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​Chapter 1: The Introduction
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The fluorescent lights of the open-plan office had dimmed to after-hours quiet, leaving only the glow from a few persistent screens and the distant hum of the city thirty floors below. Elena adjusted the strap of her purse on her shoulder as she stepped out of the elevator, heels clicking softly against the marble lobby floor. She wasn't supposed to be here this late. Mark had texted her an hour ago: Boss wants me to stay for a quick review. Might be a couple more hours. Sorry, babe. Love you.

She'd replied with the usual No worries, take your time the supportive-wife script she'd perfected over seven years of marriage. But tonight, something restless had pulled her out of their quiet apartment. Maybe it was the way Mark's voice had sounded strained on the phone earlier, or maybe it was simple curiosity about the man who'd been shaking up the entire department since he arrived three months ago.

Damian Voss.

She'd only seen him in passing: broad shoulders filling doorways, dark hair swept back just enough to look deliberate, a voice that carried without effort. People spoke his name in lowered tones, half awe, half fear. Promotions happened fast under him. Careers stalled just as quickly if you couldn't keep up.

Elena smoothed her navy pencil skirt professional, modest, the same one she'd worn to their wedding rehearsal dinner years ago and walked toward the executive wing. The glass doors were unlocked; she slipped through.

The corridor opened into the main floor, mostly empty now except for Mark's cubicle light still on. But he wasn't there. Voices drifted from the far end, low and deliberate.

She paused at the threshold of the executive suite. Through the half-open door to Damian's corner office, she could see them: Mark standing rigid in front of the massive desk, shoulders hunched like he was bracing for impact. Damian leaned back in his leather chair, one ankle crossed over his knee, fingers steepled. The city skyline glittered behind him through floor-to-ceiling windows, turning the room into a private stage suspended above the world.

Elena stayed in the shadows, heart picking up speed for reasons she couldn't name.

"...results speak, Mark," Damian was saying, voice smooth, unhurried. "But effort without precision is just noise. You understand that, don't you?"

Mark nodded quickly. "Yes, sir. I I'll rework the projections tonight. Get them to you by morning."

Damian tilted his head, studying him. "Good. Loyalty like yours is rare." A pause, then softer, almost amused: "Your wife must appreciate a man who puts in the hours."

Mark flushed, a nervous laugh escaping. "Elena? Yeah, she's... supportive. Very."

Elena felt heat crawl up her neck. She should announce herself, step in, make it casual. But her feet wouldn't move.

Damian's gaze flicked toward the doorway straight at her, as if he'd known she was there all along. His eyes were dark, steady, unreadable. A small smile curved his mouth, not warm, but knowing.

"Speaking of," he said, louder now, directed at the empty air or at her. "Why don't you bring her in, Mark? No reason to keep her waiting in the hall."

Mark turned, startled. "Elena?"

She stepped forward before she could overthink it, forcing a smile. "Hi. I just... thought I'd drop off some dinner. You sounded hungry earlier."

Mark looked relieved, flustered. "You didn't have to"

Damian rose from his chair in one fluid motion. Six-three at least, suit cut to perfection over a frame that spoke of disciplined hours in the gym rather than desk-bound compromise. He crossed the room, extending a hand.

"Elena," he said, as if tasting the name. His grip was firm, warm, lingering just a second longer than necessary. "Damian Voss. Pleasure to finally meet you properly."

Up close, he smelled of expensive cologne and something darker control, maybe. Her pulse thrummed in her throat.

"Likewise," she managed. "Mark speaks highly of you."

Damian's eyes held hers. "Does he?" He glanced at Mark, who was already gathering papers, avoiding eye contact. "He's a good man. Dedicated. Family man."

The words landed like a subtle challenge. Elena felt the air shift, thicken.

Damian released her hand slowly. "Stay a minute. Join us. Mark was just about to walk me through the latest figures. I'd value a fresh perspective."

Mark hesitated. "It's late, I don't want to "

"Nonsense," Damian cut in, gentle but final. "Your wife's intelligent. I can tell." He gestured to the leather sofa opposite his desk. "Please."

Elena sat, crossing her legs, aware of how the skirt rode up just slightly. Damian returned to his chair, but not before his gaze swept over her brief, appraising, unapologetic.

As Mark began stammering through numbers on his tablet, Damian listened with half-lidded focus, occasionally asking sharp questions that made Mark falter. But every so often, his eyes drifted back to Elena. Not leering. Observing. Like he was memorizing the way she shifted when Mark got something wrong, the way her fingers tightened on her purse strap.

When Mark finally wrapped up, sweating lightly, Damian nodded. "Solid start. Refine it. Send it tonight."

Mark stood. "Yes, sir. Thank you."

Damian rose again. "Elena thank you for coming by. It's refreshing to see someone who cares enough to show up."

She stood too, closer to him now. The height difference was stark; she had to tilt her head to meet his eyes.

"Anytime," she said, voice steadier than she felt.

He smiled that same small, dangerous curve. "Careful. I might hold you to that."

Mark cleared his throat. "We should go. Traffic..."

Damian nodded, but his attention stayed on her a beat longer. "Drive safe. Both of you."

In the elevator down, Mark was quiet, fidgety. "He's intense, right? But fair."

Elena stared at her reflection in the mirrored wall, lips parted slightly. "Yeah," she murmured. "Intense."

Her skin still tingled where Damian had touched her hand.

And somewhere deep inside, a small, treacherous part of her wondered what it would feel like if he touched her again.
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​Chapter 2: The Invitation
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The next two weeks passed in a quiet, creeping distortion of routine.

Elena told herself it was nothing. A handshake that lasted a beat too long. A look across a crowded conference room that felt like it stripped her bare. The way Damian’s voice low, measured, always carrying just enough authority to make the air shift lingered in her ears long after he’d left the room.

She replayed the moment in his office over and over when she was alone: folding laundry, stirring pasta, lying next to Mark while he scrolled emails on his phone. Each time the memory surfaced, her stomach did a slow, guilty flip. Not disgust. Not quite shame. Something hotter. Something that made her thighs press together under the kitchen island while she pretended to read a recipe.

Mark, meanwhile, was unraveling in slow motion.

He came home later every night. His shoulders stayed permanently hunched. He spoke of Damian in fragments “Voss wants this redone,” “Voss said my numbers lack edge,” “Voss thinks I need to step up” always with that same nervous deference, like a man reciting commandments he didn’t fully understand.

Elena listened, nodding, murmuring encouragement, while a small, traitorous part of her catalogued every detail about the man reducing her husband to stammers.

She started noticing things she hadn’t before.

The way Damian moved through the open office like he owned every square foot of carpet. The way junior analysts straightened when he passed. The way women (and some men) tracked him with quick, furtive glances, then looked away fast, cheeks pink.

She caught herself doing it too.

One Thursday afternoon she was waiting for Mark in the lobby another late meeting, another “quick review” when the elevator doors opened and Damian stepped out alone.

He saw her immediately.

No surprise on his face. Just that same calm, appraising look, as though he’d been expecting her.

“Elena,” he said, voice carrying across the empty marble space without effort. “Waiting again?”

She stood, smoothing her blouse unnecessarily. “Mark said he’d be done by six. I figured I’d save him the drive home alone.”

Damian closed the distance in three unhurried strides. Close enough that she had to tip her head back to hold his gaze. Close enough that she could smell that same dark cologne, undercut now by the faint salt of a long day.

“He’s still upstairs,” Damian said. “We hit a snag on the Q3 forecast. I asked him to stay another hour.” A pause. “You’re welcome to come up. Or wait here. Your choice.”

There it was again that subtle fork in the road. Polite offer. Quiet command.

Elena swallowed. “I’ll wait here. I don’t want to interrupt.”

His mouth curved, not quite a smile. “You wouldn’t be interrupting. You’d be... company.”

The word landed low in her belly.

She forced a small laugh. “I’m not sure I’d be much help with projections.”

“You’d be surprised what a fresh set of eyes can do.” His gaze dipped for half a second to her mouth, then back to her eyes. “Or maybe you just don’t like offices after dark.”

Her breath caught. It wasn’t a question.

“I don’t mind them,” she said, quieter than she meant to.

Damian studied her another long moment. Then he reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a sleek black card his personal cell number embossed in silver foil and held it out between two fingers.

“In case Mark gets held up longer,” he said. “Or in case you need anything.”

She took it automatically. Their fingers brushed barely and electricity snapped up her arm.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

He didn’t move away immediately. Just stood there, towering, watching her hold his card like it was burning her palm.

“Drive safe tonight, Elena,” he said finally. “Tell Mark I expect the revised deck by midnight.”

He turned and walked back to the elevator without another word.

She stood frozen until the doors closed behind him.

The card felt heavy in her hand. She slipped it into her purse, heart hammering, and told herself she’d throw it away when she got home.

She didn’t.

That night Mark came home at eleven-thirty, exhausted, tie loosened, eyes red-rimmed. He kissed her cheek absently, muttered something about Damian being “brutal but brilliant,” and collapsed into bed without showering.

Elena lay awake beside him, staring at the ceiling.

Her purse sat on the dresser. Inside it, a black card with silver lettering waited.

She didn’t touch it.

But she thought about it.

A lot.

The following Monday, an email landed in Mark’s inbox cc’d to Elena because someone in HR had added the wrong “spouse contact” field during onboarding months ago and no one had ever corrected it.

Subject: Team Offsite Dinner – Next Friday

Body: Informal gathering to celebrate Q3 pipeline wins. Spouses/significant others welcome. Location: The Apex Lounge, 8 PM. Dress: smart casual. RSVPs appreciated.

From: Damian Voss

Mark groaned when he saw it. “Great. Another late night. And now they want you there too.”

Elena read the email twice.

“I could go,” she said carefully. “If you want. Moral support.”

Mark rubbed his temples. “You sure? It’ll probably be boring. Lots of shop talk.”

“I don’t mind,” she said. “Might be nice to put faces to names.”

He looked at her really looked for the first time in days.

“You’ve been... quiet lately. Everything okay?”

She smiled, touched his arm. “Everything’s fine. Just want to be there for you.”

Mark exhaled, relieved. “Okay. Yeah. That’d actually be great.”

He replied to the invite right then.

Elena accepted too from her own email account.

Later that night, alone in the bathroom with the door locked, she pulled Damian’s black card from her purse.

She didn’t text the number.

But she saved it in her contacts under “DV.”

Just in case.
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​Chapter 3: The Apex Lounge
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The Apex Lounge sat on the sixty-eighth floor of the Pinnacle Tower, all smoked glass and low amber lighting, the kind of place that made you feel like you were floating above the city rather than inside it. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering sprawl below, turning every conversation into something cinematic. Elena stepped out of the private elevator behind Mark, her black wrap dress clinging just enough to remind her she’d chosen it carefully tonight not for him, though she’d never admit that out loud.

Mark tugged at his collar. “You look... nice,” he said, voice flat with nerves. “Really nice.”

She smiled, touched his arm. “Thanks. You clean up good too.”

He didn’t. His suit was the same charcoal one he wore to every important meeting, the shirt already faintly creased from the day. But she kissed his cheek anyway, tasting the faint salt of his anxious sweat.

The hostess led them through the velvet curtain into the private room Damian had reserved. Twelve people already seated around a long ebony table executives, their partners, a few rising stars. Laughter rolled low over the clink of glasses. At the head of the table, Damian stood speaking to a junior VP, one hand in his pocket, the other gesturing lazily. He wore a midnight-blue suit, no tie, top button undone. The collar framed the strong line of his throat.

His eyes found Elena the second she crossed the threshold.

No dramatic pause. No lingering stare that anyone else would notice. Just a flicker brief, deliberate then he nodded once, small and private, before turning back to his conversation.

Her stomach clenched.

Mark guided her to two open seats near the middle. She sat, crossing her legs under the tablecloth, aware of the slit in her dress parting just enough to show a flash of thigh. Mark ordered a whiskey neat without asking her what she wanted. She asked for a gin martini, extra olives.

The first course arrived seared scallops, tiny and perfect. Conversation flowed around mergers, projections, golf handicaps. Mark tried to join in, laughing too loudly at jokes that weren’t funny, nodding too vigorously when Damian spoke from the head of the table.

Damian didn’t dominate the room the way Elena had expected. He listened more than he talked, but when he did speak, everyone leaned in. His voice cut through the chatter without rising calm, certain, the verbal equivalent of a hand on the back of your neck.

Elena sipped her martini and watched him.

He caught her looking twice. Once while he was mid-sentence about supply-chain leverage; his gaze slid to her, held for three heartbeats, then returned to the man he was addressing as if nothing had happened. The second time was slower Mark was telling an anecdote about their last vacation, voice cracking on the punchline and Damian’s eyes locked on hers over the rim of his glass. No smile. Just that steady, unblinking regard, like he could see straight through the polite mask she’d worn all evening.

She looked away first. Her cheeks burned. She reached for her water instead of the martini.

Under the table, Mark’s knee bumped hers accidental, apologetic. She patted his thigh once, reassuring. But her fingers lingered a second too long, and she felt a sudden, shameful flash of comparison: Mark’s leg thin and tense beneath slacks, Damian’s thighs solid and spread comfortably in his chair, the fabric of his trousers pulling taut over muscle.

She withdrew her hand like she’d been scalded.

The main course came filet, rare, blood pooling on white porcelain. Damian finally spoke directly to their side of the table.

“Mark,” he said, tone casual, “you’ve been quiet tonight. Everything all right?”

