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Section I: The Build Up







My husband thinks I go to the gym after work on Thursdays. But, in reality, I’m getting railed by my bully on the floor of the kitchen at the office where I work. It feels so good, so intense, that I’ve become addicted to it. Sometimes I cry with guilt. But I can’t deny it anymore: John, my bully, really does own my pussy.

He joined the company where I work about a year ago. It only took him four months to bully me into giving up my pussy to him, and now I love it when he does. This is the story of how it happened.

***

I’m a Junior Executive at the UK office of a well-known US TV company (obviously not going to tell you which one). That means I’m one of the people who oversee the production of big TV dramas. I’m proud to have got the role by the age of 31.

But everything changed when John arrived. He was older than me, about 6’1” or 6’2”, powerfully built and often wore a suit jacket,  and I guess he was conventionally handsome if that’s your thing (quite a few women in the office fancied him), but he was far too masculine for my tastes. He had much better credits than me, and got the role of Senior Executive although he was my colleague, not my boss. Within 6 weeks he’d flagged an issue in the Chain of Title paperwork on a show I was overseeing. Basically, we didn’t fully own the show, and we’d already started pre-production. A fucking disaster. And while the legal team should have caught it (one of them got fired over it), it was me who oversaw the deal and I nearly lost my job. Millions of pounds were hanging in the balance, and during the frantic renegotiations and chasing down the third party involved, John muscled his way into the process and kind of… took charge. I ended up confronting him about it and it went something like this:

“Uh, hey John, could I speak to you in private?”

He looked up from his desk in our massive open plan office.

“Er, sure, yeah… Do you wanna find a meeting room?”

“Yeah, let’s do that.”

I led him to a room, my heart pounding in my chest and fear pumping through my veins. I was under so much pressure, my job on the line, feeling incredibly stressed, and now I had to have this confrontation. My sweet husband Simon had been trying to comfort and reassure me over the last few weeks but it hadn’t done much good.

John and I entered a meeting room, and he sat down on a chair, leaning back.

“What did you want to talk about?” he said, folding his hands in his lap.

“Uh, well,” I said, dragging a chair into place. I sat down. “Um, look, I don’t want this to be a thing, but it feels like you’re kind of sending important messages about Seahorse without always consulting me. And pushing for solutions that I’ve said I don’t agree with. And, look, I value your input on this project and obviously it was you who caught the oversight–”

“Oversight?” said John. “It could have cost us twenty million pounds.”

“Right, yeah, no, I agree, and–”

“I’ve saved your job. Possibly the UK office. And look, Erica specifically asked me to help out with this–”

“I know that–”

“And I’ve been asked to do what I can to help keep this show on the road. So I’m sorry but that means actually being honest, and getting shit done. We’re four weeks from production now, Katie.”

My heart rate was starting to increase and my cheeks were beginning to feel hot.

“But we’re basically all–”

“The paperwork’s not signed. Eon could literally walk away tomorrow and we’d be fucked.”

“We’ve got Heads of Terms–”

“That doesn’t count for shit! So look, I’m not going to apologise for doing this job properly. And if you can’t hack it, that’s something for you to think about. By all means go to Erica and ask me not to be involved in this mess, and see what she says.”

“Look, I’m not– I don’t want you off the project but I’m the lead executive, and I know this show inside out–”

“Well sorry to be brutal, Katie, but you literally don’t or you’d have caught this massive error.”

I was stunned into silence for a second, feeling the muscles in my throat stiffen.

“So,” continued John, just a hint of anger in his voice. He was intimidatingly muscular, now that I noticed. “I’m going to do my job how I’ve always done it. Which is to communicate honestly and clearly and make decisions when they need to be made to stop the whole show collapsing.”

“It’s just–”

John checked his watch. “I’ve got a Zoom I can’t be late for, but if you want to continue this discussion I suggest we have it with Erica present. Okay?”

He got up, and strode out of the meeting room. Fuck.

About two days later I got called into Erica’s office. John was sitting there with a laid back posture and an aggressive glint in his eye. The atmosphere seemed tense.

“Oh, uh, hi,” I said, turning to Erica. “I thought this was a one-on-one…”

“No, no,” said Erica – she’s in her late 50s and has dark hair she wears in a bob – “This is a discussion we need to have together.”

Stress welled up in my chest, and I sat down, hearing my blood swish in my ears. “Uhhh, what’s the… discussion?”

“Look,” said Erica. “You’ve done a great job on Seahorse, obviously there’s this huge CoT issue but the primary fault there is with Legal…”

I felt my heart sinking. “Um, I feel there’s a big, er… reveal coming here?”

“Okay. Yes. We still want you on the show, but John is going to take the lead.”

“What?”

“He’s got more experience than you. Obviously he caught the mistake.”

“Look, I– that was massive fuck up. I’ve taken my share of the responsibility for that. Everything else apart from that has been smooth though–”

John scoffed at this, and I turned on him: “Excuse me?”

“We’ve had to dip into the contingency budget already, and it’s not clear the rebate in Prague is still available. So, sorry, I just reacted when you said everything else has been smooth.”

“Look, this is a female-centric show,” I said, and John rolled his eyes at this, which I don’t think Erica clocked. “And I’ve got such a good relationship with the production team–”

“Yeah,” said John, condescendingly. “I’ve already spoken with them and they’re all on board with the change.”

“What, you–” I looked at Erica. “You’ve already spoken with them?”

“Yes.”

“So this– this isn’t really a discussion, is it? You’re telling me.”

Before Erica could reply, John spoke over both of us. “I’m going to have an all hands production meeting this afternoon where I’ll announce the change. I assume you still want to be involved so you’re welcome to attend, and obviously I’ll thank you for the amazing job you’ve done so far.”

Something about the way he said “amazing job you've done so far” made me want to scream in his face. But I just sat there in silence.

