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Chapter 1: The Glass Domain of Theodora Banks

	 

	Theodora Banks did not look up from her smartphone as the glass doors of the boardroom hummed shut. She felt the heavy, expectant silence of the room, but her focus was entirely on the sleek interface of the custom app on her screen. With a casual flick of her thumb, she slid the digital dial to its maximum setting.

Across the mahogany table, Finn Dunn let out a sharp, strangled gasp that he tried, and failed, to disguise as a cough. His knees buckled slightly, his hands gripping the edge of the table so hard his knuckles turned white. 

"Is there a problem, Finn?" Theodora asked, her voice like silk over shattered glass. She finally looked up, her piercing gaze pinning him to the spot. "Henry Winchester and Emily Adams are waiting for your opening remarks on the Atlas merger."

Henry Winchester leaned back, his expression unreadable, while Emily Adams adjusted her glasses, looking expectantly at the trembling man. Finn’s face was flushed a deep, frantic crimson. Beneath his expensive charcoal trousers, the high-end vibrator Theodora had inserted into him an hour earlier was screaming at ten thousand RPMs. 

"No, Theodora," Finn managed to choke out, his voice an octave higher than usual. "No problem at all."

"Then begin," she commanded. She lowered the intensity just a fraction, watching the way his shoulders slumped with a pathetic sense of relief.

As Finn began to navigate through the digital slides, Theodora played him like an instrument. Every time he gained a modicum of composure, she would pulse the device - short, sharp bursts of vibration that made his thighs twitch visibly. She watched with clinical detachment as he struggled to explain the liquidity ratios to Henry. It was a beautiful sight; her business partner, her best friend, reduced to a sweating, desperate mess by a few lines of code and her absolute authority. 

"The projected growth for the next quarter is - " Finn paused, his eyes rolling back slightly as Theodora set the device to a rhythmic, thumping pattern. "It is focused on - "

"Focus, Finn," Emily Adams prompted, her voice dry. "We haven't got all day."

Theodora smiled thinly. She tapped a command on her phone that locked the device at a steady, agonizing hum. "Finn is just a bit overwhelmed by the scale of my vision. Aren't you, Finn?"

"Yes, Theodora," he whispered, his gaze dropping to her heels. He knew the rules. He was not to look her in the eye unless told. He was to be her obedient servant in all things, especially here, in the heart of their empire.

The meeting moved into the second hour as Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington joined via the high-definition screen on the wall. The stakes were in the billions, yet Theodora felt more interested in the dark patch of sweat blooming on the small of Finn’s back. 

"Explain the security protocols for the blockchain integration, Mr. Dunn," Thomas Shakur directed, his tone no-nonsense.

Finn stepped toward the screen, but as he did, Theodora engaged the 'overdrive' mode. The sudden, violent surge of stimulation hit him like a physical blow. He stumbled, his hand knocking a glass of water across the table. The crystal shattered, soaking the printed reports in front of Solange Harrington’s digital feed.

"I - I’m so sorry," Finn stammered, his chest heaving. "I'll - "

"Sit down, Finn," Theodora interrupted, her voice dropping to a dangerous, low register. "You’ve embarrassed me enough for one morning."

She turned to the investors with a practiced, predatory grace. "Please excuse my associate. He clearly lacks the stamina required for this level of pressure. I will handle the rest of the presentation. Finn, go to my private office. Now."

Finn didn't hesitate. He scrambled out of the room, his gait awkward and pained. Theodora finished the meeting with ruthless efficiency, securing the signatures of Winchester, Adams, and Shakur without breaking a sweat. To them, she was a titan of industry. To Finn, she was God.

When she finally entered her private office, she found Finn kneeling on the hard marble floor in the center of the room. He had already removed his jacket and tie, as was the protocol when he failed her. He was shaking, the sound of the vibrator still audible in the quiet room.

"You are a pathetic excuse for a partner," Theodora said, tossing her phone onto her desk. She walked toward him, the click of her heels echoing. "You couldn't even manage a simple presentation without falling apart."

"I'm sorry, Theodora," he sobbed, his head bowed. "Please. It was too much."

"It is exactly what I decided it should be," she snapped. She reached down, grabbing a handful of his hair and forcing his face up. "You are my pet, Finn. My tool. Your only purpose is to serve me and reflect my brilliance. Today, you were a failure."

"Please," he moaned, his body racked with the need for release. The device had kept him on the brink for hours. "Please let me finish. I’m so close."

Theodora let out a cold, mocking laugh. She let go of his hair and walked behind her desk, picking up the remote. "You think you deserve pleasure after that performance? You think your body belongs to you?"

She began to ramp up the frequency. Finn let out a long, keening wail, his hips bucking uncontrollably against the floor. He was right there, the peak of an explosive climax rushing toward him like a freight train. His eyes were wide, glazed with a mixture of agony and adoration. 

"Yes, Theodora! Please! I love you! Please let me!"

"Look at me, Finn," she commanded.

He strained to meet her eyes, his face contorted. Theodora watched him, her finger hovering over the screen. She waited until the very second his body stiffened, until the first sob of release began to form in his throat, and then she hit the kill switch.

The vibration stopped instantly. The silence that followed was deafening. 

