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      It all started with a text.
    

    
      I was sitting at my desk, another boring day in a string of boring days. I glanced down at my phone and saw a missed text from my husband, Malcolm.
    

    
      ‘Tonights the night.’ 
      Was all it read, short enough to fit on the preview without unlocking my phone to read it.
    

    
      It was 11 AM on a Friday and that cryptic text left me a mind racing with ideas. I tried to pull more information from him but after that one message my phone stayed silent for the rest of the day. I was on my own to figure it out until we both got home.
    

    
      I tried to rack the files of my memory for what he could be referring to. A fancy date? Was there a new movie or tv show premiering tonight? I just hoped that I hadn’t forgotten something important. No birthdays were close, our anniversary was over half a year away.
    

    
      Not that I was being all that productive before but as I was left wondering I found it hard to think about anything else. Especially work, the maze of spreadsheets burning a hole through my eyes for the past four days.
    

    
      It felt silly but for whatever reason his text started to get me a little turned on. Work had drained me and the thought of coming home to something exciting had me going. 
    

    
      Malcolm always had his way with me every Friday night. Ever since we were newlyweds, he made it somewhat of a tradition. We did the deed most other nights—and a lot of mornings—too, but Fridays were always different. Call it stress relief from a busy week but the sex was absolutely wild on Friday nights. For a moment I thought that's what his message was referring to but a crazy fuck was pretty par for the course on a Friday night. It hardly warranted a mysterious message to convey what was going to happen. It had to be something else.
    

    
      That little tidbit about getting a good fucking when I got home was probably why my pussy had started to soak into my panties for apparently no reason. It's like my husband had conditioned my body to start preparing for sex a few minutes before quitting time every Friday. And thank goodness my workday was almost over because I felt like I was in heat.
    

    
      The clock that read '4:59' painfully rolled over to '5:00' and I was out the door.
    

    
      More than once on my drive home I thought about tending to my needs but my mind just kept racing back to the thought of having my back blown out minutes after walking through the front door. So I did my best to be good and patient, waiting to be railed properly instead of desperately riding my fingers in my car.
    

    
      I would walk through the door and he would be there, hopefully still dressed in his suit from work. I would play hard to get, but only for a minute because when I put up a fight I know Malcolm will get rough with me. And that's exactly what my body needed. I pictured him ripping my work clothes from my body, leaving me practically naked and feeling so vulnerable as he bends me over the arm of the couch in our living room. Or maybe we'll just fuck right there on the floor, or maybe he'll lift me up and with his hands gripping my thighs he'll pound into me while he holds me back against a wall.
    

    
      As I turned down our long, suburban street it felt like my pussy was gushing out my excitement, almost making a mess on the leather seats. My hands felt shaky gripping the steering wheel, a salacious heat had grown in me all the way from the tiny hollow between my thighs up through my slit and deep into my core.
    

    
      Almost instantly a pit welled up in my stomach as I spotted several cars parked in our driveway.
    

    
      "What the fuck?" I spilled to the empty car, a little frustrated but actually curious.
    

    
      I was forced to park on the street and walked past each car with furrowed brows. I didn't recognize any of them as being from family or any of our mutual friends.
    

    
      Great, so Malcolm was having some sort of get together with his friends and I was mistakenly expecting the fucking of a lifetime. Instead I would likely stay locked up in our room, alone. I didn't feel like mingling with strangers and if I'm being honest I was more than a little pissed off as I made my way towards the front door.
    

    
      His text should have read 
      'tonight's the night, so don't bother coming home for a little while.'
    

    
      Here I was thinking that he had some sort of surprise, possibly even a sexy surprise, waiting for me when I got home. When instead my surprise was a bunch of grown men sitting in my living room, eyes glued to the television screen in anticipation of a touchdown or a homerun or whatever it may be. I was too mad to care what they were watching. Until one by one they all started watching me.
    

    
      It felt like I was a piece of meat walking into a lion's den. I had on my usual black pencil skirt and flowy white blouse from work but the way some of them looked at me made me feel naked, undressing me as their eyes scanned me up and down.
    