“I’ll have to think about it,” I said.

That evening, Simon held me on the sofa while I let out a few tears. He’s the most lovely guy you could ever meet, and we were childhood sweethearts. He’s very thin, with sandy hair and a nice big smile. He loves nature, literature, and his style is kind of ‘stealth wealth eco warrior’.

“It’ll be ok, Katie,” he said, rubbing my shoulder. “There’ll be other projects. And, look, at some point you can move so you don’t have to work with this piece of shit ever again. What was his name, again?”

“John.”

“Right, well, it’s gonna be tough for a while, but you’ll get through this and then at some point you can move to a nicer place to work.”

“Yeah,” I said, resting my head on his shoulder.

He kissed me on the cheek.

After a moment, he turned to me. “Er, I assume that, er, our scheduled Wednesday night thing is cancelled?”

“What?”

“You know, our, er, Wednesday night thing.”

“Oh. Right. Yeah, I’d forgotten. Uh, no I don’t want to tonight.”

“Thought so.”

Things continued to get worse at work. John went out of his way to make sure I didn’t get a credit on Seahorse. When he caught me coming back from the gym one lunchtime he called me a “gym bunny”. After that, he’d sometimes “jokingly” call me Gym Bunny or Bunny. I asked him to stop and he denied doing it. Like, straight up denied doing it. Like a psycho.

Eventually I got given a sitcom to oversee – it was such a relief – my contract was coming up for renewal (they try to avoid giving people permanent roles as that gives you more rights as an employee) and it had been rumoured that staffing cuts were coming. But, literally as soon as the show was officially greenlit, John moved in on it. He’d been working on another show with the same writer and made the case that it would be more efficient for him to handle both projects and not to “muddy the waters” by having two of us handling the studio’s working relationship with this writer. Bear in mind though that these projects were from two different production companies, and it’s them that mostly handle the relationship with the showrunner. It was fucking bullshit, but Erica seemed to agree with his argument. I was desperate. Simon and I had a big mortgage to pay, the UK TV industry was fucked, with no other jobs for me to go to. This could be the end of my career. We might default on the mortgage! I cried in the toilets twice in one week.

At this point I thought fuck it, I’ve just gotta go beg John. Appeal to whatever humanity he has. So I went and found him in the corner of our office. He was about to jump on a call but he told me we could speak after that. So I waited.

It was a Friday and most people were working from home so by the time it got to 5pm, the building was deserted. Just me, and John…

He came and found me.

“Let’s go get teas,” he said.

I followed him to the kitchen, full of nerves, my head light.

John turned on the kettle.

“You want a normal tea, Bunny?”

“Er, I’ll just have… something herbal…”

“Sure.”

“And, um, remember I don’t like being called Bunny.”

“Sorry, yeah. Won’t you call you that again, Bunny.”

“H–”

“That was a joke, obviously. So what did you want to talk about?”

“Uh, this sitcom–”

“Riiight.”

“I need it, John. It was supposed to be mine. I championed it. And my contract’s coming up for renewal and if I’m not on anything they’ll almost certainly let me go. And, there’s no jobs out there, and I’ve got a mortgage and–”

“Are you crying?”

“Um,” I sniffed. “Not really.”

John chuckled. “Look, I’m being given this show because they want me to have it.”

“But you persuaded them.”

“They made the choice.”

“But you could unpersuade them. You could tell them that you’ve realised how much time the project will take up, or something”

“Now why would I do that?”

“Please, John. I could lose my career.”

He just looked at me.

“John, what can I do to– please, like, I need this!”

“What can you do?” asked John, thoughtfully. He looked at me. “I’ll give you the show.”

“You will?”

“Yeah.”

“Oh my god.”

“Just, let me give you a shoulder rub.”

I stared at him for a moment, confused. “What?”

“Not hard to understand, Bunny. I’ll give you the show, and I’ll give you a shoulder rub.”

I was stunned. I looked at him. Took in the calm, intense expression in his brown eyes. I felt nervous suddenly. This was a sexual thing. And I was alone in the building with him. This powerfully built man. I looked at his thick shoulders straining through his shirt.

“Uh, I don’t… think that’s appropriate,” I managed.

John shrugged. “It’s up to you. Just a shoulder rub.”

My senses were returning to me. “I could… report you to HR for this.”

“I’ll deny it,” he said, disinterestedly.

I thought about this for a second. “You… you’re a psycho.”

“No, I’m not. You’re just the prettiest girl I’ve ever seen.”

My jaw dropped. John checked his watch. “So look, it’s up to you, but if we’re not doing this I’ve got a train to catch. Up to you. You want the show or not?”

A million things rushed through my mind. I was disgusted by this man. There was my ethics and personal values. How I wanted to feel about my career. And Simon. I couldn’t do this to Simon.

“Um, I don’t… really… want to.”

“Okay, cool,” said John, and headed for the door.

“Wait, wait, wait!” I said, hurrying after him, but he didn’t slow his pace. “There’s gotta be something else I can do?”

“No.”

“Please, John?”

“Stop following me.”

“Alright, I’ll do it! I’ll do it!”

We both stopped. My mouth hung open as I took in what I’d just said. John looked at me, a proud, predatory look in his eyes.

“Yeah?” he said.

I nodded.

“Okay. Sit in that chair.”

I felt utterly humiliated by this disgusting man. I sat down in a swivel chair.

“Good girl,” he said, and I felt like vomiting.

He slowly walked behind me, and put his big hands on my shoulders. He squeezed my traps. God he was strong. He started kneading the muscles, but I was too tense to enjoy it. I realised I was shaking.

“Relax,” said John, but I couldn’t. He worked over my traps for a bit.

“Are you finished?” I asked.

“Not yet.”

He stuck his thumbs into the muscles in my upper back. He found a tight knot and worked it with his thumb, digging into it.