Finn’s body lurched, but there was no spark, no fire. The energy drained out of him, leaving him in a state of horrific, jarring frustration. He collapsed onto his side, curling into a ball as the ruined orgasm left his nerves screaming and his mind shattered. He began to weep, deep, hacking sobs of pure misery.

Theodora walked around the desk and stood over him, looking down at the broken man. She felt a surge of genuine affection for him in his total defeat. This was where he belonged - at her feet, stripped of his dignity, entirely dependent on her for the slightest mercy.

"Clean yourself up," she said softly, her voice almost tender now that he was properly crushed. "Then get back to work. We have another meeting with Solange at four. And Finn?"

He looked up through his tears, his expression one of pathetic, undying loyalty. "Yes, Mistress?"

"The device stays in," she smiled, the expression never reaching her cold, beautiful eyes. "And I don't want to hear another sound out of you all afternoon."

"Thank you, Theodora," Finn whispered, pressing his forehead to the leather of her shoe. "Thank you for taking care of me." 

He was hers, body and soul, forged in the fire of her absolute authority and his own desperate need to be mastered. As he crawled toward the restroom to obey her, Theodora Banks knew that their romance was only just beginning.

	 


Chapter 2: Finn Dunn's Social Submission

	 

	The heavy brass seal of the Winchester estate hit Finn Dunn's desk with a thud that echoed through the glass walls of his office. Theodora Banks stood over him, her silhouette sharp against the midday sun, holding a formal Notice of Performance Inquiry. It was the catalyst that changed everything. Henry Winchester and Emily Adams had officially moved to challenge Finn's position as Chief Operating Officer of FinTech Atlas, citing a lack of focus and professional decorum.

"Read it, Finn," Theodora commanded, her voice like ice. "Henry thinks you are a weak link. He thinks you are distracted. And frankly, looking at the way you are trembling just because I entered the room, I am inclined to agree with him."

Finn reached for the document, his hand shaking. He could feel the cold, hard weight of the device Theodora had inserted into him earlier that morning. It sat deep within him, a constant reminder of who truly owned his body. "Theodora, I - I can explain. I will work harder."

"You will do exactly as you are told," she snapped, leaning over him so he could smell her expensive perfume. "The board meeting starts in ten minutes. If you want to keep your job, you will convince Emily Adams and Henry Winchester that you are indispensable. But you will do it on my terms. Drop your trousers."

Finn gasped, his eyes darting to the glass walls. "Here? Anyone could see."

"Do it now, or you can sign your resignation," she said.

He obeyed, his movements frantic and clumsy. He kicked his trousers to his ankles, standing in his shirt and silk boxers. Theodora reached out, her long, manicured nails grazing the sensitive skin of his thigh before she checked the placement of the high - end, remote - controlled vibrator nestled against his prostate. She adjusted the strap of his harness with a sharp tug that made him cry out.

"This stays on the highest setting whenever I feel you slipping," she whispered, pulling his trousers back up for him and buttoning them with a mock - motherly care. "Now, get to the conference room. Ryan Thomas and Ving Jefferson are already waiting."

The meeting was a gauntlet of professional agony. As Finn stood at the head of the mahogany table, trying to explain the quarterly projections to a skeptical Emily Adams and a stern Henry Winchester, he felt the first jolt. Theodora sat at the far end of the table, her legs crossed, her smartphone held casually in her hand. Her thumb moved with a predatory grace across the screen.

The vibration hit him like a physical blow. Finn’s voice cracked as he was describing the integration of new blockchain protocols. He gripped the edge of the table, his knuckles turning white.

"Is there a problem, Mr. Dunn?" Henry Winchester asked, narrowing his eyes.

"No, sir," Finn gasped, his breath hitching as Theodora increased the frequency. "Just - a momentary lapse in breath."

"Focus, Finn," Theodora said smoothly, her voice dripping with a false concern that only he could recognize as cruelty. "We wouldn't want the board to think you're incapable of handling a simple presentation."

She pushed the setting to a rhythmic, pulsing throb. Finn’s vision blurred. He could feel the pre - cum soaking into his underwear, the friction of his trousers against his growing erection becoming a form of exquisite torture. He looked at Theodora, pleading with his eyes, but she only offered a cold, triumphant smile. She was enjoying his struggle, watching him try to maintain a facade of corporate competence while his nervous system was being hijacked by her whims.

By the time the afternoon session with Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington arrived, Finn was a wreck. He made a minor error in the fiscal year totals, a mistake that Solange caught immediately.

"These numbers don't align with the internal audit, Finn," Solange said, her tone sharp. "Are you feeling well?"

"I - I apologize, Solange. Let me just - "

Theodora didn't let him finish. She set the device to a chaotic, high - intensity pattern that made Finn’s legs give out. He slumped into his chair, a low groan escaping his lips before he could stifle it.

"That's enough," Theodora said, standing up. "It seems my partner needs a private briefing on his responsibilities. Thomas, Solange, please excuse us. We will resume in an hour."

She marched Finn back to her private office, her hand gripped firmly on his arm. Once the door was locked, she shoved him toward the leather couch. 

"You embarrassed me, Finn," she hissed. "In front of Solange Harrington. Do you have any idea how pathetic you looked?"

"I'm sorry, Mistress," Finn sobbed, dropping to his knees. He crawled toward her, his dignity completely stripped away. "Please, it was too much. The device - I couldn't think."

