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Chapter 1: The First Late Night
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The 42nd floor of Thorne Enterprises was quiet after 8 p.m., the kind of quiet that felt expensive thick carpet swallowing footsteps, floor-to-ceiling windows showing the city glittering like scattered diamonds below. Most employees were long gone, chasing trains or happy hours. Not Elena Voss.

She sat at the sleek glass desk outside Mr. Thorne's corner office, spine straight, legs crossed under the too-short pencil skirt she'd bought specifically for this internship. Twenty-two years old, fresh out of college, five-foot-two on a good day, and drowning in the shadow of the man she'd been assigned to six weeks ago.

Julian Thorne. Forty-eight. Six-foot-four, broad-shouldered, built like he'd spent his twenties breaking things and his thirties building an empire instead. Dark hair streaked with silver at the temples, always perfectly cut. Suits tailored so sharp they looked dangerous. Voice like low thunder wrapped in velvet. He didn't raise it. He didn't need to.

Elena had noticed him the first day. How could she not? When he walked past her desk, the air shifted his cologne (something woodsy and expensive), the faint brush of his sleeve against her arm as he reached for a file, the way his hand dwarfed the pen he signed with. His fingers were long, thick-knuckled, veins standing out against tanned skin. She'd stared once, too long, and he'd caught her. Just a flicker of dark eyes meeting hers, one corner of his mouth lifting. Not a smile. Something hungrier.

Tonight he was still inside the office, door half-open, tie loosened, sleeves rolled to his forearms. She'd stayed because he'd asked casually, like it was nothing "Miss Voss, I could use another set of eyes on the merger projections. Stay late?"

She'd said yes before her brain caught up.

Now the clock reads 9:17. Her laptop screen glowed with spreadsheets she barely understood. Her pulse hadn't settled since he 'd leaned over her shoulder twenty minutes ago to point at a number. His chest had brushed her back solid, warm through the thin cotton of his shirt. His breath had grazed her ear when he murmured, "There. See how the margins shift?" She'd nodded, words stuck somewhere between her throat and her thighs.

She shifted in the chair now, thighs pressing together. The lace of her panties (black, chosen on a reckless whim this morning) felt suddenly too tight.

The door opened wider.

"Still here?" His voice rolled out, low and amused.

Elena looked up. He filled the doorway jacket off, white dress shirt clinging slightly from the long day, top two buttons undone. Chest hair peeked out, dark against tanned skin. Her mouth went dry.

"Yes, sir," she said. The "sir" slipped out automatically. She hated how breathy it sounded.

He stepped closer, hands in pockets, eyes scanning her face, then dropping deliberately to the way her blouse pulled tight across her breasts when she breathed too fast. She felt small under that gaze. Tiny. Breakable. Wanted.

"You don't have to call me sir after hours, Elena." He paused, letting the name linger. "Unless you want to."

Her cheeks burned. She forced a small laugh. "Habit."

He didn't laugh back. Just watched her.

"Come in here," he said. Not a request. "Bring the tablet."

She stood, legs unsteady for a second. He noticed of course he did. His eyes flicked to her heels (higher than usual, another reckless choice), then back up.

Inside his office it smelled like him: leather, cedar, the faint metallic tang of the city outside. The desk was massive, dark wood, papers neatly stacked. One leather chair behind it. One in front for visitors. He didn't sit. He leaned against the edge of the desk, arms crossed, biceps straining the rolled sleeves.

She stopped a few feet away, clutching the tablet like a shield.

"Closer," he said quietly.

She took one step. Then another. Until she was close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet his eyes. He towered over her easily a foot taller, twice as broad. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

He reached out, slow, deliberate. Took the tablet from her hands. His fingers brushed hers—warm, rough from years of whatever life he'd lived before boardrooms. She felt the contact all the way down her spine.

"Look," he said, turning the screen toward her, but not stepping back. She had to lean in. Her breasts nearly brushed his arm. "This line here. It's off by three percent. Tell me why."

