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Elaine Walker did not break.

Not when opposing counsel called her tactics “predatory.” Not when federal judges reduced junior associates to tears. Not when she billowed through the glass canyons of Manhattan in five-thousand-dollar suits that fit her Pilates-sculpted frame like a second layer of armor. At thirty-eight, she was a weapon—cool, polished, razor-keen. Control was her religion. Discipline was her sacrament.

Which was exactly why she had hired Marcus Cole.

The decision had been made at 2:00 AM three months ago, after winning a hostile takeover and feeling so hollow she could hear her own pulse echoing in her penthouse. She’d found his website—discreet, expensive, illegitimate in a way that made her wet before she even clicked Contact. Professional dominant. No sex, the initial contract had read, until you beg. No penetration until you sob for it. He would dismantle her. Systematically. Over six sessions. She had signed in fountain pen ink, her hand trembling for the first time in a decade.

Now, in Session Four, that control was being stress-tested in the worst possible place.

The vibration started mid-argument.
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Elaine stood at the lectern in Courtroom 17B, her spine a steel rod, her voice the low, dangerous purr that had earned her the nickname The Shark among the junior partners. She was eviscerating a motion to compel when the wireless plug in her cunt awakened with a low, malicious hum.

“Counselor,” the judge said, peering over his glasses. “Continue.”

She didn’t flinch. Her face remained a porcelain mask of legal indifference even as her thighs tightened beneath her pencil skirt, the vibration swelling from a whisper to a thick, churning pulse that ground against her G-spot with mechanical cruelty.

Marcus was in the gallery.

She could feel him without looking—the heavy, pervasive gravity of his presence. Six-foot-four, shoulders like a bulkhead, skin the color of burnt umber, hands that could palm her entire face. He sat in the back row, legs spread, one tattooed forearm draped over the chair beside him. He held the remote in his other hand, resting casually on his knee.

Elaine gripped the lectern. “Your Honor,” she said, and her voice only wavered a fraction, “the plaintiff’s argument rests on a fabricated chain of custody that collapses under the slightest scrutiny.”

The vibrator kicked higher.
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Pleasure spiked, hot and liquid, flooding her slick folds around the silicone intruder. Her clit throbbed beneath the lace of her lingerie, swollen and neglected. Marcus had denied her orgasm for eleven days. Eleven days of sessions that peeled her open layer by layer. He hadn’t even fucked her yet. He didn’t need to. He was ruining her with patience.

She swallowed, her throat working, and pressed her thighs together, seeking friction, seeking escape. The courtroom air felt too thin. She could smell her own arousal, musky and undeniable, trapped beneath wool and silk.

Opposing counsel—a smug boy from a white-shoe firm—rose to object. Elaine cut him off, her legal instincts on autopilot even as her body screamed. The vibration cycled into a relentless, knocking pattern, as if the device were demanding entry to parts of her she’d never surrendered.

“Ms. Voss?” the judge asked. “Are you quite all right? You’re flushed.”

“Warm... in here, Your Honor,” Elaine managed. “If I may proceed?”

She proceeded. For eight minutes, she held the floor while Marcus played her body like an instrument only he could hear. By the time the judge ruled in her favor—sustained, motion denied—Elaine’s panties were ruined, her composure held together by a single thread of sheer will, and her arousal had become a living, torturous thing gnawing at her sanity.

She didn’t look at him as she swept from the courtroom. She didn’t need to. Her phone buzzed in her jacket pocket.

Session Five tonight. Crawl to me. No exceptions.



Session One had been an interrogation.

She’d arrived at his townhouse in the West Village wearing a camel coat and a scowl, her briefcase clutched like a shield. Marcus had opened the door in a black t-shirt and slacks, no shoes, the casualness somehow more intimidating than a leather harness would have been.

“Take off the coat,” he’d said.

She’d obeyed. Underneath, she’d worn a cream silk blouse, a skirt slit to mid-thigh, stockings with seams. She’d dressed to project power. He’d looked at her like she was already naked.

He hadn’t touched her for twenty minutes. He’d made her kneel on the hardwood floor, back straight, hands on thighs, and recite her limits. Safe word: Adjournment. Hard limits: blood, permanent marks, breath play without signal. Everything else, she’d signed away in that 2:00 AM haze.

“You’re not here to relax,” he’d said, circling her. His voice was a subterranean rumble, resonating in her sternum. “You’re here because you want someone to prove you’re not invincible. You want to be torn down so you can feel something.”

“I want to be...” She’d hesitated. The word had lodged in her throat like a bone. “Used.”

“Good.” He’d stopped in front of her. “Open your mouth.”

When he slid two thick fingers past her lips, pressing down on her tongue until her eyes watered, Elaine had felt the first crack. Just a hairline fracture in the edifice, but seismic. He’d fucked her mouth slowly, watching her mascara blur, her lipstick smear, her perfect bun come undone strand by strand. He’d pulled out with a wet, filthy sound and wiped her own saliva across her cheek with his thumb.

“Session One,” he’d murmured. “We’re just getting acquainted with how fragile you really are.”

He’d made her edge herself with a vibrator while he watched, legs crossed, commenting on how her cunt clenched, how her clit peeked out from its hood, swollen and desperate. He’d denied her. Three times. By the end, she’d been humping the air, tears of frustration streaming down her face, and he’d simply tucked the vibrator into his pocket and shown her the door.

“You don’t come until I decide you’ve earned it,” he’d said. “And Elaine? You’ve earned nothing yet.”



Session Two had been exposure.

He’d made her wear a lace harness beneath her trial suit, the straps cutting into her hips and labia, keeping her constantly aware. He’d texted her commands throughout the day—Go to the bathroom. Edge once. Don’t clean up. Return to court. By 5:00 PM, she was delirious, her scent obvious, her focus shattered. She’d begged him over the phone for release, her voice cracking in her corner office, and he’d listened to her beg for a full minute before hanging up.

