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The air in the high-rise always carried that particular scent after midnight—polished marble, chilled steel, and the faint metallic tang of ambition. Power lingered here like perfume that refused to fade.

She was always the last one left in the building, or so it seemed. These women moved through glass towers and marble lobbies with the quiet confidence of predators who had already won. Tailored suits hugged their bodies like second skin, heels clicking with deliberate rhythm against floors that cost more per square foot than most men earned in a year. Their voices could close multimillion-dollar deals or reduce a confident executive to silence with a single raised eyebrow.

And tonight, like so many nights before, one of them had made an offer that could not be refused.

In the dim glow of her corner office, Victoria watched Nathan stand before her desk, his wedding ring catching the low light as his hands trembled slightly at his sides. The proposal had been simple, spoken in that cool, velvet tone she reserved for negotiations: the VP title, the corner office, the salary bump that would finally silence the whispers about his stagnant career. All he had to do was accept her terms. Complete. Unquestioned. Sexual submission.

Nathan’s throat worked as he swallowed, the weight of his marriage, his pride, and his desperate need for advancement colliding in his chest. Victoria rose slowly, the soft rustle of her silk blouse the only sound breaking the silence. She circled him like a collector examining a new piece, her fingers trailing lightly over his shoulder, feeling the tension coiled in his muscles.

“Take off your jacket,” she murmured, her breath warm against his ear. “And then everything else.”

The fabric whispered as it fell. When he stood bare before her, skin prickling with gooseflesh under the cool office air, Victoria smiled—a slow, satisfied curve of crimson lips. She reached for the sleek black box on her desk and withdrew the tight rubber catsuit, its surface gleaming like liquid obsidian. The material was thick, unyielding, designed to cling and constrict. She helped him step into it, her hands smoothing the slick rubber up his calves, over his thighs, sealing his torso inside its slick embrace until only his cock and ass remained exposed, vulnerable, already half-hard from the humiliating thrill of exposure.

The massive vibrating plug came next. Victoria coated it generously with clear, viscous lube that dripped in thick strands from her fingers. She pressed the blunt tip against his tight ring, circling slowly, teasing the sensitive flesh until it fluttered and yielded. Nathan’s breath hitched audibly as she pushed forward, the thick silicone stretching him open inch by deliberate inch. A low, guttural groan escaped his throat when the widest part breached him, his cock twitching violently and leaking a clear bead of pre-cum that rolled down his shaft.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice husky with arousal. She activated the plug with a small remote, and the deep, rhythmic vibrations began immediately, pulsing against his prostate with merciless precision. Nathan’s knees nearly buckled.

For the next three hours she made him stand there, reciting quarterly risk reports from memory while his body burned. Every time his voice faltered or his hips jerked involuntarily, she increased the intensity. Sweat beaded on his forehead and trickled down his rubber-encased chest. His cock stood rigid, flushed dark red, the head glistening with continuous leakage that dripped in sticky threads onto the expensive carpet. His balls drew tight, aching with the need for release he was forbidden to take.

When he was finally sobbing, voice cracking on financial projections, thighs shaking uncontrollably, Victoria stepped close. She hiked up her tight skirt, revealing she wore nothing underneath, her pussy already swollen and slick with her own arousal. The scent of her—musky, sweet, intoxicating—filled his nostrils as she gripped his hair and pulled his face between her thighs.

“Lick,” she commanded softly.

Nathan obeyed with desperate hunger. His tongue delved between her slick folds, tasting the salty-sweet tang of her juices as they coated his lips and chin. Victoria rode his face with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, grinding her clit against his tongue while the plug continued its relentless assault inside him. Her breathing grew ragged, soft gasps turning into low, throaty moans that echoed in the empty office. When she came, it was sudden and violent—her thighs clamping around his head as hot, clear fluid squirted across his tongue and down his chin in pulsing waves, soaking his rubber-covered chest.

She didn’t give him time to recover.

Pushing him forward over the wide mahogany desk, Victoria strapped on the thick, veined dildo with practiced ease. She pressed the blunt head against his already stretched hole, right beside the still-vibrating plug, and pushed in with one smooth, merciless thrust. Nathan cried out, the dual fullness overwhelming, his cock trapped against the cool wood, leaking profusely. She fucked him hard and deep, hips snapping with controlled power, the wet slap of skin and rubber filling the room alongside his broken whimpers and her satisfied groans.

Only when he was babbling, begging incoherently for something—anything—did she lean down and whisper against his ear:

“Tell me you’ll never cum again without my permission.”

“I... I’ll never cum again... without your permission,” he gasped, tears of overwhelming pleasure and humiliation streaking his face.

Victoria smiled against his neck as she drove into him one final time, feeling his body surrender completely beneath her.

The promotion papers were already prepared on her desk, waiting for her signature in the morning.

And this was only the first of many such agreements whispered behind closed doors in the city’s gleaming towers.
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