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The Acquisition Brief



Megan Hargrove clicked to the last slide, her laser pointer tracing the projected revenue curve with practiced precision. The glass walls of Deshaun Langford’s corner office reflected the late-afternoon sun, turning the space into a transparent stage where every gesture felt exposed. Around the long mahogany table, the rest of the acquisition team nodded along, laptops already closing as the meeting wound down. She kept her voice steady, professional, the same tone she had honed through three years of fourteen-hour days and flawless deliverables.

“Thank you. The numbers support moving forward with the merger at the projected valuation. Questions?”

A few polite murmurs, then chairs scraped back. One by one her colleagues filed out, offering quick smiles or tired waves. Megan began gathering her notes, sliding her tablet into its slim leather case, when she felt it. That deliberate weight. Deshaun had not moved from the head of the table. His deep brown eyes stayed fixed on her, calm and unhurried, while the room emptied around them.

She straightened her navy pencil skirt, smoothing the fabric over her hips. At five-foot-five, she had always felt the height difference in this office, but today it registered differently. Deshaun Langford filled his high-backed chair like he had been carved for it, six-foot-four of quiet power wrapped in a tailored charcoal suit. His precisely trimmed beard framed a mouth that rarely smiled fully, yet never needed to. The man never raised his voice. He simply decided, and the world adjusted.

“Excellent work, Megan,” he said, the low timbre of his voice carrying easily across the now-silent room. “Stay a moment.”

She paused, tablet half-zipped. “Of course, Mr. Langford.”

The glass door clicked shut behind the last departing analyst. Late sunlight slanted through the blinds, striping the carpet in gold. Megan remained standing, aware of how the fitted white blouse hugged her modest curves, how her dark hair was pinned back in its usual sleek chignon. She told herself the flush rising on her cheeks came from the presentation adrenaline. Nothing more.

Deshaun rose slowly, buttoning his jacket with one large hand. The movement pulled the fabric across broad shoulders and a chest that spoke of disciplined strength rather than gym vanity. He circled the table toward her, each step measured. Up close the air itself seemed thicker, carrying the faint cedar-and-spice scent of his cologne.

“You’ve been carrying this project,” he said, stopping just inside her personal space. Not touching. Not yet. “The board will notice. I’ve already made sure of that.”

Megan’s pulse kicked higher. She met his gaze, green eyes steady despite the sudden heat pooling low in her belly. “I appreciate the recognition. The team worked hard.”

His mouth curved, a fraction. “The team. And you.” One fingertip brushed a stray strand of hair behind her ear, the contact so light she might have imagined it. “You thrive on deadlines, don’t you? On proving exactly how much you can handle.”

The words landed like a slow caress against her skin. She thought of Ethan waiting at home with his predictable Tuesday stir-fry and the same gentle, efficient lovemaking that had become their routine. Comfortable. Safe. Utterly insufficient lately. She pushed the comparison away, focusing instead on the promotion path Deshaun had just hinted at.

“I handle what’s required,” she answered, voice lower than she intended.

Deshaun’s gaze dropped briefly to her mouth, then lower, tracing the line of her throat, the subtle rise of her breasts beneath silk and lace. When his eyes returned to hers they held a new intensity, patient but unmistakable.

“Requirements can change, Megan. Sometimes a woman discovers she’s capable of far more than she scheduled for herself.” He let the statement settle between them, heavy with implication. “I’ll want your full attention on the next phase. Late nights. Close collaboration. Are you prepared for that kind of… dedication?”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively. The polished professional armor she wore every day suddenly felt thin, almost translucent under that stare. She could smell her own faint arousal mixing with his cologne, a humiliating little secret in the glass-walled office where anyone on the executive floor might glance in. Yet she did not step back.

“Yes,” she said, the word leaving her lips before her brain could filter it. “I’m prepared.”

A slow, approving nod. His hand settled lightly on the small of her back, guiding her toward the door with the faintest pressure. The heat of his palm burned through her blouse.

“Good. Because I intend to acquire everything you have to offer.” The words were spoken softly, almost conversationally, but they sank straight into her core, igniting nerves she had ignored for too long. “We’ll start tomorrow evening. My office. Nine o’clock. Bring the revised models.”

Megan nodded, legs unsteady as she stepped into the hallway. Behind her the glass door closed with a quiet finality. She walked toward the elevators, feeling his gaze follow every sway of her hips, every click of her heels on the marble. Her mind raced with projections and risk assessments, but her body had already begun its own silent surrender, slick and aching beneath the respectable facade of her wardrobe.

She pressed the elevator button and exhaled shakily. One lingering look. One charged conversation. Yet already the careful architecture of her professional detachment felt cracked, and through those cracks something hungry peered out, wide-eyed and curious.


Late File Review



The executive floor sat wrapped in nighttime silence, only the low hum of the air system and the occasional distant elevator chime breaking the quiet. Megan Hargrove had already changed into a fresh blouse after dinner at her desk; the pale cream silk now slightly rumpled from hours of staring at spreadsheets. Her phone buzzed at nine seventeen, Deshaun’s name lighting the screen with a single line: My office. Revised models. Now.

She gathered her laptop and the thick binder of printouts, heart beating faster than she cared to admit. The hallway lights cast long shadows as she walked, heels echoing softly. Ethan had texted earlier about a quiet evening at home, but she had replied with the usual excuse of a tight deadline. Guilt flickered, quickly smothered by the professional justification that this was how careers advanced. Senior analysts did not turn down direct summons from the executive leading the biggest deal of the year.

Deshaun’s door stood ajar. She knocked once and stepped inside. He sat behind his massive desk, suit jacket draped over the back of his chair, sleeves rolled up to reveal powerful forearms. The city lights glittered through the floor-to-ceiling windows behind him, framing him like a portrait of restrained command. A single lamp illuminated the workspace, leaving the rest of the office in intimate darkness.

“Close the door, Megan,” he said without looking up from his monitor, voice low and even.

She did; the soft click sounding louder than it should. He gestured to the chair opposite him. “Let’s see where the variances sit.”

For the next forty minutes they worked side by side, heads bent over the same documents. Megan pointed out adjustments to the cash-flow projections, her slender fingers tracing columns while his much larger hand occasionally brushed hers when turning pages. Each incidental contact sent a spark straight down her spine. She kept her explanations crisp, data-driven, the same voice she used in boardrooms. Yet every time she glanced up, his gaze was already waiting, steady and unflinching.

“You’ve put in extra hours on this every night this week,” he observed, leaning back in his chair. The movement stretched the fabric of his dress shirt across his broad chest. “Your husband doesn’t mind the late nights?”

The question landed casually, but it carried weight. Megan felt heat rise in her cheeks. “Ethan understands. He’s in tech himself. Deadlines happen.”

Deshaun nodded once, as if filing the answer away. “Dedication like yours is rare. Most people clock out when the lights dim. You stay. You push.” He stood and circled the desk, stopping behind her chair. One large hand rested on the back of it, close enough that she could feel the warmth radiating from his body. “Tell me, Megan. How far are you willing to push yourself for this acquisition? For the role that comes after it?”

