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In the shadowed heights of Vanguard Capital, where power is the only true currency and ambition a relentless flame, Elena Vasquez holds court with unyielding grace. A department head in her late thirties, she commands mergers and acquisitions with a mind as sharp as her tailored suits, her beauty a weapon honed by discipline and marathon miles. Her corner office overlooks Manhattan like a throne, earned through ruthless intellect and an instinct for dominance that leaves rivals dismantled and subordinates eager to please.

Alexander Reed, thirty-two and once the embodiment of controlled hunger, entered her domain a year ago as the firm’s most promising analyst. Lean, driven, and quietly magnetic, he climbed swiftly on talent alone, earning permanence and promotion under her watchful gaze. He desired her from the start, her authority, her form, the way she moved through rooms like she owned the air itself, but company policy and the chasm of power kept him silent. He believed the risk too great, the fall too certain.

Elena, however, had already chosen the risk.

What began as calculated touches, a hand lingering in an empty break room, a stockinged foot sliding up his thigh beneath her desk, quickly escalated into deliberate possession. In the hush of a near-deserted evening, she summoned him to deliver a report and, behind a locked door, knelt before him in full professional attire. Her mouth took him slowly, expertly, drawing helpless sounds from his throat, but the true claiming came when she pressed a slick finger inside his untouched entrance. He tensed, instinct flaring to resist, yet the moment she curled against his prostate the fight dissolved into shuddering surrender. Pleasure detonated through him, deeper and more consuming than anything he had known, and she milked him relentlessly until he spilled thick pulses down her throat, her gaze never leaving his.

Days later, during the Aurora project briefing, she kept him behind and bent him over the low coffee table in broad daylight. Three lubed fingers stretched him open while her other hand stroked his cock, prostate massaged in slow, merciless circles until he rocked back to meet her thrusts. She withdrew abruptly, produced a silicone dildo the length and girth of his own erection, and took his anal virginity with deliberate, grinding strokes, her hips aligned behind the base, driving it deep while she reached around to pump him. He babbled admissions of how good it felt to be used, begged for release, only for her to deny him at the brink. Calmly wiping him clean, she declared ownership over his orgasms, forbidding him to come without permission, the prolonged desperation intended to render him pliant.

Under new rules, no release without consent, waiting outside her office like any supplicant, a silent ritual of hands behind back upon entering, she rewarded obedience with another explosive climax days later, three fingers milking his prostate while her thumb swirled the sensitive head until he erupted into her waiting palm.

Yet the escalation did not pause. On a quiet evening after the floor emptied, she summoned him again. He waited as instructed, enduring the mild public humiliation of standing like a petitioner while her assistant remarked on his newfound deference. Once inside, Elena praised his compliance and work, then fastened a strapon harness over her formal dress and fitted the same dildo. She ordered him fully naked, on hands and knees upon the carpet, a position of utter vulnerability, ass raised, cock hanging heavy while she remained impeccably clothed.

She warmed him slowly with slick fingers, stretching him to three once more, massaging his prostate in languid circles that left him rock-hard and dripping without a single touch to his shaft. The pleasure built from deep within, waves radiating outward until he trembled on the edge. Then she mounted him properly, no desk, no half-measures, thrusting hard and deep with her strapon, the base grinding against her clit with every snap of her hips. She fucked him relentlessly, chasing her own release, her breaths growing ragged as the pressure overwhelmed her. Orgasm crashed through her in shuddering waves, her grip tightening on his hips as she held him impaled, using his body for her pleasure alone.

She never touched his cock, only teased him for the steady trail of pre-cum staining her carpet, forcing hoarse admissions of how exquisite it felt to be taken. When she finished, she withdrew abruptly, leaving him aching and denied, reminding him that his climax was not guaranteed, sometimes her sessions were solely for her enjoyment. She dismissed him with cool efficiency: go home, rest, and do not dare cum without permission. Yet she dangled the carrot, if he continued as her good little anal slut, his next promotion might arrive sooner than expected.

Alexander left her office reeling, dressing in stunned silence while the city lights blurred beyond the glass. Disbelief warred with shame: he had let his boss strap on a dildo and fuck him on the floor of her office, naked and on all fours like an animal, and he had loved every thrust. Horror flickered at how naturally he had submitted, how his body had opened and craved the invasion, how the prostate-driven pleasure had left him dripping and desperate. He ached fiercely for the release she withheld, a frustrated throb that followed him home. A buried part of him still yearned to reverse roles, to pin her down, to penetrate and dominate as he once did with lovers. Yet with Elena, submission felt inevitable, almost predestined. He was horrified by the depth of his enjoyment, ashamed of the ease with which he yielded, but quietly, undeniably glad to offer himself so completely to her command.

The ambitious analyst who once mapped his ascent with surgical precision now walks a tighter path, bound by rules, denial, and the intoxicating promise of her approval. Elena has claimed his body inch by inch, orgasm by withheld orgasm, and the escalation shows no sign of slowing. Whatever she plans next will arrive on her terms, behind her locked door, where Alexander continues to learn, through pleasure, denial, and surrender, exactly how much of himself he is willing to surrender to rise under her unrelenting guidance.

A couple of weeks slipped by in a rhythm that felt both torturous and strangely addictive.

Alexander obeyed every rule with a discipline that surprised even himself. He waited outside Elena’s office whenever summoned, enduring the quiet scrutiny of passing colleagues and Claire’s occasional knowing glance. He paused just inside the threshold of her door, whether alone or in the midst of a crowded project update, placed his hands behind his back, and held the position until she acknowledged him. The gesture was invisible to everyone else, but to him it was a constant, private pulse of submission. Each time he did it, a flush of heat rose in his chest: embarrassment, arousal, and a quiet pride that he was performing exactly as she wished.

At home, the nights blurred into a cycle of restraint and longing. Some evenings, unable to bear the building pressure, he would lie on his bed and touch himself, slow, deliberate strokes that recalled the slick glide of her fingers or the deep pressure of the dildo. He would edge closer and closer, breath ragged, hips lifting off the mattress, chasing the memory of prostate pleasure that haunted his thoughts constantly. The sensation was always vivid: the warm, radiating waves that started deep inside and spread outward, making his cock throb without direct contact. But every time the tension coiled unbearably tight, her voice cut through his mind, “I own your orgasms now,” and he forced his hand away. Release hovered just out of reach, denied. The frustration that followed was sharper than before, a restless, aching hunger that left him tossing in the sheets, hard and leaking, desperate for her touch. Edging only amplified the obsession; it turned denial into a craving that pointed solely toward her.

