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The Plaza Hotel ballroom was drowning in the muted glow of massive crystal chandeliers. Thousands of refracted beams danced across the diamonds adorning the necks of the women present and flared in polished flutes of Dom Pérignon. The hum of New York’s elite merged into a steady, seamless backdrop—the white noise of immense wealth. Mayors, Wall Street sharks, and media moguls had gathered for a single purpose.

Maya Lewis stood behind a heavy oak lectern, surveying this ocean of power. Exactly one year ago, she had been serving coffee in boardrooms on the hundredth floor. Today, these people were here to listen to her.

She took a slow breath and squared her shoulders. Her dark navy velvet evening suit, austere yet devilishly expensive, fit her like a second skin. The impeccably tailored blazer and slim trousers, concealing towering stilettos, served as the armor of a confident corporate partner. Maya radiated absolute composure and professionalism.

But none of the three hundred people in the room suspected that beneath the heavy fabric lay a tiny silicone toy—a secret tethering the speaker to the only person in the room whose opinion actually mattered.

Victoria Stone occupied a seat at the center table in the very first row. Perfect posture, chin slightly tilted. Her ash-blonde hair was styled to the last strand. One hand effortlessly held the stem of her glass, while the other rested on her knee, hidden from prying eyes by the folds of the snow-white tablecloth. That was where the miniature matte remote lay.

"We stand on the threshold of a new era of corporate responsibility," the Foundation Director’s voice rang out, steady and commanding, amplified through the microphones.

Maya shifted her gaze to the center table. The CEO’s eyes remained dark, predatory, and unblinking. Victoria’s finger moved slightly, scrolling the hidden wheel on the remote.

A heavy, thick heat instantly flooded Maya’s lower abdomen. The toy inside her purred to life, emitting a silent but powerful vibration that hit the mark with agonizing precision.

Maya’s fingers gripped the edges of the lectern tighter. The wood groaned almost imperceptibly under her strain.

"Our investments in educational programs..."

The words came with difficulty. Air struggled to pass through her parched throat. It took an incredible feat of will to keep her face inscrutable while her inner thighs reflexively clenched against the mounting stimulation. An elderly senator in the third row nodded approvingly, completely unaware of what that confident tone was costing the speaker.

This was their new game. A test of endurance. Victoria was proving her absolute power here, in front of the entire city, reminding her: the title of partner and a beautiful office changed nothing. This perfect, successful woman on stage belonged to her. From the first to the very last cell.

The finger on the remote moved another millimeter. The intensity spiked.

The hammering against her ribs became painfully frequent. Maya bit the inside of her lip. The metallic tang of blood helped her focus on the text, tearing her consciousness from the haze of approaching release. She couldn't break. Not now.

"...will allow us to open doors for those who have been denied them," the speaker concluded, holding a flawless beat.

Victoria looked away and took a slow sip of champagne. Not a single muscle flickered on her aristocratic face, but the corner of her lips lifted almost imperceptibly. Approval. It was the ultimate reward. The toy went silent, leaving behind a throbbing void and a primal, almost feral need for more.

The speech ended. The room erupted in deafening applause. Investors rose to their feet, showing respect to the new head of the foundation. Maya stepped down from the stage, keeping her back straight. Every step resonated with a leaden weight in her legs, which could barely support her.

Security discreetly pushed back the press, allowing the woman of the hour to vanish behind the heavy burgundy drapes of the service corridors.

The cool gloom of the hotel’s technical zone felt like salvation. Maya leaned her forehead against the cold wall, trying to steady her ragged breathing. Oxygen burned her lungs. The sounds of music and conversation stayed far behind, muffled by thick acoustic panels. The silence pressed against her eardrums.

The familiar sound of footsteps made her straighten up. The rhythmic click of heels on marble. Slow. Deliberate. The stride of a predator cornering its prey.

Her boss appeared from around the corner. A flawless Tom Ford tuxedo accentuated every curve of her figure. Victoria stepped close, cutting off any path of retreat. The scent of her perfume—a heavy blend of sandalwood, bergamot, and something unmistakably commanding—filled Maya’s lungs.

"You were perfect, Miss Lewis," the voice came low, enveloping every frayed nerve.

Strong hands settled on the girl’s waist, jerking her around and pinning her back against the wall. The grip was hard and uncompromising. Victoria tolerated no defiance, neither in business nor here, in the shadows of the staff hallway.