Her breath caught. She stared at the numbers on the screen, but they blurred. “As far as necessary. I want the senior director position. I’ve earned it.”

His fingers brushed the nape of her neck, light as a breath, tracing the line where her dark hair met skin. “Earned. That’s an interesting word. Because I decide who earns what around here.” The touch lingered, then slid down to rest on her shoulder, heavy and warm through the thin silk. “Look at me.”

She turned in the chair. Up close he seemed even taller, lamplight catching the angles of his jaw, beard framing a mouth that never needed to raise its voice. The sheer size difference made her feel delicate, almost fragile, in a way that sent unwelcome slickness gathering between her thighs.

“You’re ambitious,” he continued, voice dropping lower. “Sharp mind. Polished exterior. But I see the tension you carry. The way your body stays wound tight even when you’re sitting still.” His thumb stroked along her collarbone, slow and deliberate. “What if I told you the promotion path requires more than spreadsheets? What if it requires proving you can handle demands that go beyond the quarterly reports?”

Megan’s pulse thundered in her ears. Professional instinct screamed to pull away, to remind him of boundaries and HR policies. Instead, she remained seated, thighs pressed together, fighting the urge to lean into that touch. “I handle pressure well, Mr. Langford.”

“Deshaun,” he corrected, the name rolling rich and deep from his throat. “When we’re alone like this, you use my name.” His hand moved lower, fingertips grazing the upper swell of her breast through her blouse before retreating. Not grabbing. Testing. “Say it.”

“Deshaun,” she whispered, the sound shaky on her tongue. Guilt twisted in her chest, Ethan’s face flashing behind her eyes, but the ache between her legs only sharpened. She was married. She was ambitious. She was not the kind of woman who let her boss touch her after hours. Yet here she sat, nipples tightening against lace, letting his words coil around her like silk ropes.

He smiled faintly; the expression reaching his eyes. “Good girl. Now show me the sensitivity analysis again. And while you do, I want you to think about what else you might be willing to offer to secure your future here.”

Megan forced her attention back to the laptop, voice trembling only slightly as she walked him through the charts. His hand stayed on her shoulder, occasionally drifting to trace the shell of her ear or the line of her jaw. Each caress felt like a promise and a claim at once. By the time they finished the review, her panties clung damply to her folds, and her professional mask had developed fresh cracks.

Deshaun straightened, towering over her once more. “We’ll need another session tomorrow night. Same time. Wear something that makes you feel powerful, Megan. I like watching confidence on a woman who’s about to learn how much more she can surrender.”

She stood on unsteady legs, gathering her things. The city lights twinkled far below, indifferent to the storm building inside her. As she reached the door, his voice followed her, calm and certain.

“Sleep well. Dream about the numbers. Or about what my hands might do once the numbers are perfect.”

Megan stepped into the empty hallway without answering, but her body had already begun its quiet betrayal, throbbing with a need she had no business feeling. She rode the elevator down clutching her binder like a shield, mind racing through rationalizations even as her core clenched at the memory of his touch.


The First Command



Conference Room B glowed under recessed lighting, the long walnut table reflecting the glow of two open laptops. Most of the acquisition team had already gone home, leaving only Megan and Deshaun for the final alignment session. She sat in her usual seat midway down the table, legs crossed beneath her charcoal skirt suit, fresh notes spread before her. The clock on the wall read eight forty-five. Ethan had sent a photo of the takeout he ordered for one, a gentle reminder wrapped in understanding. She had replied with a heart emoji and a promise to be home soon, stomach tight with the lie.

Deshaun occupied the chair at the head, sleeves rolled once more, the top button of his crisp white shirt undone. He reviewed her latest revisions with that same unhurried focus, attention fixed on the columns while one broad hand rested on the table edge. The room felt smaller tonight, the glass wall to the hallway dimmed by automatic tinting that turned the outside world into a distant haze.

“These projections are tight,” he said, voice unhurried and rich. “You’ve anticipated every variable I would have flagged. Impressive.” He looked up, holding her gaze across the polished wood. “But ambition alone doesn’t secure the senior director seat, Megan. Results do. And the kind of loyalty that proves a woman can be trusted with real power.”

She shifted in her seat, smoothing her skirt over her thighs. The words carried weight, layered. “I’ve delivered consistent results for three years. My track record speaks for itself.”

He rose and moved to the chair beside hers, the one normally occupied by the finance lead. The proximity hit her immediately; the sheer breadth of him making the wide table feel intimate. Heat radiated from him, his warmth pressing close enough to taste. He sat, thigh brushing hers under the table, and opened the shared document on his screen.

“Let me show you the next level.” His hand disappeared beneath the table's edge. A moment later, warm fingers settled on her knee, heavy and deliberate. Megan stiffened, breath catching in her throat. She glanced toward the hallway, heart hammering at the risk. Anyone walking past might see them seated close, but not the slow glide of his palm sliding upward along her stockinged thigh.

“Deshaun,” she whispered, voice tight with warning and something far more dangerous. “We can’t. Not here.”

His fingers continued their ascent, pushing the hem of her skirt higher with patient insistence. “We can. And we will. Because you’re going to show me exactly how committed you are to this path.” The touch reached the lace edge of her thigh-highs, stroking the bare skin above with a calloused thumb. “Senior director means reporting directly to me. Late nights. Private briefings. Full access. Are you ready to give me that kind of access, Megan?”

Her professional armor strained. She gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening, while her body betrayed her with a fresh rush of wetness soaking into her panties. Ethan’s face flickered in her mind, his kind eyes and routine affection, and shame burned hot in her chest. This was wrong. She was married. She had built her reputation on integrity and sharp analysis, not spreading her legs for leverage. Yet the slow, commanding stroke of Deshaun’s hand made her clit throb against damp fabric, a needy pulse she could not ignore.

“I… I want the role,” she managed, voice barely above a breath. “But this is crossing every line.”

His chuckle was low, vibrating through her. “Lines exist to be redrawn by those who hold the pen.” Fingers traced higher, parting her thighs just enough to cup the heat between them through soaked lace. He pressed the heel of his palm against her mound, rubbing in firm, unhurried circles that made her hips twitch involuntarily. “Feel how wet you already are for me. Your body knows what your mind is still fighting. That tight little pussy is aching to prove its loyalty.”

Megan bit her lip hard, swallowing a whimper. The vulgar words from his measured mouth shocked her, sending another flood of slickness against his palm. She was a senior analyst, respected, composed. Not the kind of woman who let her black boss finger her under a conference table while colleagues might still linger on the floor. Yet her thighs widened another inch, granting him more room as pleasure coiled low in her belly.

“Look at me,” he commanded softly. She turned her head, gaze glassy and unfocused. His face remained calm, authoritative, beard framing lips that curved with quiet satisfaction. “The promotion is yours if you earn it properly. Starting tonight. I want you thinking about my hand between your legs every time you sit at your desk tomorrow. Every time you kiss your husband goodnight. This is the new requirement.”