In the office, Elena’s presence had become a gravitational force. A glimpse of her striding down the corridor in a tailored suit, heels clicking with authority, was enough to tighten his throat and stir his cock. During meetings, when she directed questions his way or praised his contributions in front of the team, he felt the invisible leash tug, her calm, professional voice carrying the private weight of ownership. He found himself watching her hands as she gestured, remembering how those same fingers had opened him, milked him, controlled him. The obsession grew quietly, insidiously. He replayed their encounters in idle moments: the way she had fucked him on the carpet, fully clothed while he knelt naked; the shudder of her own climax against the base of the dildo; the casual dismissal afterward, as if using him had been no more remarkable than signing a contract.

She rewarded obedience with measured generosity.

Three times in those two weeks she kept him late. Each session followed the same ritual: he waited outside until summoned, entered, closed the door, and stood with hands behind his back, even once when two other directors lingered for a brief strategy discussion. The risk of discovery sent adrenaline spiking through him, but he held the pose, face composed, while Elena concluded the conversation with cool efficiency. Only when the others left did she lock the door and turn to him.

The rewards were brief but intense. She would bend him over the arm of the low sofa or the edge of her desk, trousers lowered just enough, and work him open with lubed fingers, slowly, deliberately, until he was trembling and dripping. She massaged his prostate with the same expert patience, drawing out long, low moans he could barely stifle, his cock straining untouched. Once, she brought him to the brink with three fingers stretching him wide, rubbing relentlessly until pre-cum pooled on the floor beneath him. Another time, she edged him for what felt like hours, withdrawing whenever his breath hitched too desperately. She never let him finish. Each time she withdrew her hand, wiped it clean, and dismissed him with a soft, “Good boy. Go home. No touching.”

The denial sharpened everything. The frustration from his solitary edging sessions only deepened the ache, turning every thought of anal pleasure into a near-constant undercurrent. He caught himself fantasizing in the middle of conference calls, imagining her fingers inside him again, the deep, rolling waves that made his knees weak. The obsession tightened its hold: he needed her control, her touch, her approval more than he needed release. In quiet moments he felt the full weight of how far he had fallen, or perhaps risen, into her orbit. The ambitious analyst still existed, delivering flawless work and earning quiet praise from partners, but beneath it all lived a man who stood with hands behind his back in crowded rooms, who edged himself to the brink at night and stopped because she had commanded it, who felt an almost reverent gratitude every time she chose to reward him with the intimate invasion he now craved.

Two weeks of perfect obedience, and the hunger for her next summons had become a steady, thrumming ache he carried everywhere.

Alexander’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter just after 8 p.m. on Thursday, the screen lighting up with her name.

**Elena Vasquez** 

Come in 30 minutes early tomorrow. Go straight to my office. I’ll see you at 0730 sharp.

No greeting, no signature, no emoji, just the crisp, unmistakable tone of command that had become his private language for desire and apprehension. He stared at the message longer than necessary, thumb hovering over the screen as if a reply might be expected. None was. He knew better by now.

The apartment fell suddenly quiet around him, the low hum of the refrigerator and the distant murmur of traffic fading under the rush of blood in his ears. Tomorrow was the quarterly all-hands meeting, one of the firm’s biggest gatherings of the year, partners flying in, the auditorium booked, presentations polished to a high gloss. Everyone would be there early, caffeinated and alert. And yet, thirty minutes before even the earliest birds arrived, he would be in her office, alone with her, behind a locked door while the building still slept.

Excitement flared first, sharp and immediate. His cock stirred in his sweatpants, thickening at the mere implication of her summons. Two weeks of perfect obedience had left him in a near-constant state of low-level arousal, the denial sharpening every thought of her into something electric. The memory of her fingers stretching him open, the deep, rolling pleasure from his prostate, the way she had fucked him on the carpet while remaining fully dressed, all of it lived just beneath his skin now, ready to surface at the smallest trigger.

His imagination ran wild, unbidden and vivid.

He pictured arriving at 7:25, the lobby eerily empty, security guard offering a sleepy nod as he swiped his badge. The elevator ride up forty-two floors in silence, his reflection in the mirrored walls showing a man outwardly composed but with pupils already wide with adrenaline. Waiting outside her door in the dim pre-dawn light, hands clasped behind his back as required, heart hammering while the minutes crawled.

Then the door opening. Elena already there, perhaps in one of those severe, high-neck dresses that hugged her athletic frame, hair pulled back, makeup minimal but flawless. She would step aside without a word, let him enter, lock the door behind him. Maybe she would make him strip immediately, clothes folded neatly on the guest chair while she watched, fully dressed, the power imbalance stark and intoxicating. Or perhaps she would leave him clothed at first, bend him over the desk in his suit trousers, lower them just enough to expose him, and work him open slowly with lubed fingers while the first early arrivals began filtering into the lobby far below.

He imagined the risk: the building waking up around them, voices echoing in the corridors, while she took her time with him. Maybe she would use the dildo again, harnessed over her work attire, fucking him steadily until he dripped onto her carpet, then send him out minutes before the floor filled, flushed, aching, carrying her scent and the secret stretch inside him into the all-hands meeting like a brand.

Or perhaps the reward would be simpler, crueler: edging him to the brink with her mouth or hand, then stopping, leaving him hard and desperate through the entire presentation, forced to sit in the auditorium with a suit jacket across his lap while she delivered opening remarks from the stage.

The possibilities spiraled, each more intoxicating than the last. His cock was fully erect now, straining against the soft fabric of his sweatpants. He palmed himself once, slowly, then forced his hand away, remembering the rule, remembering the sharper ache that came from teasing without release. The frustration only heightened the anticipation, turning tomorrow’s summons into something almost sacred.

He set the phone down, walked to the window, and looked out over the city lights. 0730 sharp. Thirty minutes before the world arrived. Whatever she had planned, he would be there, obedient, eager, already half-undone by the mere promise of her attention.