    
      I don't mind showing off a bit sometimes but now was not the time. Even still, having gotten myself so worked up at the office and on my drive home, the looks stirred something up. That heat inside of me came back, more intense this time as my anger started to mix with my lust. I tried to push that all away and made my way past the small crowd, still feeling their greedy eyes on me as I tried to hide my reddening cheeks.
    

    
      I bumped into my husband coming down the hall. I immediately cut through him with my stare and his smile turned to worry. I pushed past him but could hear him following me to our bedroom.
    

    
      I was waiting for the string of apologies as I heard our bedroom door close but instead there was silence as I felt his strong hands take me by the hips from behind. In one swift motion he unzipped my skirt and yanked it down over my ass before his hands slid up underneath my blouse, sensually curving around my body to find my breasts.
    

    
      God yes
      .
    

    
      I was still going to get what I wanted. What I 
      craved
      . And in earshot of all of his friends still in the living room. I made a mental note to be loud. I was already a bit of a screamer but I couldn't wait to have every one of those guys picturing the woman they saw walk past them, screaming in ecstasy as she gets railed.
    

    
      As Malcolm continued to undress me I couldn't get my mind off the thought of being material for more than a couple jerk off sessions later. Maybe one or two of them would go home to their wives and give her a good dicking while thinking about it being me the whole time.
    

    
      I have a bit of an exhibitionist kink and Malcolm knows it. Like I said before, I like to show off and now he was giving me the opportunity to show off in such a naughty way, letting my cries of pleasure be heard by complete strangers.
    

    
      As Malcolm stripped me bare, that feeling of showing off was quickly overcome by my need to feel my husband push into me with his thick cock. I was practically dripping in anticipation, feeling my wetness slowly trailing down the inside of my thigh as I bent over at the edge of the bed, inviting him to take me with a wiggle of my perky ass.
    

    
      He shoved me onto the bed. 
      Good
      , he was still going to be rough. I was worried for a moment that the sex might be all too careful with him knowing a group of his friends were only feet away down the hall. Perhaps he wanted to show off a bit too. Make all his buddies jealous that he was the one that gets to fuck me senseless whenever he wants.
    

    
      The thought occurred to me for only a moment that we hadn't said a word to each other since I was home. No 'hi honey, how was work?', nothing. We hadn't even discussed what we were about to do, practically fucking in front of his friends. Or at least the next closest thing to them actually watching. I'm sure their vivid imaginations could picture the rest.
    

    
      But the fact that we hadn't even discussed it just made it that much hotter. Malcolm knows pretty much all of my kinks, but this was the first time that he was finally playing out one of my naughtier fantasies.
    

    
      I felt him walk up behind me, pulling my ass up in the air as my face stayed buried in the comforter on our bed. I glanced back to see he was still in his slacks and white button up with sleeves rolled back to the elbows. I've pictured something like this. A quickie where he hardly has time to get undressed so he just pulls his rigid cock out of his unzipped pants and takes me, the desperate haste of it all 
      making
       me boil over with passion.
    

    
      But he doesn't unzip. I can see his stiff cock pushing against the fabric of his pants and I press my hips back into him, urging him to let the beast free and ravish me already.
    

    
      He grabs both of my arms that I was using to keep myself stable and pulls them back towards my feet, my face and shoulders now pressed harder into the mattress as I struggle to keep my balance. I try pulling against him but he is too strong and is quickly binding me with thick, black rope, tying my forearms and wrists to my legs. I'm flexible but the position leaves me pinned and helpless as he subdues my limbs with his binding.
    

    
      We have toyed with bondage before but it's been things like handcuffs or nipple clamps, maybe gently pinning my hands while we make love. Never something like this. But I'm not one to complain. I would do anything to get dick at this point so I stop straining against the rope and let out a soft, wanting moan.
    

    
      He spanked my ass, quickly turning my moan into a whimper that I’m too late to stifle. They definitely heard that, the sound of him striking my naked flesh ringing through our bedroom. They probably heard my little cry too and the thought was already driving me wild. I imagined most of the men pretending not to notice, eyes planted on the TV while their cocks stirred in their pants. Half a dozen cocks all getting hard to the thought of me.
    

    
      Goddamn, just fuck me already.
    

