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The Maybach’s headlights cut through the fog rolling off the Hudson, finally settling on the unmarked iron door wedged between two shuttered warehouses.

No sign, no valet, just a single red bulb glowing above the buzzer like a cigarette ember. Victoria’s breath fogged the window as she watched Marcus kill the engine. The silence that followed felt enormous.

He didn’t speak. He never needed to when they crossed this threshold. Instead he reached across her lap, popped the glovebox, and drew out the collar. Tonight’s was new: midnight-blue Italian leather lined with lambskin, the silver O-ring heavier than usual.

A subtle declaration. She lifted her hair without being asked, tilting her chin so he could buckle it snug against her throat. The click of the buckle sounded louder than the city outside.

Marcus traced the edge with one fingertip, checking the fit. Two fingers slid easily beneath the leather; he nodded, satisfied. Then he clipped on the leash: a thin chain so delicate it looked ornamental until you felt the tug.

“Rules,” he said, voice low, almost conversational. “You speak only when spoken to. You come only when I say. You thank every single person who uses you, and you mean it. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir.” The words scraped out raw, already thick with anticipation.

This was quite a left-turn for Victoria Lang, feted CFO of Apex Global, the woman who’d just forced a Fortune-100 board to rewrite a nine-figure deal because she didn’t much care for the font on slide twelve.

Yesterday she’d been on the cover of Forbes in a white blazer, pearls, and a smile that could freeze lava.

Because Victoria didn’t just have a passion for business deals. She also had a passion for being degraded by men. Dominated and forced to act like a slut. Taken to the darkest depths of humiliation and used for their pleasure.

Perhaps it helped to balance the power and authority she carried in her daily work life but being used as a sex object by horny males drove her absolutely wild. It’s what she lived for.

Marcus got out, circled the car, and opened her door. The night air licked the bare skin above her stockings like a tongue. The dress he’d chosen was backless black silk, cut so severely in front that the inner curves of her breasts threatened to spill with every breath.

Beneath it: nothing but sheer black thigh-highs, a whisper-thin lace thong, and the lace tops of the stockings held by a platinum garter belt he’d fastened himself an hour ago. Her nipples pressed visibly against the silk; the cool air made them ache.

Marcus let her walk half a step ahead on the leash, just enough chain for the links to sing softly with every click of her Louboutins on the pavement. The bouncer—a mountain in a tailored suit—recognized them instantly and swung the door wide.

Inside, the club swallowed them in heat and low red light. The scent hit her first: leather, candle wax, expensive perfume, and the unmistakable musk of sex already in progress. Conversations hushed as they passed. Heads turned. They always did.

Victoria kept her eyes down, the way Marcus liked on arrival. Let everyone see the transformation: the woman who could bankrupt a man with a single email, now collared and leashed, pulse hammering against soft leather.

They moved through the lounge slowly, Marcus greeting acquaintances with lazy confidence while Victoria felt every stare like fingers on her skin. A woman in a latex catsuit licked her lips.

A silver-haired man in a Tom Ford suit adjusted himself openly. Someone whispered, “That’s her—the Apex CFO,” and the words dripped down Victoria’s spine like warm oil.

At the bar, the hostess—tall, gorgeous, corseted in oxblood leather—handed Marcus a small velvet pouch without a word. He thanked her with a kiss to the inside of her wrist that made the woman shiver. Victoria watched, jealous and proud in the same breath.

Marcus steered her into the largest private booth along the back wall, half-screened by heavy crimson curtains. Inside: low amber lighting, a wide padded bench, mirrors on three sides so nothing escaped notice.

He let the curtains fall closed, but not completely; a six-inch gap remained, framing them for anyone curious enough to linger.

“Strip.”

The single word cracked like a whip. Victoria’s fingers found the hidden zip at her side. The silk sighed down her body and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it carefully, leaving the heels on. Naked now except for garter belt, stockings, collar, and leash, she stood trembling under his gaze.

Marcus circled her slowly, predator assessing prey. He trailed one finger from the hollow of her throat, down between her breasts, over the tremor in her belly, to the damp lace barely covering her cunt.

“Already soaked,” he murmured. “Pathetic.”

She whimpered.

He opened the velvet pouch. First item: the weighted nipple clamps, silver with a delicate chain connecting them. He rolled one nipple between thumb and forefinger until it stood hard and dark, then let the jaws close.

The bite was immediate, vicious. Victoria gasped, back arching. He waited until she settled, then repeated it on the other side. The chain swayed with every ragged breath, tugging both nipples in sweet, constant torment.

Second item: a stainless-steel plug, medium girth, long neck, with a sapphire jewel at the base to match her eyes. He held it up so she could see.

“Bend over the bench. Cheek down, ass up.”

She obeyed instantly, folding forward until her clamped breasts pressed into the cool leather padding, nipples screaming.

The position left her obscenely exposed. Marcus took his time—lube warmed in his palm, one finger circling her hole, pressing in, retreating, two fingers scissoring gently until she was pushing back with tiny, desperate motions.

Only then did he seat the plug: slow, relentless pressure until
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