“Ahh,” I gasped, in a mixture of pain and tension relief.

“Good girl.”

“Don’t call me that.”

“Okay, Bunny.”

“Okay, you’ve given me a shoulder rub. Can I have the show?”

“Yeah. Look, you can watch me send an email now.”

He took out his phone and started typing. In order to see the screen I had to stand next to him, shoulder to shoulder. I made sure we weren’t touching, I was too appalled by him. But I could smell his shampoo, his scent as a man after a day’s work. I breathed it in, examining his scent with morbid fascination. Gross.

He typed out an email:

Erica,

On further reflection, I think Kate should take point on Babysitters. She knows the production company better than I do, it’s a small show, and if we’re ever going to give her another chance, now’s the time. Let’s speak tomorrow

J

It was as good as I was going to get. John flashed me a grin, and walked out of the office. I stood there, staring. I fucking hated him with every fibre of my being. I didn’t bother thinking about how I’d been a tiny bit aroused as he’d worked his big warm hands over me. That’s an automatic, bodily response. It doesn’t mean anything.

***

The next day, around 3pm, John forwarded me an email chain between him and Erica. She’d said she was open to the idea but needed more convincing. In the body of the email to me, John had written “Let’s discuss this after work.” My heart sank.

Annoyingly, someone in the finance team worked late that day and it was nearly half six before we had the office to ourselves. I sent a message to Simon saying I’d be working late and he sent me a sad face emoji.

Finally, I got to speak to John at his desk.

“Um, so, you wanted to speak?”

“Yeah. As you saw, Erica’s gonna need some more convincing.”

“Okay?”

“I was thinking we could get a full bond on the production, and take it out of the contingency. So Erica feels secure.”

“Uh, I see.”

“But I need more convincing, Bunny.”

“Umm…”

“Look, this stupid fucking thing is almost done. I’ll give you a massage and then this is done.”

“Like yesterday?”

“No, a massage. Your back.”

“With my clothes off?!”

John guffawed at me. “Obviously not! Jesus Christ, you’re daft. No. I’ll just massage your back.”

I thought about Simon again. He loved me so much. I loved him. Such a sweet guy. I shouldn’t do this. Fuck. It was just a massage. I gulped, and stopped myself from crying.

“Two minutes,” I said.

“Fine. Sit down.”

I sat down on the swivel chair next to him, and he spun me around so my back was facing him. He stood up, and placed his hands on my shoulders, kneading them. He moved his hands a little lower, but the back of the chair was in the way.

“Mmm, the angle’s not right,” said John. “Lean on the desk or something.”

I did as he said, swivelling and leaning forward, my face and elbows flat on the desk with my head turned to the side.

“Good girl,” said John.

He worked his thumbs hard but skilfully into the tense muscles either side of my spin. I could feel his body looming over me. Smell his scent again. He loosened several knots in my back, and I wondered if he was a trained masseur. His hands pressed through my blouse against my bra. I hated that he could feel my underwear. It felt like such an invasion. Intimate. Then John ran his hands up and down my back several times, dragging his tensed fingers so they raked over the muscles. It pulled the back of my blouse out from my skirt.

“Okay, that’s enough,” I said, starting to stand up.

“SIT DOWN,” snapped John, pressing down on my shoulders and pushing me back into my seat. He spun me around to face him, and put a hand under my chin, lifting my face to look at him. My eyes were wide and nervous, my breathing shallow.

John looked sternly down at me. “If I have to do more work to give you this show, there’ll be more of this, okay?”

I wasn’t sure.

“Okay?” he barked.

I nodded.

“Good girl.”

He left. I sat there in the swivel chair, feeling small in the empty office.

By the end of the week, there was another problem. So I had to meet John in the kitchen at 6pm on Friday.

“Jake had already been told he’s working with me on this, and now he’s kicking off about us flipflopping. Says it doesn’t fill him with confidence.”

“Well, I mean…”

“I can arrange a Zoom for Monday, all of us on it, and talk him down. We’ll need Erica on too.”

I knew what was coming next. Or thought I did.

“I want a kiss this time.”

I stared. “N… No… I’m married.”

“What?”

“That’s too much. It would be a betrayal of Simon.”

“But the other stuff was fine?” John laughed.

I didn’t know what to say.

John looked intrigued. “You’d rather I called this whole thing off?”

I was silent for a moment.

“Yes,” I said at last.

John looked at me with those intense eyes of his. I felt them burrowing into my soul. I gulped.

“Okay,” he said at last. “You’ve got more spine than I thought. You really won’t kiss me?”

“No.”

“I don’t really want your career to go down in flames. Hmm. I’ll tell you what. Instead of that, feel me up. Less intimate.”

“What?”

“Just feel me up. Through my clothes. And then everything’s fine. Same thing as a massage.”

I breathed, trying to hide that I was shaking. “O… Okay…”

“Feel my arm.”

“Er…”

“Just squeeze it.”

I reached out, and squeezed his upper arm. I’d never been with a well-built man before, so it was a new sensation. His arm was thick, and dense, and meaty. Frighteningly powerful.

“Not felt something like that before, have you?” John sneered. I didn’t say anything.

“Now feel my shoulders,” John commanded.

I reached up and felt his boulder-like shoulders. Fuck, his body felt so different from what I was used to. A pang of guilt shot through me as I thought about Simon. What was I doing? What had I done? But it felt too late now. I’d come this far.

“Chest,” commanded John.

I hesitated for a second, then moved my hands to his chest, pressing my palms against him through his shirt. Wow. He really was built. His body was so much harder and stronger than what I’d experienced in my life.

“You work out a lot?” I mumbled.

“A little. Good genes,” John grunted. “Feel my back.”