Sleep that night was fitful, broken by dreams of locked doors and the slow, deliberate press of her inside him. When his alarm finally sounded at 5:45 a.m., he woke hard and aching, the text from the night before still glowing in his memory like a beacon.

He showered, dressed with care, dark suit, crisp shirt, tie knotted perfectly, and left the apartment early, the Thursday summons pulling him toward the office like an invisible thread. Whatever waited at 0730, he was ready to meet it.

Alexander arrived at Vanguard Capital at 7:25 a.m., the lobby echoing with the quiet hum of early-morning security checks. The building felt like a sleeping giant, only a handful of overnight traders and janitorial staff stirring in the lower floors. He swiped his badge, rode the elevator alone, and walked the dim corridor to Elena's office, his heart pounding with a mix of excitement and nerves. The anticipation from her text had kept him restless all night, imagination running wild with visions of her fingers, the dildo, perhaps even release after the weeks of teasing and denial. His cock was already semi-hard in his trousers, the rules of obedience making every step feel charged.

The door to her outer office was unlocked, Claire's desk empty this early. Elena's inner door stood slightly ajar, a sliver of light spilling out. He paused just outside, hands instinctively clasping behind his back, the ritual ingrained now. But before he could settle into the wait, the door swung open fully. Elena stood there, impeccable in a navy pencil skirt and white blouse, hair loose in waves that framed her face. Her eyes met his with that familiar predatory gleam, softened by a faint smile.

"No need to wait today," she said quietly, stepping aside. "Not enough people around to make it... instructive. Come in."

He entered, the door clicking shut behind him. She locked it with a deliberate turn of the key, the sound echoing in his chest like a promise. The office was bathed in the soft dawn light filtering through the blinds, her desk clear except for her laptop, already open and angled away from him. She moved close, her perfume, a subtle spice, invading his senses, and placed a hand on his chest, pushing him gently back against the door.

"I've been thinking about you," she murmured, her voice low and intimate. "Last night, touching myself to some homemade videos. Imagining your tight little asshole, how perfectly it takes my fingers... my cock. The way it clenches when I push deep. It got me so wet, Alexander."

His breath caught, arousal surging hot and immediate. Homemade videos? The implication hit him like a jolt, had she been recording them? But the thought dissolved under the heat of her words, his cock hardening fully against his zipper. She stepped back, gesturing to the chair in front of her desk.

"Trousers and underwear down. Bend over the chair."

He obeyed without hesitation, hands fumbling with his belt as emotions swirled: excitement at her proximity, anticipation of her touch, a flicker of vulnerability at exposing himself so early in the day. The office felt more exposed in the morning light, the building stirring awake around them. He lowered his pants and boxers to his ankles, his erection springing free, already leaking at the tip. Bending over the chair, he gripped the arms, ass presented, the cool air raising goosebumps on his skin.

Elena moved to her desk, turning the laptop screen toward him. "Watch this," she said, hitting enter.

The video began to play, high-definition and clear, the angle from a hidden camera somewhere to the side, perhaps on a shelf or disguised among her awards. To Alexander's surprise, which quickly twisted into horror, he saw himself on the screen: naked, on hands and knees on her office carpet, ass in the air. Elena stood behind him in her formal attire, harness strapped over her dress, the dildo gleaming as she positioned it at his entrance. The audio captured his gasps, her murmurs, the slick sounds of entry. Horror flooded him, she recorded this? During their last full session? Or all of them? The violation of privacy hit hard, shame burning in his cheeks as he watched his on-screen self moan and rock back, taking her thrusts with eager submission. But beneath the shock was a dark fascination, his cock throbbing harder at the sight of his own debasement.

As the video played, Elena's hips snapping forward, his body yielding, the real Elena knelt behind him. He felt her hands part his cheeks gently, her breath warm against his skin. Surprise turned to paralysis as her tongue flicked out, tracing the rim of his hole with a slow, deliberate lick.

The sensation was electric, unlike anything he had felt before. Her tongue was soft, wet, and insistent, circling the tight pucker with gentle pressure that sent shivers racing up his spine. He gasped, body locking in place, the shock of it paralyzing him: his boss, the powerful Elena Vasquez, was eating his ass, tonguing him like a forbidden delicacy, right here in her office before the workday began. The warmth of her mouth contrasted with the cool air, her tongue dipping lower to lap at the sensitive skin just below, then returning to probe the entrance with light, teasing flicks. It was intimate, invasive, the wetness spreading as she licked broader strokes, flattening her tongue to cover more area, the slick friction awakening nerves he didn't know existed.

Pleasure built slowly, a deep, humming vibration that radiated from his ass outward, making his balls tighten and his cock throb untouched. Her tongue swirled in lazy circles, pressing firmer against the rim, the muscle yielding slightly under the persistent warmth. He felt every texture, the soft tip probing, the flat press massaging, the occasional suck that drew a whimper from his throat. The sensations layered: the initial shock giving way to a melting relaxation, his hole twitching under her attention, the pleasure coiling low in his belly like a promise of more. It was humiliating, being rimmed like this, bent over while she knelt fully clothed, but the horror mingled with ecstasy, paralyzing him in a haze of conflicting emotions. Shame at enjoying such a taboo act, fear of how far she would push, but an overwhelming surrender to the bliss.

On the screen, the video progressed: past Elena's fingers warming him up, to the moment she mounted him, the dildo sliding in deep. Alexander watched in horrified fascination as his on-screen self moaned, ass clenching around the toy, hips pushing back to meet her thrusts. The real sensations amplified the visual, her tongue now delving deeper, the tip pushing past the rim with gentle insistence, fucking him shallowly with wet, rhythmic motions. The pleasure intensified, a deep ache that made his cock leak steadily onto the chair seat below, his body trembling with the effort to stay still.

Elena pulled her face away briefly, her breath hot against his slick skin. "Enjoying the show?" she asked, voice husky. "Watching an eager slut get their hole stretched and fucked?"