She tried to focus. Tried. The words swam. All she could think about was how close he was, how his thigh was inches from hers, how if she shifted even slightly she'd be pressed against him.

"I... I think the acquisition costs were underestimated," she managed.

"Good girl."

The words hit like a spark. Her breath caught. He didn't move, but something in his eyes darkened.

"You catch on fast," he continued, voice dropping lower. "That's why I kept you late. I like people who pay attention."

She swallowed. "Thank you, Mr. Thorne."

"Julian." He set the tablet down behind him. Now both hands were free. One lifted slowly until his fingertips grazed the side of her jaw, tilting her face up higher. "When we're alone, it's Julian."

Her lips parted. No sound came out.

His thumb traced the edge of her lower lip barely touching, but enough to make her knees weak.

"You've been watching me, Elena." Not a question.

Heat flooded her face, her chest, lower. "I"

"Don't lie." His thumb pressed just enough to part her lips. "I see it. Every time I walk past your desk. Every time I lean over you. Your eyes follow me. Your breathing changes."

She trembled. Couldn't hide it.

He stepped forward half a step and suddenly she was backed against the desk edge, his body caging her without quite touching. She felt the heat radiating off him, the sheer size of him overwhelming her small frame.

"Do you know what I think about when I catch you staring?" he murmured.

She shook her head, barely.

"I think about how small you are." His hand slid from her jaw to the nape of her neck, fingers threading into her hair gentle, but possessive. "How easy it would be to lift you. Carry you. Put you exactly where I want you."

Her thighs clenched. She was wet  embarrassingly and she knew if he pushed her legs apart right now he'd feel it through the thin fabric.

"Julian..." Her voice cracked.

He leaned down, mouth hovering near her ear. Breath hot. "Tell me to stop, and I will. Right now. Walk out that door, no questions."

Silence stretched. Thick. Heavy.

She didn't move.

His grip tightened just enough in her hair. Not pulling. Controlling.

"Good," he growled softly. "Because I don't think you want me to stop."

He straightened slightly, eyes locked on hers. "But we're not doing this on a desk tonight. Not the first time."

Her heart lurched disappointment and relief crashing together.

He released her neck, stepped back. Cool air hit her skin where his warmth had been.

"Go home," he said. "Think about what happens next time you stay late."

She stared at him, lips tingling from where his thumb had been.

"And Elena?" He smiled slow, predatory. "Wear the heels again tomorrow."

She nodded, mute. Grabbed her bag. Walked out on shaky legs.

The elevator ride down felt endless. Between her thighs, she was soaked.

And she knew without question tomorrow night would be worse.

Or better.

She wasn't sure which.
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Chapter 2: The Edge of Control
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The next morning Elena arrived at Thorne Enterprises thirty minutes early. She hadn't slept. Not really. She'd tossed in her small apartment bed, replaying Julian's voice on loop "Wear the heels again tomorrow" until the words felt branded into her skin. Her body had betrayed her all night: restless, aching, fingers slipping between her thighs more than once, chasing the ghost of his thumb on her lip. She'd come twice, whispering his name into the dark, but it hadn't been enough. Nothing felt enough anymore.

She chose the black heels again four inches, sharp, making her calves flex in a way she hoped he'd notice. Paired them with a fitted white blouse (one extra button undone at the top) and the same pencil skirt, now feeling shorter than yesterday. Her hair was down, loose waves framing her face. Makeup subtle but deliberate: red lipstick that matched the flush she couldn't hide.

The elevator ride up felt longer than usual. When the doors opened on the 42nd floor, the office was already humming phones ringing softly, keyboards clacking but Julian's door was closed. His light was on. She could see the shadow of him moving behind the frosted glass.

She sat at her desk, tried to focus on emails. Failed. Every few minutes her eyes drifted to his door. Waiting. Wanting.

At 9:03 it opened.

He stepped out, coffee in one massive hand, phone in the other. Dark navy suit today, jacket open, tie perfectly knotted. He looked rested. Composed. Like last night hadn't kept him awake at all.

