the larger dildo buried to the hilt inside him, her harness snug against her hips. She had taken her time at first, slow, deliberate thrusts that let him feel every inch stretch and fill him, but now her rhythm quickened, hips snapping forward with increasing force. The slick glide of the toy was relentless, the curve grinding against his prostate on every deep push, sending jolts of pleasure radiating through his core. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking in perfect sync, firm, twisting pulls that coaxed more pre-cum to spill over her fingers.

“Feel how loose your asshole is,” she said, voice low and triumphant, eyes locked on where the dildo disappeared into him. “Taking this big cock so easily now, something you struggled with just weeks ago. Look at you, opening right up for me, swallowing every inch like you were made for it. I can’t wait to fist you again, Alexander. Feel my hand stretch you even wider, knuckles popping in, owning you completely from the inside.”

He moaned, head tipping back against the carpet, the words sinking into him like heat. The fullness was overwhelming, the stretch a deep, throbbing pressure that made his cock pulse in her grip. Every thrust rocked his body, the prostate stimulation building waves that threatened to drown him. Shame flickered, he was her toy, ass loose and eager after training, but the pleasure overrode it, his hips lifting to meet her despite himself.

She leaned forward, hand still stroking, the angle deepening the penetration. “I’m going to make sure you never cum without something in your ass again,” she whispered, breath hot against his ear. “Not until the day I release you from my control. And that won’t be soon, Alexander. Even with my influence, it’ll take years for you to reach the heights you want, the partnerships, the real power. You’ll need me for a long time. Years of this: obedience, degradation, escalation. Your ass my personal fuck hole, stretched and filled whenever I want.”

The words painted a future that terrified and thrilled him in equal measure. He imagined it, years under her thumb, promotions tied to submission, his body reshaped for her pleasure. The plug every day, toys at night, her fist or cock whenever she desired. The thought of that long, slow descent, being used, broken down, rebuilt as her perfect toy, sent a shudder through him. His cock throbbed harder in her hand, the arousal spiking at the permanence, the total loss of control.

Elena smiled, sensing his reaction, and fucked him faster, hand pumping his shaft in rhythm. “That’s right,” she murmured. “Think about it, all those years, your ass mine to use. And I have wonderful news for you.”

She slowed her thrusts just enough to draw out the moment, her eyes gleaming. “I’m flying out next week for in-person meetings with the Aurora clients. Critical negotiations, face time with their board. And I’ve chosen you to accompany me.”

His breath hitched, pleasure and shock mingling. The opportunity was huge, direct exposure to the client’s top executives, a chance to shine that could accelerate his trajectory years ahead of schedule.

“It’s great for your career,” she continued, thrusting deep again, the larger dildo burying itself to the hilt with a slick, forceful push that made him gasp and arch off the carpet. Her hand stroked relentlessly along his cock, fingers slick with his pre-cum, keeping him balanced on that exquisite knife-edge of pleasure. “More responsibility, more visibility. Face-to-face with their board, your name on every slide, your voice in every negotiation. You’ll come back looking indispensable.”

She rolled her hips slowly, grinding the toy against his prostate, drawing a shuddering moan from him before pulling back and slamming in again. “But we’ll be staying in the same hotel, of course. One suite. Connecting rooms for appearances so we can “plan intensively without interruption,” but the door between us stays open. A few days alone with you, save for daytime meetings, no office risks, no one to hear you through the walls.”

Her voice dropped to a wicked whisper, eyes gleaming as she leaned closer, hand tightening on his shaft. “I’ll have you all to myself, Alexander. Mornings before meetings, nights after dinners, every spare hour in between. I’ll tie you to the bed and fist you until you cry. Make you wear the biggest plug to client lunches so you squirm in your seat while discussing terms. Wake you with my tongue in your ass, fuck your throat until you’re hoarse, ride your face until I soak the sheets. No hiding, no quick clean-ups, no rushing because someone might knock. Just you, naked and available, for days.”

The threat, no, the promise, hung heavy in the air, laced with dark intent. Alexander’s mind reeled at the prospect of being alone with her in a hotel room, far from the office’s thin veneer of professionalism. Excitement surged first: the intoxicating possibility of more of her body, of tasting her pussy again, perhaps even exploring the curves he had only glimpsed beneath her clothes. He imagined her stripped bare, thighs wrapped around his head, her scent enveloping him for hours, her moans unrestrained in private.

But fear followed fast on its heels, cold and sharp. Without the office’s constraints, the risk of discovery, the need for discretion, she could abuse him without limits. Rougher fisting, longer sessions, toys he hadn’t seen yet, punishments for imagined infractions. No quick escapes, no colleagues to interrupt. Just her, relentless, pushing his boundaries until he broke in new ways. The career boost was real, glittering and close, but the price was his body surrendered completely for days on end, every hole and inch hers to use as she pleased.

The mix left him trembling beneath her thrusts, terror at the unknown extremes she might inflict, thrill at the total possession, and a desperate, shameful craving for whatever she chose to give.

Elena leaned over him, her blouse brushing his chest as she resumed stroking his cock with deliberate, slick pulls, her hand gliding from base to tip, twisting lightly at the head to spread the pre-cum that leaked steadily. At the same time, her hips snapped forward harder, the larger dildo plunging deep into his ass with forceful rhythm. The dual sensations overwhelmed him: the stretch pulling at his rim on every thrust, the curve grinding relentlessly against his prostate, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through his core; her hand pumping his shaft in perfect sync, building the coil tighter and tighter. He moaned helplessly, legs spread wide, body rocking with each impact, the carpet rough against his back.