"You don't need to think. You only need to obey," she said, sitting in her executive chair and beckoning him closer. "You are nothing more than my pet. A toy I use to run this company. Admit it."

"I am your pet," he choked out, pressing his face against her skirt. "I am your toy. Please, Theodora. I need to come. I'm so close."

"You'll come when I tell you to," she said, her voice dropping to a low, sultry growl. She reached down and freed his member, which was red and pulsing with desperate need. She began to stroke him, her touch expert and agonizingly slow. "You love this, don't you? The humiliation. The knowledge that Henry Winchester thinks you're a failure, while I'm the only one who knows how truly broken you are."

"Yes," he moaned, his head lolling back. "Yes, I love it. I love you."

"Then show me how much," she said. She increased the speed of her hand, her other hand manipulating the remote to send waves of electricity through his core. 

Finn was on the precipice. His breath came in ragged gasps, his body arching as he prepared for the release he so desperately craved. "Now! Please, Theodora, now!"

"Now," she whispered, her eyes locked onto his.

Just as his muscles tensed for the final explosion, just as the first hint of climax began to roll through him, Theodora’s thumb slid the remote to the 'Off' position and she abruptly stopped her hand. She squeezed the head of his penis with a sharp, painful grip, cutting off the flow.

The orgasm died in his throat. It was a ruined, hollow sensation - a physical crash that left him gasping and empty. He collapsed onto the floor, sobbing in a mess of frustration and unspent energy. His body felt like it was turning inside out, the denial more painful than any blow.

Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction. She adjusted her blazer and checked her reflection in the office mirror. "Clean yourself up, Finn. We have to go back in and apologize to Thomas. And remember - your pleasure belongs to me. I decide when you get to feel like a man. Until then, you are just my obedient little servant."

Finn looked up at her, his face tear - stained, his heart swelling with a twisted, devoted love. He was ruined, humiliated, and utterly hers. As he began to crawl toward the corner to find a tissue, he knew he would never want to be anywhere else. His romance was not one of equals, but of a queen and her subject, and he was finally, perfectly, where he belonged.

	 


Chapter 3: The CTO's Secret Longing

	 

	Theodora Banks looked at her reflection in the polished glass of her corner office, but her mind was fixed on the man standing trembling behind her. There was a terrifying finality to this moment, a crossing of a threshold from which neither of them could ever return. For years, she and Finn Dunn had been a team, the golden duo of FinTech Atlas, but that version of their lives was dying. The anxiety of the unknown pulsed in the air - a heavy, suffocating realization that their friendship was being dismantled to make room for something far more absolute. She could feel Finn’s gaze on her back, thick with a desperate, pathetic longing that he had tried to hide for too long. He was terrified of losing her, yet he was walking willingly into his own enslavement. There was no turning back to the safety of boardroom meetings and casual lunches. From this moment on, the only path forward was one of total, agonizing surrender.

"Take off your trousers, Finn," Theodora commanded, her voice cutting through the silence of the room. She didn't turn around to see his reaction. She didn't need to. She heard the frantic, shaky breath he drew and the fumbling of his belt buckle.

"Theodora, the meeting with Henry Winchester and Emily Adams is in fifteen minutes," Finn whispered, his voice cracking. "We... we have to be ready."

"You will be ready when I say you are ready," she replied, finally turning to face him. 

Finn stood there in his dress shirt and boxers, looking utterly vulnerable. Theodora reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small, sleek device. It was a high - end, remote - controlled vibrator, designed to be worn discreetly and controlled via an app on her phone. She walked toward him, her heels clicking rhythmically on the hardwood floor, a sound that made Finn’s knees knock together.

"You have spent years looking at me with those hungry, submissive eyes," Theodora said, her tone cold and clinical. "You want my discipline. You want to be my pet. Today, we begin your training."

She fitted the device onto him with a rough, practiced efficiency. Finn let out a soft moan of both fear and arousal, his face burning a deep scarlet. Once he was dressed again, looking like the perfect, professional CTO of a multi - million dollar company, Theodora tapped a command on her smartphone. The device hummed to life, a low, buzzing vibration that made Finn’s eyes widen.

"You will stay in a state of constant arousal for the rest of the day," she instructed, her gaze lingering on the slight bulge in his slacks. "You are never to seek your own release. You are to speak only when spoken to, and you will maintain your composure in front of our investors. If you fail, the punishment will be far worse than a few stray vibrations."

"Yes, Mistress," Finn choked out, the word tasting like both honey and ash on his tongue.

The board meeting was a masterclass in psychological torture. As Henry Winchester and Emily Adams went over the quarterly projections, Theodora sat at the head of the table, her phone resting face - up. She watched Finn as he stood by the digital display, trying to explain the new blockchain integration. Every time he gained a shred of confidence, she slid the intensity bar on her screen upward.

Finn’s voice faltered. He gripped the edge of the mahogany table, his knuckles turning white as his body hummed with unwanted stimulation. Henry Winchester looked up, a frown deepening the lines on his face. "Is there a problem with the security protocol, Finn?"

"No, Mr. Winchester," Finn stammered, his breath coming in shallow hitches. "I just... the data is quite... intense."

Theodora didn't offer him a lifeline. She leaned back, a predatory smile playing on her lips. "Mr. Dunn is simply very passionate about his work, Henry. Continue, Finn. Don't let the investors think you are incompetent."