His eyes found hers immediately. Held.

"Morning, Elena." Casual. Professional. But the way he said her name low, deliberate sent heat straight to her core.

"Morning, Mr. Thorne." She kept her voice steady. Mostly.

He paused at her desk, leaned down just enough that she caught the scent of him again. Cedar. Warm skin. Power.

"Conference room B in ten. Bring the Q3 forecast revisions. And the tablet."

She nodded. "Yes, sir."

The "sir" made his jaw flex. Just a flicker. Then he was gone, striding toward the elevators like he owned the building. (He did.)

Ten minutes later she was in Conference Room B glass walls, long mahogany table, city view that made her feel even smaller. Julian was already there, standing at the head of the table, sleeves rolled again (God, those forearms), reviewing something on his laptop.

She entered quietly, set the tablet and folder down. He didn't look up right away. Made her wait.

"Sit," he said finally.

She took the chair closest to him. He closed the laptop, turned. The room felt smaller with just the two of them.

He pulled out the chair beside her close. Too close. His knee brushed hers under the table when he sat. Intentional. She knew it.

"Walk me through the revisions."

She opened the tablet, started talking numbers. Projections. Margins. Her voice sounded far away. All she could focus on was his thigh inches from hers, the way his hand rested on the table fingers long enough to span half her forearm if he wanted.

He listened. Nodded. Asked sharp questions that forced her to think. But every time she answered, his eyes dropped to her mouth, her throat, the swell of her breasts against the blouse.

Halfway through, he reached over. Took the stylus from her hand. His fingers closed around hers for a second warm, firm. He didn't let go immediately.

"You're tense," he murmured. Not a question.

She swallowed. "I'm... focused."

"Are you?" He released her hand but let his fingers trail along her wrist. Barely touching. Electric.

The conference room door was closed but not locked. Anyone could walk in. The thought made her clit throb.

He leaned closer. Voice dropped to a whisper only she could hear. "Last night. Did you think about what I said?"

She nodded. Small. Helpless.

"Tell me."

Her cheeks burned. "I thought about... you lifting me. Putting me where you want me."

His eyes darkened. "And?"

"And I touched myself." The confession slipped out before she could stop it. "Thinking about you."

A low sound rumbled in his chest. Not quite a growl. Close.

"Good girl."

The praise hit like a drug. She pressed her thighs together under the table. Hard.

He noticed. Of course he did. His hand moved slow, deliberate under the table. Landed on her knee. Warm through the skirt fabric.

She froze.

"Relax," he said softly. "No one's coming in."

His fingers slid higher. Just an inch. Then another. Stopping at mid-thigh.

"Spread your legs a little, Elena."

Her breath hitched. She obeyed. Slowly. The skirt rode up.

His palm covered her inner thigh now huge, possessive. Thumb stroking the sensitive skin. Not quite high enough.

"You wore the heels," he observed. Voice rougher now.

"Yes."

"Because I asked."

"Yes."

His thumb inched higher. Brushed the edge of her lace panties. She was soaked. She knew he could feel the heat.

"Look at me."

She did. Eyes wide. Lips parted.

"You're dripping for me already." Not mocking. Hungry.

She whimpered. Soft. Barely audible.

He pressed just enough to feel her clit through the fabric. She jolted.

"Quiet," he warned. "We're still at work."

His fingers circled slowly. Teasing. Never direct. Her hips rocked forward involuntarily.

"Julian..."

"Not yet." He withdrew his hand. Left her throbbing. Panting.

He stood. Adjusted himself unsubtly. The bulge in his trousers was unmistakable. Thick. Long. Straining.

"Finish the report by end of day," he said, voice calm again. "Send it to me. Then stay late. My office. 7 p.m."

She stared up at him. Small. Aching. Desperate.

"Yes, sir."

He smiled slow, predatory. "That's my girl."

He left her there. Alone in the conference room. Legs trembling. Panties ruined.

The rest of the day was torture.