Mark straightened like he’d been called to attention. “Yeah yes, sir. Just... taking it in. Great turnout.”

Damian’s mouth curved. “Glad you’re here.” His gaze drifted to Elena. “Both of you.”

She met his eyes this time. Held them. “Wouldn’t miss it,” she said softly.

A beat of silence stretched between them long enough that the woman next to Damian cleared her throat and changed the subject to bonus structures.

Elena exhaled slowly through her nose.

Later, after dessert plates were cleared and people began drifting toward the bar for nightcaps, Mark excused himself to the restroom. “Be right back,” he muttered, already loosening his tie further.

Elena stayed seated, tracing the stem of her empty martini glass.

Damian rose from the head of the table, murmured something to the group, then walked toward her end. Not directly. Circling, like a shark deciding whether to bite.

He stopped behind the chair next to hers the one that had been occupied by a marketing director who’d left early. He didn’t sit. Just rested one large hand on the back of it, leaning down slightly.

“Enjoying the view?” he asked, voice pitched for her ears alone.

She tilted her head, looking up at him. “The city’s beautiful.”

His eyes never left her face. “I wasn’t talking about the city.”

Heat flooded her chest, her throat. She felt it bloom between her legs, sudden and insistent.

“You’re very direct,” she said, trying for lightness.

“Only when it matters.” He straightened, but didn’t step back. His body blocked the rest of the room from her view, creating a private pocket of air between them. “You’ve been watching me all night, Elena.”

Her breath hitched. Denial rose and died on her tongue.

“I’ve been... observing,” she managed.

A low sound escaped him almost a laugh, almost a growl. “Careful observation can be dangerous.”

“So can invitations,” she countered, quieter.

He leaned down again, close enough that she felt the warmth radiating off his chest. His voice dropped to a murmur. “I haven’t invited you anywhere yet.”

The words landed like a hand sliding up her inner thigh.

She pressed her legs together under the table. Hard.

Damian straightened slowly, eyes darkening as he read whatever flickered across her face. Then he reached past her deliberately brushing the backs of his fingers along her bare shoulder as he picked up an abandoned wine bottle from the table.

“Refill?” he asked, innocent as anything.

She shook her head, unable to speak.

He set the bottle down again. This time his knuckles grazed the side of her neck barely a touch, gone in an instant.

“Mark’s a good man,” he said, almost conversationally. “Loyal. Hard-working.” A pause. “He tries.”

Elena’s pulse roared in her ears.

Damian stepped back, giving her space she suddenly didn’t want.

“Enjoy the rest of your evening,” he said. Then, softer: “We’ll talk soon.”

He walked away, back to the bar, leaving her trembling in her seat.

Mark returned a minute later, oblivious, complaining about the line for the bathroom. He sat, reached for her hand under the table.

She let him take it.

But her skin still burned where Damian’s fingers had ghosted across her shoulder.

And between her thighs, she was slick achingly, shamefully wet from nothing more than a look, a brush, a handful of words.
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​Chapter 4: The Midnight Ping
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Elena’s phone buzzed on the nightstand at 1:17 a.m.

Mark was already asleep beside her, mouth slightly open, one arm flung across the pillow like he’d surrendered to exhaustion the moment his head hit it. The room was dark except for the faint blue glow from the city bleeding through the half-closed blinds. She’d been lying awake for forty minutes, replaying the dinner in fragments: the brush of knuckles on her shoulder, the way Damian’s voice had dropped when he said We’ll talk soon, the humiliating rush of wetness between her thighs that hadn’t fully faded even after they got home.

She told herself she was just restless. Hormones. Stress. Anything but the truth.

The phone buzzed again two quick vibrations this time. Insistent.

She rolled onto her side, away from Mark, and reached for it slowly, thumb hovering over the screen to silence it. But the notification preview stopped her cold.

DV

You left something behind tonight.

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She glanced at Mark still out, soft snores rumbling. Then back at the screen. No emoji, no punctuation. Just those six words, stark and deliberate.

She shouldn’t open it. Shouldn’t even unlock the phone. She should delete the contact, block the number, pretend the card in her purse had never existed.

Instead, her thumb swiped right.

The full message appeared:

You left something behind tonight. I found it under the table after you left. Small. Black. Lace.

Her breath caught so sharply it hurt.

She hadn’t lost anything. Had she? She mentally catalogued her outfit: the wrap dress, heels, simple silver earrings, the thin gold bracelet Mark had given her for their fifth anniversary. Nothing missing. Nothing black lace except 

Her mind flashed to the moment she’d crossed her legs at the table, the slit parting, the faint brush of cool air against the tops of her thighs. Had her panties shifted? Had the edge peeked out when she uncrossed them to stand? Had he seen?

Or was this a bluff?

Her core clenched at the thought either way.

Another message landed before she could type anything.

It smells like you.

Four words. No elaboration. No demand.

Just fact.

Elena pressed her thighs together under the sheets, hard enough to feel the dull throb of arousal she’d been trying to ignore since the lounge. Her nipples tightened against the thin cotton of her sleep tank, traitorous and immediate.

She stared at the screen, pulse roaring in her ears.

She shouldn’t reply.

She typed anyway, fingers trembling so badly she had to backspace twice.

What makes you think it’s mine?

Sent.

The three little dots appeared almost instantly.

Size. Cut. The way the fabric is still warm from where it was pressed against you all night.

Another pause. Then:

You were soaked when you left, weren’t you?

Her mouth went dry. Heat flooded her face, her chest, lower. She could feel herself getting wetter just reading it slick and shameful, seeping into the cotton between her legs.

Mark shifted in his sleep, mumbling something incoherent. She froze, phone clutched to her chest like evidence.

He settled again.

She exhaled shakily and typed back one-handed, the other sliding under the waistband of her shorts without conscious permission.

I don’t know what you’re talking about.

Liar.

His reply came faster this time.

You do. Your body gave you away every time you looked at me. Every time your husband opened his mouth and you flinched like his voice embarrassed you.

A beat.

You clenched your thighs when I said your name. Did you think I didn’t notice?

She bit her lip so hard she tasted copper.

Her fingers slipped lower, brushing the damp fabric covering her folds. She was drenched embarrassingly. One light circle over her clit and her hips jerked involuntarily.

She typed with shaking thumbs.

You’re assuming a lot.

Am I?

Dots. Then:

Tell me I’m wrong. Tell me you weren’t dripping while I stood behind your chair. Tell me your cunt didn’t ache when my fingers grazed your neck. Tell me you didn’t come home and touch yourself thinking about what I’d do if we were alone.

Elena’s breath came in shallow pants now. She slid two fingers inside herself slow, quiet feeling how easily they glided in, how swollen and needy she already was.

She shouldn’t answer.

She did.

You’re wrong.

A lie so thin it was translucent.

His response was immediate.

Prove it. Send me a picture of what you’re wearing right now. Or better send me what you’re not wearing anymore.

Her stomach flipped.

No.

Then tell me what you’re doing with your hand between your legs while you read this.

She whimpered soft, involuntary. Mark didn’t stir.

Her fingers moved faster, curling inside, thumb pressing her clit in tight circles. She was close already too close from nothing but words on a screen.

Another message.

You’re touching yourself right now, aren’t you? Next to him. While he sleeps like he owns you.

Yes.

The admission slipped out before she could stop it.

Dots danced.

Good girl.

The praise hit her like a slap and a caress at once. Her back arched off the mattress; she clamped her lips shut to muffle the moan.

Come for me, Elena. Quietly. Think about my cock stretching you open instead of his pathetic little dick. Think about how wet you’d be if I was there bending you over this bed right now, filling you until you couldn’t walk straight tomorrow.

She shattered.

Silent, violent hips bucking against her hand, walls fluttering around her fingers as she came harder than she had in years. Tears pricked her eyes from the intensity, from the guilt, from the sheer filthy relief.

When the aftershocks faded, she lay there panting, phone still glowing.

One last message from him.

Keep the lace. I’ll collect it myself soon.

Then nothing.

Elena stared at the ceiling, chest heaving, fingers still slick between her thighs.

Mark snored softly beside her.

She deleted the thread every word then locked the phone and shoved it under her pillow like it could burn her.

But the ache lingered.

And somewhere in the dark, she knew she’d answer the next time he texted.

Continued....

––––––––
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Elena woke before the alarm, skin clammy, sheets twisted around her legs like they’d tried to hold her down all night. The phone under her pillow felt like a live wire. She pulled it out slowly, screen dark, no new notifications. She’d deleted the thread, but the words were carved into her memory anyway Good girl. Think about my cock stretching you open. Her clit throbbed once, traitorously, at the echo.

Mark was still asleep, face slack, one foot hanging off the mattress. She stared at him for a long moment, guilt twisting sharp in her gut. Then she slipped out of bed, padded to the bathroom, and stood under the shower until the water ran cold. She scrubbed between her thighs like she could wash away what she’d done what she’d let herself feel while her husband slept six feet away.

By the time she dressed conservative blouse, knee-length skirt, hair pinned back tight she almost believed she could pretend last night hadn’t happened.

Almost.

The office was already humming when she arrived at 8:45, earlier than usual. She’d told Mark she had a “quick errand” and left him still half-asleep with coffee brewing. Better to face the building alone, test the waters without his anxious chatter beside her.

She took the long way to Mark’s floor avoiding the executive wing entirely and slipped into the break room to pour herself a coffee she didn’t want. Her hands shook slightly as she stirred in cream. Every time someone passed the doorway she flinched, expecting broad shoulders, dark eyes, that low voice.

He found her anyway.

Not in the break room. Not in a hallway. In the copy room on the far side of the floor, where she’d gone to pretend she needed to collate something.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Elena froze, back to him, papers clutched to her chest like a shield.

“Morning, Elena.”

His voice was calm, professional, the same tone he used in meetings. No trace of midnight filth.

She turned slowly.

Damian stood just inside the door, hands in his pockets, suit jacket open over a crisp white shirt. He looked exactly like he had every other morning composed, untouchable, devastating.

“Mr. Voss,” she said, voice thin. She couldn’t meet his eyes. She stared at the knot of his tie instead. “I was just ”

“Copying.” He nodded toward the machine behind her. “Go ahead. Don’t let me interrupt.”

He didn’t move. Just leaned one shoulder against the doorframe, blocking the only exit without making it obvious.

She turned back to the copier, fingers numb. The machine whirred to life; she fed papers in blindly, not caring if they were upside down.

Silence stretched. Thick. Electric.

“You’re avoiding me,” he said finally. Not accusatory. Observational.

Her shoulders tensed. “I’m not.”

“You haven’t looked at me once since I walked in.”

She forced herself to glance over her shoulder quick, fleeting. His expression was neutral, almost amused.

“I’m... busy,” she said.

“Mm.” He pushed off the frame, took one step closer. Not enough to crowd her, but enough that she smelled his cologne again that dark, expensive bite. “Busy thinking about last night?”

Her breath snagged.

He kept his voice low, conversational. “I checked the security footage this morning. Just routine. You left the lounge at 11:03. Mark was holding your coat. You were walking a little stiffly. Like your thighs were pressed together too tight.”

Heat roared up her neck.

“I could see it on the grainy feed,” he continued, almost gently. “The way you kept your legs close. The way your hand brushed your hip like you were trying not to touch yourself in the elevator.”

“Stop,” she whispered.

He didn’t.

“I wondered if you’d gone home and spread for him. Let him fuck you while you were still dripping from thinking about me.” A pause. “But I don’t think you did. I think you showered. Alone. And touched yourself again in the dark, replaying every word I sent you.”

Her knees felt liquid. She gripped the edge of the copier.

“Tell me I’m wrong,” he said softly.

She couldn’t.

He took another half-step. Close enough now that if she turned fully, her breasts would brush his chest.

“I’m not going to touch you here,” he murmured. “Not yet. But I want you to know something, Elena.”

She swallowed.

“Every time you avoid my eyes today, every time you cross your legs when I walk by, every time you feel that little pulse between your thighs when you hear my voice I’ll know. And I’ll know it’s because you came on my words last night while your husband slept next to you.”

A soft sound escaped her half sob, half whimper.

He leaned in, lips near her ear but not touching.

“And when you’re ready to stop pretending,” he whispered, “you know where to find me.”

He stepped back. Opened the door. Paused.

“Oh and Elena?”

She looked up at last eyes glassy, cheeks flushed.

He smiled small, predatory.

“Nice blouse. The top button’s undone. I can see your heartbeat in your throat from here.”

Then he was gone.

The door clicked shut.

Elena stood there for a full minute, breathing ragged, nipples hard against her bra, panties damp again.

She finished copying whatever nonsense she’d fed the machine pages upside down, crooked, useless then carried the stack back to Mark’s cubicle like it was armor.

Mark looked up when she set it on his desk. “Hey. You’re early. Everything okay?”

She forced a smile. “Fine. Just... wanted to surprise you with coffee.”

He beamed, oblivious. “You’re the best.”

She sat on the edge of his desk, legs crossed tight, trying to ignore the slick heat between them.

Across the open floor, through the glass walls of the conference room, she saw Damian at the head of a table full of suits. He was speaking, gesturing calmly. His eyes flicked up once found hers through three layers of glass and twenty yards of carpet.

He held her gaze for three seconds.

Then looked away.

Like nothing had happened.

But her pulse hammered in her throat, right where he’d said he could see it.

And she knew he’d seen it.
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​Chapter 6: The Late Assignment
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The rest of the week dragged like wet silk against skin slow, clinging, impossible to ignore.