    
      My mind quickly pushed every other thought out as I focused on one thing.
    

    
      But that thing never came. I was expecting to be stretched and filled and squealing with delight by now but I looked back to see Malcolm walking out of our room and reclosing the door behind him.
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      What. The. Fuck?
    

    
      He really was going to deny me. Then why all the foreplay? Why had he fondled me and then tied me up if he wasn’t planning on using me like a sex toy? I was ready and 
      so very willing
       and he just left me with a needy pussy and no way to soothe it. I can’t help but think that it was entirely deliberate. I wanted to be mad and as the minutes ticked by I wanted to scream but I would be lying if I said that I wouldn’t take his cock like a good wife the second he came back for me.
    

    
      I figured that that was his plan all along. It was excruciating. He had managed to edge me without even so much as touching between my legs. It was possibly even a step further in his conditioning me to crave sex as it was hard to think of much else, tied up with my glossed pussy, swollen with desire and on full display at the edge of my own bed. My nipples had grown stiff at his fingertips earlier and were kept that way brushing against the fabric of the blanket as I continually tried to reposition myself.
    

    
      My neck and arms were starting to ache as every comfortable position I could manage quickly turned more and more painful. Even with that pain lingering through my muscles it still never smothered the arousal that stretched deep inside of me and the dull unsatisfied ache in my core. If anything the pain only amplified my body’s demand for pleasure.
    

    
      Once again my mind raced to the men sitting in the living room. Every now and then I could hear a cheer, undoubtedly at whatever achievement their favorite team or player had accomplished. I couldn’t care less. What really grabbed my attention was the fact that one of them might stumble in on me. Perhaps mistaking which door was the guest bathroom and walking in on me, naked and presenting to any willing male that might walk through my bedroom door.
    

    
      I wondered if Malcolm had thought of that when he left me tied up like this. He had to have considered the risks. Perhaps what he hadn’t considered though is that I wanted it to happen. Maybe lust had driven me crazy with naughtier and naughtier thoughts but my appetites for the taboo had started to get out of control.
    

    
      What else was I to do? I was left naked and tied up with my sex fully exposed to the soft currents of air drifting through the room. So I let my mind wander.
    

    
      Maybe one of them walks in on me. The polite thing to do would be to turn right back around and slam the door behind them. But the position that I was in was anything but polite and I know damn well that the site they would see is hard to turn away from for any man. My pussy was shaved and plump with aroused blood that was coursing through me, slick and ready for the taking. My heart shaped ass traced to the seductive curve of my womanly hips and the 
      narrow
       of my waist. 
    

    
      So maybe just another quick peek, or if I was lucky maybe more. Maybe my would-be intruder would be brave enough to soothe the storm of desire raging in me and could turn it into endless waves of pleasure crashing over my body. It wouldn’t take much to send me over the edge at this point. I would take it all without looking back to see who it was and it could be our little secret. I could walk out in the living room later and have all eyes on me again but one of the men would know what I look like underneath my clothes. One of the men would know how I purse my lips and curl my toes right before I cum but to me he would still be a stranger.
    

    
      My pussy never really stopped being wet but now I could feel myself making an absolute mess. I shifted my hips, I strained against the rope that held me so tightly bound. It was no use. I needed satisfaction more than I needed air to breathe. For a moment I thought maybe I could just scream out how badly I needed to have my pussy used. Someone was sure to come running, right?
    

    
      As if. I’d probably just make a fool of myself and be left just as horny and needy as before until the party out there was over and Malcolm came back in to get me.
    

    
      Then right as I was about to submit the last bit of will that I was still clinging to I heard the bedroom door open. My heart began to race. Had my husband come back in or was my dirty little fantasy about to come true?
    

    
      The pain in my neck and shoulders stopped me from turning to see who had come in, who I was presenting my body to. Then I got my answer.
    

    
      “Goddamn Malcolm. You lucky son of a bitch.” The voice was new to me and right at that moment I knew my ass and pussy were on display for Malcolm and all of his friends.
    

    
      I tried to race to a conclusion but an answer eluded me. There was no simple explanation besides the fact that this had gone from bondage and orgasm denial between a married couple to my husband showing off his slut wife to all of his friends.
    