Every email from him made her pulse spike. Every time he walked past her desk casual, professional she felt his eyes on her like a touch.

By 6:45 the floor was emptying. Lights dimming in sections.

At 7:02 she knocked on his office door.

"Come in."

He was behind his desk. Jacket off. Shirt sleeves rolled higher. Tie gone. Top buttons undone. Looking every inch the man who could ruin her.

"Lock it," he said.

She did. Click.

He stood. Walked around the desk. Slowly.

She backed up until her ass hit the edge of his desk.

He stopped inches away. Towered.

"Take off the blouse."

Her fingers shook as she unbuttoned. Let it fall open. Black lace bra. Nipples hard through the fabric.

His eyes devoured her.

"Now the skirt."

She unzipped. Let it pool at her feet. Standing in heels, panties, bra. Tiny compared to him.

He reached out. One finger traced the strap of her bra. Down to the cup. Hooked it. Tugged gently.

"Beautiful," he murmured. "So fucking small."

He lifted her then effortless. Hands under her ass. Set her on the desk. Spread her thighs with his hips.

She gasped.

He stepped between her legs. Pressed close. She felt him hot, hard, massive against her core through his trousers.

"Feel that?" he growled. "That's what you've been doing to me all day."

She nodded. Whimpered.

His hand slid between them. Pushed her panties aside. Fingers found her slick folds. Slid through. Teased her entrance.

"So wet, baby. All for me."

One thick finger pushed in. Slow. Stretching.

She moaned. Head falling back.

"Look at me."

She did. Eyes glassy.

He added a second finger. Scissored gently. Preparing her.

"You're tight," he said. Voice strained. "Gonna need to take my time with you."

She clenched around his fingers. "Please..."

"Please what?"

"Please... more."

He withdrew. Undid his belt. Zipped down.

His cock sprang free heavy, veined, thick as her wrist. Head glistening.

Her eyes widened. "Oh God..."

"Exactly." He stroked himself once. Slow. "This is going inside you tonight. But not all at once."

He stepped closer. Rubbed the head along her slit. Coating himself in her wetness.

She trembled.

He pressed just the tip. Stretching her open.

She gasped. Hands gripping his shoulders.

"Breathe," he said. "Let me in."

She did. Inch by inch. The stretch burned. Delicious.

Halfway in, he stopped. Looked down. "Look at your belly, baby."

She did. A faint bulge where he was inside her.

"Fuck," she whispered.

He growled. Pulled back. Pushed deeper.

She cried out. Soft. Overwhelmed.

"Good girl," he praised. "Taking Daddy's cock so well."

The word Daddy slipped from him naturally. Made her clench hard.

He thrust deeper. Bottoming out. Filling her completely.

She sobbed. Pleasure-pain. Full. Owned.

He held still. Let her adjust.

Then he moved. Slow. Deep. Controlled.

Each thrust made her belly bulge visibly. Made her moan.

He lifted her legs. Wrapped them around his waist. (Barely his size dwarfed her.)

Fucked her harder. Desk creaking.

"Look at me while I ruin you," he commanded.

She did. Tears in her eyes. Mouth open.

"You're mine now," he growled. "This tight little pussy belongs to me."

She shattered first clenching, crying his name.

He followed. Buried deep. Filling her with hot pulses.

They stayed like that. Panting. Connected.

He kissed her forehead. Soft. Unexpected.
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Chapter 3: The Penthouse
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Elena barely remembered the ride down in the private elevator.

Julian had zipped himself back into his trousers with calm precision, kissed her once hard, claiming then told her to gather her things. No discussion. No question. Just:

“My car. Basement level. Now.”

She’d obeyed on trembling legs, heels clicking too loudly on the marble lobby floor after hours. The security guard at the desk didn’t even glance up. Julian Thorne owned the building; rules bent for him.

The black SUV waited in the shadowed garage tinted windows, engine already purring. He opened the passenger door for her like a gentleman, but the way his hand lingered on her lower back fingers splaying wide, possessive felt anything but polite.