Elena became a ghost in her own routine. She avoided the executive wing, took the stairs instead of the elevator when she could, kept her eyes on her phone or the floor whenever she had to cross the open-plan sea of cubicles. Mark noticed her distraction in fragments asked once if she was okay, twice if she was coming down with something. She smiled, kissed his forehead, said it was just work stress (hers, not his). He believed her because he always believed her.

Damian, meanwhile, was a model of restraint.

He didn’t text again. Didn’t corner her in copy rooms or brush past her in hallways. He was visible only in glimpses: striding through the floor during morning stand-ups, voice carrying calm authority from behind glass walls, nodding politely when their paths crossed in the lobby once. Each time, his gaze skimmed over her brief, professional, unreadable. No heat. No knowing smirk. Nothing to prove he remembered the words he’d whispered against her ear or the way she’d admitted Yes at 1:17 a.m.

It was worse than pursuit.

The silence felt deliberate. Like he was waiting for her to crack first.

Friday afternoon the bomb dropped quietly.

Mark came home at 6:30 early for once carrying takeout Thai and a bottle of cheap red. He looked tired but almost relieved.

“Voss gave me a new project,” he said, setting bags on the counter. “Big one. Client presentation for the Tokyo branch. Needs to be airtight by end of next week.”

Elena paused mid-reach for plates. “That’s... good, right? Recognition?”

Mark shrugged, loosening his tie. “Yeah. Except he wants daily check-ins. And the data pull is from three legacy systems total mess. He said I should stay late a few nights to get ahead. No distractions.”

Her stomach dipped.

“How late?”

“Probably till nine or ten. Maybe later if the servers lag.” He opened a carton of pad thai, steam curling up. “He offered to let me work from the executive suite after hours better bandwidth, quieter. Said it’d help me focus.”

Elena’s fingers tightened around a fork.

“Did you take him up on it?”

Mark nodded, already scooping noodles onto his plate. “Yeah. Makes sense. Voss is... intense about quality. Better to impress him now than scramble later.”

She forced a smile. “Smart.”

They ate on the couch, TV murmuring in the background. Mark talked about the project specs integration timelines, stakeholder alignment, risk matrices. Elena nodded at the right moments, murmured encouragement, while her mind spun in tight, filthy circles.

Late nights.

Executive suite.

Empty floor.

Damian’s office just down the hall.

She pictured it without wanting to: Mark hunched over a laptop in some glass-walled conference room, oblivious, while Damian moved through the dimmed corridors like he owned the shadows. Pictured herself showing up uninvited, coat over her arm, pretending she was bringing dinner or picking up forgotten keys. Pictured the door closing behind her. Pictured his hand on the small of her back, guiding her inside.

She pressed her thighs together under the throw blanket.

Mark reached for the remote. “You okay? You’re quiet tonight.”

“I’m fine,” she lied. “Just thinking about how proud I am of you.”

He grinned, kissed her temple. “Love you.”

“Love you too.”

That night she lay awake again, Mark snoring beside her. She didn’t touch herself this time couldn’t risk the guilt but the ache settled deep, low, persistent. A slow burn she couldn’t extinguish.

Monday came.

Mark left early, laptop bag slung over his shoulder, kiss perfunctory. “Might be late tonight. Don’t wait up.”

She watched him go, heart hammering.

By 7:30 p.m. the apartment felt too quiet. Too empty. She paced the kitchen, poured a glass of wine she barely sipped, stared at her phone like it might buzz with another midnight confession.

It didn’t.

At 8:15 she told herself she was just going for a drive. Clear her head. Maybe stop by the office to drop off a forgotten lunch bag Mark had left in the fridge that morning perfectly innocent excuse.

She changed first.

Not into anything obvious no wrap dress, no heels that clicked too loud. Just dark jeans, soft black sweater, hair loose around her shoulders. Coat belted tight. Nothing that screamed intent.

But when she looked in the mirror, her pupils were blown wide. Her lips parted like she’d already been kissed.

She drove.

The Pinnacle Tower loomed against the night sky, lights still burning on the upper floors. Security waved her through spouses came and went sometimes; no one questioned it.

The elevator ride up was torture. Soft ding at each floor. Her reflection in the mirrored walls looked flushed, guilty, hungry.

She stepped onto the mostly-dark floor at 8:42.

Mark’s cubicle light was on. She could see him through the half-wall head down, typing furiously, earbuds in. He didn’t notice her.

She didn’t go to him.

Instead her feet carried her past the open desks, past the break room, toward the executive corridor.

The glass doors were unlocked.

She pushed through.

The hallway was dim, motion lights flickering on as she walked. Damian’s office door stood ajar, warm light spilling into the corridor like an invitation.

She stopped outside it.

Inside, Damian sat at his desk jacket off, sleeves rolled to his elbows, tie loosened. He was reading something on his screen, one hand resting on the desk, fingers drumming once, slowly.

He didn’t look up.

But he knew she was there.

“Elena,” he said without lifting his eyes. Voice low. Calm. “You’re late.”

Her mouth went dry.

“I... brought Mark something he forgot.”

Damian finally looked at her.

His gaze traveled down her body slow, deliberate then back to her face.

“He’s in Conference Room C,” he said. “Two doors down. Working hard.”

She didn’t move.

He leaned back in his chair, legs spreading slightly under the desk. The motion pulled his shirt taut across his chest.

“You didn’t come for Mark,” he said quietly.

Her breath hitched.

He tilted his head. “Tell me why you’re really here.”

She opened her mouth. Closed it.

Silence stretched thick, heavy, electric.

Then he stood.

Slow. Unhurried. Towering.

He crossed the room in three steps, stopped just inside the doorway. Close enough that she could feel the heat off him, but not touching.

“Last chance,” he murmured. “Walk away now. Go to your husband. Pretend this never happened.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs.

She didn’t move.

Damian reached past her arm brushing her shoulder and pushed the door shut with a soft, final click.

The lock turned.
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​Chapter 7: The Locked Door
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The lock clicked like a gunshot in the quiet office.

Elena stood rooted just inside the doorway, coat still belted tight, arms wrapped around herself as if the fabric could shield her from what she’d already walked into. Damian didn’t step closer. He stayed exactly where he was two arm-lengths away, backlit by the desk lamp, hands loose at his sides. The door at her back felt like the only solid thing left in the world.

Neither of them spoke for a long stretch.

The silence pressed in, heavy with everything unsaid, every stolen glance, every midnight text she’d deleted but never erased from her skin. She could hear her own breathing shallow, uneven while his remained slow, controlled, infuriatingly steady.

Finally she lifted her eyes to his.

“Why me?” The words came out softer than she intended, almost a plea. “Out of everyone. Out of every woman who looks at you like you hung the moon. Why me?”

Damian tilted his head, studying her the way he always did like she was a puzzle he’d already solved but enjoyed watching her try to hide the pieces.

“Because you fight it,” he said quietly. “Because you love him. Because you wear that wedding ring like armor and still let me see the cracks. Because when I brushed your neck at the lounge, your pupils blew wide and your breath caught like I’d already had my hand between your legs. Because you came here tonight knowing exactly what door you were walking toward.”

She swallowed hard. The air between them felt charged, too thin to breathe properly.

“What do you like about me?” she asked next, voice barely above a whisper. “Be specific. Don’t bullshit me.”

His mouth curved just the smallest tilt, dangerous and slow.

“I like the way your lips part when you’re trying not to moan. I like how your thighs press together every time I say your name like it’s a command. I like that you’re loyal enough to hate yourself for wanting this, and still wet enough to soak through your panties just standing here talking about it.” He took one measured step forward. Not touching. Never touching. “I like the little tremor in your voice right now. I like knowing that if I told you to drop to your knees, you’d hate how badly you’d want to obey.”

Her chest rose and fell faster. She could feel the heat pooling low in her belly, the shameful slickness starting again between her thighs. She hated how right he was.

“How did you know?” she asked, almost angry now. “How did you know I was... interested? That I’d even answer those texts? That I’d come here tonight?”

Damian’s eyes darkened.

“I knew the second you stepped into my office with Mark that first night. You looked at me not at him, not at the room at me. Like you were starving and didn’t even realize it yet. I knew when you held my card like it was burning your palm but didn’t throw it away. I knew when you clenched your jaw every time Mark stammered in a meeting, like his weakness embarrassed you. I knew when you started wearing skirts that rode up just a little higher on the days you knew I’d be in the building.”

He paused, letting the words sink in.

“And I knew really knew when you came on my words in the dark while your husband slept inches away. You didn’t just read them. You answered. You admitted it. That’s when I stopped wondering.”

Elena’s knees felt unsteady. She leaned back against the door for support, the cool wood a shock against her spine.

Damian took another half-step. Close enough now that she had to tilt her head to hold his gaze. Close enough that she could see the faint pulse in his throat, steady where hers was racing.

“My turn,” he murmured.

She tensed.

He didn’t rush it.

“When you touched yourself last night after my texts what exactly were you imagining?”

Her breath hitched audibly.

“Don’t lie,” he added softly. “I’ll know.”

She closed her eyes for a second, cheeks flaming. When she opened them again, his stare hadn’t wavered.

“I imagined...” Her voice cracked. She forced it steady. “I imagined you behind me. Bent over this desk. Your hands on my hips, bruising. Your cock thick, stretching me so much it hurt at first, then felt so good I couldn’t think. I imagined you fucking me slow at first, making me beg for harder, deeper. I imagined you pulling my hair back so I had to watch in the reflection of the window watch myself come apart while you filled me. I imagined you not pulling out. Coming inside me. Marking me so I’d feel it leaking out all the way home to him.”

The confession hung between them like smoke.

Damian exhaled through his nose, the only sign that her words had landed.

“And when you came,” he said, voice rougher now, “whose name did you bite back?”

“Yours,” she whispered. “I bit your name into my palm so I wouldn’t wake him.”

A muscle ticked in his jaw.

He reached out finally slow enough she could have stopped him.

But she didn’t.

His fingertips grazed the side of her throat, right over the frantic flutter of her pulse. Just that. No more. The lightest pressure, like he was measuring how fast her heart was trying to escape her body.

“You’re shaking,” he observed.

“I know.”

“You’re wet again.”

It wasn’t a question.

She nodded once, small and miserable and honest.

He let his hand fall away. Stepped back. Put the distance between them again like he was giving her one last chance to run.

“You can still leave,” he said. “Right now. Walk out that door, go to Conference Room C, kiss your husband goodnight, drive home, pretend this conversation never happened. I won’t chase you. I won’t text again unless you ask.”

Elena stared at him really stared. The broad shoulders, the rolled sleeves showing corded forearms, the way his trousers pulled tight across his thighs when he shifted his weight. The calm, predatory patience in his eyes.

She could leave.

She knew she could.

But her hand stayed flat against the door. She didn’t turn the knob.

Instead she asked, so quiet it was almost lost in the hum of the building:

“What happens if I stay?”

Damian’s gaze dropped to her mouth, then back to her eyes.

“Then we stop pretending,” he said. “And you find out exactly how much better it feels when a man knows what he’s doing.”

The words landed low and heavy.

She didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

The silence between them thickened again thicker than before charged with the promise of everything they hadn’t done yet.

And neither of them moved.
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​Chapter 8: The Question
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The locked door at her back felt heavier now, like it had sealed more than just the room. Elena’s coat was still belted, her arms still crossed tight over her chest, but the posture did nothing to hide the way her breathing had shallowed into quick, shallow pulls. Damian stood motionless two steps away close enough for her to feel the faint heat rolling off him, far enough that the space between them crackled with everything they weren’t doing.

She lifted her chin, forced herself to meet his eyes. They were darker than before, pupils blown wide in the low lamplight, but his face stayed calm. Controlled. Always so fucking controlled.

Her voice came out small, cracked at the edges.

“Am I cheating on my husband?”

The question hung there naked, ugly, desperate.

Damian didn’t flinch. Didn’t rush to answer. He let it sit between them for three long heartbeats, let her feel the weight of it pressing down on her ribs.

Then he spoke, voice low and deliberate, each word measured like he was sliding a blade under her skin without drawing blood.

“You already have.”

She flinched like he’d slapped her.

He took one slow step forward still not touching, still giving her every chance to bolt and continued.

“You cheated the first time you read my texts and didn’t delete them. You cheated when you saved my number under ‘DV’ like a dirty little secret. You cheated when you came on my words with your fingers inside yourself while he slept next to you, biting my name into your palm so you wouldn’t wake him with how badly you wanted a cock that isn’t his.”

Elena’s throat worked. She tried to swallow but nothing happened.

“You cheated every time you crossed your legs tighter when I walked into a room. Every time you wore that skirt a little shorter on days you knew I’d see you. Every time you pictured me bending you over this desk while you kissed him goodnight. Every time you let yourself get wet thinking about how much thicker I’d feel, how much deeper I’d go, how much harder you’d come if it was me stretching that tight little cunt instead of the man who thinks he still owns it.”

Her knees trembled. She pressed her back harder against the door, thighs squeezing together instinctively. The denim of her jeans felt too rough, too constricting against the swollen, aching heat between her legs.

Damian’s gaze dropped slow, deliberate to the place where her thighs met, then back up to her face.

“You’re cheating right now,” he murmured. “Standing here dripping for me while he’s down the hall typing numbers like a good boy. You’re cheating because your body already knows who it belongs to tonight. Your nipples are hard under that sweater I can see them from here. Your clit is throbbing, isn’t it? Begging for pressure you won’t give it because you’re still pretending you’re loyal.”