Two thick fingers slipped beneath the lace, parting her swollen folds and gliding through her abundant cream. He circled her clit once, twice, then pushed one finger inside her, stretching her with deliberate care. Megan’s breath hitched sharply, inner walls clenching around the invasion. The size of even that single digit felt overwhelming compared to what she was used to, filling her in a way that made her head spin. Guilt crashed over her again, but it only sharpened the illicit thrill, turning her nipples into hard points beneath her blouse.

She fought to keep her face neutral as he pumped slowly, curling to stroke that sensitive spot inside her. “Deshaun… someone could walk by,” she gasped, the words fractured.

“Then you’ll stay very quiet while I open you up for what’s coming.” A second finger joined the first, stretching her further, the wet sounds of her arousal barely masked by the hum of the air system. His thumb found her clit and rubbed tight circles while his fingers worked deeper. “Good girl. Soaking my hand like you were made for this. Imagine how much better it will feel when it’s my thick cock claiming every inch of this married pussy.”

Her orgasm built fast and merciless, professional composure fracturing under the assault. She gripped his wrist beneath the table, not to stop him but to anchor herself as waves of raw pleasure rolled through her core. In that moment, with his fingers buried inside her and his calm voice painting filthy promises, Megan felt the first true crack in her identity. The ambitious analyst who controlled every variable was trembling on the edge of surrender, body humming with forbidden need while her mind scrambled for justifications that grew weaker by the second.

He brought her right to the brink, then eased back, withdrawing his fingers with a final slow drag that left her clenching around nothing. Deshaun lifted his hand into view, glistening with her juices, and held her gaze as he licked them clean with deliberate enjoyment.

“Tomorrow night,” he said, voice steady as if they had only discussed quarterly targets. “My office. Wear the black heels I like. And leave the panties at home. We’re just getting started on your real performance review.”

Megan sat there, thighs trembling, skirt disheveled beneath the table, pulse racing in her ears. She nodded once, unable to form words. As he returned to his seat and resumed reviewing the slides, she tried to steady her breathing, shame and hunger warring inside her chest. The promotion path had never looked so dangerous. Or so irresistible.


First Full Surrender



The executive suite door locked with a heavy electronic click that echoed through Megan’s ribs like a starting gun. Midnight had come and gone while the rest of the building slept, leaving only faint city glow filtering through the tall windows. She stood just inside the threshold in her black heels and a deep emerald dress that clung to her slender curves, the same outfit she had worn to the client dinner earlier. Ethan’s goodnight text still sat unread on her phone. She had told him the deal required one final all-nighter. The lie tasted bitter, yet the slick heat already gathering between her thighs made it easier to swallow.

Deshaun crossed the room with that measured stride, shedding his jacket and loosening his tie in one fluid motion. The suite’s leather couch waited behind him, wide and inviting under soft recessed lighting. He stopped in front of her, all height and unhurried authority, skin warm in the low light. Without speaking, he cupped her chin, tilting her face up so their eyes locked. His thumb brushed her lower lip, slow and certain.

“You came,” he murmured, voice rich and low. “No more pretending this is only about the promotion. Tonight you give me everything, Megan. And I’m going to take it.”

Her breath trembled out. Professional Megan, the one who dominated spreadsheets and earned every raise through merit, screamed warnings in the back of her mind. Married. Respected. In control. But the woman standing here, pulse hammering between her legs, wanted nothing more than to feel him split her open. She nodded once, pupils blown dark with want.

He kissed her then, deep and unhurried, tongue sliding against hers with patient command while his large hands roamed down her sides. Fabric whispered as he unzipped the dress, letting it pool at her feet. She stood in a black lace bra and matching thong, heels still on, skin prickling under his gaze. Deshaun stepped back just enough to drink her in, then guided her backward until her calves hit the couch.

“On your back,” he ordered softly. “Legs open for me.”

Megan lowered herself onto the cool leather, heart thundering as she parted her thighs. The position left her exposed, vulnerable, her modest breasts rising and falling rapidly. Deshaun shed his shirt, revealing the powerful contours of his chest and abdomen, every inch carved from disciplined strength. When he dropped his trousers, her mouth went dry. His cock sprang free, heavy and thick, veins pulsing along a shaft that curved slightly upward. A length and thickness that made her stomach flutter with equal parts fear and raw craving. She had never seen anything like it. Never imagined her body could accommodate it.

He knelt between her spread legs, one massive hand wrapping around the base of his erection and stroking once, twice, as if showing her what was coming. “Look at it, Megan. This is what you’ve been dripping for since that first meeting. Your little married pussy is about to learn what a real man feels like.”

She whimpered, hips lifting instinctively. Shame flooded her cheeks, hot and sharp, but it only made her wetter. Deshaun hooked his fingers in her thong and dragged it down her legs, tossing the soaked scrap aside. Then he leaned over her, bracing one hand beside her head while the fat head of his cock nudged her entrance. The heat of it alone made her gasp.

“Easy,” he breathed against her ear. “Breathe through it. You’re going to take every inch tonight.”

He pushed forward. The thick crown breached her, stretching her slick walls with a burning pressure that stole her breath. Megan’s fingers dug into his shoulders, nails biting dark skin as another inch sank in, then another. The sheer girth split her wider than anything ever had, filling her so completely she felt him in her throat. A broken moan tore from her lips. In that stretched moment, with her body yielding to his relentless entry, something inside her chest cracked wide open. This was surrender. Not just sex. Not just ambition. This was the first time she truly belonged to someone else’s control, and the realization sent a helpless rush of cream coating his shaft.

Deshaun groaned low, hips rocking deeper in careful thrusts that worked more of his length inside her. “Fuck, you’re tight. Gripping me like you were built for this big black cock. That’s it… let me in, baby. Let me ruin this pretty pussy for anyone else.”

Halfway in and already she felt stretched beyond reason, her inner muscles fluttering around the relentless width. He pulled back slightly, then drove forward again, gaining another inch. The couch creaked beneath them. Megan’s heels dug into the leather as her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him closer despite the burning pressure. Every slow, deliberate thrust dragged across nerves she hadn’t known existed, pleasure bordering on pain and somehow better for it.

When he finally bottomed out, hips flush against her, Megan shattered around the sensation. Her walls clamped down hard, a sudden sharp orgasm ripping through her without warning. She cried out, back arching, vision blurring as wave after wave pulsed through her core. Deshaun held still, letting her ride it, his beard brushing her neck while he whispered filthy praise.

“Good girl. Coming just from being stuffed full. Your husband never stretched you like this, did he? Never made you soak the couch like a desperate little slut for her boss.”

The words should have humiliated her. Instead, they fueled the fire. She shook her head frantically, tears of overwhelming pleasure leaking from the corners of her eyes. Deshaun began to move then, long powerful strokes that withdrew almost entirely before driving back in, hips colliding with her ass. The wet, obscene sounds of their joining filled the suite, mixing with her broken moans and his steady grunts.