    
      It quickly became even more than that as I heard the unzipping of pants and felt a warm cockhead poised to stretch me open.
    

    
      I needed it.
    

    
      As six strangers looked on at my naked and bound body all I could think about was just how badly I needed to be fucked until my mind was broken and my body left raw and used up.
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      “Oh…fuck!”
    

    
      The room fell silent as I whined out my pleasure and accepted the cock burying itself deep inside of me. I recognized the feeling of my husband’s dick, thicker about half way down his shaft  with a slight upward curve. It felt so familiar in such strange circumstances and in that moment I decided to submit completely.
    

    
      I knew that every one of them was unable to tear their eyes from me and that each and every one of them had a raging erection just for me.
    

    
      My husband was putting on a show of his own as he took me by the hips and rocked me into him in time with his animal-like thrusting. My body graciously accommodated his rough fucking as I felt my lips grip onto him, urging him to stay buried inside of me until he seeded my pussy. Which shouldn’t take long. As I felt myself starting to cum I could tell my pussy was starting to squeeze in on his thick shaft, making him force each thrust just a bit more as my body attempted to milk him into me.
    

    
      His fingers dug in and his thrusts grew just that much more frantic. I was just as desperate for his orgasm as he was. I was still rolling in my own sea of pleasure when his slightly adjusted angle pushed that magic button inside of me that gets so sensitive when I climax.
    

    
      “Right there!” I panted as every muscle in my body froze and I bucked against my binds. “Don’t stop!” It was hard to speak with my face buried in the covers and my orgasm left me gasping.
    

    
      As instructed he didn’t stop. His stamina was impressive, especially with my pussy gripping him so tightly.
    

    
      “Fill me baby.” I cooed as I washed into post orgasmic bliss.
    

    
      And just like that I felt him pour his seed into me, forcing his cock as deep as he could while he filled my sheath with cum.
    

    
      I could hear his ragged breaths as he pulled out of me and his cum began to seep past my lips and down my inner thigh.
    

    
      I didn’t want it to be so quick but I was so pent up that I couldn’t help it and I’m sure Malcolm was the same way, thinking of his wife naked and tied up just down the hall, his prize for the end of the night. I bet he just couldn’t wait to show me off to all of his friends.
    

    
      Now that they had all watched him use me, what now?
    

    
      It feels greedy but I needed another orgasm, not that the first one was bad in any way but being left so desperate for so long had made me need more. The thought of all these men watching me still had me going as well.
    

    
      A jolt shot through me and a sharp inhale of breath as I felt another pair of hands take hold of my body. I knew in an instant that it wasn’t Malcolm. The hands were bigger than his. The cock was bigger than his. I felt the heavy dick slap against my ass and then sit right at my opening, radiating heat and threatening to stretch me even further.
    

    
      And my husband was going to let it. He was going to let another man have me.
    

    
      The stranger was teasing me, slicking his sizable cockhead between my lips, coating his tip with my wetness.
    

    
      I couldn’t take it anymore. Like I said earlier, I had decided to submit and now that included submitting to a bigger cock. I had to know what it felt like to have this monster push up inside me but he just kept teasing.
    

    
      “Please.” I pleaded.
    

    
      The man huffed a chuckle through his nose. “Whatever you say baby.” His voice was deep and powerful, somehow matching the masculinity of what hung between his legs and the powerful hands that made my body feel like his plaything.
    

    
      “Oh damn. Oh fuck. Ohhhh fuuuuck!” I tried arching forward doing my best to come to terms with the almost painfully full sensations tearing through my insides. Thankfully my husband's cum and my now creamy pussy provided a bit of lube or else I might have split in half. At least that's what it felt like.
    

    
      A satisfied grunt came from behind as he forced his remaining inches impossibly deep inside of me. A small swelling of pride filled me, realizing that I could actually take something this big.
    

    
      My vision started to tunnel. Every sense surrendered to the powerful cock that was taking me, claiming me. I might be married to Malcolm but I belonged to this stranger until he was done with me. Done using my body for his pleasure.
    

    
      Like I had a choice.
    