I wasn’t really thinking, so rather than walk around him I reached around him to feel his back. I realised I was virtually embracing him, my torso about an inch and a half from his, the top of my head an inch from his chin. I could smell the sweat on his neck. Feel the heat from his body. Sense the rise and fall of his chest. There was the scent of that shampoo again. I gripped the thick warm ropes of muscle in his back. Mostly I was freaked out and disgusted, but a small part of me was fascinated by his body. John breathed in, slowly.

I felt his muscles some more.

“Feel my ass,” said John.

“Um, no, that’s too far,” I said, backing away.

And that’s when I saw the huge bulge in his trousers. John was iron hard. Fuck, his dick looked like it was about to tear through the material. And it looked horrifyingly big.

“I, um, need to go,” I said, and stumbled out of there.




Section II: Spicy

That night, Simon and I had sex. My husband suffers from premature ejaculation but he’s worked on various techniques to overcome that. He’s also not the most sensual/in touch with his body kind of guy and is a bit awkward and clumsy, but he’s quite good at going down on me and I almost always orgasm. We have sex about once a week (scheduled so we don’t skip it) and have been seeing a counsellor about that as I’d like it to be more often. But I hadn’t cum in months at this point, due to stress.

As we made love, that image of John’s big rock hard cock straining through his trousers kept flashing into my mind. The image kind of turned me on. In those brief moments I thought about it I felt a rush of energy in my pussy and it made the sex with Simon better. What had John said a week ago? I was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen? I desperately wanted to orgasm and as I got nearer and nearer I kept hitting that ceiling I hadn’t been able to break through for the last few months. I was riding on top of Simon, grinding myself downwards and forwards on his penis. I decided to focus in my mind on that image of John’s big straining cock – the proof, the physical embodiment, of his intense arousal and desire to have me. I clenched my eyes tightly shut and pictured it. I ground my pussy down and forwards, down and forwards. Almost there. Almost there. Couldn’t… quite… I wondered what it would be like if John fucked me, and I came hard.

“Ohh-hh-hh…” I said, my voice shaking.

My pussy quivered, my arms shook as I braced myself against Simon’s chest. Fuck, that felt good. I hadn’t cum in months. I felt weak and collapsed forward onto Simon’s chest.

“Wow,” said Simon.

He stroked my hair. “You came, didn’t you?”

“Yeah…”

“Do you think you’re starting to feel better?”

“Maybe,” I lied, a painful pang of guilt in my heart.

John and I had to meet in the kitchen again after it turned out he was referenced in a Key Man clause in the co-production agreement. We could fix it with a Side Letter.

“Feel my cock through my trousers.”

“Uh… Okay…”

For some reason I just didn’t have the resistance I’d previously had. I was too drained to keep pushing back.

I slowly moved my hand to his crotch. Fuck, he was so big, and hard.

“Woh,” I whispered.

“Good girl.”

I frowned, but kept the palm of my hand pressed against the underside of his big hard cock through his trousers. He was pointing straight up, and I let my fingers lightly rest against where his big balls must be. I could feel the heat against my hand. I couldn’t look him in the eye, so I just stared at his muscular chest. I realised I was gently caressing him, so I stopped. We stood there in silence, breathing quietly, for maybe a minute.

“Your thirty seconds is up,” said John.

“Right. Yes,” I said, and took my hand off his cock, feeling odd. I was a little horny, and also guilty, disgusted and horrified all at the same time. I glanced down at his cock. I could see how intensely he wanted me.

“We’ll get that Side Letter sorted,” said John, and stroked my face.

Then there was another fucking issue. I forget what now.

“Jerk off my cock.”

I knew I shouldn’t, but I was kind of fascinated to see what his cock looked like, having felt it previously. I looked down at the huge tent in his trousers. I brought one hand to his belt, and with the other I unzipped his fly. I reached into his trousers, slipping my hand past the waistband of his boxers, and felt the hot skin of his pulsing cock against my cool fingers and palm of my hand. He was so hot. So firm. John sighed quietly.

I pulled out his cock, and glanced down at it.

“Oh my god,” I said, quietly.

He was really thick. Quite long. Darker than I’d imagined. And so hard. Very masculine. I gripped him from the underside, and slowly moved my hand up and down.

“Mmm…” groaned John. I found myself feeling quite horny and for a moment I forgot the context this was happening in. It’s just bodily empathy.

I jerked him like that for several minutes. Then I realised if I were to make him cum I’d have to do it harder than that. I quickened my pace. I changed hands. All the while staring at his cock. I couldn’t believe I was jerking off my bully.

John subtly thrust his hips back and forward a little. Occasionally he moaned in a deep, low voice. He put his arm around my shoulder. Our breathing seemed to be in sync. Suddenly he gripped my arm so tightly it hurt.

“I’m going to cum,” he growled. “Fuck. I’m going to cum,”

Thick, heavy ropes of cum spurted out from the big head of his cock, hitting the kitchen floor so hard I heard them slap. Four spurts, five spurts, six – he kept cumming. After about eight or nine it stopped. Some was on my hand.

John panted, like he was recovering from something big. “Good girl,” he whispered.

He put his cock away, zipped up his fly, and left.

I looked down at the pool of his cum on the floor, the cum on my hand, and realised I would have to clean it all up.

A few nights later:

“Suck my cock, Bunny.”

I’d wondered if this was coming. I’d imagined it while having sex with Simon, and it had really turned me on. But this was reality.

“Get on your knees,” said John.

“Um…”

“Do it.”

I reluctantly did so. Well, mostly reluctantly. The kitchen floor felt hard against my knees. I was face to face with the big tent in John’s trousers. I unzipped his fly, and pulled out his big, dark cock. I looked at it up close. It wasn’t the smoothest or prettiest dick I’d ever seen. But it was so manly. So filled with desire for me. I believed him when he said he thought I was the prettiest girl he’d ever seen. This man was obsessed with me. I wrapped my fingers around the shaft. Then jacked him off a little. A little precum had formed at the tip of the head.