Megan clung to him, lost in the rhythm. Each thrust ground his pelvis against her clit, sending sparks shooting up her spine. She felt every ridge, every vein, the way his thickness forced her open and claimed her completely. Another climax built fast, deeper this time, coiling in her belly like a live wire. When it hit she screamed his name, nails raking down his back, body convulsing so hard her vision whited out for a moment. In the heart of it she understood with sudden clarity that she would never be the same. This man, this cock, this forbidden power had rewritten her.

Deshaun’s pace quickened, controlled but relentless. Sweat glistened on his deep brown skin. He hooked one of her legs higher, opening her wider so he could drive even deeper, pounding that perfect spot until fresh tears streamed down her face. “This pussy is mine now. Every late night, every promotion meeting, you’ll remember how I fucked you raw on this couch. Say it.”

“Yours,” she gasped, voice hoarse. “It’s yours, Deshaun. Fuck… I’m yours.”

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, guttural groan, thick ropes of cum flooding her spasming channel. The heat of it triggered one final shattering orgasm that left her trembling and boneless beneath him. They stayed locked together, breathing hard, still buried and twitching inside her overstuffed pussy as aftershocks rippled through her.

Eventually he eased out, a rush of mixed fluids spilling onto the leather. Deshaun gathered her close, large hand stroking down her sweat-damp spine while she shook against his chest. Megan pressed her face into his neck, inhaling his scent, mind floating in a haze of exhaustion and raw satisfaction. Guilt waited somewhere on the edges, but for now it could not touch the bone-deep pleasure still humming through her veins.

She had crossed the line completely. And already, even as her body ached from the thorough claiming, she knew she would do it again.


Desk Worship



Lunch hour arrived with the door to Deshaun’s office already locked and the blinds drawn tight against the executive floor’s prying eyes. Megan slipped inside exactly at twelve fifteen, heart racing beneath her ivory blouse and navy skirt. The morning’s strategy calls still echoed in her ears, full of data and deadlines, yet all she could focus on was the slick anticipation dampening the gusset of her panties. Ethan had sent a sweet message about meeting for a quick salad, but she had replied with another vague excuse about back-to-back meetings. The guilt sat heavier today, a dull ache, yet it dissolved the moment Deshaun looked up from his desk and crooked one finger in silent command.

He remained seated in his high-backed leather chair, suit jacket off, tie loosened, the lines of his chest visible beneath the shirt. “Lock it behind you and come here. On your knees.”

Megan’s breath hitched. She lowered herself gracefully, knees sinking into the thick carpet as she crawled the final distance beneath the broad executive desk. The position kept her fully dressed in her professional armor, blouse tucked neatly, skirt riding high on her thighs, black heels still strapped to her feet. The contrast made her feel both powerful and utterly reduced, a senior analyst reduced to worshipping at her boss’s feet during company hours.

Deshaun spread his legs wider, unzipping with deliberate calm. His heavy cock spilled out, already thickening under her gaze, the dark shaft curving proudly toward her. The same intimidating weight that had ruined her just nights ago now hovered inches from her face, musky and warm. She stared, transfixed, the sheer scale of him against her slender frame sending fresh heat flooding her core. How could something so massive belong inside her? The question alone made her mouth water.

“Eyes up,” he said softly, voice never rising above a murmur yet impossible to disobey. “I want you to learn how to worship it properly, Megan. Not just take it. Adore every inch like the ambitious little cocksucker you’re becoming.”

She leaned in, pressing a tentative kiss to the wide, flared head. The skin was velvet-soft over steel, pulsing against her lips. A low groan rumbled from his chest as she dragged her tongue along the underside, tracing the thick vein that ran its length. The taste of him, clean skin and faint salt, made her thighs clench. She worked slowly, mapping every ridge and contour with lips and tongue, her gaze flicking up to meet his whenever she could. The desk shielded her from the world outside, but the risk hummed in her blood. Colleagues walked the halls mere feet away, discussing quarterly targets while she knelt in her business suit with her boss’s filling her mouth inch by impossible inch.

Deshaun’s large hand settled on the crown of her head, not forcing, simply guiding. “That’s it. Slow. Show me how grateful you are for the opportunities I’m giving you.” He shifted his hips, nudging deeper between her stretched lips. Her jaw ached beautifully from the girth, saliva already coating her chin and dripping onto the crisp fabric of her blouse. “Your husband ever get service like this during lunch? No. Because he doesn’t own this promotion path. I do.”

The degrading words should have stung. Instead they ignited her. Megan moaned around his shaft, taking him deeper until the head nudged the back of her throat. She gagged softly but held, hollowing her cheeks and sucking with reverent hunger. Her hands rose to cup the heavy weight of his balls, massaging them gently while her head bobbed in a steady rhythm. The size difference felt obscene, her small manicured fingers barely wrapping around the base while her mouth struggled to accommodate even half his length. In that moment, with leather and wood creaking above her and the faint scent of his cologne surrounding her, Megan felt a rush of dark clarity. This was what she needed. Not spreadsheets or careful planning, but this raw, filthy submission that made her feel truly alive.

She pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening cock. “It’s so fucking big,” she whispered, voice hoarse and awed. “I can’t stop thinking about how it stretches me open. How it owns me.” The confession spilled out unfiltered, her composure crumbling another degree. She licked broad stripes up the shaft, then swirled her tongue around the head, savoring the bead of precum that rewarded her. Her free hand slipped under her skirt, rubbing frantic circles over her soaked panties, but Deshaun’s foot nudged her wrist away.

“No touching yourself unless I say so. This is about my pleasure, not yours. Yet.” His tone remained calm, measured, but the possession in it sent another gush of wetness down her thighs. “Keep worshipping. Show me how badly that married pussy wants to earn the senior director title.”

Megan dove back in with renewed fervor, sucking harder, taking him as deep as her throat would allow. Obscene wet sounds filled the space under the desk, gurgles and slurps mixing with his low grunts of approval. She felt every thick inch, the way it throbbed against her tongue, the way her jaw stretched wide. Tears pricked her eyes from the effort, but they were tears of overwhelming need. Between strokes she murmured filthy praise against his skin, “So thick… so perfect… I need it every day,” her professional voice reduced to desperate, broken whispers.

Deshaun’s hand tightened in her hair as his hips began to thrust shallowly, fucking her mouth with controlled power. “Good girl. Look at you, dressed like the perfect analyst while you choke on your boss’s cock. This is what you traded your evenings for. This is what ambition really costs.” The words landed like sparks on dry tinder. Megan’s inner walls fluttered emptily, aching to be filled again, but she poured every ounce of that frustration into pleasing him, hollowing her cheeks and swirling her tongue until his breathing grew ragged.

When he finally tensed, she felt the first powerful pulse against her tongue. Thick, hot jets of cum flooded her mouth, more than she could swallow at once. She tried, gulping greedily, but some escaped the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin onto her blouse. The taste, salty and masculine, branded itself into her senses. She kept sucking gently through his release, milking every drop until he eased back with a satisfied sigh.