A soft, broken sound escaped her half sob, half whimper.

He leaned in just enough that his breath ghosted across her cheek when he spoke next.

“And the worst part? You’re not even sorry.”

She closed her eyes. Tears pricked hot behind her lids.

“I love him,” she whispered.

“I know.” His voice softened, almost tender. “That’s what makes it so fucking hot.”

Her eyes snapped open.

Damian’s expression hadn’t changed still calm, still predatory but there was something raw in his gaze now, something hungry that matched the pulse hammering between her legs.

“You love him,” he repeated, quieter. “You love the safety. The routine. The man who comes home tired and kisses your forehead and never once makes you feel like you’re about to be ruined in the best way. And that’s exactly why you’re here. Because love isn’t enough when your body is screaming for something primal. Something rough. Something that leaves marks. Something that makes you come so hard you forget your own name for a second.”

He paused, letting the words sink deep.

“You’re not just cheating on Mark, Elena. You’re cheating on the version of yourself who thought vanilla and missionary and ‘I love you’ were all you’d ever need. And that version of you is already dead. She died the night you answered my first text.”

Silence again thicker, heavier, suffocating.

Elena’s chest heaved. She could feel every heartbeat echoing in her clit, in her throat, in the tips of her fingers pressed flat against the door.

She didn’t deny it.

She couldn’t.

Instead she asked, voice barely audible:

“What do you want from me?”

Damian exhaled once slow, controlled.

“I want you to stop lying to yourself. I want you to admit out loud, right here that you’re already mine in every way that matters. That the second you walked through that door tonight, you handed him over. That you’d rather feel me splitting you open than spend one more night pretending his dick is enough.”

Her lips parted on a shaky breath.

He didn’t move closer.

He waited.

The room felt smaller. The air hotter. The locked door louder in her ears.

She looked at him really looked and saw the restraint it was taking him not to close the distance, not to pin her there and take what they both knew she was offering.

And in that moment, with Mark still working obliviously two doors down, with her body screaming yes while her mind screamed no.

She still didn’t leave.
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​Chapter 9: The Walk Away
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Elena’s hand found the lock first cold metal under trembling fingers. She turned it slowly, the click softer this time, almost apologetic. Damian didn’t move to stop her. He stayed exactly where he was, arms loose at his sides, eyes locked on hers with that same unhurried patience that had unraveled her piece by piece.

She didn’t say goodbye.

She didn’t say anything.

She just opened the door and stepped into the dim corridor.

The motion-sensor lights flickered on ahead of her, guiding her like reluctant witnesses. She walked past Conference Room C without looking inside. Didn’t pause at the glass wall where Mark’s silhouette was still bent over his laptop, earbuds in, world narrowed to spreadsheets and coffee gone cold. She didn’t knock. Didn’t wave. Didn’t leave a note or a text or even a glance.

She kept walking.

The elevator ride down was silent except for her breathing ragged, uneven, like she’d run a mile instead of crossed twenty yards of carpet. When the doors opened in the lobby, the night security guard nodded politely. She nodded back, automatic, face blank.

Outside, the city air hit her like a slap cold, sharp, real. She pulled her coat tighter and started walking toward the parking garage two blocks away. No Uber. No rush. Just the click of her boots on wet pavement, the distant hum of traffic, the low throb between her thighs that hadn’t eased since she’d confessed everything against that locked door.

In the car she sat for a long minute before starting the engine. Hands on the wheel. Forehead pressed to the cool leather. Eyes closed.

The conversation replayed in fragments sharp, unfiltered, merciless.

You already have.

You cheated the first time you read my texts...

Your body already knows who it belongs to tonight.

That’s exactly why you’re here. Because love isn’t enough when your body is screaming for something primal.

She exhaled shakily.

And then unbidden the memories shifted. Not to Mark. Not to the gentle mornings, the quiet dinners, the comfortable rhythm they’d built over seven years.

To before.

To the years when she was twenty-three, twenty-four, single and reckless and hungry in a way she hadn’t let herself remember in a long time.

She remembered the frat-house bathroom at 2 a.m. door barely locked, some guy whose name she never learned pinning her against the sink, skirt shoved up around her waist, his fingers rough and impatient inside her while she bit his shoulder to keep quiet. She remembered coming so hard her vision blurred, thighs shaking, not caring who heard.

She remembered the alley behind the dive bar on 14th Street summer heat sticking to her skin, a bartender she’d flirted with for weeks finally dragging her outside after close. He’d bent her over the hood of his car, fucked her fast and dirty, one hand fisted in her hair, the other slapping her ass until it stung red. She’d come twice once on his cock, once on his fingers after he pulled out and finished on her lower back. She’d gone home leaking him, thighs slick, grinning like a secret.

She remembered the hotel room with the visiting musician three nights in a row, no sleep, no shame. Him tying her wrists to the headboard with his belt, eating her out until she begged, then flipping her onto her stomach and taking her from behind while whispering filthy promises about how many times he’d make her squirt before dawn. She had three times sheets soaked, voice hoarse, body marked with bites and fingerprints she hid under long sleeves for days.

She remembered how she used to crave the edge. The risk. The way a man could look at her like he was going to devour her and mean it. How she used to get wet just from a dirty text at 3 a.m., how she’d finger herself in public bathrooms, how she’d let strangers bend her over furniture and fuck her until she couldn’t walk straight.

And then she’d met Mark.

Sweet, steady Mark.

The man who asked permission before he kissed her neck.

Who made love with the lights on low and always asked if she was okay.

Who came quickly and apologized, then held her like she was fragile glass.

She’d told herself she wanted safe.

She’d told herself the wild girl was gone grown up, married, settled.

But sitting in the parked car, engine still off, thighs clenched against the persistent ache Damian had left behind without ever laying a finger on her 

She knew the wild girl had never left.

She’d just been starving.

Starving for rough hands.

For teeth on her throat.

For a cock that stretched her until it hurt so good she cried.

For someone who didn’t ask if she was okay someone who knew she wasn’t, and fucked her harder because of it.

She started the car.

The drive home was quiet. Streetlights streaking across the windshield like tears. She wasn’t crying.

When she pulled into the driveway, the house was dark. Mark wouldn’t be home for hours.

She let herself in, kicked off her boots, dropped her coat on the floor.

In the bedroom she didn’t turn on the light.

She slowly stripped jeans, sweater, bra, soaked panties until she stood naked in the dark.

She climbed into their bed.

Sheets still smelling faintly of Mark’s shampoo.

She lay on her back, legs spread, hand sliding down her stomach.

She didn’t think of her husband.

She thought of the locked door.

Of Damian’s voice saying You’re already mine in every way that matters.

Of how close she’d come to saying it back.

Her fingers circled her clit slow at first, then faster, harder.

She came thinking of being bent over that desk tomorrow night.

Of thick fingers wrapping around her throat.

Of being filled so deep she’d feel it for days.

When the orgasm hit, she bit the pillow to muffle her cry.

Afterward she lay there panting, sticky fingers resting on her thigh, staring at the ceiling.

She didn’t cry.

She didn’t feel guilty.

She felt awake.

For the first time in years.

Continued....
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​Chapter 10: The Attempt
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Mark came home just after midnight, the front door clicking shut with the careful quiet of a man trying not to wake his wife.

Elena wasn’t asleep.

She’d been lying in the dark for hours naked under the sheet, skin still flushed from the solo orgasm she’d chased thinking of Damian’s voice, the locked door, the promise of ruin she’d walked away from. Her body felt restless, unfinished, like a circuit interrupted mid-charge.

When she heard Mark’s footsteps in the hallway, something desperate clicked into place.

She wanted to prove something.

To herself.

To the wild girl who’d been starving.

To the part of her that still believed she could be satisfied by the man she’d married.

She slipped out of bed, bare feet silent on the hardwood, and met him in the doorway of the bedroom.

Mark startled eyes wide, tie already half-undone.

“Elena? You’re up.”

She didn’t answer with words.

She stepped into him, hands sliding up his chest, pushing his jacket off his shoulders. It hit the floor with a soft thud. She kissed him harder than usual, tongue demanding entry, teeth grazing his lower lip. He made a surprised sound, hands hovering uncertainly before settling on her waist.

She felt the familiar shape of him through his slacks already half-hard from the surprise, the aggression. Nothing like the thick, heavy promise she’d imagined earlier, but real. Warm. Hers.

She reached down, palmed him through the fabric.

Mark groaned into her mouth. “Babe... what’s gotten into you?”

She didn’t reply.

She tugged his belt open, zipper down, hand slipping inside to wrap around his cock.

It was familiar average length, familiar girth, familiar curve. She stroked him once, twice, feeling him thicken in her grip. He was fully hard now, breathing fast against her neck.

“Fuck, Elena...”

She pushed him backward toward the bed. He went willingly, sitting on the edge, pants shoved to his thighs. She straddled him without preamble, knees bracketing his hips, guiding him to her entrance.

She was still slick from earlier wet enough that he slid in on the first push.

They both gasped.

Mark’s hands gripped her hips, tentative at first, then firmer as she started to move rolling, grinding, chasing friction. She rode him with purpose, harder than she usually did, nails digging into his shoulders, head thrown back like she could force the satisfaction out of him.

He thrust up to meet her eager, earnest, grunting softly with each stroke.

“God, you feel so good,” he panted. “So tight tonight...”

She clenched around him on purpose, trying to feel more. Trying to make it enough.

It wasn’t.

His rhythm was predictable steady, shallow, always the same angle. No shift to hit that spot deeper inside. No hand on her throat. No slap to her ass. No growled command to take it harder. Just the familiar slide, the familiar build, the familiar plateau.

She leaned forward, kissed him again biting his lip, hoping the edge would spark something. He moaned, hips jerking faster, but it stayed... nice. Sweet. Safe.

When he came it was sudden body tensing, low groan against her shoulder, warm pulses inside her.

He held her close after, breathing hard, kissing her temple.

“That was... wow. I love you.”

She stayed on top of him a moment longer, his softening cock still inside her, his arms around her waist.

She felt nothing.

No aftershocks.

No trembling legs.

No boneless collapse.

Just emptiness wet, sticky, unfinished.

She slid off him slowly, cum trickling down her thigh as she stood. Mark reached for her hand, sleepy smile on his face.

“Come cuddle?”

She forced a small smile. “In a minute. Gonna clean up.”

In the bathroom she stood over the sink, legs still shaking not from pleasure, but from the hollow ache that had only grown sharper.

She looked at her reflection: flushed cheeks, swollen lips, nipples still peaked, pupils blown wide.

She didn’t look like a satisfied wife.

She looked like a woman who’d just confirmed what she already knew.

Mark was good.

Mark was kind.

Mark loved her.

But Mark would never fuck her like she needed to be fucked.

Never pin her wrists above her head and pound into her until she screamed.

Never choke her just enough to make stars burst behind her eyes.

Never pull out and come across her face while telling her she belonged to someone else now.

She wiped between her legs with a tissue, tossed it in the bin.

Back in the bedroom, Mark was already dozing pants still around his ankles, peaceful, spent.

She climbed in beside him, turned onto her side, back to him.

The thought came clear, cold, final.

I have only one life.

Why should I starve?

Why should my cunt go hungry when it’s already begging for more?

Why should I settle for nice when I could have ruined?

She closed her eyes.

Tomorrow she would go back to the office.

Tomorrow she would walk past Conference Room C without guilt.

Tomorrow she would find Damian’s door.

And this time

She wouldn’t walk away.
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​Chapter 11: The Text
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The next morning Elena woke before Mark, body still humming with the unfinished ache from last night. He was sprawled beside her, snoring softly, oblivious to the way she’d lain awake afterward staring at the ceiling, replaying every thrust that hadn’t been enough. She slipped out of bed, grabbed her phone from the nightstand, and padded to the living room.

She sat on the couch in just his oversized T-shirt, knees drawn up, staring at Damian’s contact still saved as DV.

Her thumb hovered.

Then she typed.

Last night I tried to fuck my husband. I climbed on him, rode him hard, let him come inside me. I wanted to feel something. Anything. I came close but it wasn’t enough. Not even close. I faked the rest so he wouldn’t feel bad. Then I lay there thinking about you. About how you’d ruin me instead of just filling space. I’m done pretending I can go back to vanilla. I’m starving and I hate it.

She hit send before the shame could claw its way back up.

The reply came in under two minutes.

Good girl for trying. And failing. You didn’t fake it for him you faked it for the lie you’ve been living. Now tell me: did you come thinking about my cock while he was still inside you?

Her breath caught. Heat flooded low and fast.

Yes. I clenched around him and pictured you stretching me so wide I’d feel torn open. I pictured your hand on my throat while he kissed my shoulder. I hate how much I want that.

Dots danced.

You don’t hate it. You love it. You’re finally honest. Ask me what you really want to know.

She bit her lip. Fingers shook as she typed.

Before me... who did you fuck? Tell me. Be filthy. I want details.

His response came slower this time longer, deliberate.

The married paralegal from the 42nd floor last year. She’d drop by my office after hours pretending to ask about case files. One night I locked the door, bent her over the credenza, yanked her thong aside and fucked her raw while she bit her own arm to stay quiet. She came so hard she squirted on my shoes. Left dripping my cum down her thighs, went home to her husband with my handprints on her ass and my taste on her tongue. She texted me the next day begging for round two. I made her wait a week just to watch her squirm in meetings.