John undid his trousers and pulled them down a little, giving me more access. His balls were big. Again very masculine.

Oh god, I was going to have to do this. But what about Simon? I couldn’t betray poor Simon. I loved him. I felt sadness and pain in my heart. But I’d already jerked John off, I thought. This wasn’t so different, really. I wasn’t doing anything worse. I stuck out my tongue, and licked the underneath of the head. It tasted a little bitter from the precum. John sighed quietly, but I could hear the deep pleasure he felt. I licked again, and he sighed again. I was definitely feeling a little horny. This time, I licked from the base of the shaft all the way to the tip of my head. John exhaled slowly and deeply, almost like he was in pain, and stroked my hair.

I took his cock in my mouth.

“Good girl,” whispered John.

I sucked his cock like that for several moments, and realised I was kind of enjoying it. Just a warm feeling of horniness pulsing through my body. It didn’t mean anything.

Suddenly, John pulled out of me.

“Stand up,” he said.

I did as he ordered, looking down at his big cock dripping with my saliva, and felt ashamed and disgusted with myself.

John pointed at one of the kitchen tables. “Lie on that. On your side.”

“What?”

“Just do it.”

I got on the table, lying awkwardly on my side. John stepped near me, holding his cock at the base of the shaft, and shoved it in my face. I opened my mouth and started sucking him again. Then John moved his hand to my pussy, feeling me through my skirt.

I should have pulled away at this point, but instead I let out a little moan.

“Good girl,” said John, and moved his hand up my shirt, feeling me through my knickers. He got one finger, then two, inside my knickers.

I should stop this, I thought. But if I was already enjoying what I was doing, I might as well enjoy it properly. Trying not to think about what I was doing, I moved my legs apart slightly to give him better access. John started playing with my clit, and I let out a muffled moan with his cock still buried in my mouth. He started thrusting his hips back and forward as he fingered me. I found myself angling and tilting my own hips a little, loving the pressure on my clit.

“Good fucking girl,” growled John.

I loved it when he called me that.

John sped up the gentle rubbing of my clit, and I moaned in earnest now.

“Yeah, that’s it, bitch” murmured John. “You like that, don’t you Bunny?” he said in a patronising tone. I didn’t respond, but kept tilting my hips back and forth. Fuck, I was building towards an orgasm. He was going to make me cum. Fuck, I shoudln’t. I don’t think I should. Fuck. It felt so good. So fucking good. I… No, I… shouldn’t… Fuck… Oh…

“Hmnnnnnghh!” I wailed, cumming with his cock deep in my mouth. I nearly choked but he kept sliding into me as a wave of pleasure swept over my body. My leg trembled. A man hadn’t made me cum in months. I’d made myself cum on Simon’s dick, but John had just made me cum. Fuck, this was so wrong. I felt so gross– and then John’s dick started cumming in my mouth. I nearly gagged as his cock twitched. Big hot spurts of salty cum filled my mouth. I did my best to swallow it. I spluttered, and some dripped down my chin.

“Oh fuck,” John grunted. “Jesus Christ. Oh god. God… Oh… fuck…”

He panted, standing there with his dick in my mouth.

He stroked my hair absentmindedly. “Oh god…” he gasped.

Then he pulled out of me, zipped himself up, and strode away, leaving me there on the table with his cum dripping from my mouth.

***

“The US team have raised an issue.”

“What?”

“Your contract’s due to expire. If they put you on this, that means they’ll have to commit to renewing your contract now, before the formal review.”

“But you’ll put in a good word for me?”

“Yes, Bunny. Now take off your clothes. I want to see you in your underwear.”

I silently unbuttoned my blouse while we looked at each other. I took it off, revealing my light blue bra.

“You beautiful slut,” murmured John, and I felt my nipples harden.

I took my shoes and socks off, then unzipped the back of my pencil skirt, and slid it down and off my feet, revealing my white knickers.

I stood there as John drank me in. There was a look in his eye. “You beautiful fucking thing,” he growled, and prowled towards me.

“Get on your knees.”

I knelt before him, looking up at him nervously. I expected him to take out his cock, but instead he knelt down in front of me. “Lie down, bitch.”

“Uh…”

“Lie down.”

I did so, feeling awkward and exposed. He leaned over and kissed my shoulder. It felt good. He kissed along my collar bone. He moaned to himself and I found myself stroking the back of his head. He knelt up again and reached underneath me. I arched my back and he undid the clasp of my bra. He pulled my bra away, and gazed at my breasts.

“Wow…” he rasped.

He leaned down and kissed my nipple, and I gasped.

“Good girl.”

He kissed his way down my stomach. What the fuck was happening?! John kissed along the waistline of my knickers, and I felt my pussy tingle. This had to stop. It should stop. I should stop it. But…

John kissed me on my underwear, pressing his face against my pussy, and I softly moaned. He kissed me down there for almost a minute, my breathing getting deeper, my moans getting louder.

Then he grasped the sides of my knickers with his strong hands. I said nothing. He pulled them slowly down, and I tried to stay in the moment, not thinking about the wider context, not thinking about the consequences. I refused to. I just needed to experience this.

John lapped at my pussy, and I gasped.

“Oh, yes,” he quietly growled to himself. Then he started passionately eating me out. I squirmed and groaned. His tongue brushing against my clit, his lips smooshing against my pussy lips – it felt incredible.

“Ohh… Oh… Oh god…” I gasped, while John hungrily devoured me.

He picked up the pace. My pussy felt so wet – my juices and his saliva combining as his hot tongue lapped at me and moved my pussy lips apart. Oh Christ, I could feel it building...

“Yes, John. Like that. Just like that. Oh. God…”

He gripped the sides of my hips with his strong hands, driving his tongue deeper into me and harder against my clit.