Deshaun tucked himself away and pulled her up onto his lap, wiping her chin with his thumb before feeding the stray cum back between her lips. She sucked it clean, eyes glazed with lust and lingering shame. Her body throbbed, clit swollen and neglected, yet the satisfaction of having pleased him so thoroughly settled deep in her chest like a dark new addiction.

“Clean yourself up before your one o’clock,” he murmured against her ear, hand sliding possessively over her ass through the skirt. “And think about this every time you sit across from me in a meeting. How your mouth belongs wrapped around me now.”

Megan stood on shaky legs, adjusting her disheveled clothes and wiping her face. The afternoon stretched ahead, full of normal work and normal conversations, but she already knew her focus would be shattered. She had crossed another threshold, trading another piece of her old self for the overwhelming pleasure of serving him. And the terrifying part was how little she regretted it.


Weekend Merger Prep



Saturday morning sunlight slanted across the near-deserted headquarters, turning the open-plan executive wing into a quiet cathedral of glass and steel. Only a skeleton crew remained on the acquisition project, and most had already cleared out by ten. Megan arrived in a charcoal sheath dress and low heels, laptop bag slung over one shoulder, telling herself this was purely professional. Ethan had kissed her goodbye at the door with his usual easy affection, mentioning a bike ride later. She had smiled, nodded, and driven away with her thighs already tingling at the thought of spending hours alone with Deshaun.

He waited in the main strategy room, cuffs pushed back, forearms resting on the wide table scattered with printouts and tablets. The city sprawled below the floor-to-ceiling windows, a glittering backdrop that made the empty building feel even more intimate. Deshaun looked up as she entered, his gaze tracing her form with open appreciation.

“Close the door,” he said, voice low and even. “We have the floor to ourselves for the next few hours.”

Megan turned the lock with a soft click that sent a thrill straight to her core. They reviewed merger scenarios for nearly an hour, heads bent close, voices professional. Yet every time his knee brushed hers under the table, every time his large hand covered hers to point at a figure, heat coiled tighter in her belly. Her earlier guilt had begun to shift, twisting into a sharper, more addictive hunger. She still loved Ethan, still valued the steady life they shared, but the memory of Deshaun’s splitting her open refused to fade. It made her wet just sitting here, legs crossed, trying to focus on valuation multiples.

Deshaun finally pushed his chair back. “Enough numbers for now.” He stood and walked to the windows, silhouetted against the skyline. “Come here, Megan.”

She rose and joined him, pulse quickening as he positioned her facing the glass, her back to his chest. The city stretched out below, tiny cars and people moving far beneath them. His hands settled on her hips, pulling her ass back against the unmistakable bulge in his trousers.

“Anyone with binoculars could see us up here,” he murmured against her ear, breath warm. “But you’re going to let me fuck you right against this window anyway. Because that’s what I want. And deep down, that’s what you need.”

A soft whimper escaped her. She pressed her palms to the cool glass, arching her back as he hiked her dress up over her hips. No panties today. She had stopped wearing them around him entirely. Deshaun’s fingers found her already drenched folds, parting them and circling her swollen clit with practiced strokes. Megan moaned, forehead resting against the window, her breath fogging the glass.

“Soaking again,” he observed, calm as ever. “Your body craves this big black cock even on a Saturday morning when you should be home with your husband. Spread wider for me.”

She obeyed, stepping her feet apart. The sound of his zipper sent fresh cream trickling down her inner thigh. Then the heavy, blunt head of his cock nudged her entrance, thick and insistent. Megan gasped as he pushed inside, the massive girth forcing her walls to stretch around him once more. The slow, burning slide felt different every time, deeper, more consuming. She bit her lip hard, fighting the urge to cry out as inch after thick inch sank into her, claiming her completely while the city watched unknowingly below.

“Fuck… you open up so perfectly for me,” Deshaun growled softly, bottoming out with his hips flush against her ass. One large hand slid up her body to cup her breast through the dress, pinching the stiff nipple while the other gripped her hip. “Look at that view. All those people down there have no idea I’m buried balls-deep in my married senior analyst. Does that make you wetter, baby?”

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing back against him, desperate for friction. The size contrast overwhelmed her again, her slight frame pinned between cold glass and the muscular wall of him. She felt small, possessed, deliciously overpowered. Rationalizations swirled in her mind: this was just physical, just stress relief, just the price of the promotion she had earned. But the hunger growing inside her whispered something darker. She needed this. Needed him. Needed to be used like this.

Deshaun began thrusting, steady and powerful, each stroke grinding along every sensitive nerve. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed in the empty room. Megan’s breasts bounced inside her dress with every impact, nipples dragging against fabric. She rocked back to meet him, heels lifting off the carpet as she chased the deep, grinding pressure. Pleasure built fast and vicious, coiling low in her belly until it snapped. Her first orgasm crashed over her, inner walls clamping down hard around his pistoning cock, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as she shuddered against the window.

He didn’t slow. Instead he hooked an arm under one of her knees, lifting her leg higher and opening her even more. The new angle let him drive deeper, pounding that perfect spot with relentless precision. Megan’s fingers squeaked against the glass, her reflection showing a flushed, disheveled woman with mascara smudged and lips parted in constant moans. Another climax rolled through her, longer and deeper, leaving her legs trembling.

“Such a greedy little pussy,” Deshaun praised, voice still measured even as his thrusts grew harder. “Milking me so tight while the whole city sits below us. This is what you traded your weekends for. Say it.”

“I traded… everything for this,” she gasped, voice breaking on every thrust. “For your cock. For how you fuck me.”

He spun her suddenly, pressing her front to the glass again but facing him this time. Lifting her effortlessly, he pinned her against the window with her legs wrapped around his waist. The cold surface chilled her back while his scorching heat filled her front. Deshaun drove up into her, powerful strokes that lifted her slightly with each one. Her dress bunched around her waist, heels dangling in the air. She clung to his shoulders, nails digging into dark skin, lost in the raw rhythm.

The third orgasm hit her like a freight train, vision blurring as her body convulsed around every rigid inch of him. In the heart of it, pressed against the glass with the city at her back and Deshaun claiming every inch of her, Megan felt the last careful barriers inside her crumble further. She was no longer just enduring this for her career. She was addicted, obsessed, already wondering how she would survive the coming week without another stolen moment like this.

Deshaun’s pace faltered, hips stuttering. With a deep groan he buried himself to the hilt and came, flooding her with hot, thick pulses that overflowed and ran down her thighs. He held her there, still impaled, breathing hard against her neck while aftershocks rippled through them both.

When he finally lowered her to shaky feet, cum dripped onto the carpet between her heels. Megan leaned against the window, chest heaving, dress wrinkled and ruined. Deshaun smoothed her hair back with surprising gentleness, then kissed her deeply, tongue stroking hers in a filthy promise.

“Strategy session complete,” he said, lips curving. “Clean up and we’ll finish the actual models. Then I’ll have you again before we leave. Because we’re nowhere near done today.”

Megan nodded, legs still trembling, a dark smile tugging at her own mouth. The hunger had won another round. And she was starting to stop pretending she wanted it any other way.