Before he could respond, her mouth returned, tongue plunging back in with renewed vigor. The words hung in the air, twisting the knife of humiliation as he watched the Elena in the video grind against him, chasing her own climax while he dripped untouched. The sensations overwhelmed: her tongue swirling inside now, the wet heat exploring, lapping at the sensitive inner walls with firm, insistent strokes. It was messy, intimate, the saliva coating him, dripping down his perineum, the slurping sounds obscene in the quiet office. Pleasure radiated in waves, each lick sending sparks to his prostate without direct touch, making his cock pulse and throb, pre-cum stringing in long threads. He was paralyzed, by the new, mind-melting bliss in his ass, the shock of her rimming him so eagerly, the horror of watching himself get fucked on screen. Emotions crashed: disbelief at the depravity, shame at his body's eager response, but a dark, undeniable ecstasy that left him moaning softly, lost in the dual assault of sensation and sight.

The video played on, the hidden camera capturing every humiliating detail of their previous encounter. On-screen, Elena, fully clothed in her sheath dress and blazer, gripped his hips, the harnessed dildo sliding deep into his naked, bent-over form on the carpet. The audio was crisp, his own moans filling the office like an echo of betrayal: low, needy sounds that grew louder as she thrust harder, the toy grinding against his prostate with each snap of her hips.

He knew he wasn't allowed to protest. The rules were etched into him now, no arguing, no bargaining, just obedience. But internally, the battle raged like a storm. Horror clawed at him first: seeing himself like that, ass in the air, body rocking back to meet her thrusts, face contorted in pleasure-pain. It was one thing to experience it in the heat of the moment, lost in sensation; another to watch it as a detached viewer, the vulnerability laid bare in high definition. Shame burned hot in his chest, who was this man on the screen, dripping pre-cum onto the carpet, whimpering like a slut while his boss fucked him? He wanted to tear his eyes away, to end the humiliation, to shatter the screen and pretend it never happened. The fear of exposure gnawed at him, what if the video leaked? What if someone found it? His career, his reputation, everything he had built, gone in an instant.

Yet he couldn't look away. His gaze was glued to the scene, every second drawing him deeper into the emotional maelstrom. Part of it was the shock of discovery: when had she set up the camera? During that session, or had it been recording all along? The realization twisted like a knife, other videos probably existed, hidden on her drive, capturing every finger-fuck, every denied orgasm, every time he begged. The thought horrified him further, a wave of panic that made his stomach drop. How many? The first blowjob and fingering? The coffee table denial? He imagined them all, a digital archive of his submission, proof of how thoroughly she owned him. Shame deepened into self-loathing: how had he let this happen? He was a rising star, ambitious and in control, now reduced to a secret plaything, filmed like porn for her private amusement.

But threaded through the horror was something darker, more insidious: arousal. Watching himself take the dildo, his ass clenching around it, body shuddering as she drove deep, stirred a reluctant heat low in his belly. The video Elena was building speed now, her thrusts harder, the base grinding against her clit as she chased her release. His on-screen moans synced with the real-time pleasure assaulting him: Elena's tongue plunging deeper, the wet, insistent probing that made his hole twitch and relax under her attention. The sensations were overwhelming, the soft, warm lap of her tongue circling his rim, then dipping inside with rhythmic fucks that mimicked the dildo on screen. Each stroke sent sparks racing up his spine, the nerves awakening in ways that made his cock throb untouched, pre-cum dripping steadily onto the chair seat below.

Internally, the battle intensified. He wanted to hate it, to protest the degradation of being eaten out like this, her face buried between his cheeks, tonguing him with eager, slurping sounds that filled the room. The shock of it paralyzed him: Elena Vasquez, the powerful department head, on her knees rimming her subordinate before an all-hands meeting. It was filthy, taboo, a reversal that should have repulsed him. Yet the pleasure was undeniable, a deep, humming bliss that radiated from his ass to his balls, making his erection strain and pulse. Shame warred with ecstasy: how could he enjoy this so viscerally? The video amplified it, the on-screen Elena moaning softly as she fucked him harder, her own climax approaching, while the real one sucked gently at his hole, her tongue flattening to lap broad strokes that left him slick and trembling.

He watched every second, unable to tear away. The video reached its peak: Elena's hips bucking erratically, grinding deep as orgasm crashed over her, her cries muffled but clear through the speakers. His on-screen body shuddered with her, ass clenching around the toy, pre-cum pooling beneath him in humiliating evidence of his arousal. The sight twisted the knife deeper, horror at his submission, shame at the enjoyment etched on his face, fear of the other videos she must have, capturing every moment of his descent. What if she showed them to him next? Or worse, used them as leverage? The panic spiked, but so did the pleasure: Elena's tongue delving deeper now, fucking him shallowly, the wet heat exploring his inner walls with firm, insistent pressure that made his knees weaken and his cock leak more.

Finally, the digital Elena pulled out, the dildo slipping free with a wet pop, the file ending abruptly on a freeze-frame of his spent, trembling form. The screen went black, reflecting his flushed face back at him.

Elena pulled her face away, her breath hot against his slick skin. She rose slowly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as she turned the laptop away. "I made myself cum so hard watching that little video last night," she teased, her voice husky and amused. "Over and over, seeing your tight hole stretch around my cock, the way you took it like you were made for it. I wanted you to enjoy it too, before the all-hands meeting. A little morning motivation."

He remained bent over, ass still exposed and glistening from her saliva, emotions crashing like waves. Horror at the video's existence, shame at watching his own debasement, but a dark thrill at her confession, she had pleasured herself to him, to his submission. It twisted the humiliation into something almost flattering, feeding the obsession that had taken root.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. "Your ass tastes great," she whispered, her tone softening to a sultry promise. "So clean, so responsive. I can't wait to tongue-fuck you again, deeper next time, until you're begging."

With that, she straightened, smoothing her skirt as if nothing had transpired. "Get dressed and get to the auditorium. We have a meeting to run."

Alexander pushed himself up on shaking legs, pulling up his underwear and trousers with unsteady hands. The slickness between his cheeks lingered, a constant reminder of her mouth on him, the video burned into his mind. He fastened his belt, adjusted his tie in the reflection of her window, and left without a word, stepping into the corridor as the first waves of employees began arriving.