She slid in. Skirt still hiked too high from the desk, thighs sticky, core still pulsing around the memory of him. He climbed in beside her, closed the door, and the world shrank to leather seats, his scent, and the low hum of the engine.

He didn’t speak at first. Just drove smooth, controlled, one big hand on the wheel, the other resting high on her thigh like it belonged there. His thumb stroked lazy circles over the sensitive skin, inching higher every few blocks.

“Where are we going?” she finally asked, voice small.

“My place.” Flat. Final.

She swallowed. “You live in the city?”

“Penthouse. Top floor of the Thorne building on Park.” Of course he did.

The city lights blurred past the windows. Her heart wouldn’t slow. Every time the car stopped at a light, his fingers crept higher brushing the damp lace between her legs, pressing just enough to make her gasp, then retreating. Teasing. Edging her without mercy.

By the time they pulled into the private underground garage beneath his tower, she was shaking.

He parked. Killed the engine. Turned to her in the dark.

“Take off your panties.”

Her breath caught.

“Here?”

“Here.”

She lifted her hips, hooked her thumbs under the black lace, slid them down her legs. The fabric was soaked. He took them from her fingers, brought them to his nose, inhaled once eyes closing briefly then tucked them into his jacket pocket like a trophy.

“Good girl.”

He got out, circled the car, opened her door. Lifted her out effortlessly one arm under her knees, the other around her back like she weighed nothing. She clung to his shoulders, face buried in his neck, inhaling cedar and clean sweat.

The private elevator was glass and steel. When the doors closed, he pressed her against the wall, mouth crashing down on hers. Deep. Hungry. Tongue claiming every sound she made. His free hand slid between her thighs, found her bare, dripping and pushed two fingers inside without warning.

She moaned into his mouth.

He fucked her with his fingers the entire ride up slow, deep, curling against that spot that made her legs jerk. When the elevator dinged at the penthouse level, he didn’t stop. Just carried her out, fingers still buried, her skirt bunched around her waist, heels dangling.

The door to his apartment opened with a retina scan and a soft click. Floor-to-ceiling windows everywhere. City lights like a private constellation. Dark wood floors. Minimalist furniture. Everything expensive. Controlled. Like him.

He carried her straight through the living room, past a leather sectional that probably cost more than her rent, down a hallway, into the master bedroom.

King bed. Black sheets. One lamp on low.

He set her on her feet at the foot of the bed. Stepped back. Looked at her blouse half-unbuttoned, skirt wrinkled, no panties, heels still on, hair wild from his hands.

“Strip. Everything but the heels.”

Her fingers shook as she obeyed. Blouse. Bra. Skirt. Until she stood naked except for the black stilettos. Small. Exposed. Nipples tight. Thighs glistening.

His eyes raked over her slow, deliberate. Hungry.

“Turn around.”

She did.

“Bend over. Hands on the bed.”

She bent at the waist, palms flat on the mattress, ass presented. Vulnerable. Heart hammering.

He stepped behind her. She heard his belt unbuckle again. Trousers dropping. Shirt following. Then the heat of him broad chest pressing to her back, cock hard and thick against her ass.

His hands spanned her waist fingers almost meeting in the front. He lifted her hips higher, spread her wider.

“Look how small you are,” he murmured against her ear. “Look how perfectly you fit against me.”

She whimpered.

He reached around, found her clit, circled once slow then pulled back.

“Not yet.”

He notched himself at her entrance. Still slick from earlier. Still stretched. But the angle was deeper now. More intense.

“Tell me you want it.”

“I want it,” she gasped. “Please ....Julian....fuck me.”

He pushed in one long, relentless slide until his hips met her ass. Buried to the hilt.

She cried out. The stretch was sharper this time, fuller. She felt every vein, every ridge. Felt the blunt head pressed high inside her belly.

He held there. Let her feel the fullness. Let her adjust.

Then he pulled out almost all the way slow watching himself slide free, glistening with her.

And slammed back in.

Hard.

She screamed pleasure, shock, too much all at once.