Brutal Anal Claim



After-hours quiet settled over the executive floor like a heavy curtain, the only illumination coming from the single desk lamp in Deshaun’s office. Megan had stayed late without being asked, drawn by the text he sent at six thirty and the growing ache that now lived constantly between her legs. She stood beside his desk in a black pencil skirt and silk blouse, heels planted firmly, while he finished a call. Ethan’s unanswered messages sat in her phone, something about dinner plans. She had silenced the notifications, her body already humming with anticipation that felt less like guilt and more like necessary fuel.

Deshaun ended the call and rose, filling the space above her in the dim light. Lamplight caught the hard planes of his face, beard freshly edged, presence as commanding as ever. Without preamble, he turned her toward the desk, large hands pressing her forward until her palms flattened on the polished wood and her hips met the edge. The position hiked her skirt up naturally, exposing the bare curve of her ass since she had stopped wearing anything underneath around him weeks ago.

“Tonight I’m taking this tight little ass,” he stated calmly, one hand already spreading her cheeks. A thick finger circled her puckered hole, slick with spit and the lube he kept in his drawer. “You’ve earned the next level of this promotion path, Megan. Show me you can handle being claimed everywhere.”

Her breath caught sharply. The blunt promise sent a confusing mix of fear and dark excitement racing through her veins. She had never done this, not with anyone, yet the thought of him forcing his way into her most forbidden place made her pussy clench and drip onto the carpet. In that suspended second, bent over his desk like a document awaiting signature, Megan felt the last fragments of her old professional boundaries dissolve into pure, filthy need. This was no longer just surrender. She craved the brutality of it.

Deshaun worked one thick finger inside her ass, then two, stretching the tight ring with patient insistence while his other hand reached around to rub her swollen clit. The dual sensation pulled a low moan from her throat. “Please,” she whispered, pushing back against his hand. “I need it. I need you to fuck my ass hard.”

He chuckled softly; the sound vibrating through her. “Greedy now. That’s my girl.” The fingers withdrew, replaced moments later by the blunt, scorching head of his cock. He pressed forward without mercy, the fat crown popping past her resisting ring with a burning stretch that tore a cry from her lips. Inch by relentless inch he sank deeper, splitting her wider than she had thought anybody could bear. The pain-blended pleasure overwhelmed her senses, every thick vein and ridge dragging against virgin-tight walls until his hips finally met her ass and he was buried to the balls.

Megan’s fingers scrabbled across the desk, knocking a pen set to the floor. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes as her body struggled to adjust to the searing invasion. In the searing stretch, with her cheek pressed to cool wood and her boss’s lodged completely in her ass, a raw wave of possession flooded her chest. This was hers now. This searing fullness, this brutal claiming, belonged to her addiction. No one else would ever make her feel this shattered and alive.

Deshaun gripped her hips with bruising strength and began to thrust, deep and merciless from the start. Each stroke withdrew with agonizing slowness before hammering back in, balls slapping against her soaked pussy. The desk creaked under the assault. Megan’s cries grew louder, raw and overwhelmed, echoing off the glass walls. “Oh god… it’s too big… you’re tearing me apart,” she gasped, yet her hips pushed back to meet every brutal plunge, chasing the dark ecstasy building inside her.

“Take it,” he growled, voice still controlled but edged with hunger. “This ass is mine to wreck whenever I want. While your husband sits at home wondering why you’re always so tired, I’m balls-deep in the hole you swore was off-limits. Feel how your body opens for me now.” His pace quickened, pounding her with long, punishing strokes that forced her onto her toes. The burn eased into a deep, throbbing pleasure that made her clit throb untouched. Every impact sent jolts through her core, her juices dripping freely down her thighs.

Another savage thrust ground his pelvis against her, and the second raw interior burst hit her like lightning. Pressed down on the desk with her ass stretched obscenely around his girth, Megan realized with sudden, dizzying clarity that she no longer cared about the risk or the wrongness. She wanted this degradation. Needed to be used like this, bent over his workspace where he signed her promotions and reviewed her performance. The thought alone triggered a shattering orgasm that ripped through her untouched pussy, walls fluttering wildly as she screamed his name.

Deshaun didn’t stop. He fucked her through it, relentless; the wet sounds of her stretched hole obscene in the empty office. One hand fisted in her hair, arching her back further while the other reached around to pinch and tug her nipples through her blouse. “Scream louder. Let the cleaning crew hear what a filthy executive whore you’ve become for this big black cock. Your career, your body, your tightest hole, all belong to me now.”

Megan came again, harder, vision whitening out as her ass clenched rhythmically around his pistoning shaft. The consuming pressure, the sharp crack of his hips against her reddened cheeks, the sense that he was rearranging something fundamental inside her, pushed her into a place beyond thought. She babbled broken pleas and praises, “Harder… own it… I’m yours… fuck my ass like you own me,” her voice hoarse and shameless.

His rhythm finally faltered, thrusts turning erratic and deeper. With a low, guttural groan, Deshaun buried himself to the hilt and erupted, flooding her bowels with thick, hot jets of cum. The sensation triggered one final, devastating climax that left her limp and sobbing with pleasure across the desk. He stayed buried deep, grinding slowly through the aftershocks, letting her feel every twitch and spurt.

When he finally pulled out, a rush of cum poured from her gaping hole, running down her thighs and pooling on the floor. Megan remained bent over, trembling, ass throbbing deliciously. Deshaun smoothed a hand down her back, almost tender, then helped her straighten. She turned into his arms, pressing her face to his chest, breathing in his scent while the evidence of his claim leaked steadily from her.

The promotion felt closer than ever, but it was secondary now. What mattered was the bone-deep satisfaction of being thoroughly ruined and still hungry for more.


Risky Deadline



The conference room buzzed with low voices and the steady clack of keyboards as the acquisition team pushed through another late night. Spreadsheets glowed on multiple screens, coffee cups littered the long table, and the hallway outside remained dimly lit with occasional footsteps of lingering staff. Megan sat midway down one side, legs crossed beneath the heavy wood, her navy skirt hiked discreetly high on her thighs. Deshaun occupied the head position, calm and authoritative as always, directing the discussion on final due diligence items. To everyone else, they appeared locked in professional focus. Only she felt the heavy weight of his gaze whenever it drifted her way.

She had texted Ethan earlier that the deadline demanded her presence until at least midnight. His reply had been understanding, as always. The guilt barely registered now, replaced by a sharp, possessive thrill that tightened her nipples against her blouse. When Deshaun gave the subtle signal, dropping his pen and gesturing for her to retrieve it, Megan slipped from her chair without hesitation. She crawled under the table on hands and knees, heart hammering with the delicious risk, and positioned herself between his spread thighs.

His zipper sounded impossibly loud in the enclosed space, but the team’s chatter covered it. He sprang free, already rigid and heavy, curving toward her face with that familiar impossible scale. Megan’s mouth watered instantly. She wrapped both small hands around the base, marveling again at how her fingers could not meet around the girth, and leaned in to drag her tongue along the underside in one long, worshipful stroke.