"You never missed a beat. I’m proud of you."

"You..." Maya’s voice broke into a quiet whisper. "You are unbearable. Three hundred people were looking at me. The press was there."

Victoria stepped even closer, crushing Maya against the heavy silk wallcoverings with her weight. A right knee wedged between the girl's legs, pressing hard through the velvet fabric of her trousers. The hidden silicone device pressed into her most sensitive spot with such force that Maya’s vision blurred with pleasure.

"And not one of them knew exactly how you were being occupied on my stage."

The small matte remote slid along Maya’s jawline, traveling lower, forcing her to tilt her head back and expose her defenseless neck. The cold plastic contrasted with her flushed skin.

"Press it," Maya pleaded breathlessly. "Please."

The sapphire eyes across from her narrowed dangerously. They held nothing but pure ice.

"I don't hear the proper respect for your boss. Who gave you the right to give orders?"

"I beg of you..." Maya’s fingers frantically bunched the silk lapels of the black tuxedo. Her body involuntarily arched toward the agonizing pressure of that knee. "Finish this. I can't take it anymore."

Instead of an answer, Victoria slipped the remote into her pocket. Her left hand slid under Maya’s blazer, encircling her throat. Her thumb pressed firmly against the carotid artery, monitoring the frantic pulse. The pressure was exactly enough to show strength without causing harm.

"Look at me."

Green eyes flickered to the face before her. They held absolute, unconditional surrender. All the power Maya had projected five minutes ago before the crowd of investors crumbled into dust under those cold fingers on her neck.

"I allow it," Victoria said softly.

The button in her pocket was pressed. Maximum mode.

Air hissed through Maya’s gritted teeth. Her lips parted in a silent, jagged exhale. The tension that had been building for the last half hour shattered every internal barrier. A heavy, crushing wave crashed over her, erasing the hotel, the gala, and the hundreds of guests from her mind. Muscle spasms rolled through her body one after another, forcing her short nails to dig into Victoria’s shoulders.

The grip on her neck remained firm, an anchor holding her in reality, refusing to let her look away, forcing her to live through the moment in total, devastating contact. The world narrowed down to this dimly lit corridor and the absolute authority of those dark eyes.

When the peak passed, leaving behind only a sweet, heavy weakness and total physical exhaustion, Victoria slowly released her fingers. She pulled a perfect white handkerchief from her breast pocket and gently dabbed the perspiration from her partner’s temple. Every movement was steeped in a chilling, possessive tenderness.

"Compose yourself. We return to the ballroom in ten minutes," Mrs. Stone said, adjusting her flawless cuffs. "We have a meeting scheduled with the French delegation. Margot Laurent does not like to wait."

Maya nodded silently, leaning her back against the cool wall. The name of the French media conglomerate boded no good, but right now, it didn't matter. Her perfect armor was restored. Once again, they were an invincible tandem.

Maya spent exactly three minutes in the staff restroom, bringing her breathing back to normal. Cold water on her wrists. Her perfectly sharp eyeliner was intact. The face in the mirror was a mask of flawless professionalism, though deep inside, heavy, lingering ripples of her recent release still pulsed. She adjusted the collar of her navy velvet blazer, fastened the button, and pushed open the heavy door, returning to the dazzling light of the ballroom.

The CEO was already waiting for her at the foot of the marble staircase. Victoria held two glasses of sparkling water, served with a twist of lemon. She handed one crystal flute to the approaching Maya. A brief, barely perceptible brush of fingers conveyed more than any words. Confidence. Control. Protection.

"The Laurent Media delegation is by the panoramic window," the billionaire said, looking over the crowd. Her profile looked as if it were carved from Carrara marble. "Stay close. Let her speak first. Margot loves the sound of her own voice; it’s her vulnerability."

They moved through the hall. The crowd of investors and politicians respectfully parted before the head of Stone Enterprise and the director of her new charitable foundation. This was their joint appearance, a demonstration of power. Maya walked half a step behind, perfectly synchronizing her pace with her companion’s rhythm.

The group by the window stood out. French accents, expensive watches, a casual, almost lazy grace. At the center stood Margot Laurent. If Victoria seemed like absolute ice—calculated and austere—the head of the European media conglomerate resembled dark silk and venom. Inky-black hair, styled in a flawless bob, exposed a long neck. She wore a custom-made deep burgundy suit, her lips painted the color of dried blood.