He set a brutal rhythm. Hands gripping her hips so hard she’d bruise tomorrow. Each thrust lifted her onto her toes, heels scraping the floor. The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced with every impact. She could see herself in the dark window reflection tiny body rocking forward, his massive frame behind her, owning her.

“Look at your stomach,” he growled.

She glanced down. Every time he bottomed out, a visible swell appeared just below her navel—his cock pressing outward from the inside.

“Fuck,” she sobbed. “It’s so deep”

“You can take it.” His voice was rough now. Control fraying. “You were made for this cock.”

He reached around again fingers finding her clit rubbing fast circles while he pounded into her.

She shattered almost immediately, walls clamping down, thighs shaking, a broken cry ripping from her throat.

He didn’t stop.

Kept fucking her through it harder drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive, tears streaking her cheeks.

“Again,” he commanded. “Come again. I’m not done.”

His fingers never left her clit. Ruthless. Precise.

She came a second time harder screaming his name, body convulsing.

Only then did he let himself go.

He buried himself deep once, twice then held still, cock pulsing, flooding her with heat. Groaning low against her neck. Teeth grazing her shoulder.

They stayed locked together for long seconds. Breathing ragged.

Finally he pulled out slow watching his release drip down her thighs.

He turned her around. Lifted her again gentler this time laid her on the bed. Climbed over her. Kissed her slow. Deep. Tongue lazy now.

“You’re staying the night,” he said against her mouth. Not a question.

She nodded. Exhausted. Sated. Aching in the best way.

He pulled the sheets over them. Wrapped one massive arm around her waist possessive even in rest.

“Tomorrow,” he murmured, voice already thickening with sleep, “we do this again. Slower. All night.”

She shivered. Smiled into the dark.

“Yes, sir.”
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Chapter 4: No Mercy
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Morning light sliced through the blackout curtains in sharp, unforgiving lines across the king bed. Elena woke first body heavy, sore in places she hadn’t known could ache. Between her thighs burned sweetly; her hips carried faint purple fingerprints from last night’s grip. She shifted and felt the sticky remnants of him still leaking out of her, cooling on the sheets.

Julian was already awake. Propped on one elbow, watching her like prey that had finally stopped pretending to run. Naked. Cock half-hard against his thigh even after everything. The silver threads in his chest hair caught the light. He looked dangerous in daylight bigger, rougher, less restrained than the man in the suit.

“You’re awake,” he said. Voice gravel from sleep and growling. No good morning. No softness.

She nodded. Tried to sit up. Winced.

He caught her wrist. Yanked her back down flat on her back. Loomed over her in one fluid motion knees pinning her thighs wide, forearms caging her head.

“Stay.”

She swallowed. Heart already racing again.

He dragged his gaze down her body slow, filthy appraisal. Lingered on the marks he’d left: red bite on her shoulder, fingerprint bruises blooming on her hips, the faint red line where his belt had grazed her thigh when he’d spanked her once hard before carrying her to bed.

“Fucking beautiful,” he muttered. “Look at you. Ruined and still dripping my cum.”

Her cunt clenched at the words. Empty. Aching to be filled again.

He saw it. Smirked.

“Greedy little slut,” he said, low and mean. “Took three loads last night and you’re already clenching for more.”

She whimpered. Tried to close her thighs. He forced them wider with his knees brutal, no negotiation.

“Don’t you fucking hide it.” His hand slid down, cupped her pussy rough palm grinding against her swollen clit. “This cunt is mine now. Say it.”

“It’s yours,” she gasped.

“Louder.”

“My cunt is yours, Julian.”

He rewarded her with two thick fingers slamming inside no warning, no gentleness. She arched off the bed, crying out.

“Too much?” he taunted. “You were begging for it last night. Screaming my name while I fucked your tight hole raw.”

He pumped hard curling, stretching, making wet, obscene sounds fill the room. Her hips bucked up to meet him. Couldn’t help it.

He pulled his fingers free. Slick. Dripping. Shoved them between her lips.