The all-hands meeting started at 9:00 sharp in the firm’s auditorium, the room filling with over two hundred staff, analysts, partners, support teams, all buzzing with the quarterly energy. Alexander sat in the third row, notebook open, but his mind was fractured. The sensations from her office replayed relentlessly: the wet heat of her tongue probing him, the shock of the video, the horror of other recordings she must have. His ass felt sensitive, slick still, every shift in his seat a reminder. His cock remained half-hard, the arousal unresolved, distracting him from the slides on revenue projections.

Elena took the stage midway through, delivering updates on mergers with her trademark poise. When she called on him for a quick input on Aurora synergies, "Alexander, care to elaborate on the valuation bridge?", he fumbled, his response delayed and vague, mind still on the freeze-frame of his naked form.

She sharpened instantly, her voice cutting through the room like a blade. "Focus, Alexander. We expect precision in these forums. Redo that summary, clearly this time."

The rebuke landed publicly, heat flooding his face as murmurs rippled through the crowd. He knew she did it on purpose, aware exactly why he was distracted, the rimming, the video, the denied release. Horror deepened: thoughts of other videos plagued him, a secret library of his submissions, leverage she could wield at any moment. Shame at his distraction mingled with the lingering pleasure, leaving him adrift in the meeting, her control absolute even from the stage.

Alexander returned to his desk in a haze, the auditorium's buzz fading behind him as colleagues dispersed for lunch or follow-up huddles. The all-hands meeting had dragged on for another hour after Elena's sharp rebuke, her voice echoing in his mind like a lash. He had recovered enough to deliver a clearer summary, but the damage was done, partners glancing his way with raised brows, a few sympathetic nods from peers. Now, back at his station, he sank into his chair, notebook discarded, staring blankly at his dual monitors. The flush of humiliation lingered on his skin, mingled with the slick reminder between his cheeks from her morning attention. His cock, still half-hard from the rimming, throbbed faintly, a frustrating echo of the denied release.

He woke his computer, the login screen a welcome distraction, but before he could dive into emails, a new notification popped up. From Elena. Subject: Performance in Today's Meeting.

His stomach dropped. He clicked it open, scanning the lines with a mix of dread and anticipation.

Alexander,

Your distraction during the all-hands was noticeable and unacceptable. I expect more from you, especially as we ramp up on Aurora. Precision and focus are non-negotiable if you're to continue advancing in this firm. We'll discuss taking on additional responsibilities soon, perhaps a one-on-one next week to align on expectations.

Best, 

Elena

The words were professional, laced with plausible deniability, anyone reading it would see a standard managerial nudge. But to him, it was a private sting, her knowledge of exactly why he had faltered hanging between the lines. The hint at "additional responsibilities" carried a double edge: professional growth, yes, but also the promise of more intimate demands. He felt a surge of fear, had he disappointed her enough to risk a punishment? But beneath it was that familiar pull, the desire to prove himself, to earn back her softening praise. He archived the email without replying, burying himself in spreadsheets to drown the thoughts.

Over the next few days, the video consumed him like a shadow he couldn't shake.

It started innocently enough: a fleeting replay during his commute home that evening, the freeze-frame of his naked body impaled on her dildo burning behind his eyelids. But by Friday night, alone in his apartment, it had become an obsession. He paced the living room, the city lights blurring through the windows, his mind looping back to the hidden camera's angle, the way it captured his moans, his ass clenching around the toy, her composed face as she ground against him. Horror crept in slowly: that video existed on her work computer, a digital bomb tucked away in her files. What if IT stumbled on it during a routine scan? What if she shared it, blackmail, leverage, or worse? The fear gnawed at him, a cold knot in his stomach. His career, his reputation, everything, could evaporate if that footage surfaced. He imagined the headlines, the HR investigation, the blacklisting in the industry. No backing out now; she held all the cards, and he had handed them to her one surrender at a time.

Saturday morning, he tried to distract himself with a run through Central Park, the crisp winter air biting at his lungs. But even pounding the paths, his thoughts drifted back. The video wasn't just evidence; it was a mirror to his transformation. Watching himself take her thrusts, body arching in pleasure, had been humiliating, but arousing too. He hated how his cock stirred at the memory, how the fear mingled with a dark fascination. By evening, edging in the shower, he stopped short again, her rules holding him back. The frustration peaked: he didn't want the recordings to continue, didn't want every intimate moment captured in detail, a permanent record of his submission. It felt like a violation, stripping away the last illusion of control. He toweled off, staring at his reflection, horrified by the man looking back, obsessed, dependent, craving her dominance despite the risks.

Sunday brought uneasy reflection. He sat at his dining table, laptop open to Aurora files, but his mind wandered. The fear of the videos persisted, a constant undercurrent: how many more did she have? The first fingering? The coffee table denial? Each one a potential noose. Backing out seemed impossible, she could ruin him with a single email attachment. But deeper, he didn't want to stop. The internal justification built slowly, brick by conflicted brick. Dedicating himself totally to her meant letting go, trusting her with everything, including the recordings. If he surrendered completely, gave her what she wanted without reservation, perhaps the risks would fade into the rewards. The promotions, the power, the pleasure, it was all intertwined. He remembered the softening in her eyes when he obeyed perfectly, the way her praise made him feel seen, valued, remade. The anal pleasure haunted him too, the deep, radiating bliss that no self-touch could replicate. He craved it, needed her to unlock it again. By evening, the justification settled uneasily: continue, submit fully, and let her do as she wished. The fear lingered, but so did the pull, stronger, more insistent.

Monday dawned with the same routine, but the obsession had woven itself into his days. In meetings, seeing her command the room, he felt the control she wielded like a physical tether. He was becoming obsessed with her, not just sexually, but wholly. Her voice, her gaze, the way she moved. The videos were a chain, but one he almost welcomed, binding him closer. The fear of them on her work computer never fully abated, a constant hum of horror and shame, but he pushed it down, focusing on the uneasy peace: total dedication was the path forward, risks be damned. He would let her do what she wanted, recordings and all.

The following Wednesday arrived with the weight of inevitability. Alexander had spent the intervening days in a low simmer of anticipation and self-reproach, the video replaying in his mind at the most inconvenient moments, during client calls, in the gym shower, even as he drifted off to sleep. The horror of its existence had dulled to a constant, gnawing anxiety, but it was always there, a silent reminder of how far he had fallen and how thoroughly she held him.