Noticing the two women approaching, the Frenchwoman cut off her conversation with some banker and turned fluidly. Her dark eyes instantly locked onto the face of the Stone Enterprise CEO, completely ignoring everyone else.

"Victoria. Chérie," Margot’s low, velvety voice effortlessly cut through the ballroom hum.

The media mogul stepped forward and, instead of a formal handshake, took the ash-blonde’s shoulders, kissing her on both cheeks. The movement was too fluid, too intimate for a business reception. Maya unerringly read the gesture: a display of territorial claim. A reminder of a past where the young American had no entry.

Victoria returned the greeting politely but pulled away a fraction of a second earlier than social etiquette required. Her icy armor was back in place.

"Good to see you in New York, Margot," the American said, her tone impeccably businesslike. "Congratulations on the successful acquisition of the Spanish syndicate. Your shares are showing excellent growth."

"Business is tedious when there is no spark, is it not?" Margot smiled lazily, and only now did her gaze slide sideways. Her eyes, sharp as a scalpel, traveled over the younger girl’s figure, lingering on the velvet suit. "And this must be your new... acquisition. The star of the evening."

The word "acquisition" hung in the air, precise and insulting. Maya met that evaluating gaze without lowering her chin. Inside her, a cold wave of competitive fire rose, displacing the last remnants of her earlier weakness in the corridor.

"Maya Lewis, Director of the Stone Foundation," the girl introduced herself in a level tone, extending her hand first.

The Frenchwoman returned the greeting. Her fingers were cool and strong. A massive men’s signet ring with black onyx flashed on her ring finger.

"Margot Laurent. I have heard much about your... meteoric career successes, Miss Lewis. Jumping from a personal assistant’s chair to the director’s seat of a foundation in one year—that requires exceptional talent." The woman paused microscopically, stretching the vowels. "Or exceptional submissiveness."

The hint was so transparent it crossed all boundaries of corporate courtesy. The surrounding guests tactfully looked away, pretending to be absorbed in their drinks. The air between the three women could be cut with a knife.

Victoria’s palm slid smoothly onto the small of Maya’s back. A firm, possessive touch through the heavy fabric. It didn’t look like a protective gesture. It was an absolute demonstration of ownership, addressed solely to her rival.

"My wife possesses both, Margot," the American CEO’s voice dropped half an octave, taking on that metallic clang that made people in boardrooms swallow nervously. The word "wife" sounded like the click of a cocked hammer. "And her efficiency is the primary reason my foundation attracted more investment in a month than your European division did in the entire last quarter. So, I would advise you to choose your terms more carefully."

Margot laughed softly, not at all unfazed, though her dark eyes narrowed dangerously for a second. She took a sip of champagne, her gaze never leaving Victoria's hand, which rested confidently on the young girl’s waist.

"You always did love polishing uncut diamonds, Victoria. Your tendency to dominate those who are weaker is quite charming at times, even if you call them wives. We shall see how long this pretty toy lasts when the real game begins. Tomorrow morning, my lawyers will send you a merger proposal for our media assets. I strongly suggest you review it before the markets open."

With those words, the head of the conglomerate raised her glass in a slight salute and, turning on her high heels, vanished into the crowd, leading her retinue of financiers with her.

Maya stood frozen. Just like that: war had been declared. And the stakes would be measured not just in millions of dollars, but in who truly owned the control over the Stone empire.

"We are not selling her the assets," the former assistant said quietly but firmly, watching the Frenchwoman go.

"Of course we aren't," Victoria’s fingers on her waist tightened slightly, drawing her closer, erasing any public distance. "But first, we’ll let her think she’s winning. Let's go home, wife. Today, you’ve earned your reward."
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Thick, bulletproof glass of the black Maybach walled off the New York hustle, turning the city into a silent pantomime. City lights slid across the leather seats in blurred yellow streaks, never breaking the heavy silence. Maya sat with her back perfectly straight, her hands clasped in her lap. The tuxedo felt like foreign armor now, too tight and stifling. Her stomach muscles cramped from residual tension, and every turn of the car made her thighs reflexively squeeze. The toy was still inside her, switched off but palpable with every movement, serving as a constant, physical reminder of who held the remote.

Victoria sat in the neighboring seat. She was scrolling through work emails on her tablet as if they were returning from a routine meeting, not from a battlefield where war had just been declared on a French media syndicate. The older wife’s icy calm was infectious in the office, but here, in the dimness of the car, it was maddening, stretching Maya’s nerves to the breaking point.