Then the bartender from Apex Lounge six months ago. Twenty-six, pierced nipples, no panties under her skirt. I took her in the stockroom during her break fucked her against the shelves until bottles rattled. She begged me to choke her while I pounded her from behind. I did. She blacked out for a second when she came, woke up with my cock still inside her, leaking down her legs. She called in sick the next two shifts because she couldn’t walk straight.

And the intern last summer she was 19, tight body, no gag reflex. I made her suck me under my desk during a conference call. She swallowed every drop while I answered questions about Q3 projections. Then I flipped her onto the couch, ate her pussy until she cried, fucked her ass slow and deep because she’d never let anyone do it before. She screamed my name so loud the cleaning crew probably heard it downstairs. Sent me nudes for months after. Still does sometimes.

Elena’s hand had slipped between her thighs without permission. She was soaked again fingers sliding easily over her clit as she read.

She typed one-handed.

Do you want to continue with me? If I give you the chance... or is this just a one-time thing for you? Be honest. Be dirty.

The pause felt eternal.

Then:

I don’t do one-time, Elena. I don’t fuck once and forget. I claim. I ruin. I make you addicted until you can’t come without thinking of me stretching that married cunt, marking it, owning it. If you give me the chance I’m not stopping at one night. I’m going to fuck you in every room of that office until you forget what your husband’s cock even feels like. I’m going to bend you over conference tables after everyone leaves, make you ride me in my chair while Mark’s on the floor below clueless, fill your mouth, your pussy, your ass until every hole remembers only me. I’m going to breed you if you let me pump you so full you’ll leak for days, make you walk home to him with my cum dripping down your thighs under that proper little skirt. I’m going to choke you until your eyes roll back, slap your clit until you beg, tie you up and edge you for hours just to hear you sob my name. One time? No. I want all of you. Every trembling, dripping, cheating inch. Until you’re mine in ways he’ll never touch. Until you crawl back to me every time he fails to satisfy you. Because he will fail. He already has.

So tell me, baby do you want to be ruined properly? Or are you still going to starve?

She stared at the screen, heart slamming, fingers circling faster between her legs.

She didn’t answer yet.

But she didn’t delete the thread.

And when Mark shuffled into the living room ten minutes later, yawning, asking if she wanted coffee 

She smiled sweetly, legs still trembling under the T-shirt,

and said yes.

While inside her head, she was already answering Damian.

Yes.

Ruin me.
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​Chapter 12: The Last War
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Elena sat at the kitchen table with the phone face-down in front of her like a loaded gun.

The screen was still glowing faintly from Damian’s last message So tell me, baby do you want to be ruined properly? Or are you still going to starve? and she hadn’t replied. Not yet. She’d read it five times already, each pass making her clit throb harder, her nipples tighten against the thin cotton of Mark’s T-shirt, her thighs slick again without a single touch.

She should have answered by now.

Should have typed Yes. Tonight. Your office. Ruin me.

Should have showered, shaved, picked out the black lace thong she’d bought years ago and never worn for Mark, slipped into the dress that hugged her ass just right, and driven straight to the Pinnacle Tower.

Instead she was frozen.

Mark was in the shower humming off-key, the same tune he always hummed when he felt good about a day at work. The sound drifted down the hallway like a tether pulling her back to the life she’d built: mortgage payments, weekend grocery lists, his gentle hand on her lower back when they crossed the street, the way he always asked “Did you come?” even when she hadn’t and never would again the way she needed.

She stared at the wedding band on her finger. Simple gold. No diamonds. Practical. Like their marriage.

The wild girl inside her snarled.

You already cheated in your head. You already came thinking of another man while he was inside you. You already told a stranger how you rode your husband and felt nothing. What’s left to lose?

The loyal wife whispered back, small and terrified.

Everything.

She pictured Mark finding out not today, not tomorrow, but someday. The look on his face when he realized the woman he trusted, the woman he loved quietly and steadily, had spread her legs for his boss. Pictured him crying in the kitchen at 3 a.m., asking why, asking what he did wrong. Pictured the divorce papers, the empty side of the bed, the way friends would look at her with pity or disgust or both.

She pictured the shame.

The guilt that would burn hotter than any orgasm Damian could give her.

But then she pictured the alternative.

Another decade of missionary under low lights.

Another decade of faking moans to spare his feelings.

Another decade of coming home from work, changing into sweatpants, watching Netflix while her body quietly screamed for hands that knew how to bruise, for a mouth that didn’t ask permission, for a cock that would split her open and make her forget her own name.

She pictured herself at forty, forty-five, looking in the mirror and seeing a woman who’d starved herself to death for the sake of being good. A woman who’d let the wild girl wither until there was nothing left but polite smiles and empty nights.

Her throat tightened.

Tears pricked hot, angry, sudden.

She hated Damian for waking this up.

She hated herself for answering the first text.

She hated Mark for never once making her feel like she was about to be devoured.

Most of all she hated how right it felt.

Because beneath the guilt, beneath the fear, there was a deep, dark certainty:

She had only one life.

And she was already halfway gone from the woman who’d said “I do.”

The shower shut off.

Mark’s footsteps padded closer.

Elena flipped the phone over so the screen was dark, wiped her eyes quickly with the heel of her hand, forced her breathing steady.

Mark appeared in the doorway towel around his waist, hair damp, smiling that soft, trusting smile.

“Hey. You okay? You look... quiet.”

She stood, crossed to him, wrapped her arms around his waist, pressed her cheek to his warm chest.

“I love you,” she said. And she meant it. She really did.

He hugged her back. “Love you too, babe.”

She closed her eyes.

And in that moment Mark’s heartbeat steady against her ear, his arms safe and familiar she made the choice.

Not because Damian was better.

Not because the sex would be mind-blowing (though she knew it would).

But because she refused to spend the rest of her life wondering what it felt like to be taken apart and put back together by someone who saw the hunger and fed it without apology.

She pulled back, kissed Mark softly on the mouth.

“I’m going out tonight,” she said quietly. “Late meeting. Might be really late.”

He nodded, no suspicion, no questions. Just trust.

“Okay. Be safe. Text me when you’re home?”

“I will.”

She walked to the bedroom, pulled the black lace thong from the drawer where it had waited for years, slipped it on under her robe.

Then she picked up the phone.

Typed one word.

Tonight.

Sent.

The reply came instantly.

Door’s unlocked. Wear the lace. Leave the ring on the dresser.

She stared at the message.

Then she slid the wedding band off her finger.

Set it carefully on the nightstand.

And for the first time in seven years, her hand felt lighter.
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​Chapter 13: The Breaking
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Elena stepped through the doorway and the world narrowed to the man behind the desk.

Damian Voss sat exactly as she’d pictured him in every sleepless hour since the lounge: jacket discarded, sleeves rolled to thick forearms, tie long gone, top two buttons of his shirt open. The city lights framed him through the glass wall like he owned every glittering inch of it. He didn’t rise. Didn’t smile. Just watched her with those dark, unblinking eyes that had already seen too much.

“Close it,” he said. Voice low. Final.

She pushed the door shut. The lock engaged with a soft, irreversible click.

“Coat.”

Her fingers found the belt, undid it. The wool slid off her shoulders and pooled at her heels. Beneath it: nothing but the black lace thong she’d worn like a promise. Nipples already peaked from the cool air and the weight of his gaze. Goosebumps chased across her bare skin. She felt small, exposed, alive in a way that terrified her.

Damian leaned back in his chair, legs spreading slightly.

“On your knees.”

The command landed like a hand around her throat. She hesitated one fractured second then sank. Carpet rough against bare knees. She looked up at him, heart slamming so hard she felt it in her clit.

He rose slowly. Towered. Unhurried steps until he stood directly in front of her, close enough that she had to crane her neck.

“You came back,” he said, tone almost conversational, but edged with cruelty. “After riding your husband like a desperate little slut and still ending up empty. After faking moans for a cock that can’t even make you twitch. You crawled here anyway. Because deep down you know the truth: you’re not his anymore. You’re just a cheating cunt who needs to be used properly.”

Elena’s breath hitched. Shame and heat twisted together in her belly.

He reached down, fingers sliding into her hair not gentle. Gripping at the roots. Tugging her head back so she had no choice but to meet his eyes.

“Tell me why you’re really here.”

Her voice came out small, wrecked already. “Because... I’m starving.”

“Louder.”

“Because I’m starving for a real cock. For something that hurts so good I forget his name.”

His mouth curved slow, vicious.

“Good girl. Now open my pants and see what you’ve been begging for.”

Her hands shook as she reached for his belt. Buckle clinked. Zipper rasped down. She tugged the fabric apart.

His cock sprang free.

Elena’s breath stopped.

Thick.

Heavy.

Veined and flushed dark.

The head broad and glistening. The shaft so fat her fingers would never meet around it. Longer than Mark by inches, curved slightly upward like it was made to hit places she didn’t know she had. It hung there intimidating, obscene, beautiful in its brutality.

She stared, mouth falling open on a silent gasp.

Damian laughed once low, mean.

“Shocked, baby? Thought your husband’s average little prick was the biggest you’d ever take? Look at it. Really look. This is what a man’s cock looks like. Thick enough to split that tight married pussy open. Long enough to bruise your cervix. And you’re already dripping down your thighs just staring at it, aren’t you?”

She couldn’t lie. The lace thong was soaked through; she could feel the wetness cooling on her inner thighs.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He fisted the base, angled it toward her face.

“Smell it.”

She leaned in slow, trembling. Pressed her nose to the underside, right where shaft met heavy balls. Inhaled deep.

Clean skin. Faint musk. Raw, masculine heat. It flooded her senses, made her clit pulse hard, made her moan softly against the velvety skin.

“Like that?” he mocked. “Like smelling a cock that’s actually going to satisfy you for once?”

She nodded, cheeks burning.

He dragged the fat head across her lips slow, deliberate smearing pre-cum like gloss.

“Open.”

She parted her lips wide.

He fed the head inside. Just the tip at first. Hot. Thick. Already stretching her mouth. She moaned around it, tongue swirling instinctively, tasting salt and heat.

“Slow,” he ordered. “Suck like you mean it. Worship it like the desperate whore who left her wedding ring at home.”

She obeyed. Lips sealed. Cheeks hollowed. Slow, reverent bobs taking only the head and a few inches, tongue tracing every ridge, sucking gently. Drool gathered at the corners of her mouth, started to drip.

For long moments he let her watching with cold satisfaction as she worked him with careful devotion.

Then his hand tightened in her hair.

“Enough foreplay.”

He pushed.

The head hit the back of her throat. She gagged sharp, reflexive eyes watering instantly. Throat spasmed around the intrusion.

He didn’t pull back.

“Relax it, slut,” he growled. “You don’t get to choke and quit because it’s too big for your pretty little mouth. Breathe through your nose and take more.”

Another slow, relentless push. Another inch disappeared. Her gag reflex fought; tears spilled freely now, mascara running in black tracks down her cheeks. Drool poured from her stretched lips, stringing down her chin, dripping onto her bare breasts.

“Fuck,” he hissed, hips rocking shallowly. “Look at you crying already. So fucking pretty when you’re struggling for me. Your husband ever make you cry on his cock? No he probably stops the second you make a little noise.”

He pulled back just enough for her to gasp a ragged breath then drove forward again. Deeper. Half his length buried now. Her throat bulged visibly around the fat shaft; she could feel it pressing, stretching, claiming.

“Swallow,” he commanded. “Milk me with that throat like the greedy little cocksucker you are.”

She tried convulsive swallows that fluttered around him. He groaned low, primal.

“Deeper.”

One more brutal push.

Her nose smashed against his pelvis. Lips sealed around the root. Throat stuffed completely aching, burning, fluttering helplessly. No air. Vision spotting black at the edges.

He held her there, nose buried, tears streaming, drool running in thick rivulets down her neck and chest while he looked down at her like she was the most perfect, most broken thing he’d ever owned.

“Count to ten,” he said softly, cruelly calm. “Then I’ll let you breathe. If you can.”

She counted in her head slow, panicked while her throat convulsed rhythmically around his cock and her lungs screamed.

At nine he finally pulled out slow, torturous inch by glistening inch until the head popped free with a wet, obscene sound.

Elena gasped, coughed, sucked air in desperate heaves. Spit connected her swollen lips to his shaft in thick strings. She looked utterly wrecked: mascara streaked, chin shiny, chest heaving, nipples diamond-hard.

He wiped a tear from her cheek with his thumb, then smeared it across her lips.

“You’re doing beautifully for a first-time deep-throat whore,” he mocked. “But we’re not stopping until you can take every inch without gagging or until I decide to paint that cheating face with what your husband could never give you.”

She opened her mouth immediately wide, obedient, tongue out, eyes glassy and pleading.

He smiled slow, vicious and fed it back in.

Deeper this time.

No mercy.
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​Chapter 14: The Edge
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Damian held her head in place, nose smashed to his pubic bone, throat impaled to the hilt while Elena’s body jerked in silent panic. Her hands clawed at his thighs, nails digging crescents into muscle, but she didn’t push away. She couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

He counted aloud this time, slow and cruel.

“Seven... eight... nine...”

At ten he finally withdrew inch by glistening inch until the fat head slipped free with a wet pop. Elena collapsed forward, gasping, coughing, strings of thick spit connecting her swollen lips to his cock like obscene jewelry. Her chest heaved, mascara rivers down her cheeks, chin dripping, nipples so hard they ached.

He gave her three ragged breaths.

Then he fisted her hair again and yanked her upright on her knees.

“Up.”