At 3:15 p.m. sharp, he stood outside her office. Claire was at her desk this time, offering a polite nod as he paused in the corridor, hands clasped behind his back as required. After a brief wait, just long enough to feel the familiar flush of mild humiliation, she waved him in.

Elena was seated behind her desk, reviewing notes on her monitor. She looked up as he entered, closed the door behind him, and, without being prompted, assumed the position: hands behind his back, posture straight, eyes forward. A faint curve touched her lips.

"Good," she said simply. "Sit."

He took the chair opposite her, heart already beating faster.

She leaned back, folding her hands. "First, the all-hands. Your distraction was noticeable, Alexander. I expect better composure in public settings, especially when the entire firm is watching. It undermines the image we're building for you."

The rebuke was mild but precise, landing exactly where it hurt. He nodded, cheeks warming. "It won't happen again."

"See that it doesn't." She let the silence linger a moment, then continued, tone shifting to crisp professionalism. "That said, your work on Aurora has been strong. The partners are impressed with the depth of your modeling and the client-facing summaries you've prepared. I've decided to give you a more direct role."

Alexander's pulse quickened, a mix of genuine excitement and wary suspicion.

"You'll be the primary point of contact for the Aurora executive team going forward," she said. "Direct calls, strategy sessions, final sign-off on deliverables before they reach me. It's unusual for someone at your level, but you've earned the visibility."

He stared, almost disbelieving. Primary on a flagship deal? Face time with C-suite clients? This was the kind of exposure that fast-tracked careers. "Thank you, Elena. I won't let you down."

Her smile was small, knowing. "I know you won't."

Of course, the unspoken truth hung between them like smoke: he was getting this honor because she was using his body, dominating his mind, bending him to her will in ways no one else could imagine. Obedience had its rewards, and she was true to her word. He had followed every rule, waiting, edging without release, standing with hands behind his back even in crowded rooms, and now the professional payoff was materializing. The deal they had struck, unspoken but ironclad, was holding.

"There are other responsibilities, of course," she continued, rising smoothly from her chair.

She walked to the office door, the click of her heels deliberate on the marble. Alexander watched, breath catching, as she turned the lock with a soft, final snick. The sound sealed them in, the outside world muffled beyond the frosted glass.

Elena returned to her desk, opened the lower drawer, and withdrew the familiar black harness. She stepped into it with practiced efficiency, adjusting the straps over her tailored skirt and blouse, the empty O-ring at the front a silent promise. No dildo yet, just the harness itself, framing her hips like a statement of intent.

She looked up at him then, her smile slow and unmistakably predatory, eyes dark with hunger.

Alexander's stomach dropped, arousal and apprehension flooding him in equal measure. Whatever came next, he was already hers.

Elena leaned against her desk, the harness now secured over her skirt, the empty O-ring at the front gleaming under the office lights like an open invitation, or a threat. Alexander sat frozen in the chair, his gaze locked on the apparatus, heart pounding as the implications sank in. This wasn't just a discussion about client roles; it was the other side of the "responsibilities" she had mentioned. The professional facade had cracked open, revealing the intimate control she wielded so effortlessly.

She watched his reaction with that predatory smile, savoring the way his eyes widened, the subtle shift in his posture as arousal and apprehension warred within him. "You've handled the added pressure on Aurora well," she said, her voice smooth and conversational, as if they were still discussing deal flow. "The client team trusts your insights. But advancement requires handling more... intensity. In every aspect."

With that, she reached into the desk drawer again, her hand emerging with something new. Alexander's breath caught as she held it up for his view: a dildo, larger than the one she had used before. It was eight inches long, thicker in girth, with pronounced veins ridging the silicone surface and a slight upward curve at the tip. The base was flared for the harness, and it shone faintly in the light, realistic in flesh tone but imposing in scale. Shock rippled through him, his mind flashing to the previous sessions, how the medium one had stretched him to his limits, filled him completely. This one was bigger, more demanding, and the sight of it in her hand sent a jolt of fear straight to his core.

"Elena..." he started, voice hoarse, but she cut him off with a raised brow.

"No bargaining," she reminded him softly, echoing her words from before. "You agreed to this. All of it."

He swallowed hard, nodding, but internally the battle raged. The size intimidated him, would it hurt? Would he be able to take it without tearing? The thought of that thickness breaching him, stretching him wider than before, stirred a mix of terror and unwelcome curiosity. His cock, already stirring from the sight of the harness, hardened further, betraying his body's eagerness even as his mind recoiled. He wanted to please her, to earn the promotions and her approval, but this escalation felt like a test he wasn't sure he could pass.

Elena stepped closer, the dildo in hand, and fitted it into the harness with a practiced snap. The toy jutted forward now, even more imposing attached to her clothed form, the curve pointing upward like it was designed to hit his prostate with precision. She adjusted the straps once more, ensuring stability, her eyes never leaving his face. "Stand up," she commanded. "And strip. Completely."

Alexander rose on unsteady legs, hands fumbling with his tie, then his shirt buttons. The office felt charged, the locked door a thin barrier against the bustling floor outside. He shed his clothes piece by piece, jacket draped over the chair, shirt folded, trousers and boxers lowered until he stood naked before her, cock erect and twitching in the cool air. Vulnerability crashed over him: fully exposed while she remained impeccably dressed, the power imbalance stark and intoxicating.

"Lie on your back on the desk," she instructed, clearing a space with a sweep of her arm. Papers fluttered to the side, unimportant now.

He complied, climbing onto the polished wood, the surface cool against his bare skin. Lying back, he spread his legs slightly at her nudge, knees bent, ass at the edge for easy access. The position felt even more exposing than hands and knees, his cock pointing skyward, balls drawn tight, hole presented like an offering. Fear tightened his chest: the dildo loomed larger from this angle, the curve promising deep, unrelenting pressure. But her gaze on him, hungry and approving, stirred that submissive pull, he wanted to take it for her, to prove his dedication.

Elena coated the toy generously with lube, her hand stroking it slowly as if to emphasize its size. "This is going to stretch you wider than before," she said, voice low and teasing. "But you'll take it. For me."