The day only grew more grueling. During a follow - up presentation with Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington, Finn made a minor error, miscalculating a decimal point in the projected revenue. Theodora’s eyes flashed with a cold, sharp anger that made Finn’s heart skip a beat. She didn't correct him in the room; she waited until the doors to her private office were locked behind them.

"Get on your knees," she hissed the moment they were alone.

Finn collapsed instantly, his body shaking with the accumulated tension of hours of denied pleasure. "I'm sorry, Theodora. I... the vibration, it was too much. I couldn't think straight."

"You are a pathetic, weak little man," she said, stepping closer to him. She grabbed a handful of his hair and tilted his head back, forcing him to look at her. "You embarrassed me in front of Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington. You are nothing more than a toy, Finn. Do you understand? A toy does not make mistakes. A toy does not have a voice unless I give it one."

"I am your toy," he sobbed, the humiliation washing over him in waves. "Please, Mistress. I'm your pet. I'm nothing."

"That's right," she murmured, her voice dropping to a silk - smooth purr. She began to cycle the remote through a series of erratic, powerful pulses. Finn’s back arched, his hands clawing at the carpet as he reached the absolute precipice of a climax. He was screaming now, a raw, desperate sound of a man about to break.

Just as the first surge of release hit his nervous system, Theodora’s thumb pressed the 'Stop' icon.

The orgasm died in his throat. It was a ruined, hollow sensation - a physical crash that left him gasping and empty. He collapsed onto the floor, sobbing in a mess of frustration and unspent energy. His body felt like it was turning inside out, the denial more painful than any blow he had ever received.

Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction. She adjusted her blazer and checked her reflection in the office mirror, looking every bit the powerful executive. "Clean yourself up, Finn. We have to go back in and apologize to Thomas. And remember - your pleasure belongs to me. I decide when you get to feel like a man. Until then, you are just my obedient little servant."

Finn looked up at her, his face tear - stained, his heart swelling with a twisted, devoted love. He was ruined, humiliated, and utterly hers. As he began to crawl toward the corner to find a tissue, he knew he would never want to be anywhere else. His romance was not one of equals, but of a queen and her subject, and he was finally, perfectly, where he belonged. He had left his old life behind, and though the unknown was terrifying, the weight of her heel on his spirit was the only thing that made him feel alive.

	 


Chapter 4: Theodora's Calculated Plan

	 

	The glass and steel corridors of FinTech Atlas felt like a high - tech labyrinth designed to swallow the weak, a place where the air was thick with the scent of expensive cologne and the predatory hum of servers. Theodora Banks stood at the window of her corner office, her silhouette sharp against the morning light. She did not look at the city below; her focus was entirely on Finn Dunn, who stood behind her with his head bowed, his hands clasped tightly in front of his crotch. The office was a temple of cold efficiency, and today, Theodora was the high priestess preparing her most devoted sacrifice.

"Turn around and drop your trousers, Finn," Theodora commanded, her voice like velvet - wrapped steel. "We have a very long day ahead of us, and I need to ensure your mind remains exactly where it belongs - on me."

Finn obeyed without a word, his fingers trembling as he fumbled with his belt. He was her business partner, but in this room, he was merely an instrument. Theodora turned, holding a sleek, silicone device that pulsed with a faint, blue light. It was a high - end, remote - controlled vibrator, designed to fit snugly and deliver relentless stimulation. She stepped toward him, the click of her heels on the hardwood floor marking the rhythm of his heart.

"This stays on for the duration of the board meeting," she said, her eyes boring into his as she reached down to fit the device against his sensitive skin. Finn let out a sharp intake of breath, his knees buckling slightly as the cold material met his warmth. "Henry Winchester and Emily Adams are expecting perfection. If I see even a flicker of distraction that I did not authorize, the consequences will be severe."

She straightened his tie and patted his cheek, a gesture that was more patronizing than affectionate. As they walked into the boardroom, Finn felt the weight of the device, a constant reminder of her ownership. Henry Winchester was already seated, looking over a stack of reports, while Emily Adams spoke quietly into her headset. They were the titans of the industry, but to Finn, they were merely background noise compared to the woman sitting at the head of the table.

Theodora took her seat and subtly opened an app on her smartphone. With a quick swipe, she set the vibrator to a low, rhythmic thrum. Finn jumped in his seat, his hands gripping the edge of the mahogany table. 

"Is there a problem, Finn?" Theodora asked, her expression one of polite concern.

"No, Theodora," Finn managed to choke out, his face flushing deep red. "I am just... ready to begin."

Throughout the presentation, Theodora played with the controls like a virtuoso. When Henry Winchester asked a particularly pointed question about the quarterly projections, she increased the intensity to a frantic, buzzing vibration. Finn staggered through his explanation, his voice cracking as he tried to maintain his professional facade while his nerve endings screamed. Emily Adams watched him with a keen, suspicious eye, but Theodora simply smiled, her thumb moving rhythmically over the screen of her phone.

By the time they reached the afternoon session with Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington, Finn was a wreck. He was sweating through his bespoke suit, his breath coming in shallow hitches. Thomas Shakur was a man who valued precision above all else, and Solange Harrington was known for her merciless critiques.