Deshaun’s voice never wavered above the table as he continued outlining risk factors. “Adjust the synergy assumptions by another two percent. Megan, you had notes on that section?”

She answered from beneath the wood, voice slightly muffled but steady. “Yes, I’ll incorporate them right away.” Then she swallowed the wide head, stretching her lips wide around the velvet steel. The taste of him flooded her senses, salty skin and raw masculinity, and she moaned softly around the thickness, the vibration making his thigh tense against her cheek.

Above, papers shuffled and colleagues debated timelines. Footsteps passed in the hallway just outside the open door. Megan bobbed deeper, taking more of him until the head nudged her throat. Saliva coated her chin and dripped onto his trousers as she worked him with hungry dedication, one hand stroking what her mouth could not reach while the other cupped and kneaded beneath the shaft. The size contrast hit her fresh every time: her buttoned-up exterior hidden under the table, secretly servicing the man who controlled every promotion and deadline in the room.

“Fuck, just like that,” he murmured under his breath, so low only she could hear. His hand dropped casually to rest on her head, fingers threading into her hair and setting the pace. “Your married mouth feels even better when my team is sitting right here. Keep sucking that big black cock like the obsessed little executive whore you are.”

Megan’s pussy clenched hard at the words, fresh slickness soaking her thighs. She had stopped wearing panties entirely these days, craving the constant reminder of her availability to him. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks and swirling her tongue around the throbbing head on every upstroke. The risk amplified everything, the possibility of discovery sending electric jolts through her body. A colleague’s chair scraped nearby as someone stood to refill coffee. Megan froze for a heartbeat, lips stretched obscenely around half his length, but Deshaun simply pressed her down further until her nose brushed his pelvis.

“Take it all,” he whispered. “Show me how badly you need this promotion.”

She did, relaxing her throat and swallowing around the thick invasion until her eyes watered and her gag reflex fluttered. The wet, muffled sounds of her efforts stayed hidden beneath the table’s heavy drape, but the sheer filth of the act made her clit throb painfully. In that moment, with her boss’s buried down her throat while her colleagues reviewed the very deal that had brought them together, Megan felt a surge of shameless ownership. This power belonged to her now. She had earned the right to kneel here, to milk him dry while the company moved on unaware. The thought sent a helpless mini-orgasm rippling through her core, her empty pussy fluttering around nothing.

Deshaun’s hips gave tiny, controlled thrusts, fucking her face with measured precision. His voice above remained perfectly professional. “Good point on the integration costs. Let’s table that for now.” His fingers tightened in her hair as his cock swelled thicker between her lips. Megan doubled her efforts, stroking and sucking with reverent intensity, desperate for his release.

When it came, it arrived in powerful, silent pulses. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded her mouth and throat, more than she could easily swallow. She gulped frantically, some escaping the corners of her stretched lips to trickle down her chin onto her blouse. The salty flood branded her, marking her submission in the middle of a working session. She kept sucking gently through every spurt, milking him dry until he finally eased back with a barely audible exhale.

Megan stayed under the table a moment longer, licking him clean with tender devotion, then tucked him away and zipped him up. She wiped her face quickly with the back of her hand, smoothed her skirt, and slid back into her chair as if she had simply been retrieving a dropped item. Her cheeks were flushed, lips slightly swollen, but no one seemed to notice. Deshaun met her eyes across the table with that quiet, approving smile, then continued the meeting without missing a beat.

The rest of the session passed in a haze for her. Every time she shifted in her seat, the wet heat between her thighs reminded her of what she had just done. The hunger inside her had grown teeth now, possessive and insatiable. She no longer questioned the late nights or the lies to Ethan. This was her reality, fused tight with the career she had fought for. And she would fight even dirtier to keep both.

By the time the team finally dispersed near midnight, Megan lingered until the room emptied. Deshaun stood and pulled her close, kissing her deeply, tasting himself on her tongue.

“Tomorrow we finalize the promotion paperwork,” he said against her lips. “Be ready to negotiate the full terms.”

She nodded, already aching for whatever came next.


Promotion Negotiation



Deshaun’s office felt smaller in the golden light of late afternoon, blinds half-drawn against the executive floor’s fading activity. Megan stood before his desk in a cream blouse and charcoal skirt, the senior director offer letter already printed and waiting beside his keyboard. Her pulse thrummed steady and eager rather than nervous. The woman who had once agonized over every boundary had vanished; in her place stood someone who knew exactly what she craved and who held the power to grant it.

He leaned back in his chair, gaze moving over her without pretense. “You’ve exceeded every expectation, Megan. The acquisition is closing stronger because of your work. The senior director role is yours.” A pause, deliberate. “But roles at this level come with non-negotiable terms. Personal terms.”

She stepped closer, hips swaying with new confidence. “I’m listening, Deshaun. Tell me what you need from me to seal this.”

He rose and circled the desk, close enough that she had to tilt her chin to hold his stare. One large hand cupped her breast through the silk, thumb circling the already-hard nipple. “I need unrestricted access. To this body. To your schedule. To every hole, every moan, every drop of cream you make when you think about me during board meetings.” His other hand slid under her skirt, finding her bare and slippery. Two thick fingers pushed inside without warning, curling deep. “No more pretending you’re just an ambitious analyst. You’re my executive whore now. Say the title.”

Megan gasped, thighs parting wider as she rocked onto his hand. “Your executive whore,” she breathed, voice husky with shameless want. The words sent a fresh gush of wetness around his fingers. No guilt flickered anymore; only the hot, possessive thrill of belonging to the man who had reshaped her completely. Ethan’s face appeared briefly in her mind, kind and distant, but it dissolved under the onslaught of pleasure. Her husband could never give her this.

Deshaun added a third finger, stretching her roughly while his thumb worked her clit. “On the desk. Now. I want to fuck the new title into you.”

She swept the papers aside and perched on the edge, hiking her skirt to her waist. He freed his massive erection, the shaft curving and veined, already beading at the tip. Megan licked her lips at the sight, legs spreading obscenely. He stepped between them and drove in with one powerful thrust, burying himself in a single stroke. The sudden, total invasion punched the air from her lungs. Her walls clamped down greedily, fluttering around the immense girth that still felt like the first time every single time.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, heels locking behind his back. “Fill me. Remind me who owns this pussy.”

Deshaun gripped her hips and began pounding her in deep, measured strokes that made the desk jolt. Each impact sent jolts of raw pleasure through her core. “This married cunt is mine to use whenever I decide. During performance reviews. Before client calls. After you kiss your husband goodnight.” His pace quickened, hips snapping harder, balls slapping wetly against her ass. “You’ll wear the title, the salary, the corner office, but underneath every business suit you’ll be dripping and ready for this cock.”

Megan’s head fell back, eyes half-lidded as another climax built fast and vicious. The sheer power of him, the way he rearranged her insides with every thrust, made her feel claimed in the most primal way. She reached down to rub her clit frantically, chasing the edge. “I don’t care anymore,” she confessed between moans. “I need you more than I need him. More than anything. Just keep fucking me like this and the promotion is worth every lie.”