She rose shakily, legs trembling, thighs slick with her own arousal. He spun her roughly, bent her over the edge of the desk. Her breasts flattened against the cool polished wood; papers scattered, a pen rolled to the floor. Her ass arched high, black lace thong soaked and clinging uselessly between her cheeks.

Damian stepped behind her. One hand pressed between her shoulder blades, pinning her down. The other slid down her spine slow, deliberate until his fingers hooked the thin strip of lace and yanked it aside.

Exposed.

Her pussy glistened swollen lips parted, clit peeking out, inner thighs shiny with her need. She whimpered, hips twitching involuntarily.

“Look at this messy little cunt,” he said, voice dripping contempt. “Dripping like a faucet just from choking on cock. Your husband ever see you this wet? No he probably thinks you’re ‘sensitive’ when you’re barely damp for him.”

His hand came down hard, open-palmed slap across her right ass cheek.

The crack echoed.

She yelped, body jerking forward.

“That’s for every gag,” he said coldly. “You choked three times on the way down. Three slaps. Count them.”

Another slap left cheek this time, harder.

“Two.”

She gasped, ass stinging, heat blooming fast.

He delivered the third center, right over the curve where thigh met ass. The sound wetter this time, her slickness making the impact sharper.

“Three.”

Her voice broke. “Three...”

He rubbed the burning skin once almost tender then slid his fingers lower. Two thick digits traced her soaked folds without entering. Circled her clit once, light, teasing.

She bucked. “Please ”

“No cock yet,” he cut in. “You don’t get filled until you beg properly. Until you admit you’re nothing but a cheating hole that needs to be edged until it hurts.”

He pressed two fingers inside her slow, shallow curling just enough to graze that spot inside without giving relief. Pumped once. Twice. Then pulled out completely.

She whined high, desperate.

He slapped her clit light but stinging.

She cried out, hips jerking.

“Beg.”

“Please... touch me... fuck me... anything ”

“Pathetic.” Another slap to her clit. She sobbed. “Say it right. Tell me what you are.”

“I’m... I’m a cheating slut... your slut... please edge me... make it hurt... I need it ”

He rewarded her with three fingers this time deep, stretching her open but only for a few punishing strokes. Then he withdrew again, leaving her clenching on nothing.

He edged her like that for long minutes: fingers plunging in, curling, rubbing her G-spot until her thighs shook and her moans turned to sobs then pulling out right as her walls started to flutter. Slapping her ass for every near-orgasm denied. Slapping her clit when she tried to grind back against his hand.

“Four... five... six...” he counted each denied peak, each fresh slap.

Her body was a live wire ass red, pussy swollen and leaking down her thighs, clit throbbing visibly. Tears mixed with drool on the desk. She babbled incoherently please, sir, I can’t, I need to come, ruin me, please 

He leaned over her back, mouth at her ear.

“You’ll come when I decide you’ve earned it. And you haven’t earned shit yet except more denial.”

One last cruel edge fingers pistoning fast, thumb grinding her clit until she was screaming, back arching, right on the brink 

He pulled out.

Completely.

She collapsed against the desk, sobbing, hips twitching uselessly.

Damian stepped back, cock still rock-hard and glistening from her throat.

“Now,” he said softly, dangerously, “beg for the cock you’ve been starving for. Beg like your life depends on it.”

Her voice was wrecked, barely audible.

“Please... fuck me... stretch me... ruin me... I can’t take it anymore... please ”

He smiled slow, predatory.

“Good girl.”
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​Chapter 15: The Ruin
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Damian kept her pinned to the desk, chest flattened against the wood, ass arched high, thighs trembling from the endless edging and the red handprints blooming across her skin. Her pussy was a swollen, dripping mess: lips parted and glistening, clit throbbing visibly, inner walls still fluttering around nothing after the last cruel withdrawal of his fingers.

He stepped in closer, one hand sliding up her spine to fist her hair at the roots. He yanked her head back sharply enough to arch her neck, enough to force her gaze toward the dark window where their reflection stared back: her mascara-streaked face, lips swollen from his cock, body bent and offered like a sacrifice.

“Look at yourself,” he growled low against her ear. “Look at the cheating whore who left her ring at home to get fucked by her husband’s boss. Look how desperate this cunt is clenching on air, leaking down your thighs, begging for something your pathetic marriage could never give you.”

Elena’s reflection stared back, eyes glassy, pupils blown, mouth open on shallow pants. She whimpered.

He positioned himself behind her. The fat head of his cock nudged her entrance hot, blunt, impossibly wide. He didn’t push in yet. Just rested there, letting her feel the stretch begin before he’d even entered.

“Beg one more time,” he said, voice cruel and calm. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

Her voice cracked, hoarse from crying and choking.

“Please... fuck me... stretch me... fill me so deep I forget him... ruin this married hole... make it yours...”

He smiled against the shell of her ear.

“Good girl.”

Then he pushed.

Slow.

Inch by torturous inch.

The broad head parted her lips, forcing them wide around his girth. Elena’s moan started low then rose, wild and broken, as the thickness stretched her open. Her walls fluttered, tried to resist, then yielded with a slick, obscene sound.

“Fuck too big ” she gasped, but her hips rocked back instinctively, chasing more.

He didn’t rush. Kept the pace glacial. Let her feel every vein, every ridge sliding past her entrance, filling her deeper than anything had ever filled her before. Halfway in and she was already trembling moans turning feral, high-pitched, animal.

He yanked her hair harder, head snapped back farther arching her spine into a perfect bow.

“Take it,” he snarled. “Every fucking inch. This cunt was made for this cock. Not his. Mine.”

Another slow thrust deeper now. The fat shaft bottomed out, head kissing her cervix, balls pressed flush against her clit. She was stuffed completely stretched to the limit, walls gripping him like a vice.

Her eyes rolled back.

A long, shuddering moan tore from her throat raw, unrestrained, echoing off the glass walls. Her body shook violently, legs quivering, fingers clawing at the desk, tears spilling fresh down her cheeks.

Damian held still inside her for a long moment letting her feel the fullness, the burn, the way her body had to adjust to something so much bigger, so much thicker.

Then he pulled back almost all the way out until just the head remained inside.

And thrust again.

Slow.

Deep.

Deliberate.

Each stroke dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. The head kissed her cervix on every inward push. The thick base stretched her entrance wide on every withdrawal. Her moans grew louder, wilder wordless now, just desperate animal sounds.

“Fuck yes oh god deeper ” she babbled, voice wrecked.

He kept the rhythm punishingly slow making her feel every inch of the claim. One hand stayed fisted in her hair, pulling just enough to keep her arched and exposed. The other slid around to her front fingers finding her clit, rubbing slow, firm circles in time with his thrusts.

Her body seized.

Eyes rolled back again, whites showing mouth open in a silent scream as the pleasure-pain built to something unbearable.

“You’re mine now,” he growled, voice rough with restraint. “This pussy, this throat, this whole cheating body mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours ” she sobbed between moans. “All yours fuck please don’t stop ”

He didn’t.

Slow, deep thrusts continued, each one dragging her closer to the edge he’d denied her for so long.

Her walls started fluttering wildly around him clenching, milking, begging.

He leaned over her back, teeth grazing her shoulder.

“Come for me,” he commanded. “Come on the cock that owns you. Show me how much better this feels than anything he ever gave you.”

One more deep, grinding thrust fingers pressing hard on her clit 

And she shattered.

Her scream echoed through the empty office wild, broken, ecstatic. Body convulsing, walls spasming violently around his thickness, gushing slick down his shaft and her thighs. Eyes rolled completely back, mouth slack, tears streaming.

Damian held her through it cock buried to the hilt groaning low as her pussy milked him in rhythmic waves.

But he didn’t come.

Not yet.

He stayed hard, thick, unmoving inside her pulsing heat.

And whispered against her ear:

“That was just the first one.”

Continued....

​

​My Husband’s Boss
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​Chapter 16: The Restraints
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Damian stayed buried inside her through the aftershocks of her first orgasm cock throbbing thick and unmoving while her walls fluttered helplessly around him, milking every last ripple of pleasure she hadn’t earned yet. Elena’s body was limp across the desk, cheek pressed to the wood, breath coming in shattered sobs, thighs quivering, cum and slick dripping down her legs in slow, obscene rivulets.

He finally pulled out slow, deliberate until the fat head slipped free with a wet, sucking sound. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness, hips twitching back instinctively, chasing what had just ruined her.

“Not yet,” he said, voice dark and amused. “We’re just getting started.”

He stepped away, leaving her bent over the desk like a used thing ass red from his handprints, pussy gaping slightly from the stretch, still clenching on nothing. She heard a soft click behind her.

A hidden panel in the side of his desk slid open smooth, silent, clearly designed for this exact purpose.

Elena twisted her head just enough to see.

Inside the secret drawer: black leather cuffs lined with soft suede, a length of silk rope coiled neatly, a pair of metal spreader bars, a thick leather collar with a silver ring, and several small metal clips that made her stomach clench in equal parts fear and want.

Damian selected the cuffs first wrist restraints with sturdy D-rings.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed without hesitation, wrists crossing at the small of her back. He fastened the cuffs quickly tight but not cutting then clipped them together with a short chain. Her shoulders pulled back, breasts thrust forward, body completely at his mercy.

Next came the collar thick leather, cool against her flushed skin. He buckled it snug around her throat, just tight enough that every swallow reminded her who owned her now. The silver ring at the front glinted under the desk lamp.

He grabbed the silk rope, looped it through the collar’s ring, then threaded it down between her legs running the length along her soaked slit, up the crack of her ass, and tied the other end to her bound wrists. Every movement would now tug the rope against her clit and asshole like a cruel leash.

“Perfect,” he murmured, giving the rope a light tug.

She gasped rope sliding slickly between her folds, rubbing her oversensitive clit.

He hauled her upright by the collar rough but controlled then spun her to face him. Her bound arms pinned behind her, breasts heaving, eyes glassy and pleading.

“On the floor. All fours.”

She dropped to her knees, then forward onto her palms but with wrists bound, she could only rest on her forearms, ass high, face pressed to the carpet.

Damian knelt behind her, fisted her hair again, yanked her head back so her spine arched brutally.

“First position: like the bitch in heat you are.”

He lined up and slammed in full force, no warning, no slow build.

Elena screamed raw, animal back bowing as his cock speared her to the hilt in one brutal thrust. The stretch burned deliciously; her walls clamped down hard around the invading thickness.

He didn’t give her time to adjust.

He fucked her hard deep, punishing strokes each one bottoming out with a wet slap of skin on skin. The rope tugged with every slam, rubbing her clit mercilessly. Her moans turned to broken cries, drool leaking from her open mouth onto the carpet.

“Take it,” he snarled, yanking her hair harder. “This is what you left your husband for. A cock that actually fills you. A man who fucks you like you deserve to be fucked raw, rough, owned.”

He pulled out abruptly leaving her gaping and whining then flipped her onto her back.

Second position: legs forced wide.

He grabbed the spreader bar from the drawer, locked her ankles into the cuffs at each end, spreading her obscenely. Then he hooked the center chain to the collar ring, forcing her knees up toward her chest, pussy and ass completely exposed and helpless.

He plunged back in a deeper angle now, head battering her cervix with every thrust.

Her eyes rolled back again, whites showing mouth open in a continuous wail. The rope pulled taut between her legs, sawing against her clit with every brutal pound.

“Feel that?” he growled, leaning down to bite her neck hard enough to mark. “That’s me claiming every inch your husband never touched. You’re going to come again squirting this time while I breed this cheating cunt.”

He fucked faster ruthless, relentless hips snapping, balls slapping wetly against her ass. One hand wrapped around her throat above the collar squeezing just enough to make stars burst behind her eyes.

“Beg for my cum,” he commanded.

“Please fill me breed me come inside make me yours please ”

He roared low, primal thrusts turning erratic.

One final, bone-deep slam.

He buried himself to the hilt and came hot, thick pulses flooding her depths, painting her walls, overflowing around his shaft. She felt every jet deep, claiming, marking her from the inside.

The sensation tipped her over.

She shattered again screaming his name, body convulsing, squirting hard around his cock clear fluid gushing between them, soaking his thighs, the carpet, the desk edge. Her vision whited out; she sobbed through the pleasure-pain, walls milking him dry.

He stayed inside her through both their aftershocks cock still thick, still twitching letting her feel the fullness, the overflow, the ruin.

Finally he pulled out slowly cum leaking from her stretched hole in thick white streams.

He looked down at her bound, collared, marked, dripping his seed and smiled.

“That’s one load,” he said softly. “We’re not done until every position in this room has your cum and mine on it.”

He unclipped the spreader bar.

“Next one: riding me on my chair. You’re going to work for it this time.”

Elena shaking, wrecked, owned nodded weakly.

“Yes, sir.”
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​Chapter 17: The Chair
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Elena was still trembling on the carpet when Damian hauled her up by the collar fingers hooked through the silver ring, pulling her to her feet like she weighed nothing. Her legs wobbled, thighs slick with her own squirt and his cum leaking slowly out of her stretched hole. The rope still ran between her legs, now soaked and clinging obscenely to her swollen folds. Her wrists remained bound behind her back; the leather cuffs bit into her skin with every involuntary twitch.

He dragged her across the room to the high-backed leather executive chair behind the desk the one he sat in every day making decisions that ruined careers and now, apparently, marriages. He sat first, thighs spread wide, cock still thick and glistening with their combined mess, half-hard and twitching against his stomach.