"The integration phase seems... ambitious," Thomas Shakur noted, leaning back in his chair. "Finn, can you walk us through the security protocols?"

Finn stood up, his legs shaking. Theodora saw his weakness and decided to push him over the edge. She set the device to its highest, most erratic setting. Finn’s mind went blank as the sensation overwhelmed him. He stuttered, his words tumbling out in a nonsensical heap. 

"I... the protocols are... they involve a multi - layered..." Finn trailed off, his eyes rolling back in his head for a brief, fleeting second.

"That will be enough, Finn," Theodora snapped, her voice cutting through his haze. She looked at Thomas and Solange with a disappointed sigh. "My apologies. It seems my associate is having a lapse in focus. I will deal with him privately. Please, continue with the rest of the team."

She stood up and gripped Finn by the arm, her nails digging into his skin. She led him out of the boardroom and back to her private office, slamming the door behind them. The silence of the room was deafening after the hum of the meeting.

"You embarrassed me, Finn," she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. "In front of Solange Harrington. Do you have any idea how pathetic you looked?"

"I'm sorry, Theodora," he sobbed, dropping to his knees. "The device... it was too much."

"It was exactly what I intended it to be," she countered, stepping over him and sitting in her large leather chair. "You are not a partner today. You are a pet. And a pet who fails to perform must be disciplined."

She forced him to crawl to her feet, mocking his desperation as he looked up at her with pleading eyes. She lectured him on his worthlessness, telling him that his only value lay in his absolute obedience to her whims. Finn nodded eagerly, his love for her twisting into something darker and more profound with every insult. He wanted her to break him; he wanted to be nothing but a vessel for her authority.

"You want your release, don't you?" Theodora asked, her thumb hovering over the smartphone screen. "You think you've earned it after such a long day of suffering."

"Please, Theodora," Finn begged, his hands reaching out to touch her shoes. "Anything. Please."

"Fine," she said, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. "I'll give you what you want. But remember who gave it to you."

She dialed the intensity to its absolute limit. Finn gasped, his body arching as he reached the precipice of a powerful climax. His eyes shut tight, his entire being focused on the impending explosion of pleasure. Just as he was about to break, just as the first wave of release began to wash over him, Theodora swiped the screen to 'Off'.

The sudden stillness was violent. Finn’s body convulsed, but the peak was gone, replaced by a dull, aching void. He let out a strangled cry of frustration, collapsing onto the floor in a heap. His orgasm was ruined, his pleasure stolen from him at the very last second.

Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction, watching the tears track through the sweat on his face. She reached down and tilted his chin up so he had to look at her. 

"That belonged to me, Finn," she said coldly. "Your pleasure, your body, your very soul. I decided you didn't deserve to finish. Now, clean yourself up. We have work to do."

Finn looked up at her, his heart swelling with a desperate, pathetic devotion. He was broken, humiliated, and utterly unsatisfied, yet he had never loved her more. As he began to crawl toward the corner of the office to find a cloth, he knew that this was his life now. He was her servant, her toy, and her subordinate, and in the shadow of her absolute power, he finally felt whole. The romance of their lives was not found in soft words or equal partnership, but in the cold, hard reality of his total surrender to Theodora Banks.

	 


Chapter 5: The Fitting of the Device

	 

	Theodora Banks shoved Finn Dunn against the mahogany desk of her private office at FinTech Atlas, her hand gripping the back of his neck with bruising force. There was no room for the gentle friendship they had shared for years. Today, the hierarchy was being rewritten in steel and silicon.

"Strip, Finn," Theodora commanded, her voice a low, dangerous purr that brooked no argument. "The board meeting starts in twenty minutes, and I will not have you sitting there comfortably while Henry Winchester and Emily Adams look to us for leadership."

Finn did not hesitate. His fingers trembled as he fumbled with his belt, his eyes fixed on the plush carpet. He had spent his life orbiting Theodora, dazzled by her brilliance and terrified of her shadow. As his trousers pooled at his ankles, he felt the cool air of the office hit his skin, but it was nothing compared to the heat of her gaze.

Theodora reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a sleek, black device. It was a high-end, remote-controlled vibrator, curved and intimidating. She didn't offer a word of comfort. Instead, she forced him to bend over the desk, her palm landing a sharp, stinging slap against his rear that echoed through the room.

"You are going to wear this, and you are going to be silent," she whispered, leaning close so he could smell her expensive perfume. "Every time I press the button on my phone, you will remember who owns you. If you make a sound in front of the investors, the punishment will be far worse."

She inserted the device with a clinical lack of Hera, ignoring his sharp intake of breath. Once it was settled, she handed him his clothes. "Dress. Now."

Ten minutes later, they were seated in the glass-walled boardroom. Henry Winchester leaned forward, his expression grave as he reviewed the quarterly projections. Emily Adams sat beside him, her sharp eyes scanning the room. Finn sat perfectly still, his hands clasped tightly in his lap.

Theodora pulled out her smartphone. With a subtle flick of her thumb, she activated the device at its highest setting.

Finn’s entire body jolted. His knuckles turned white as he gripped the edge of his chair. The vibration was intense, a mechanical roar inside his body that threatened to shatter his composure. He looked at Theodora, his eyes wide and pleading, but she was looking at Henry Winchester, a cold, professional smile on her face.