“Oh my god!” I exclaimed. “Oh… God… Fuck! Jesus Christ. Yes, John! Yes!”

I came so hard, both my legs shaking, my eyes clenched shut, my whole body shuddering as I mewled and cried out in ecstasy. Then I lay there, panting and gasping. I opened my eyes, and saw John kneeling between my legs. He’d unbuttoned his shirt and I could see his hairy, muscular chest and stomach. He pulled down his trousers and I felt a thrill as I saw his big hard cock bobbing between his legs, pointing at me. That’s what I did to him. How intense his desire was for me. I could almost see it throbbing. Then he pulled out a condom and I came to my senses.

“Wait, no John.”

“Shut up, slut.”

He tore open the wrapper.

“John, I don’t… we shouldn’t… I don’t want this…”

He slid the condom on and looked at me. “You may not want this, but you need it. Don’t you?”

He looked me in the eye, and I gulped. He moved slightly closer to me and grabbed the base of his dick, then he rubbed the thick head up and down against my pussy lips. I gasped and whined.

“Good girl,” he said. “You want me to take care of that contract extension for you?”

I just looked at him worriedly, bit my lower lip, and nodded. He thrust his incredible cock into me. I threw my head back and wailed: “Fuuuuuck!”

“That’s it, Bunny. You’re my slut now, understand? You’re my slut.”

I didn’t say anything as he lay down on top of me, but I loved the feeling of his hot skin pressing against me. God he felt heavy. He kissed the side of my neck and started thrusting his thick cock in and out of me.

“Ow!” I whimpered, “You’re too big.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

He fucked me slowly but powerfully, forcing involuntary moans out of me as he masterfully thrust his cock in and out of me, stimulating every nerve in my vagina with his big, thick cock. God it felt so tight. Every nerve tingled and buzzed. Fuck, it felt incredible. I was getting worked up. He ground his hips in a figure of eight motion and I mewled.

“You’re my bitch now, aren’t you?”

I nodded frantically, needing him to continue. He sped up, and started to slam his cock into me, stretching my pussy with each thrust, banging the back of my head against the floor. His great weight squashed me, and my back and ass pressed hard into the laminate.

“Oh goddd,” I whined.

Then he stopped.

I opened my eyes, and looked at him.

“You know,” he said, grinning at me. “All the emails I forwarded to you. They’re all fake.”

“What?”

“I’m not giving you the show, Bunny.”

“What?! But… You said…”

“I just wanted to fuck your pretty pussy. So, you know…” he looked at me intensely, a look of pure domination on his face. “There’s no reason for you to keep letting me fuck you.”

I stared back at him, my shining brown eyes wide, hurt, worried.

“Unless,” continued John. “You just want me to, Bunny?”

I just looked at him, unable to speak. He thrust his cock a little further into me, and I closed my eyes and moaned with pleasure.

“Good girl,” he said, and started fucking me harder than I’ve ever been fucked. SLAM, SLAM, SLAM – his powerful cock pounded and stretched my little pussy as I arched my back and moaned. I clenched my ass cheeks and bit my lower lip as he pummeled my pussy. I felt my cheeks flush pink. Fuck, it felt so good. So fucking good. Intense. Violent. Pure, extreme sex. I felt an orgasm building, but it felt different from what I was used to.

“Ohhhhhh…” I moaned.

“That’s it…” growled John. He put his hand around my throat and slammed into my pussy even harder.

“OHHHHHH!”

“You fucking slut! Take this fucking pounding!”

“OH GODDD!!”

He was jackhammering me now, a blur of motion, as my head ragdolled and banged against the laminate. John grabbed my ankles and lifted them up to his shoulders, tilting my pussy to give him even deeper access as he pounded me. I squealed in ecstasy as he took me.

“Ha!” spat John. “Better than anything your husband could ever do to you.”

“AAAAAAAAH!!!” I came so hard – a full, vaginal orgasm flooding my body as I spasmed and spluttered and choked and mewled. Both legs shook as he held them by the ankles, and I screamed, overcome with emotion and the power of my orgasm. I’d been with Simon for fifteen years, and he’d never given me a vaginal orgasm. John had given me one the first time he fucked me. I tried not to cry, thinking about it.

My pussy contracted around John’s big dick, clutching desperately at him. John roared and bucked his hips.

“Fuck, I’m cumming, slut! I’m cumming, Bunny! Ah fuuuck!”

I felt his cock twitching inside me and felt this incredible joy that he was cumming while pounding my “pretty pussy”. Finally, he stopped pumping into me. And I remembered what he’d said to me. I tried not to think about it for a moment, and to just enjoy his thick, still hard cock inside me, and his hairy, powerful chest pressed against my tits. Eventually he got up and left. I lay there, sobbing, naked on the floor, my arm over my eyes.

Perhaps I should have told Simon. But the thought that I’d betrayed him all for nothing was too painful to admit. And I felt so confused. Who was I? I wasn’t the sort of person who did something like this? Oh, poor Simon. I cried at least four times that week. How could I do this? Simon sensed something was up, but I refused to tell him what.

Finally, after a long, emotional conversation about how stressed I was by work, we had sex one evening. As usual, I was on top, but I couldn’t get past mild arousal. I ground and ground my pussy against his penis, clenching my eyes tightly shut and fantasising about John fucking me hard, but I just couldn’t get there. I felt angry and frustrated. Somehow I felt angry at Simon. But I knew that wasn’t fair, so I felt angry at myself for feeling angry at him. Urgh, why couldn’t he get me off? We’d been together fifteen years. Fifteen years! Why couldn’t he get me off?! He should know my body inside and out! Then I realised what I was thinking, how unfair and horrible it was. It was awful. I just stopped.

“Is everything alright?” said Simon, looking up at me.