“Straddle me,” he ordered. “Face me. Ride it like you’ve been dreaming about since the first time you saved my number.”

She climbed onto his lap awkwardly bound hands making balance impossible, forcing her to lean forward, breasts brushing his chest. He guided her with one hand on her hip, the other still gripping the collar. The fat head nudged her entrance again; she whimpered at the renewed stretch.

“Lower yourself,” he said, voice low and mean. “Take every inch without my help. Show me how badly this cheating cunt wants to be filled again.”

She sank slowly gasping as the head parted her sensitive lips, then inch after thick inch disappearing inside her. The angle was deeper this way; she felt him pressing against her front wall, grinding against spots that made her vision blur. When her ass finally met his thighs, she let out a broken moan full again, stuffed to the limit, clit grinding against his pubic bone.

Damian’s hand slid up to her throat above the collar this time fingers wrapping around the delicate column. He squeezed. Not enough to bruise yet. Just enough to make her pulse thunder under his palm, enough to make every breath a conscious effort.

“Ride,” he growled. “Hard. Fast. Fuck yourself on my cock like the desperate slut who couldn’t come on her husband’s dick last night.”

She obeyed, hips rolling, lifting, slamming back down. The rope tugged with every movement, sawing against her clit in cruel friction. Her bound arms forced her chest forward; breasts bounced with each bounce, nipples grazing his shirt. Moans spilled from her throat wild, unrestrained mixing with the wet slap of skin on skin.

He tightened his grip on her throat.

“Eyes on me,” he snarled. “Look at the man who owns this pussy now. Look at the man who’s going to choke the next orgasm out of you.”

Her gaze locked on his glassy, pleading, pupils blown. Tears welled again as the pressure on her windpipe increased just enough to make stars dance at the edges of her vision. Her rhythm faltered; hips stuttered.

“Don’t stop,” he warned, squeezing harder. “Come like this choked, full, owned. Come knowing your husband is probably asleep right now thinking you’re at a late meeting while you’re bouncing on a cock twice his size.”

The words hit like a slap.

She shattered.

Her scream was muffled by his hand on her throat, body convulsing, walls clamping down viciously around him, squirting again in hot pulses that soaked his lap, his shirt, the leather beneath them. Eyes rolled back completely; mouth slack, drool slipping from the corner of her lips. He held her through it throat squeezed, hips pinned down so she couldn’t escape the overstimulation until her spasms slowed to weak flutters.

Only then did he loosen his grip.

She collapsed against his chest, gasping, sobbing softly.

He let her catch her breath for ten seconds.

Then he fisted her hair, yanked her head back.

“Clean me,” he ordered. “Every drop of your squirt and my cum. Suck it off like a good little whore.”

He lifted her off his cock still rock-hard, slick and shining with their mess and pushed her down between his spread thighs.

She dropped to her knees again bound wrists making it clumsy, face inches from his glistening shaft.

“Open.”

She did.

He guided the head back into her mouth slow this time, letting her taste them both: her sweet tang, his salt, the thick evidence of her ruin. She moaned around him exhausted, submissive tongue swirling, lips sucking, cleaning every inch with desperate reverence. She took him deep again, gagging softly but pushing through until her nose brushed his pelvis and her throat fluttered around the base.

He groaned low, pleased.

“That’s it. Taste how thoroughly I’ve claimed you. Taste how much better this feels than anything you’ve had in years.”

She worked him until he was clean spit-shiny, throbbing, ready again.

He pulled her off with a wet pop.

“Round three,” he said, voice rough with hunger. “This time I’m going to fuck you against the window. Let the city watch what a cock-hungry cheating wife looks like when she’s finally getting what she needs.”

He stood, hauling her up by the collar.

Dragged her toward the floor-to-ceiling glass.

Pressed her front against the cold pane breasts flattening, nipples hard against the chill, bound arms pinned behind her.

He kicked her legs apart.

Lined up.

And slammed back in.

Deep.

Rough.

No more slow build.

Just the sound of her wild moans echoing off the glass as the city lights glittered twenty floors below.
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​Chapter 18: The Window
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Damian kept her pressed face-first against the cold glass breasts flattened, nipples scraping the chill with every brutal thrust, bound wrists pinned uselessly behind her back. The city sprawled twenty floors below like a glittering audience that couldn’t look away. Her reflection stared back at her: mascara-streaked cheeks, swollen lips parted on endless moans, collar tight around her throat, rope still sawing cruelly between her legs with every slam.

He fucked her like he was trying to break her in half deep, punishing strokes that bottomed out with a wet smack, head battering her cervix until she sobbed his name between cries. The angle made every vein drag against her front wall; her clit ground against the rope and the pressure of his hips. She was dripping again slick running down her thighs, pooling on the carpet beneath them.

“Tell me who owns this cunt,” he snarled, yanking her head back by the collar until her throat arched painfully.

“You do sir ” she gasped, the title slipping out on a broken whine. “Sir fuck sir ”

“Louder.”

“You own it, sir! This cheating pussy is yours sir please ”

He rewarded her with a harder thrust deep enough to make her scream, body jerking against the glass. The pane vibrated faintly with the force.

“Good girl,” he growled. “Say it again. Tell sir how much better this feels than your husband’s pathetic dick.”

“Better sir so much better sir your cock is so thick stretches me fills me makes me come like he never could sir please don’t stop ”

He fucked her faster ruthless, relentless until her moans turned to high, desperate keens. Her walls started fluttering wildly again, clamping down like she was trying to keep him inside forever.

But he wasn’t ready to fill her yet.

He pulled out abruptly cock slick and throbbing, glistening with her arousal. Elena whimpered at the loss, hips rocking back uselessly, searching for him.

“On your knees,” he ordered. “Face up. Mouth open.”

She dropped instantly knees hitting the carpet hard, bound arms forcing her chest forward. She tilted her head back, mouth wide, tongue out, eyes locked on his as tears streaked fresh down her cheeks.

Damian fisted his cock thick, veined, flushed dark and stroked himself fast. Once. Twice. Three times.

Then he came.

Hot, thick ropes erupted across her face first splashing her cheeks, her lips, her tongue. She moaned at the taste, swallowing what landed in her mouth. He angled lower next pulse landing on her breasts, dripping down her nipples. Then he shifted again, turning her slightly so the final heavy spurts painted her back and ass warm, sticky trails running down the curve of her spine, pooling in the dimples above her ass, trickling between her cheeks.

She stayed perfectly still kneeling, collared, bound, covered in his cum while he milked the last drops onto her lower back.

He exhaled roughly, cock still twitching in his hand.

“Look at you,” he said, voice low and satisfied. “Covered in sir’s cum while your husband probably thinks you’re working late. Marked. Claimed. Ruined.”

Elena’s breath came in shaky pants. Cum dripped from her chin onto her thighs. She licked her lips tasting him eyes glassy and submissive.

“Say thank you, slut.”

“Thank you... sir,” she whispered, voice wrecked. “Thank you for coming on me... for owning me... sir.”

He reached down, thumbed a streak of cum across her lower lip, then pushed it into her mouth.

“Suck it clean.”

She did lips closing around his thumb, tongue swirling, moaning softly.

He pulled it free with a wet pop.

“Stand up. We’re not done. Sir still has more to give you tonight.”

He hauled her to her feet by the collar again cum-streaked, trembling, utterly his.

And led her back toward the desk.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 19: Enough for Tonight
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Damian finally stepped back, cock softening but still heavy, slick with the remnants of everything they’d done. Elena remained pressed to the glass for a long moment forehead against the cool pane, breath fogging it in shallow bursts, cum drying in sticky trails across her face, breasts, back, and ass. Her body was a map of his claim: red handprints on her cheeks, faint bite marks on her neck and shoulder, wrists chafed from the cuffs, collar still snug around her throat, rope hanging loose between her legs now soaked and useless.

He reached behind her, unclipped the wrist cuffs first gentle for the first time all night. The leather fell away; she flexed her fingers, wincing at the pins-and-needles rush of blood. Next the collar he unbuckled it slowly, thumb brushing the red line it had left on her skin. The rope he simply untied and let drop to the carpet with a soft thud.

She turned to face him slow, shaky legs barely holding her weight. Mascara tracks had dried into black rivers down her cheeks; her lips were swollen, chin shiny with spit and his release. Eyes glassy, pupils still blown, but something softer flickered there now. Exhaustion. Relief. A quiet, trembling vulnerability.

Damian studied her for a long beat expression unreadable then cupped her jaw with surprising gentleness, thumb sweeping away a streak of drying cum from her cheekbone.

“Enough for tonight,” he said quietly. No growl. No mockery. Just fact.

Elena blinked slowly, like the words had to travel through fog to reach her.

He tilted her chin up. “How are you feeling?”

She swallowed throat raw from screaming, from choking, from begging. Her voice came out hoarse, cracked, barely above a whisper.

“I feel... wrecked.” A small, shaky laugh escaped her. “In the best way. Like I’ve been taken apart and... put back together wrong. But right. I feel full. Empty. Guilty. Alive. I don’t know how to say it all at once.”

He didn’t interrupt. Just let her speak, thumb still stroking her jaw in slow, absent circles.

“I came so hard I saw stars,” she continued, voice trembling. “More times than I can count. I squirted for the first time in my life. I begged a man who isn’t my husband to breed me, to choke me, to call me his whore. And I meant every word.” Her eyes filled again fresh tears, not from pain this time. “I feel like I should be crying from shame. But mostly I just feel... free. Like I’ve been holding my breath for seven years and finally exhaled.”

Damian nodded once small, acknowledging.

“You’re not going to crash tonight,” he said. “Not here. Go home. Sleep. Feel everything tomorrow when the adrenaline fades. Text me when you’re ready for more. No rush. No pressure.”

He bent, picked up her discarded coat from the floor near the door, draped it around her shoulders. She belted it automatically hiding the evidence of what they’d done, though the scent of sex clung to her skin, her hair, impossible to erase.

He walked her to the door arm around her waist steadying her when her knees buckled once. In the elevator he stood close but didn’t touch her again. Just presence. Solid. Reassuring in its silence.

At the lobby he stopped.

“Drive safe,” he said. “And Elena?”

She looked up.

“You’re not broken. You’re awake.”

Then he turned and walked back toward the elevators without another word.

The night air hit her like ice when she stepped outside sharp, cleansing, shocking against her overheated skin. She walked the two blocks to her car slowly, heels clicking unevenly on the pavement, coat pulled tight. Every step sent fresh awareness through her body: the ache between her thighs, the burn on her ass from his hand, the faint soreness in her jaw and throat, the sticky trails of cum cooling under the wool.

She slid behind the wheel, started the engine, but didn’t drive right away.

She sat there in the dark parking garage, hands gripping the wheel, breathing shallow.

The radio was off. The city hummed distantly outside.

Her mind replayed fragments in chaotic flashes:

His voice calling her slut, whore, good girl.

The stretch of his cock in her throat, in her pussy, the way she’d cried and begged for more.

The moment he’d said Enough for tonight the shift from predator to something almost tender.

The weight of her wedding ring still sitting on the dresser at home, untouched since she’d left.

Guilt crept in then slow, cold, inevitable. Not the sharp stab she’d expected, but a dull, heavy pressure in her chest. Mark would be asleep by now. Or maybe still awake, scrolling his phone, wondering why her “late meeting” was taking so long. He’d kiss her cheek when she crawled into bed, ask if she was okay, never suspecting the scent of another man on her skin, the ache between her legs from being fucked raw by his boss.

She pressed her forehead to the steering wheel. Tears came again quiet this time. Not regret, exactly. More like mourning the version of herself who’d never known this hunger existed.

But beneath the guilt, the shame, the fear there was something else. Something bright and terrifying.

Want.

She wanted more.

She wanted to feel that alive again.

She wanted to hear him call her sir’s good girl while he ruined her all over again.

She started the car.

The drive home was quiet. Streetlights streaked across the windshield in long golden lines. Her thighs stuck together with drying cum and her own slick; every bump in the road sent a fresh twinge through her overused pussy. She kept the windows up no breeze to wash away the evidence.

When she pulled into the driveway the house was dark. Mark’s car sat in its usual spot.

She killed the engine. Sat for another minute.

Then she got out.

Walked to the front door on unsteady legs.

Slipped inside.

Kicked off her heels in the foyer silent, careful.

Padded to the bathroom first. Washed her face cold water stinging the raw skin, mascara swirling black down the drain. Brushed her teeth twice. Gargled mouthwash until her throat burned less. Changed into an oversized sleep shirt in the dark bedroom Mark’s soft snores steady from the bed.

She slid under the covers beside him back to his sleeping form, knees drawn up.

He stirred once arm draping over her waist automatically.

“Late one?” he mumbled, half-asleep.

“Yeah,” she whispered. “Sorry.”

He hummed content, trusting and drifted off again.

Elena stared at the ceiling in the dark.

Her body still hummed sore, satisfied, marked.

Her mind churned guilty, exhilarated, terrified, alive.

She closed her eyes.

Tomorrow she would feel everything.

Tonight she just let herself breathe.

And somewhere deep inside, a small, treacherous voice whispered:

Text him when you’re ready for more.

She didn’t answer it.

But she didn’t silence it either.
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​Chapter 20: The Return
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The next morning came too bright, too ordinary.