"As you can see, Henry," Theodora said, her voice steady and calm, "our acquisition of the Baldwin assets has put us in a prime position."

She dialed the intensity up. Finn let out a tiny, choked gasp. Emily Adams turned her head, frowning slightly.

"Are you quite alright, Mr. Dunn?" Emily asked, her voice clipped.

Finn swallowed hard, his face flushed a deep, embarrassed red. "Yes - yes, quite alright, Emily. Just a bit of - a bit of a chill."

Theodora didn't even look at him, but her thumb moved on the screen again, pulsing the vibration in a rhythmic, torturous pattern. Finn felt the heat building in his groin, a desperate, aching need that he was forbidden to satisfy. He was a partner in this multi-billion dollar firm, yet he was being reduced to a quivering mess by the woman sitting three feet away.

The afternoon only grew more grueling. By the time they reached the presentation for Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington, Finn was barely holding onto his sanity. Thomas Shakur was known for his impatience, and Solange Harrington’s reputation for spotting weakness was legendary.

Finn stood at the front of the room, the remote-controlled device still humming inside him. He clicked through the slides, his voice wavering. "The - the integration of the new API will allow - "

Theodora triggered a long, sustained burst of vibration. 

Finn’s knees buckled. He caught himself on the lectern, his breath coming in ragged hitches. He stared at the screen, the numbers blurring before his eyes. "It will allow for - for - "

"Is there a problem, Finn?" Solange Harrington asked, crossing her arms. Her eyes narrowed as she watched the sweat bead on his forehead. "You seem distracted."

"I - I apologize, Solange," Finn stuttered, his face burning with shame. "I lost my train of thought."

Theodora stood up, her presence commanding the room instantly. "My partner has been working long hours, Thomas, Solange. Perhaps he needs a moment to compose himself. We will take a five-minute recess."

She didn't wait for their response. She walked over to Finn, gripped his arm, and led him back to her private office. The moment the door clicked shut and the lock engaged, she spun him around and backhanded him across the face.

"You embarrassed me," she hissed, her eyes flashing with cold fury. "You are a pathetic, weak little toy, Finn. Do you have any idea how much effort I put into maintaining our image?"

Finn fell to his knees, his head bowed. "I'm sorry, Theodora. Please. It’s too much."

"It is exactly what I say it is," she retorted. she grabbed a leather crop from the wall and struck him across the shoulders. "You are mine. Your body is my playground, and your pleasure is a privilege I have revoked."

She forced him to strip again, exposing his arousal. He was dripping, his body trembling with the need for release. Theodora sat in her executive chair, crossing her legs as she watched him crawl toward her.

"You want to come, don't you?" she mocked, her voice dripping with disdain. "You want to feel that release."

"Please, Theodora," he sobbed, his forehead resting against her expensive leather heels. "I beg you."

"Fine," she said, a cruel smile touching her lips. "Touch yourself. Reach the edge. I want to see how desperate you are."

Finn didn't need to be told twice. He worked himself frantically, his eyes closed as he imagined her absolute control over him. He was seconds away, his breath hitching, his body tensing for the explosion of pleasure he so desperately craved.

"Now," Theodora whispered.

As Finn reached the point of no return, his body arching as the first tremors of climax began, Theodora hit a button on her phone. The device inside him delivered a sharp, painful shock of electricity coupled with a sudden cessation of all vibration.

Finn’s eyes flew open. He cried out as his orgasm was brutally ruined. Instead of the wave of relief he expected, he was met with a sickening, hollow ache. He collapsed onto the floor, his body leaking a pathetic, joyless mess, his chest heaving with frustrated sobs.

Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction, watching the tears track through the sweat on his face. She reached down and tilted his chin up with the tip of her crop so he had to look at her.

"That belonged to me, Finn," she said coldly. "Your pleasure, your body, your very soul. I decided you didn't deserve to finish. Now, clean yourself up. We have work to do."

Finn looked up at her, his heart swelling with a desperate, pathetic devotion. He was broken, humiliated, and utterly unsatisfied, yet he had never loved her more. As he began to crawl toward the corner of the office to find a cloth, he knew that this was his life now. He was her servant, her toy, and her subordinate, and in the shadow of her absolute power, he finally felt whole. The romance of their lives was not found in soft words or equal partnership, but in the cold, hard reality of his total surrender to Theodora Banks.

	 


Chapter 6: The Remote in Her Palm

	 

	Theodora Banks leaned back in her high - backed leather chair, her gaze fixed on the man standing across from her desk. Finn Dunn, her business partner and supposed best friend, was currently fidgeting with the cuffs of his expensive suit. To the rest of the world at FinTech Atlas, Finn was a shark, a brilliant mind in the world of digital finance. To Theodora, he was a creature of transparent needs. She processed the shift in their dynamic with a cold, analytical precision. He was dangerous - not to her position or her company, but to the professional distance she had maintained for years. His desperate desire to be used by her was a tether, one she intended to pull until he was gasping at her feet. She realized then that his loyalty wasn't born of shared goals, but of a pathetic, beautiful need for her boot on his neck.

"Come here, Finn," she commanded, her voice like velvet wrapped around steel.

He obeyed instantly, his eyes dropping to the polished floor. Theodora reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small, silicone device and a sleek smartphone. "You have been far too comfortable lately. Your focus is drifting. I think it is time we remind you who actually owns the air you breathe in this building."