“Umm, yeah I just…” I said, getting off him. “I’m not in the right mood tonight. It’s the stress.”

“That’s okay, my love,” he said, as I lay next to him.

We cuddled, and I cried with guilt.

***

Come see my after work today – read John’s message on Slack. I frowned. Was he going to give me the show after all? Was there another problem to deal with? I typed back:

What will we discuss?

After a moment, John replied.

Just come see me.

I sat there, staring at my screen. I realised I was fantasising about sex with him. All the different positions he could bend me into. Him thrusting into my mouth. I shook my head, and tried to get on with work.

Evening came, and once again I made my way to the kitchen. He was waiting for me, his arms folded.

“Take off your clothes, slut.”

No talk of work issues or my role. He just wanted to fuck me.

“I said take off your clothes.”

I did as he said.

“Good girl.”

I felt vulnerable, standing there completely naked while he leaned against the kitchen cabinet in his suit.

He walked towards me, looking me in the eye with that intense expression of his. I was a deer caught in the headlights.

He came up to me, and whispered in my ear, “You pretty fucking thing.”

I shivered. He ran his hand slowly down my smooth back, then cupped my ass cheek.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.

Then he ran his other hand across my shoulder and collar bone, and wrapped it around my throat. He squeezed, and I let out a strangled gasp.

“You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”

I nodded, frightened and aroused, my pussy wet. John kissed my ear and I gasped again. He moved his hand to my pussy and soon had me cumming again.

“Get on the floor,” he said.

I lay there on my back, looking worriedly up at him. He got undressed. He looked like a masculine god, standing over me. His muscles were thick, his body quite hairy, his cock big, hard and throbbing. He stood over me, his taut cock twitching.

“I’m going to fuck you now, bitch.”

He knelt down between my legs. Then he reached into the pocket of his discarded trousers and pulled out his phone. Brought something up on the screen, and shoved it in my face. It was a QR code above the name John Wolfe, and some text on an NHS website.

I looked at it, confused, until my mind mind processed it. It was an STI test that said he was clear.

“Check the date,” said John. “I’m going to fuck you properly tonight, and cum in your pussy.”

Something about my bully telling me he was going to cum in me sent a thrilling pulse through my body. My pussy ached. But I was terrified. What if he’d faked the results? That could be any fucking website. What if I passed on an STI to Simon? What if–

John rubbed the head of his big cock against my pussy lips. “I said I’m going to fuck you now, bitch. Understand?”

“Yes, John.”

“Good girl.”

He slid into me. I threw my head back and gasped.

“That’s it,” said John, climbing on top of me and driving his thick cock even deeper into me. He kissed my neck and started pumping his  incredible cock in and out of me.

“Oh fuck,” I rasped.

“You love this, don’t you, Bunny?”

“Yes.”

John picked up his phone and started filming us.

“Stop!” I yelled.

“You want me to stop fucking you?”

I went silent.

“Thought not,” he spat.

“Tell me how much you love my cock.”

“Oh I love your cock, John.”

“You really mean it, don’t you?”

“I do. I really do, John. Your cock is incredible.”

He started fucking me really hard at this, making me yelp in pleasure and pain. “You’re my good girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes, John, I’m your good girl.”

“You fucking slut. Tell me how much you love it.”

He was hammering into me now, sweat forming on his forehead and chest, jolting me across the floor with each powerful thrust.

“Being pounded by you is fucking ecstacy, John!”

“And I can do your job better than you, can’t I, Bunny?”

“Yes! You can, John! You’re just better than me.”

I whimpered as I came, squirting for the first time in my life.

“You fucking slut,” barked John, still filming us with one hand as he pounded me. He dropped the phone, although the light stayed on, presumably still recording. He put his big hand on my face, his palm against my nose, his fingers outstretched, and pushed the back of my head down into the floor, my face mostly covered as he jackhammered me. I squealed in pleasure, utterly dominated like a bitch as this alpha male took me.

John leaned forward, taking his hand away. He looked into my eyes with an expression of intense domination and a sneer on his lips. His handsome face was just a few inches from mine. For some reason I pushed my head up off the floor and kissed him on the mouth. A hungry kiss. I desperately thrust my tongue into his mouth, wanting to make sure we were connected, wanting to show him that I was his and for him to accept me. He kissed me back half-heartedly as I tried to show him how desperate I was, nuzzling my face against his as we kissed, rubbing my tongue as hard against his as I could. He just continued to slam into me.

He pulled away. “Get on your hands and knees.”

I did so.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

Of course I did so. He grabbed my wrists in his big strong hands and forced his big cock into me from behind.

“Oh! John!”

“Good girl.”

He fucked me hard, kissing my back and grunting with exertion. “Such good fucking pussy. Fuck!”

His hips slapped into my ass cheeks, making them wobble: slap-slap-slap-slap-slap–

“Ohhhhhh…” I moaned, another orgasm building.

“This is so much better than how your husband fucks you, isn’t it?!”

“Oh yes, John! This is so much better! You’re SO much better! Oh godddd…”

I let out a feminine animal roar as his big cock pistoned into me, battering and stretching my throbbing, joyful pussy. This was incredible.

“Pound me, John! Pound meeeeeeeeee!”

He started spanking me, hard:

SPANK!

“Aaah!”

SPANK!

“Ohhh!”

“You’re my fucking bitch, aren’t you Bunny?!”

SPANK!

“Agh! Yes I am, John! I am your bitch!”

SPANK!

“Argh!”

“Good girl. Good fucking girl. I’m going to cum in you now.”

He pulled my hair from behind, yanking my head up, my scalp screaming in pain. I started cumming. ““I’M YOUR GOOD GIRL JOHN! I’M YOUR GOOD GIRL! GIVE ME YOUR CUM! OH FUCK! OH FUUUUUUCK!”