He pulled out suddenly, spun her around, and bent her over the desk. Her breasts pressed against the cool wood as he slammed back inside, even deeper from this angle. One hand fisted in her hair, arching her back while the other smacked her ass sharply. “Louder. Tell me how you’ll serve your boss every single day.”

“I’ll suck you under every conference table,” she cried, voice breaking on a particularly brutal thrust. “I’ll bend over for you in the executive bathroom. I’ll let you fuck my ass on lunch breaks if you want. Just give me the role and keep ruining me.” The filthy promises spilled freely now, every professional filter long since burned away. Pleasure coiled tighter, her inner muscles rippling around him.

Deshaun reached around to pinch her clit hard, sending her crashing over. Megan came with a sharp, keening cry, pussy gushing around him as her body convulsed. He fucked her straight through it, relentless, until his own release hit. With a low groan he buried himself deep and pumped thick, hot spurts into her spasming depths, filling her until excess leaked down her thighs.

They stayed locked together, breathing ragged. He finally eased out and turned her to face him, kissing her possessively while his cum continued to drip onto the carpet between her heels.

“The paperwork is signed,” he murmured against her swollen lips. “Senior Director Hargrove. But remember the real contract is between your legs. You report to me completely now.”

Megan smiled, dark and satisfied, already aching for the next time. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”


Irreversible Surrender



The private jet hummed at cruising altitude, cabin lights dimmed to a soft amber glow that wrapped the leather seats in intimacy. Megan Hargrove—newly minted Senior Director—sat across from Deshaun with her legs elegantly crossed, the sleek black dress she had worn to the client celebration riding high on her thighs. The acquisition had closed better than projected. Her promotion was official, complete with corner office and substantial raise. Ethan had sent congratulations flowers to the house, unaware she was thirty thousand feet above the clouds celebrating in an entirely different way.

She uncrossed her legs and rose, heels silent on the carpeted floor. Deshaun watched her approach with that same certainty in his expression, body relaxed in the wide seat, suit jacket already discarded. Megan straddled his lap without asking, knees sinking into the leather on either side of his hips. Her hands went to his belt, unfastening it with practiced hunger.

“I’ve been wet since takeoff thinking about this,” she murmured, voice low and possessive. “My promotion is sealed. Now I want what actually matters. Your cock. Deep. Right here where no one can interrupt us.”

Deshaun’s large hands slid up her thighs, pushing the dress to her waist. He found her bare and already wet, as always. “Greedy executive. Already initiating like you own me.” A thick finger traced her slick folds, then pushed inside, testing her readiness. “But you do, don’t you? You own every late night and every filthy decision that got you here.”

Megan moaned softly, grinding down on his hand while she freed his erection. He sprang free with that same brutal weight, the sheer scale of him still enough to tighten her stomach with raw need. She wrapped both hands around it, stroking reverently from base to leaking tip. “I do own it. This cock ruined my marriage bed and rebuilt my entire life. I’m not going back.”

She rose on her knees, positioned the wide head at her entrance, and sank down in one slow, deliberate motion. The stretch was exquisite, her walls yielding and gripping every thick inch until her ass met his thighs. A shuddering breath escaped her as she bottomed out, feeling him throb deep in her core. In that full, claiming moment, with the jet engines droning and the world far below, Megan accepted the truth completely. Her career success and her addiction to this man were fused forever. She no longer separated them. She gloried in the union.

“Fuck, you feel perfect,” she whispered, beginning to ride him with rolling hips. Her hands braced on his broad shoulders as she lifted and dropped, taking him deep on every descent. The wet sounds of her cream coating his shaft filled the small cabin. Deshaun gripped her ass, guiding her pace, but she set the rhythm, shameless and demanding.

“Look at you,” he said, voice rich and approving. “Senior Director Hargrove riding her boss’s cock like it’s part of the compensation package. Does your husband know his wife comes harder for black dick than she ever did for him?”

The degrading words only spurred her on. Megan rode faster, breasts bouncing inside her dress, nipples hard against the fabric. “He doesn’t need to know. He gets the polished wife who brings home the big salary. I get this. I get you destroying my pussy at thirty thousand feet.” She leaned down, kissing him fiercely, tongue tangling with his while she ground her clit against his pelvis on every downstroke. Pleasure coiled tight and hot in her belly, building toward the edge she now chased without hesitation.

Deshaun thrust up to meet her, powerful strokes that drove his thickness even deeper. The size contrast still thrilled her, her slender body taking every inch of his massive endowment as if molded for it. She clenched around him deliberately, milking his shaft with rhythmic pulses that drew a low groan from his throat. Another raw interior surge hit her: this was power. Not just submission anymore, but the intoxicating knowledge that she had chosen this addiction and made it her greatest strength.

She came first, hard and sudden, inner walls spasming wildly around his pistoning cock. A sharp cry escaped her, muffled against his neck as waves of intense pleasure crashed through her body. Deshaun didn’t slow. He flipped their positions smoothly, laying her back across the wide seat and driving into her with deep, relentless thrusts. Her legs wrapped high around his waist, heels digging into his back as he fucked her through the aftershocks and straight into another building climax.

“Again,” he commanded softly. “Come on my cock while we fly home to your new office. Show me how completely you belong to me now.”

Megan shattered a second time, back arching, nails raking down his arms as her pussy gushed around his thickness. The depth of him, the rhythmic collision of their bodies, the way he claimed every part of her, left her trembling and gasping. She reached between them to rub her clit frantically, prolonging the ecstasy until fresh tears of pleasure slipped from her eyes.

Deshaun’s rhythm grew harsher, more urgent. “This is your life now, Megan. Success by day. My cum leaking out of you by night. Say you accept it.”

“I accept it,” she moaned, voice hoarse and fervent. “I’m yours. Completely. Promotion, pussy, future, all of it. Just keep giving me this cock.”

With a deep, satisfied groan he buried himself to the hilt and came, flooding her with thick, pulsing ropes of hot seed. The sensation triggered her final orgasm, a long, rolling wave that left her boneless and glowing beneath him. They stayed joined, his weight comforting as the jet continued its smooth flight. Cum leaked slowly around his softening shaft, marking her thighs and the leather seat.

Later, as they straightened their clothes and the pilot announced final descent, Megan curled against his side. Her mind felt clear, settled. The ambitious analyst who had once hidden her hunger was gone. In her place sat a woman who had claimed her desires openly and fused them with the career she had fought for. Ethan would receive the version of her that still cared for their shared life, but Deshaun owned the core of her now. Irrevocably.

She looked up at him, eyes bright with dark satisfaction. “When we land, I want you in my new office first thing Monday. Desk, couch, windows. I have ideas for how to christen it properly.”

Deshaun’s hand stroked down her back, possessive and approving. “That’s my director.”

The plane touched down, and Megan stepped into her future with steady heels and a secret, shameless smile.
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