    
      Even if I wasn't tied up this guy would have no problem pinning me down and having his way with me. But honestly now that I know what that feels like I wouldn't put up even a little bit of a fight. I would surrender to this kind pleasure immediately. 
    

    
      I've never been a size queen or one who thought that size mattered all that much. Malcolm has always been plenty big enough for me. But I couldn't deny the way this new cock absolutely filled me, forcing my walls to spread, somehow pressing every sensitive spot inside me at once. It was heaven.
    

    
      My new lover also gave a new meaning to rough. The way he abused my body made rough sex with my husband seem downright polite.
    

    
      His big hands kept spanking and taking handfuls of my ass until my flesh stung. He used my body for leverage only so he could pound me harder, starting bruises on my thighs and hips from his grip.
    

    
      "I think this slut needs another dick in her." His strong voice commanded.
    

    
      Without hesitation another stranger forced my head to the side and pressed my chin down as he slipped his cock past my lips, a pearl of his precum pressing onto my tongue and making me crave more.
    

    
      I made the decision. It was my job to service every man in the room and I was going to do it right here on my married bed.
    

    
      I eagerly took the cock into my mouth. It was hard to put my blowjob skills on display while tied up. It turned out that that didn't matter as the stranger fucking my mouth pinned my head against the mattress and with a handful of my hair in his fist proceeded to fuck my throat too.
    

    
      I only stopped sucking when the big cock that was still pillaging my tiny pussy forced another orgasm.
    

    
      "Oh fuck! Malcolm! His big dick is going to make me cum!" My words trailed off into screams.
    

    
      That orgasm was the last thing I can remember clearly. My body tried to contort, the ropes around my legs and arms started to burn into my soft skin. But rather than ask to be untied my brain begged for more pleasure.
    

    
      My stud carelessly pumped his cum into my pussy, practically right into my cervix and up into my womb.
    

    
      I shuddered as he pulled out, leaving a soreness all through me, like an overused muscle.
    

    
      That empty feeling was quickly replaced by another cock. And as the other man pumped his cum into my throat I simply kept my mouth open to receive the next rigid dick.
    

    
      There was no more thinking. My holes were theirs to use until every one of them was satisfied.
    

    
      When I finally came to, I was left laying on the bed. Someone had untied me at some point, the bondage ropes still clinging limply to my legs. My face, tits and stomach were all covered in sticky, white cum as I felt even more streaming out of my aching pussy and onto the bed where it was forming a small puddle beneath me.
    

    
      The men had all gone, remaining anonymous with nothing but a cum glazed body and a red, swollen pussy to remind me of them. Even my husband had left.
    

    
      I sat up and fumbled for my phone on the nightstand. I read a new text from Malcolm saying that he and his friends had gone out for drinks and that he would be home late.
    

    
      I wanted to be mad but as I plopped back on the bed I realized that he had given me more than enough. I was expecting sex and he made sure I was quite literally fucked senseless.
    

    
      On shaky legs I eventually got out of bed and rinsed off in the shower before drawing myself a bath. The warm water soothed those spots where the rope had dug into my skin and where so many strong hands had thrashed my body.
    

    
      After the bath, sleep came easily and I woke up around 2 AM to the sound of my husband coming home, bringing me warm food and lotion for my sore spots.
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      I got off work early on Monday and decided to pay Malcolm a surprise visit at his office. Finally thank him 
      properly
       for the little gift he gave me last Friday night. Sure I fucked his brains out all weekend long but now I was going to give him something special.
    

    
      As I waited for the elevator to bring me up to his floor I unbuttoned the top two buttons of my blouse to show a tasteful amount of cleavage. All while scheming such naughty things to do to my stud once we were alone in his office. Maybe I would be his sneakily little secret hidden under his desk for the rest of the day, playing with his cock while he struggled to do his work, or to keep a straight face if anyone came in to talk to him. Or maybe I would lock the door behind me and let him bend me over his desk for a quickie.
    

    
      I know he dreams about having sex in the office, he told me once in a fit of lust while I was riding him and he was thinking with his cock rather than his brain.
    

    
      He had given me my dirty fantasy so now I would give him his.
    