I felt hot cum exploding out of his incredible cock, and I kept cumming as he filled me up with spurt after spurt of his sexual seed. My whole body was shaking. My nervous system was overwhelmed with the intensity of my orgasm, with the scale of my complete submission. His complete domination of me. My leg twitched as I had another little mini-orgasm at the thought.

We stayed like that for several minutes, panting.

He made me go home to Simon with his cum still in me, leaking out of my pussy into my knickers.

He never did send that video to Simon. But if he did, I’d still fuck him anyway.
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KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK-KNOCK.
It felt good to know I was about to turn the tables. I watched from behind Tristram as he hammered his big fist on Carlos’ door. I couldn’t wait to see that lowlife get put in his place. A moment later, the door swung open. Carlos looked at my brother, looked at me peeking out from behind him, took in the situation, and laughed.
“Can I help you?” he said.
“Yeah, actually,” said my brother. He sounded very posh and sure of himself. He pointed a finger in Carlos’ face. “Don’t you ever talk to my sister like that again, or we’re going to have problems.”
Carlos looked at Tristram’s finger, then back in Tristram’s eyes.
“Firstly…” he said, very quietly, very controlled. “You’d better get your finger out of my face. And secondly… just what kind of problems are you talking about, brother?”
Tristram lowered his hand. “I think you know what I mean.”
“No, I really don’t, brother. You mean problems like getting both your arms broke? Or worse?”
Tristram looked a little unsure. “Look, man, she’s my little sister…”
“Hey, I understand that... Family’s important, and you’re just trying to stick up for her. But brother, you come round my place again and try and threaten me, oh boy, you are going to get really fucked up. Do you understand?”
Tristam gulped.
Carlos glanced at me, then back to my brother. “I will speak to your sister respectfully, okay? But she’d better not be a bitch. And no more complaining about me behind my back.”
Carlos looked at me with those intense, dark brown eyes. “If you have a problem. Like the music, or whatever, you come to me. I will be respectful if you are polite. Okay?”
I felt scared, and just– just the tiniest bit horny for some reason.
“Um, yes,” I said.
“Just be careful, or you will get your brother beaten up.”
He patted Tristam on the shoulder. “You got lucky today.”
He shut the door. Tristam just stared, open mouthed. He turned to me. “Fuck, Imogen, you need to stay away from that guy.”
That night I lay in bed, trying to get some sleep as I heard the bass from Carlos’ music pulsing through my floor. Urgh, I was feeling desperate. Why wouldn’t he do what I asked?! He shouldn’t even be in this building!!!
Finally, I got out of bed, put on my slippers, and went downstairs, still in my pyjamas.
When I got to Carlos’ door I realised it was slightly ajar. Just by like an inch. I knocked, and waited. Nothing. I knocked again. Still nothing.
I tentatively pushed the door open and peered inside, feeling my heart pounding in my chest.
“Hello?” I said.
I could hear music coming from the living room.
“Hellooo?”
I felt fucking terrified, but something drew me further into the apartment. I checked over my shoulder that the door was still open. That made me feel a little safer.
I stepped further along the entrance hallway. “Er, hellooo?”
I could see the doorway to the living room on the left up ahead. I approached it and– jumped!
I let out a little scream. There was Carlos, slouched in an easy chair, resting his head against his fist, staring calmly at me.
“I thought you’d come down.”
“Oh my god,” I said, backing away, hoping my heart wasn’t going to explode.
“You just can’t face not getting what you want, can you, little girl?”
“But you’re playing it even louder!”
“I came to you, tried to reset things, and then you get your brother to try to threaten me?”
“Look, I…”
He stood up, towering over me. “So tonight, I feel like playing my music very loudly…”
“Look, I’m sorry if I seemed disrespectful. Please, please, please will you turn the music down? Please?”
“Mmm, I like it when you’re polite. But that doesn’t make us even.”
“Well… what could I do that could make us even?”
He stared at me for a moment. Moved a little closer, looking intensely down at me.
“You need to be disciplined, bitch.”
My eyes bulged in fear, and, at the same time, I felt an involuntary pulse in my pussy.
“Uh, I don’t… I’m sorry…”
“IT’S TOO LATE FOR THAT, BITCH!” he roared.
I jumped.
“BEND OVER MY FUCKING SOFA.”
“N– No…”
“DO IT!”
Somehow, I don’t know why, I can’t really explain it, I just bent over the arm of his sofa.
“Good girl,” he said, and stepped behind me.
SLAP!
“Aah…” I gasped, feeling my right butt cheek wobble.
SLAP!
“Oh!”
Carlos growled to himself. “Hmm, these pyjamas are getting in the way.”
He yanked them down, exposing my panties.
“Hey–”
SLAP!
“Aah!”
“Okay, one more, bitch.”
SLAP!!!
“Ohh!!!”
“Now get the fuck out of here.”
As I left, he turned off the music.
Why was my pussy so wet?!
I lay in bed that night, staring at the ceiling, confused and shocked and wired. What the fuck had just happened? How could he do that to me? Why the fuck had I just complied? What was I thinking?! And why did I feel so horny when I went over the memory? I squirmed in bed, rubbing my thighs together. Finally, I had to masturbate while imagining Carlos spanking me. I came really hard, then got to sleep.
Two days later, I saw Carlos in the lobby and he winked at me. I felt ashamed, blushed, and looked at the ground. And in that same moment I felt an involuntary pulse of blood to my pussy. What the hell was going on?
There was a knock at my door that afternoon, and, unthinkingly, I opened it. It was Carlos, and I yelped.
He stood there in silence, leaning against the doorframe, blocking out the light. He held a bunch of keys in one hand. Showed them to me.
“Wh… what?” I said.
“Spare keys to my apartment,” he said. He looked me in the eye. “You’re going to need them.”
He handed them to me, and left.
I stared, open mouthed.
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