She positioned herself between his legs, one hand on his thigh to steady him, the other guiding the tip to his entrance. The initial press was gentle, a testing nudge against his rim, the girth already feeling impossible. Alexander tensed, breath shallow, emotions swirling: fear of the pain, shame at his eagerness, but a deep craving for the fullness she promised. She circled the tip, spreading lube, letting him feel the pressure build without forcing it.

"Breathe," she murmured, her free hand trailing up his inner thigh, brushing his balls lightly. The touch distracted him, arousal spiking as she pressed forward.

The head breached him slowly, the stretch immediate and intense, a burning pressure that made him gasp, his ring yielding reluctantly to the thicker girth. It felt like being split open, the veins dragging against his inner walls with exquisite friction. He gripped the desk edges, knuckles white, as she inched deeper, the curve angling perfectly toward his prostate. Pain mingled with pleasure, the burn fading into a profound fullness that filled him completely, nerves awakening in waves.

Elena held still once fully seated, letting him adjust, her hips flush against him. "Look at you," she whispered, eyes dark with satisfaction. "Taking it all. So tight around me, without even a warmup with my fingers. I thought I’d have to stop and stretch you with my hand like before, but here you are, from tight and untouched to filled just like the perfect anal slut you were meant to be."

He nodded weakly, breath ragged, the initial shock giving way to a deep, throbbing bliss as his body adapted. The size was overwhelming, stretching him to new limits, the curve pressing firmly against his prostate even without movement. His cock leaked steadily onto his stomach, untouched but pulsing with need.

She began to move, slow thrusts at first, pulling out halfway before sliding back in, the lube easing the glide but the girth making every inch feel deliberate. The drag against his walls was intense, the veins adding texture that heightened every sensation. Alexander moaned, head tipping back against the desk, emotions crashing: vulnerability at being splayed like this, shame at the sounds escaping him, but an overwhelming pleasure that drowned it all. Each inward push ground the curve against his prostate, sending sparks racing through him, his cock jumping with every stroke.

Elena built the rhythm gradually, her hands on his thighs for leverage, thrusting deeper, harder. The desk creaked faintly under the force, her clothed body a stark contrast to his naked one. She fucked him with purpose, hips snapping forward, the toy plunging relentlessly. The sensations layered: the stretch pulling at his rim, the fullness owning him from within, the prostate pressure building a coiling tension in his core. He felt owned, reduced to this, moaning, leaking, body arching to meet her.

"Touch your cock," she commanded, voice breathy as she drove harder.

His hand wrapped around himself, stroking in time with her thrusts, the dual stimulation devastating. Pleasure spiked, her fucking him hard now, the dildo slamming against his prostate in rapid waves, while his fist pumped his slick shaft. The buildup was excruciating, days of denial making every sensation sharper. He gasped, hips bucking, the orgasm rushing toward him like a freight train.

"Cum hard for me, Alexander, cum while I fill your tight little hole," she ordered, thrusting deeper, faster.

Release hit like an explosion, sudden, violent, unstoppable.

The first pulse tore through him without warning, a deep, internal detonation centered on his prostate. Elena’s dildo was still buried to the hilt, the curved shaft crushed against that swollen gland, and when her hips ground forward one final time, the pressure became unbearable. His cock jerked hard in his hand, and the first thick rope of cum fired out in a high, forceful arc. It splashed across his chest, hot and heavy, the sensation so intense it felt like his entire nervous system had rerouted itself through that single point inside him. He cried out, a raw, broken sound that echoed off the office walls, his body convulsing with ecstasy.

The second rope followed immediately, even thicker, spraying higher this time, splattering his throat, his chin, a few drops landing on the desk. The pleasure was blinding, white-hot, radiating outward in concentric waves that made his toes curl, his thighs quake, his arms strain as he gripped the edges of the desk. Every muscle in his body locked and released in rhythmic spasms, the orgasm not localized to his cock but a full-body seizure of ecstasy. His prostate throbbed under the crushing pressure of her cock, each slow thrust drawing out more cum, more pleasure, as though she were literally milking it from him. The third spurt was longer, slower, a heavy rope that painted a line from his sternum to his navel, warm and viscous, pooling in the dips of his abdomen. He could feel each individual contraction, his cock pulsing, balls tightening painfully, the deep gland inside him spasming in time with every heartbeat.

Elena kept fucking him through it, her hips moving in short, deliberate pumps that prolonged the waves. The fourth rope came with a strangled moan from his throat, weaker but still forceful, splattering across his abdomen. The final spurts followed in quick succession, each one a little less voluminous but no less intense, his prostate still being hammered and rubbed raw, forcing his body to give up everything it had left. Cum dripped from his cockhead in thick strings, coating his hand as it gripped his shaft, unable to move with the sheer pleasure flooding him. The orgasm stretched impossibly long, ten, twelve, fifteen seconds of continuous pulsing, his entire lower body convulsing, the pleasure so overwhelming it bordered on pain. His vision whited out at the edges, sounds muffled to a distant roar, every nerve ending lit up and singing with the sheer force of it.

Elena’s eyes, predatory, triumphant, never left his face. She watched every twitch, every spurt, every tear that leaked from the corners of his eyes as the ecstasy broke him open. Her smile widened, slow and feral, as she saw the ropes arc and fall, the way his body shook under her, the way he surrendered completely to the prostate-driven climax she had forced from him after building him with ongoing denial. There was joy in her gaze, dark, possessive joy, at seeing him lose control so thoroughly, so messily, so helplessly. His cum painted his body in evidence of her dominance: thick white streaks across his chest, stomach, throat, even a few drops on his chin and cheek. He looked ruined, claimed, hers.

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

As the aftershocks faded, his gaze drifted, and there, on the shelf to the side, he noticed it: the small, discreet camera lens, angled perfectly toward the desk. Horror flickered through the haze: it was the same spot from the video, and it was pointing right at them now, probably recording every moment.

Elena slowed her thrusts, smiling down at him, but said nothing about the camera. He lay sprawled on the desk, chest heaving, skin slick with his own release. Thick ropes of cum striped his torso from collarbone to navel, cooling rapidly in the office air. The aftershocks still rippled through him, his ass clenching around the thick silicone that filled him, the curved head pressed firmly against his prostate even in stillness. His legs trembled, draped over the edge, feet barely touching the floor. He felt utterly spent, exposed, and owned.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice low and amused. “You barely touched your cock and you came like a horny little slut. Shooting all over yourself the moment I fucked you hard enough. Couldn’t even hold back, could you? Just had to paint your own chest the second that big cock hit your spot.”