    
      I came out of the elevator, turning on my best sexy strut and feeling my hips and ass sway with each step I took in my tall heels. The tall, red stiletto pumps with a tiny clasp around my ankle that Malcolm calls my ‘fuck me heels'. My mind was on just that very thing as I strode past several of his coworkers and towards his office. I didn’t have to look back to know each one of them stole a glance at my ass in my tight skirt.
    

    
      I knew that I looked incredible. I may have had ulterior motives when I got dressed that morning, which one might be able to guess if they could see the lacy bodysuit I had on under my business wear.
    

    
      I swung his office door open and the sexy smirk on my face was quickly awash with surprise and embarrassment as I was confronted by the business meeting I had walked in on.
    

    
      I was so caught up in my own naughty thoughts that I practically passed over the thought that Malcolm might actually be working when I showed up.
    

    
      “Oh…I’m so sorry.” My voice quivered.
    

    
      “No, no, that's quite alright. I was just leaving.” A deep, powerful voice drew my eyes to the monster of a man that was just getting up from in front of Malcolm’s desk. As he stood his eyes scanned over my body with a knowing smile.
    

    
      My eyes stayed pinned on him, he was handsome with strong features in his face and a suit that was tailored to his muscular frame. But what was really drawing my attention was that he was well over a foot taller than me as he stood, drawing my eyes up to him.
    

    
      “If you’ll excuse me.” He said, offering a strong hand in the direction he was going. In my pause I hardly realized that I was blocking the door. I stepped aside. "You two don't have too much fun now." The tall, handsome man said with a wink pointed directly at me. My knees 
      grew
       weak.
    

    
      The shock of my embarrassment caused me not to realize it sooner, but I recognized that voice. That powerful voice, those powerful hands. 
      His powerful cock
      . Of course it was tucked away neatly into his work slacks, probably being held at bay by a pair of tight boxer briefs that I could picture clinging to his muscular thighs. But I knew in an instant that this was the man responsible for fucking the lights out of my eyes with his giant dick.
    

    
      It makes sense really, the way this stranger looked at me the second I stepped into the office, for a brief second his stare made me feel like I was more an object than a woman. Because to him I was. 
    

    
      The realization came that Malcolm had invited his coworkers to gang me in our bedroom and my mind flitted through thoughts of how many of the men that I passed in the hallway knew all too well what I looked like underneath my clothes.
    

    
      Hot and bothered would be an understatement. I had already gotten so worked up thinking about what I was going to do with Malcolm and now the thought that there were six men in this office that knew what it felt like to have me. I was burning with want as I came back to reality and my eyes moved to Malcolm, sitting at his desk, still surprised to see me.
    

    
      I was hungry and the look I gave him said exactly why I was here as I walked up to Malcolm and slid his rolling office chair back, taking my rightful place on my knees in front of him. He simply watched as I made quick work of his belt and pants, freeing his still stiffening cock and swallowing him whole to feel him grow thick and hot in my mouth and throat.
    

    
      I was eager to please and began bobbing my head in his lap, every now and then pressing him to the hilt and feeling him swell down my throat. I locked eyes with him and knew that the dirty smile I gave him with his cock in my mouth would finish him quickly. It always does. A few more flicks of my tongue before I pressed my lips to his base and felt him start bucking his hips into my mouth, forcing his load to bypass my mouth and pump straight into my tummy.
    

    
      "Fuck, what was that for?" Malcolm responded, his voice ragged.
    

    
      "Just wanted to say thank you." I said with a smile and licked the taste of him off my lips. "I hope I wasn't interrupting anything."
    

    
      "No." Malcolm sighed and finally composed himself. "Scott just wanted to see if I was interested in heading a new department they are starting up."
    

    
      "Oh, a promotion?" I asked while mentally noting the name 'Scott' as the man that had rearranged my insides last Friday.
    

    
      "Yeah, but pretty much everyone's gunning for it right now so I don't wanna get my hopes up just yet." Macolm sighed, finally putting himself away and retucking in his shirt. I loved having such a casual conversation with the taste of his dick still fresh on my tongue.
    

    
      "So it's a pretty good position then?" I asked, so many sinful ideas already popping into my head. A simple, sloppy blowjob was hardly enough to soothe what was churning inside of me.
    

