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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.


Thank You for Reading!

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

Browse all my books here:

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

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