Elena woke to sunlight slicing through the blinds, body heavy with a delicious, bone-deep ache she hadn’t felt in years. Every muscle protested when she shifted thighs sore, ass stinging faintly from the slaps, pussy tender and swollen, a dull throb that reminded her with every heartbeat exactly how thoroughly she’d been used. Between her legs she still felt the ghost of him: stretched, filled, leaking faintly even after the shower she’d taken at 3 a.m. when Mark was dead asleep.

She slipped out of bed before he stirred. In the bathroom mirror she catalogued the damage: faint purple blooms on her neck (hidden easily with concealer and a high collar), wrist marks already fading to pink, a small bite on her shoulder she covered with a bra strap. Nothing visible enough to raise questions. Nothing she couldn’t explain away with “I bumped into the desk at work” or “new yoga class is intense.”

Mark found her in the kitchen pouring coffee, still in his sleep pants, hair mussed.

“Morning, babe,” he said, kissing her temple. “You got in late. Everything okay?”

She smiled, practiced, soft. “Yeah. Just a long meeting. Client stuff ran over.”

He nodded, poured his own mug. “You seem... different.”

Her hand paused on the creamer. “Different how?”

He studied her for a second brow furrowed, not suspicious, just... confused. “I don’t know. You’re moving slower. Like you’re sore. And you’re smiling more. But also... quieter. Did something happen?”

Elena’s stomach twisted. She set the mug down carefully.

“Just tired,” she said. “And yeah, the meeting was intense. Lots of back-and-forth. I’m fine, really.”

Mark stepped closer, wrapped an arm around her waist from behind. “You sure? You can tell me anything, you know.”

She leaned into him guilt sharp and immediate. His body felt familiar, safe, small compared to the memory of Damian’s. She kissed his cheek. “I know. I love you.”

“Love you too.”

He let it drop. Ate breakfast. Left for work with his usual “See you tonight” and a quick peck.

She stood in the empty kitchen for a long minute after he left.

Then she checked her phone.

No new messages from DV.

She hadn’t texted him yet. Hadn’t known what to say. Thanks for ruining me? When can we do it again? The words felt too raw, too real in daylight.

But the hunger was already back low, insistent, curling in her belly like smoke.

She showered again hot water stinging the faint marks, fingers tracing the places he’d gripped, bitten, slapped. She came under the spray thinking of his voice calling her sir’s good girl, of the way he’d filled her until she squirted, of the cum drying on her skin while she drove home.

By noon she was dressed for the office professional skirt, blouse buttoned high, hair pinned back. She told herself she was just dropping off lunch for Mark. She told herself she wouldn’t go near the executive floor.

She lied.

The Pinnacle Tower felt different today. The lobby security guard nodded like always. The elevator ride up was torture every floor dinging like a countdown. When the doors opened on Mark’s level she stepped out, lunch bag in hand, heart hammering.

Mark was at his desk, head down over spreadsheets. He looked up when she approached, surprised and pleased.

“Babe? You didn’t have to ”

“I wanted to,” she said, setting the bag down. “Figured you’d forget to eat again.”

He stood, kissed her quickly, chaste, sweet. “You’re the best. Want to grab coffee downstairs real quick?”

She hesitated. “I... actually have to run an errand upstairs. Quick thing for a friend in HR. I’ll come say bye before I leave.”

He nodded. “Okay. Don’t be too long. I miss you already.”

She smiled tight, guilty and walked away.

Past the cubicles. Past the break room. Toward the glass doors of the executive wing.

They were unlocked.

The corridor was quiet midday lull. She walked straight to Damian’s door.

It was ajar.

She pushed it open without knocking.

He was on a call phone to his ear, back to the door, voice low and commanding as he spoke about projections and timelines. He didn’t turn immediately. But his shoulders shifted just slightly. He knew she was there.

He ended the call with a curt “Send it by end of day” and hung up.

Then he turned.

Eyes dark. Mouth curved in that slow, predatory smile.

“Elena.”

The way he said her name low, knowing sent a fresh gush of wetness between her thighs.

She closed the door behind her. Locked it.

“I didn’t plan to come here,” she said, voice unsteady. “I told myself I wouldn’t.”

He leaned back against the desk, arms crossed. “And yet.”

She took one step forward. Then another.

“I can still feel you,” she whispered. “Everywhere. I woke up sore. I showered twice and I can still smell you on my skin. Mark noticed something’s off. He asked if I was okay. I lied to his face.”

Damian’s gaze darkened. “Did it make you wet? Lying to him while your cunt was still leaking my cum?”

She exhaled shakily. “Yes.”

He pushed off the desk. Closed the distance in two strides.

Stopped just short of touching her.

“Tell me what you want, Elena.”

She looked up at him eyes glassy already, pulse thundering in her throat.

“I want more,” she said. “I want you to fuck me again. Right now. On your desk. Against the window. Wherever. I don’t care. I just... need it. Need you.”

He studied her for a long beat.

Then he reached past her locked the door again, even though it already was.

“Strip,” he said softly. “Everything but the heels. Then bend over the desk and spread for me. We’ll see how quiet you can be while your husband works one floor below.”

Her hands moved before her mind caught up, blouse unbuttoned, skirt unzipped, bra and panties hitting the floor.

She bent over the desk ass up, legs spread, heels making her arch perfectly.

Damian stepped behind her.

One hand fisted her hair.

The other slid between her thighs fingers finding her soaked, swollen, ready.

“Welcome back,” he murmured against her ear.

And then he thrust in hard, deep, no warning.

Her muffled cry echoed off the glass.
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​Chapter 21: The Quiet Ruin
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Elena’s palms flattened against the polished wood of Damian’s desk, body bent forward, skirt shoved up around her waist, panties yanked to the side and left dangling from one ankle. Her blouse was half-unbuttoned, bra pushed down so her breasts spilled free nipples grazing the cool surface with every shallow breath. He’d made her keep the heels on; they forced her ass higher, her back into a sharper arch.

Damian stood behind her, trousers open but still on, cock already hard and thick against her entrance. He didn’t speak at first, just pressed the fat head to her soaked folds and pushed in one slow, deliberate inch.

She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper.

Downstairs literally one floor below Mark was at his desk, probably sipping the coffee she’d brought him, answering emails, completely unaware that his wife was currently being split open by his boss’s cock.

Damian leaned over her back, mouth at her ear, voice a low, dangerous whisper.

“Not a sound,” he ordered. “Not one fucking moan louder than a breath. He’s right below us. If he hears anything, if anyone hears he’ll come up here looking. And he’ll see exactly what his good little wife has become.”

The threat made her clench around him involuntarily. She nodded once tiny, frantic.

He thrust the rest of the way in deep, sudden, silent. No grunt from him, no cry from her. Just the wet, obscene sound of her pussy swallowing every thick inch, muffled by the carpet and the heavy desk.

Her eyes fluttered shut. Teeth sank deeper into her lower lip. A silent scream built in her throat but she swallowed it down.

He started moving slow at first, then rougher, deeper, each stroke controlled and brutal. No slapping skin, no rhythmic pounding that would echo through the floor. Just deliberate, grinding thrusts that buried him to the hilt every time, dragging out along her walls on the pull-back, then slamming home again. The desk creaked faintly under the force; she prayed the sound didn’t carry.

One of his hands clamped over her mouth, palm sealing her lips, fingers digging into her cheek. The other wrapped around her throat from behind, not choking yet, just holding, reminding.

“Feel that?” he breathed against her ear, hips rolling in a slow, punishing circle. “That’s me owning you while your husband types away downstairs. Every time he hits send on an email, I’m balls-deep in his wife’s cheating cunt.”

She whimpered against his palm, muffled, desperate. Her walls fluttered wildly around him.

He sped up just enough. Still quiet. Still controlled. But rougher now each thrust driving the air from her lungs in short, silent bursts. Her breasts scraped the desk; nipples raw and aching. The angle hit her G-spot relentlessly; she felt the pressure building fast, too fast.

He felt it too.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” he hissed. “Not until I say. If you come without permission, I’ll pull out, walk you downstairs leaking my cum, and make you kiss him goodbye with my taste still on your tongue.”

Tears pricked her eyes. She nodded frantically against his hand.

He fucked her harder silent, savage hips snapping in short, deep jabs that made her vision blur. Her clit throbbed untouched; the rope from last night was gone, but the memory of it rubbing her made her even wetter. Slick dripped down her thighs, soaked the tops of her stockings, puddled on the carpet.

Downstairs, someone laughed faint, distant. A phone rang. Normal office sounds. Mark was probably thirty feet below her right now, oblivious, while his wife’s pussy was being stretched and claimed by the man he called “sir” every day.

Damian’s hand tightened on her throat, fingers pressing just enough to make her head swim.

“Come,” he whispered, barely audible. “Quiet. Now.”

She shattered.

No scream. No cry. Just a violent, full-body shudder back bowing, walls clamping down like a vice around his cock, milking him in frantic pulses. Her mouth opened against his palm in a silent wail; tears spilled over his fingers. She squirted again hot, silent gushes soaking his shaft, dripping down his balls, puddling beneath them.

He didn’t stop.

Kept thrusting through her orgasm slow, deep, grinding drawing it out until she was shaking, oversensitive, whimpering against his hand.

Only then did he pull out slow, deliberate cock glistening with her release.

He spun her around, pushed her to her knees.

“Clean me,” he whispered. “Quick. Quiet.”

She opened her mouth immediately took him deep, tongue swirling, sucking every trace of her own cum and arousal off his shaft. She tasted herself on him sweet, tangy, mixed with his salt and moaned softly around the thickness, muffled by the meat in her mouth.

He pulled free with a wet pop, tucked himself back into his trousers, zipped up.

“Fix your clothes,” he said, voice low. “Go back downstairs. Kiss your husband goodbye. Walk out of here with my cum still inside you.”

Elena stood on trembling legs, skirt smoothed down, blouse buttoned with shaking fingers, panties left on the floor (he pocketed them without a word). She wiped her mouth, straightened her hair as best she could.

Damian opened the door for her.

She stepped into the corridor, legs weak, pussy still fluttering with aftershocks, his cum starting to leak slowly down her inner thigh under the skirt.

She walked back to Mark’s cubicle.

He looked up, smiling.

“Hey! Done already?”

“Yeah,” she said, voice steady despite everything. “Just wanted to say bye.”

He stood, kissed her soft, quick, loving.

She kissed him back tasting Damian on her own tongue.

“See you tonight,” Mark said.

“See you,” she echoed.

Then she turned and walked to the elevator cum trickling down her thigh, soaking into her stocking, marking every step.

The doors closed.

She leaned against the wall, eyes closing, a small, secret smile curving her lips.

She was already wet again.
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​Chapter 22: The Final Claim
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Elena never stopped.

That quick, silent fuck on Damian’s desk became the first of many.

She started coming to the office almost every day, sometimes during lunch, sometimes after hours, sometimes when Mark was in a meeting two floors down and she could slip into the executive wing without anyone noticing.

She learned his rhythms.

How he liked her on her knees under the desk during conference calls, throat working quietly while he spoke about quarterly targets.

How he’d bend her over the conference table after everyone left, skirt hiked, panties ripped aside, fucking her raw while the city lights watched through the glass.

How he’d pin her to the wall in the private bathroom, hand over her mouth, cock buried deep, whispering filth in her ear until she came shaking and biting his palm to stay quiet.

Mark never suspected.

He noticed she was happier, more affectionate, more present in small moments.

He noticed she dressed sexier some days, skirts shorter, blouses tighter.

He noticed she came home later more often, showered immediately, smelled faintly of expensive cologne she said was from a client meeting.

He smiled and said he was glad she was enjoying work again.

She smiled back and kissed him tasting Damian on her own tongue.

The guilt faded.

Not gone never gone but quieter. A background hum she could ignore when Damian’s hand was around her throat, when his cock was stretching her ass for the first time (slow, lubed, merciless, her face pressed to the carpet while she sobbed “sir” over and over), when he bred her again and again pulling out only to watch his cum drip from her used holes before pushing back in.

One night he took her home.

Not to her house.

To his penthouse high above the city, floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, the same skyline she’d been fucked against in his office.

He stripped her in the elevator.

Carried her naked through the door.

Tied her spread-eagle to his bed with silk ropes from the same drawer.

He fucked her for hours.

Every hole.

Every position.

Slow and teasing until she begged.

Rough and brutal until she screamed his name into the pillow.

He came inside her pussy three times deep, flooding her until it leaked out around his cock.

He came down her throat while she gagged and cried tears of gratitude.

He painted her tits, her face, her ass marked every inch until she glistened like she belonged to him.

When he finally untied her, she was boneless, body trembling, voice gone, pussy and ass swollen and leaking, skin covered in bites, handprints, drying cum.

He pulled her against his chest, fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.

“You’re not going back to him,” he said quietly. Not a question.

She looked up at him, eyes glassy, lips bruised.

“No, sir.”

He kissed her forehead soft, almost tender.

“Then stay.”

She did.

The next morning she texted Mark from Damian’s bed:

I’m leaving.

I’m sorry.

I love you, but I’m not in love with you anymore.

Don’t look for me.

She blocked his number.

Turned off her phone.

Damian rolled her beneath him again cock already hard, sliding back into her sore, cum-filled pussy with one slow thrust.

She moaned loud this time, no need to be quiet anymore.

He fucked her through the sunrise deep, possessive, claiming.

No more secrets.

No more lies.

No more starving.

Just her, on her back, legs wrapped around the man who’d ruined her marriage and set her free.

And when he came inside her one last time hot, thick, flooding her womb while she arched and whispered “sir” like a prayer 

She came with him.

Hard.

Loud.

Finally, completely his.

The End
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