Her hand tightened on his cock, stroking faster, the pleasure spiking as she pulled back and slammed in again. “I’ll film you taking my huge cock in every hole, in every position, and you’ll be begging for it. At night I’ll ride your face until I can’t take any more, then flip you over and fuck you raw, rough, no warm-up, just pounding your ass until it’s gaping and ruined. You’ll be my perfect little pet, Alexander, obedient, desperate, ass always filled and stretching to its limit. Crawling for me, whining for my cock, thanking me for every degradation.”

The words sank into him like hooks, each one timed with a thrust and stroke that built the pleasure unbearably. Humiliation flooded him: imagining himself reduced to that, tied, fisted, plugged in public settings, used without restraint in a hotel suite far from the office's thin protections. The degradation was total, his career advancing while his body became her plaything, ass a constant fuck hole, mind reshaped around surrender. Shame burned, but the arousal was stronger, his cock throbbing in her grip, pre-cum flowing freely. The buildup to orgasm became inextricably linked to the humiliation: every spike of pleasure tied to her words, her visions of his abasement, making surrender feel like the only path to release.

She fucked him harder now, hips slamming, the dildo pounding his prostate in rapid waves while her hand pumped relentlessly. "Beg for it," she commanded, voice breathy with her own building excitement. "Beg for the humiliation. Beg to be my degraded little pet in that hotel. Beg to cum while I fill your ass and break you down."

The words tore from him, desperate and broken. "Please, Elena... humiliate me. Make me your pet, stretch me, use me, degrade me in the hotel. I need it. Please let me cum... while you fill my ass. I need it so badly, I need to cum for you."

She laughed softly, thrusting deep and stroking faster, holding him on the brink as his body trembled, the pleasure coiling to an unbearable peak, humiliation and surrender the only keys to release.

She leaned down, her breath hot against his ear, her blouse brushing his chest as she drove deeper. "You're ready," she whispered, voice husky with her own arousal. "Cum for me now. Tip over that edge, spray it all over yourself while I pound this loose little hole."

The permission shattered him. Orgasm hit like a freight train, his body convulsing as ropes of cum erupted from his cock, arching high and splattering across his chest and stomach in thick, hot streaks. Elena gripped his throat with her free hand, fingers tightening around his neck, not completely choking, but firm enough for leverage and tight enough that he felt his face turning a deep red, pulling him closer as her hips ground hard, the dildo buried to the hilt. The pressure amplified everything: the chokehold adding a dizzying edge of dominance, her thrusts slamming deep, prostate crushed under the relentless pounding. He cried out, body bucking wildly, cum spraying in forceful pulses, wave after wave, buckets it seemed, coating his skin in sticky warmth. The convulsions racked him, every muscle tensing and releasing, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, his vision blurring as the orgasm dragged on, prolonged by her unyielding fucks.

Exhausted and spent, he collapsed under her, limbs limp against the carpet, chest heaving as the aftershocks trembled through him. Cum cooled on his skin, pooling in the dips of his abdomen, the scent musky and sharp in the air.

Elena smiled down at him, triumphant, and pulled out slowly, the dildo withdrawing with a wet, sucking sound that made him whimper. His ass gaped in its absence, the rim stretched and puffy, cool air rushing against the open hole like a whisper of exposure. She admired it for a moment, tracing a finger around the edge. "Beautiful," she murmured. "So open for me now."

She reached for tissues from her desk, wiping the lube from his ass with efficient swipes, the touch clinical but intimate, making him flinch at the sensitivity. Then, her eyes gleaming with wicked intent, she scooped a big glob of his cum from his stomach, thick, warm, sticky, and smeared it over the plug she had set aside earlier. The silicone glistened with his own release, the scent mingling with lube.

"Open wide," she said, positioning the plug at his entrance. Before he could fully recover, still panting, body limp, she pushed hard, seating it deep inside with one firm thrust. The intrusion shocked him, the plug sliding in easily with the slickness of his cum, filling him again without mercy. He groaned, the sudden pressure reigniting the ache, his ass clenching around it as the cum-lubed toy pressed his prostate once more. The feeling was degrading, his own load pushed back inside him again, warm and oozing, a refill that made him feel utterly used.

Elena leaned back, wiping her hands clean. "There," she said, voice reasserting her dominance. "Full again, with your own hot cum inside that stretched hole. You're mine, Alexander, body, career, everything. I own you completely, and you love it, don't you? The way I use and degrade you, turn you into my obedient slut."

He nodded weakly, the truth undeniable despite the shame. "Yes... I love it."

She smiled, standing and smoothing her skirt. "Good. I'm looking forward to our time away next week. Days of this, pushing you further, breaking you down in that hotel suite. No office distractions, just you and me. You'll be my pet, full and stretched to your limits, begging for more."

The words lingered as he lay there, exhausted, the plug a deep, warm presence inside him, his mind swimming with post orgasmic glowing pleasure, his body totally owned by her. Somewhere in his addled mind, he wondered how she could destroy him any more thoroughly than this. It wouldn’t be long before he would find out.


Part Eight

Claimed Without Limits


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:
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