The elevator cabin glided to a halt on the top floor of the Stone Enterprise tower. The doors slid open silently, revealing the two-level penthouse. The space was bathed in darkness, lit only by the panoramic windows through which the nocturnal Manhattan skyline stretched out.

The click of the front door lock sounded like a gunshot in the silence.

"Take off the blazer," the command cut through the air before Maya could even take a step into the living room.

The tone was low, devoid of emotion, brooking no delay. The girl obediently shed the heavy dark navy velvet, leaving it on the back of the nearest chair. Beneath the blazer, she wore only a thin silk blouse, damp with perspiration from her time on stage. The cool air from the AC hit her heated skin.

The billionaire walked unhurriedly to the massive blackwood bar. Glass clinked. Pouring water into a glass, she didn't even look in Maya’s direction.

"Come here."

Steps on the thick carpet muffled the sound. Maya stopped a meter from the bar, awaiting further instructions. Her pulse hammered a dull, heavy rhythm in her temples.

"On your knees."

Her knees hit the soft pile. Maya straightened up, fixing her gaze directly ahead, level with the silver buckle on Victoria’s belt. It was a familiar position, their baseline setting, but today it carried a different weight. The encounter with Margot Laurent had left a bitter aftertaste, stinging her corporate pride and personal vulnerability.

"Margot called you my toy," her boss said, taking a slow sip of water. The ice clinked hollowly against the glass. "It bothered you. I saw your back stiffen."

"She was trying to devalue my work at the foundation," Maya answered steadily, choosing her words with care. "And paint me as... a temporary distraction."

"Lower your eyes. I didn't give you permission to look at me."

Maya’s gaze instantly snapped to the floor. Her submission to the reflex was absolute.

Victoria set the glass on the counter. The sound of her steps rounded the bar. She stopped very close. The scent of sandalwood and bergamot grew thick, filling Maya's lungs. Strong fingers settled on the back of Maya’s head, digging firmly into her perfectly styled hair, ruining the coiffure and pulling her head back. Her neck was exposed, making the posture completely defenseless.

"Margot Laurent can think whatever she likes," the cold, almost metallic voice sounded right above her ear. "But you must understand the difference clearly. Out there, beyond the doors of this penthouse, you are my partner. The director of my foundation. The woman who will destroy competitors by my side. But here..."

A thumb authoritatively traced her jawline, descending to her throbbing pulse.

"Here, you belong to me. In every one of your weaknesses. In every drop of sweat. I control your body, your breath, and your pleasure. That doesn't make you a toy, Maya. It makes you my property. The difference is colossal. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Miss Stone," the girl replied in a broken whisper. Oxygen was hard to come by with her head tilted back.

The grip on her hair loosened, replaced by a soft, stroking motion. The contrast between hardness and tenderness was disorienting, shattering the last of her resolve.

"Good girl. Now, we’ll get rid of what has been tormenting you all evening."

Victoria dropped to one knee. Her hands slid to the waistband of the young wife’s velvet trousers.

The metal clasp clicked softly. The zipper glided down. Maya obediently lifted her hips, allowing the clothes to be pulled off. The cool air hit her bare skin, making her muscles contract.

The silicone piece was removed slowly, with murderous precision. A long, jagged exhale escaped Maya’s lips as the foreign object left her body, leaving behind a hollow, aching void and an unbearable sensitivity.

The commanding blonde wife looked down, her gaze dark and evaluating as it slid over her subordinate’s bare thighs.

"You held yourself excellently on stage. Your body was taut as a wire, yet you spoke every word with perfect diction. That deserves the promised reward."

Victoria unbuttoned her own blazer, removing it with practiced elegance. Then, slowly, never taking her eyes off Maya’s face, she untied her silk tie. The black ribbon slid through her fingers.

"Hands behind your back."

The command was executed instantly. Her wrists met behind her. The cold, smooth silk of the tie wrapped around her skin, tightening into a firm knot. The restraint felt secure, depriving her of the ability to brace herself or defend. Maya remained on her knees, completely exposed, her vision lost as her boss switched off the only lamp, leaving only the city lights from the windows. Her hearing sharpened. Every rustle of fabric, every movement of air felt deafening.

Warm, confident palms settled on the girl’s tense shoulders, sliding down, tracing the line of her spine. The touches were slow
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