Heat flooded his face, shame and lingering arousal twisting together. He had come undone so quickly, so completely, without even needing to stroke himself much at all. The evidence was undeniable, his cum in pools on his skin, his body still trembling from the intensity. He tried to form words, but only a soft, embarrassed sound escaped.

Elena gave a shallow thrust, just enough to make him gasp and clench around the toy. “Pathetic, really,” she continued, tone light but cutting. “All it takes is a thick cock in your ass and you lose control completely. Good thing I like my sluts eager.”

She eased back slowly then, withdrawing inch by inch. The drag of the larger girth was intense on the way out, his stretched ring gripping reluctantly, the veined texture catching on sensitive nerves. When the head finally slipped free, the sudden emptiness made him whimper. Cool air rushed against his open hole, and he felt it, gaping, loose, the muscle slow to close after the prolonged stretch.

Elena stepped to the side, tilting her head as she inspected him. “Oh, Alexander… look at that.” Her voice dripped with mock sympathy. “Your pretty little hole is gaping so wide. I can see right inside you. All that work stretching you, and now it’s just open and waiting, like it’s begging for more.”

He flushed deeper, mortified, unable to stop himself from feeling the truth of it, the cool draft, the unfamiliar looseness. The humiliation burned, but his spent cock gave a weak twitch all the same.

She reached down, running a single finger around his rim, tracing the puffy, slick edge. “This is your new responsibility,” she said, tone shifting to cool authority. “You’ll be taking this size from now on. No more going back to the smaller, easier one. Your ass belongs to the bigger cock now. You’ll learn to crave it, to open for it without hesitation. Understood?”

“Yes, Elena,” he whispered, voice hoarse, the words automatic even as fear and arousal mingled at the permanence of her declaration.

“Good boy.”

She straightened, unfastening the harness with efficient movements and setting the dildo aside on a discreet towel from her drawer. “Clean yourself up,” she instructed, gesturing to the box of tissues on the desk. “I want you presentable again.”

Alexander pushed himself upright on shaky arms, legs unsteady as he slid off the desk. He wiped the cum from his chest and stomach with trembling hands, the tissues sticking slightly to his skin. The ache in his ass was deep and persistent, a reminder of the stretch, the size, the way he had taken it all. He dressed in silence, boxers, trousers, shirt, tie, each layer restoring a fragile veneer of professionalism while the lingering gape and soreness beneath told a different story.

Elena, meanwhile, cleaned the dildo thoroughly with wipes from the same drawer, drying it before sliding it back into its place. The harness followed, tucked away neatly. She looked as composed as when he had arrived, blazer buttoned, skirt smoothed, not a hair out of place.

When he finished dressing, she returned to her chair, expression calm and businesslike once more.

“Next time,” she said, meeting his eyes, “the pleasure will be a little more focused on me. You’ll work harder for yours, if you get any at all.”

The promise, no, threat, hung in the air, laced with anticipation.

“You’re dismissed.”

Alexander nodded, throat tight, and left the office on legs that still felt unsteady. The door closed softly behind him, the lock clicking into place as he stepped into the corridor, carrying the ache, the taste of humiliation, and the quiet certainty that he would be back, eager, obedient, and already wondering how much further she would take him.

Later that afternoon, Alexander sat at his desk, mechanically working through a client deck while the lingering ache in his body kept pulling his mind back to Elena’s office. Every shift in his chair reminded him of the stretch, the fullness, the humiliating intensity of his orgasm across his own skin. He had managed to focus for stretches, but the memory of the new, larger dildo and the way it had owned him completely kept resurfacing like a tide.

His phone vibrated on the desk, face-down. He flipped it over, expecting a work Slack or calendar reminder. Instead, the lock-screen preview showed an unknown number, no name saved, and a thumbnail that made his stomach drop.

He unlocked the phone with a trembling thumb.

The message was a single photo, no text.

It was a still from today’s recording.

The angle was perfect, side-on, capturing everything. He was on his back on the desk, legs spread wide, face contorted in helpless ecstasy at the exact moment of climax. Thick ropes of cum arced through the air, frozen mid-flight, splattering toward his chest. And between his legs, Elena, harnessed, skirt hiked just enough, was buried to the hilt, the new, thicker dildo fully sheathed inside him, her hips pressed flush against his ass.

The image was stark, undeniable proof of his surrender.

Heat rushed to his face in a burning wave of shame. He glanced around quickly, cubicle walls shielding him, no one looking over his shoulder, but the flush deepened anyway, crawling down his neck. Anyone could have seen that notification preview. Anyone could ask why he suddenly looked like he’d been caught stealing.

He stared at the photo longer than he should have, unable to delete it immediately. The shame was visceral: seeing himself like that, legs splayed, cock erupting while she claimed him completely. It was pornographic, degrading, permanent.

Yet even as the humiliation seared him, blood surged southward. His cock, sore and spent from earlier, began to harden again in his trousers, pressing uncomfortably against the zipper. The sight of his own submission, the visual proof of how thoroughly she had taken him, stirred that dark, traitorous heat. He shifted in his chair, the lingering ache in his ass amplifying the arousal, a physical echo of the dildo’s stretch.

He locked the phone and set it face-down, pulse racing, but the image was burned into his mind. Shame and desire tangled so tightly he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

He couldn’t wait for the next time she made him cum.

The thought arrived unbidden, undeniable, and he hated how true it was. The denial, the buildup, the explosive release under her control, it was becoming something he craved, something he needed. And knowing she had this photo, this power, only sharpened the edge.

He exhaled shakily, adjusted himself discreetly under the desk, and tried, futilely, to return to the spreadsheet on his screen. The numbers blurred.

All he could see was that frozen moment: his cum in the air, her buried deep inside him, owning every inch of him. He knew she would touch herself to today’s recording, and the thought thrilled him. He couldn’t wait to give her the pleasure she informed him she would be receiving next time, in whatever way she desired.


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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