Session Three was pain.

He’d strapped her over a bench and spanked her until her ass was a sunset of crimson and violet, until the heat radiated through her and she was sobbing into the leather. Then he’d flogged her thighs, the falls kissing her wet cunt with every other strike, until pain and pleasure became indistinguishable, until she was chanting his name like a prayer she didn’t believe in.

By Session Five, she was already unmade in ways she couldn’t admit.



The text had said crawl.

Elaine stood in the hallway of his building at 9:00 PM. The marble floor was cold against her knees. She had followed his instructions exactly: stripped in the stairwell, left her clothes in a neat pile, inserted the large glass plug he’d sent her earlier that week, and fitted the ball gag between her teeth. She’d buckled the leather straps behind her head. Her hair was down, a dark waterfall around her shoulders. She was naked save for the plug stretching her ass wide and the gag forcing drool to pool at the corners of her mouth.

She crawled.

The plug shifted with every movement, a heavy, shameful presence that made her cunt clench around emptiness. Her nipples were hard, aching peaks, brushing the air. Her knees burned. The hallway was empty—he’d cleared it, she knew, but the possibility of a neighbor opening a door sent shame spiraling through her gut, hot and electric. She was Elaine Voss. She destroyed CEOs for breakfast. And she was crawling naked down a corridor with her ass plugged and her mouth gagged like an animal.

The door to his apartment was open.
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She crawled through. The lights were low. Jazz played softly from speakers. Marcus sat at his dining table in a white dress shirt, sleeves rolled, working on a laptop. He didn’t look up.

Elaine stopped at his feet. She waited. Drool slipped down her chin and landed on her breast.

Five minutes passed. Ten. He typed. He took a sip of scotch. She knelt there, cunt dripping a slow thread of arousal down her inner thigh, plug pulsing in time with her heartbeat, and felt her identity thinning out like smoke. She wasn’t an attorney. She wasn’t a shark. She was a set of holes waiting to be noticed.

Finally, he glanced down.

—-
[image: ]


“You look better like this,” he said mildly. He used the toe of his shoe to nudge her knees wider. “Stay.”

He returned to his work. For an hour, he ignored her. Or almost ignored her. Occasionally, he’d reach down and grip her hair, wrenching her head back, and use two fingers to scoop the wetness from her cunt and paint it across her face. Or he’d tug the plug, making her moan around the gag, before shoving it back in with a casual brutality that made her eyes roll back. He took a phone call from a client and conducted an entire negotiation while idly rolling her nipples between his fingers, pinching until she squealed into the rubber ball, the sound muffled and pathetic.

“No, the terms are non-negotiable,” he said into the phone, his thumb circling her bruised areola. “I don’t budge on value. Yes. Exactly.”

He hung up. He looked at her. His eyes were dark, predatory, and infinitely pleased.

“You’re dripping on my floor, Elaine,” he said. “Clean it up. Tongue only.”

She bent, her plugged ass in the air, and licked her own arousal from the hardwood. The degradation was a brand, searing through her. Her clit throbbed so hard it hurt. She was so far gone she couldn’t remember her own net worth. She licked and whimpered, and when he finally pulled her up by her hair and unbuckled the gag, she gasped, “Please, Marcus, please fuck me, I’ll do anything, I’m nothing, please—”

He’d shoved her face-down over the table and taken her.
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It wasn’t gentle. He’d rammed into her cunt in one stroke, splitting her open on his cock, and she’d screamed. He was huge, thick and veined and punishing, and he used her like a commodity he already owned. His hips slammed against her plugged ass, driving the plug deeper with every thrust, creating a suffocating pressure of fullness that made her see stars. He pulled her hair until her neck arched, until she was staring at the ceiling, and he leaned over her to growl in her ear.

“You wanted to be destroyed,” he grunted, each word punctuated by a vicious thrust that shook the table. “Look at you. My personal fleshlight. My hole. Say it.”

“I’m your hole,” she sobbed. “I’m just your hole, Marcus, please—”

He pounded her through two orgasms that ripped her apart like shrapnel. She came screaming, clawing at the wood, her cunt clamping down so hard on his cock he groaned, a low sound of male satisfaction that made her come again just from hearing it. He didn’t finish inside her. He pulled out and spilled ropes of hot cum across her lower back and her ruined ass, marking her, claiming her. Then he zipped up, sat back down, and returned to his laptop.

“Session Five,” he said. “You’re almost ready.”

Elaine had slid off the table and curled on the floor, shaking, his cum drying on her skin, and felt something dangerous and sweet unfolding in her chest: total, absolute surrender.



Session Six was pre-negotiated. She had signed the addendum three days prior in a coffee shop near the courthouse, her hands shaking so badly the barista had asked if she was ill.

Two additional dominants. No safewords unless she used Adjournment. They would hold her down. They would push her past every limit. And Marcus had promised—promised—that by the end, she wouldn’t remember her own name.

She arrived at 8:00 PM. No armor left. She wore a trench coat and nothing else. Underneath, her body was bare, waxed, flushed with anticipation and terror. Her cunt was already slick, lips swollen and puffy, clit a hard pearl begging for attention.

Marcus opened the door. Behind him stood two men.

One was lean and scarred, with cruel blue eyes and a swimmer’s build—he introduced himself only as Knox. The other was broader, bearded, with hands like dinner plates and a voice like gravel—he was called only Sir.

Elaine’s mouth went dry. Her knees liquefied.

“On your knees,” Marcus said. “Crawl to the playroom. Now.”

The playroom had been transformed. Mirrors lined one wall. A heavy oak table
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