Finn’s breath hitched as she forced him to strip behind the privacy screen of her office. She fitted the remote - controlled vibrator against him with a clinical lack of warmth, her fingers brushing his skin only to remind him of what he was denied. "This stays in until I decide otherwise," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "If I hear so much as a whimper during the board meeting, I will double your punishment."

The board room was stifling. Henry Winchester sat at the head of the long mahogany table, his silver hair catching the light as he reviewed the quarterly projections. Beside him, Emily Adams narrowed her eyes at the spreadsheets, her reputation for ruthlessness well - earned. Finn sat to Theodora’s right, his face a mask of professional stoicism, though his knuckles were white where he gripped his pen.

Theodora felt a surge of predatory joy. She slid her thumb across the screen of her phone beneath the table. In an instant, the device inside Finn roared to life at a high frequency. She watched the subtle tremor that racked his frame. 

"Finn, would you care to take us through the risk assessment for the Winchester merger?" Emily Adams asked, her voice sharp.

Finn stood up, his legs visibly shaking. "Of course, Emily. We - we have analyzed the primary vectors of..." He gasped, his voice breaking as Theodora spiked the intensity of the vibrations. 

"Is there a problem, Mr. Dunn?" Henry Winchester asked, looking up from his papers with a frown.

"No, sir," Finn managed, his face turning a deep shade of crimson. "Just a... a momentary cramp."

Theodora didn't look at him. She stared straight ahead, a small, cruel smile playing on her lips as she adjusted the settings again, alternating between a low, thrumming pulse and a frantic, high - pitched buzz. She treated him with the cold indifference one might show a malfunctioning piece of office equipment, even as she felt the heat of his gaze pleading for mercy.

The afternoon only grew more demanding. During a high - stakes presentation to Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington, two of the most influential venture capitalists in the city, Finn finally faltered. He was meant to explain the encryption protocols, but as Theodora set the device to a rhythmic, pounding vibration, he lost his place entirely.

"The, uh, the data silos are... they are..." Finn stammered, his eyes glazed with unwanted pleasure and mounting desperation. 

Solange Harrington raised a perfectly groomed eyebrow. "Is this the level of competence we can expect from Atlas, Theodora?"

"My apologies, Solange," Theodora said, her voice dripping with mock disappointment. "It seems my associate is having trouble managing his... internal distractions. Finn, leave us. Wait in my office. On your knees."

The walk back to her private suite was a blur of agony for Finn. When Theodora finally entered, she found him exactly where she had ordered him to be, trembling on the plush carpet. She didn't offer him comfort. Instead, she stood over him, tapping her smartphone against her palm.

"You embarrassed me in front of Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington," she said, her tone icy. "You are a weak, pathetic dog, Finn. Do you realize that?"

"Yes, Theodora," he sobbed, the vibrations still racking his groin. "Please... I’m sorry."

"Sorry isn't enough. You need to be broken." She knelt before him, not to embrace him, but to mock his arousal. She used the remote to drive him to the very precipice of climax. His back arched, his eyes rolling back in his head as he begged her for the release he so desperately craved. 

"Please, Theodora! Now! I’m going to - "

"You're going to do exactly what I tell you," she snapped. 

As his body began to convulse, reaching the point of no return, Theodora’s thumb slid to the bottom of the screen. She killed the power to the device instantly and pulled it away. The sudden vacuum of sensation caused Finn’s orgasm to ruin, the pleasure turning into a dull, frustrated ache that left him leaking a pathetic mess onto the floor. 

He collapsed, his chest heaving with frustrated sobs, his body shaking with the trauma of the denial. Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction, watching the tears track through the sweat on his face. She reached down and tilted his chin up with the tip of her finger so he had to look at her.

"That belonged to me, Finn," she said coldly. "Your pleasure, your body, your very soul. I decided you didn't deserve to finish. Now, clean yourself up. We have work to do."

Finn looked up at her, his heart swelling with a desperate, pathetic devotion. He was broken, humiliated, and utterly unsatisfied, yet he had never loved her more. As he began to crawl toward the corner of the office to find a cloth, he knew that this was his life now. He was her servant, her toy, and her subordinate. In the shadow of her absolute authority, the romance of his total surrender was the only thing that made him feel alive.

	 


Chapter 7: Morning Agony at FinTech Atlas

	 

	The elevator doors hissed shut, sealing Theodora Banks and Finn Dunn inside the small, silver-walled box. The air was thick with the scent of her expensive perfume and the palpable musk of Finn’s rising anxiety. Finn stood perfectly still, his hands clasped tightly behind his back, his eyes fixed on the floor. He knew better than to look at her without permission. Underneath his tailored wool trousers, the heavy, medical-grade vibrator pulsed with a low, menacing hum that only he could feel.

"Do you like the morning rush, Finn?" Theodora asked, her thumb hovering over the interface on her smartphone. She didn't look at him, her gaze fixed on her own reflection in the polished silver of the elevator wall. She looked every bit the powerful executive, her suit sharp and her expression colder than the steel surrounding them.

"Yes, Mistress," Finn whispered, his voice cracking with the effort to remain upright.

"I didn't give you permission to speak," she snapped. Her thumb swiped across the screen.