“Suck. Taste how fucking soaked you are for me.”

She obeyed lips closing around his fingers, tongue swirling, tasting salt and her own arousal mixed with the faint bitterness of his cum from earlier.

“Good whore,” he growled. Pulled his fingers out with a pop. “Now turn over. Ass up. Face down.”

She scrambled to obey knees under her, chest pressed to the mattress, back arched, presenting. Heels still on from last night black straps digging into her ankles.

He knelt behind her. Spread her ass cheeks wide with both hands thumbs pulling her open until she felt air on her most exposed places.

“Fuck, look at this messy little pussy.” His voice was pure filth. “Swollen. Red. Still leaking my load. You’re a walking wet dream, Elena.”

She moaned into the sheets.

He slapped her ass hard. Once. Twice. The crack echoed. Heat bloomed instantly.

“Count.”

“One... two...” Her voice cracked on the third when he hit harder.

“Three.”

He rubbed the sting away then slid his cock along her slit. Not entering. Just teasing. Coating himself in the mess they’d made.

“You want it rough this morning?” he asked. Voice dark.

“Yes.”

“Beg.”

“Please, Julian fuck me hard. Ruin me again. I need your cock stretching me open. Please”

He didn’t let her finish.

One brutal thrust balls deep in a single stroke.

She screamed into the pillow. The stretch was vicious, raw, burning, perfect. He didn’t pause. Just started pounding fast, punishing, hips slamming against her ass with wet smacks.

“Take it,” he snarled. “Take every fucking inch, you tight little bitch.”

She clawed the sheets. Toes curled in the heels. Each thrust shoved her forward face mashed deeper into the mattress. He gripped her hips, fingers digging in, pulling her back onto him harder.

“Feel that?” He pressed a palm low on her stomach right where the bulge appeared every time he bottomed out. “That’s me. Fucking your guts. Rearranging you from the inside.”

She sobbed pleasure so sharp it hurt. “Yes...fuck....yes.....”

He reached under, found her clit pinched it. Twisted lightly.

“Come on my cock. Now.”

She shattered walls, spasming, milking him, screaming his name until her throat went raw.

He didn’t slow. Kept railing her through it prolonging the aftershocks until she was shaking, whimpering, oversensitive.

“Again,” he ordered. “I’m not done using this cunt.”

His fingers returned to her clit rubbing fast, merciless circles. She came a second time almost immediately harder, squirting a little, soaking his thighs and the sheets.

“Fuck yes,” he groaned. “Dirty girl. Making a mess all over me.”

He pulled out suddenly flipped her onto her back like she weighed nothing. Spread her legs wide ankles over his shoulders. Folded her in half.

“Look at me while I breed this pussy.”

He slammed back in deeper angle now. Head hitting her cervix with every stroke. She cried out tears streaming.

“Too deep?” he mocked.

“No....don’t stop....please.....”

He fucked her like he was trying to imprint himself inside her. Hand around her throat not choking, just holding. Controlling her breath. Her pulse thundered under his palm.

“You’re gonna take my load again,” he growled. “Gonna keep you full of me all day. Walking around with my cum dripping down your thighs.”

“Yes....please.....fill me...”

His rhythm broke thrusts erratic, brutal. He came with a guttural roar cock pulsing, flooding her again. Hot. Thick. Overflowing.

He stayed buried. Grinding slow circles. Making sure every drop stayed deep.

When he finally pulled out, a thick rope of cum followed dripping from her abused hole onto the sheets.

He scooped it up with two fingers and shoved them back inside her.

“Keep it in,” he said. Voice rough but satisfied. “Don’t you dare let it out until I say.”

She nodded. Exhausted. Blissed-out. Body trembling.

He collapsed beside her. Pulled her against his chest possessive arm locked around her waist.

“Shower in ten,” he muttered. “Then I’m fucking you against the glass. City can watch how well you take my cock.”

She shivered. Smiled weakly.

“Yes, sir.”

Continued.....
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