The vibrator jumped from a low thrum to a frantic, jagged rhythm that felt like teeth gnashing against his most sensitive nerves. Finn's knees buckled, and he had to grab the handrail to keep from collapsing. His breath hitched in a ragged sob, his face flushing a deep, embarrassed red.

"Stand up straight," she commanded, her voice a whip-crack in the confined space. "Henry Winchester and Emily Adams are waiting in the boardroom. If you embarrass me, the consequences will be far worse than a bit of overstimulation. You are here to serve the firm, and more importantly, you are here to serve me."

The doors opened with a soft chime. They stepped out into the glass-and-steel expanse of FinTech Atlas. Finn walked with a stiff, pained gait, his body trembling with every step. Theodora led the way, her heels clicking a rhythmic, dominant cadence on the marble floor.

In the boardroom, Henry Winchester looked up from his tablet, his eyes sharp and expectant. Emily Adams sat beside him, her expression professional and unreadable. They were the kind of investors who demanded perfection, and Finn felt like he was falling apart.

"Finn, you look a bit peaky," Henry remarked, narrowing his eyes as he adjusted his glasses.

"I - I am fine, Mr. Winchester," Finn managed to say, though his voice was an octave higher than usual. He felt a sudden, sharp spike of vibration as Theodora adjusted the remote under the table. He bit his lip so hard he tasted copper, his knuckles turning white as he gripped the edge of the conference table.

Theodora sat at the head of the table, her legs crossed elegantly. Beneath the table, her thumb danced across the screen of her phone, hidden from view. She watched Finn struggle to focus on the data projections. Every time he tried to speak about the quarterly growth, she ramped up the intensity. He was leaking, the silk of his underwear soaked with his own desperate, forced arousal. It was a beautiful agony, a romance of absolute control that only she understood.

Later that morning, the meeting shifted to a high-stakes presentation for Thomas Shakur and Solange Harrington. They were the biggest potential clients the firm had ever seen, and the tension in the room was suffocating. Finn stood at the podium, his hands shaking as he pointed at the graphs. Theodora watched him with a cruel, satisfied smile. She knew exactly how close he was to the edge.

She set the device to its maximum, chaotic setting.

Finn gasped, a soft, pathetic sound that echoed in the silent room. He dropped the laser pointer, and it clattered loudly against the floor. Solange Harrington raised an eyebrow, her gaze shifting from the trembling man to Theodora.

"Is there a problem, Mr. Dunn?" Thomas Shakur asked, his tone icy and impatient.

"No, sir. I - I apologize," Finn stammered, his body racking with a sudden, violent tremor. He looked toward Theodora, his eyes pleading for mercy, for a second of relief.

Theodora stood up, her presence commanding the room and silencing the murmurs. "Finn is clearly unwell. Thomas, Solange, if you'll excuse us for a moment, I need to have a private word with my partner in my office. We will resume in ten minutes."

She didn't wait for a response. She grabbed Finn by the collar of his shirt, her fingers digging into the fabric, and dragged him toward her private executive suite. Once the door clicked shut and the lock engaged, she shoved him hard.

"You failed me," she hissed, her eyes dark with a terrifying intensity. "In front of Solange Harrington and Thomas Shakur. You are a pathetic, useless toy, aren't you? A distraction to my business."

"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry. Please," Finn begged, falling to his knees and pressing his face against the plush carpet. He was desperate, his body screaming for the release he knew she was withholding.

Theodora sat in her high-backed leather chair, her heels clicking against the floor. "You want release? You think you deserve to feel good after that performance? You think your pleasure matters more than my reputation?"

She increased the vibration to a level that was pure, unadulterated agony. Finn began to thrash on the floor, his hips jerking uncontrollably against the floor. He was on the edge, the pressure building until it was a physical weight in his chest. He was going to explode, the sensation so intense it bordered on a spiritual experience. He wanted to scream her name, to thank her for the delicious torture of her attention.

"Please, Theodora. Please, let me. I'll do anything," he whimpered, his tears wetting the rug.

"Fine," she said, her voice dropping to a low, sultry tone that sent shivers down his spine. "Look at me, Finn. Look at the woman who owns every breath you take."

He looked up, his eyes bloodshot and filled with a frantic, pathetic devotion. He saw her thumb move over the screen. He felt the crescendo, the white-hot peak of his climax beginning to tear through him. His body arched, his mouth opening in a silent cry of pure, raw ecstasy.

And then, she turned it off.

The sudden silence of the device was like a physical blow. The orgasm, instead of blooming into a beautiful release, curdled into a sharp, sickening ache. It was a ruined, hollow sensation that left him gasping for air, his body trembling with the trauma of the denial. He felt the fluid leave him, but there was no spark, no joy - only the dull, heavy weight of failure.

Theodora looked down at him with clinical satisfaction, watching the way he curled into a ball of frustration. "That belonged to me, Finn. And I decided you didn't deserve to finish. You are a broken thing, and you will stay that way until I decide otherwise."

Finn collapsed, his chest heaving with frustrated sobs. He was broken, humiliated, and utterly unsatisfied, yet as he looked up at Theodora Banks, he realized he had never loved her more. Being her pet, her obedient and ruined servant, was the only role he ever truly wanted. In the shadow of her absolute authority, the romance of his total surrender was the only thing that made him feel alive.

	 


Chapter 8: Boardroom Games with Henry Winchester
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