    
      "Oh it's great. Better pay, better benefits, more vacation time." Malcolm rattled off.
    

    
      "That does sound good." I said, straightening my clothes and hair and grabbing a stray clipboard off of my husband's desk.
    

    
      "Where are you going?" He asked as I turned to walk out the door. "I hoped we were just getting started, maybe 
      we have
       lunch together and go for round two."
    

    
      "I'm gonna go be a good wife and make sure you get that promotion." I said with a knowing smile and my mind racing with my own lewd intentions.
    

    
      I shut the door to Malcolm's office behind me and stopped a woman that was just passing by. "Excuse me, which way is Scott's office?"
    

    
      "That way, take a left and the last door straight ahead." She answered with a smile.
    

    
      I followed her directions, walking like I owned the place and stepping into Scott's open door, closing it behind me. He was on the phone but as soon as he saw me lock the door he quickly told whoever was on the other end that he would have to call them back.
    

    
      I almost couldn't believe I was doing this. I had had my first real taste of taboo and now there was no stopping me. Even if it was the middle of the work day.
    

    
      "Can I help you?" Scott asked, one corner of his mouth turning up in a grin.
    

    
      "Malcolm had just mentioned that he might be up for a promotion." I answered, playing along because we both knew exactly what was going on.
    

    
      "A lot of people are being considered, and Malcolm is one of them."
    

    
      "Well I was just wondering if there was anything I could do to help his chances."
    

    
      "What did you have in mind?" His grin had grown into a full smile. Every word that came out of his mouth pricked at my ears and sent a small tingling down my spine.
    

    
      I continued my walk over to his desk and like mere moments before dropped to my knees in answer to his question.
    

    
      He let out a small chuckle through his nose. "I already have three women in this office that would be here on their knees in seconds if I asked. You'll have to do better than that."
    

    
      My mind raced for an answer. I did want to help Malcolm get the promotion but above that I needed to have Scott's magic cock back inside of me. I was aching just being in his presence, knowing what he could do with me, to me. The peaks of pleasure he could send me to with that thing hanging between his legs.
    

    
      “Well then tell me what you want.” I pleaded. I ran my hands up his thighs, feeling his cock stir at my touch. My pussy clenched at even the slightest hint of his manhood, the memory washing through me. “I would do anything.” I paused contemplating. “Because this isn’t just for my husband. It’s also for me.”
    

    
      “I knew you were a little slut the second I saw you walk into that living room. Malcolm always talks about you but he never says what a dirty girl you are, but I could tell.”
    

    
      “Because Malcolm doesn’t know just how dirty I can get.” I slowly began to stand and slid myself onto Scott’s lap. “He had no idea that inviting a big cock to come claim me would turn me into a horny mess.”
    

    
      “Is that right?”
    

    
      “I haven’t been able to think of anything else. I fucked Malcolm but he just didn’t fill me the way that you do.” In time with my words I slowly started grinding my hips down into him, coaxing his cock to push into me, nothing but the thin crotch of my bodysuit shielding my slick lips beneath my skirt.
    

    
      Scott’s strong hand took me gently by the chin. “Tell me what you really want and maybe if you’re a good girl you’ll get it.”
    

    
      I reached a hand between my legs to feel his impressive ridge. “I want this.”
    

    
      “No, I want every dirty detail, or else I call one of my girls in instead.”
    

    
      He was still holding me by the chin and forcing me to look him in the eyes as I began to spill some of the dirtiest words to ever come out of my mouth.
    

    
      “I want you’re big, fat daddy cock to force my pussy open. I want you to bend me over and pull my arms back as you bury yourself inside of me while you spank my ass until it goes numb. I want to feel your huge dick kiss my womb before you breed me like the needy little slut that I am. Then I want you to use my throat to clean your cock off. Please.” I was almost surprised how naturally the words flowed out of me. Like every secret thought, every late night fantasy was just ready to spill out of me.
    

    
      He pretended to be unphased but I could feel him throb beneath me with every sentence, giving him away.
    

    
      “That’s pretty good but…”
    

    
      I cut him off before he could continue. “I want you to hire me.” I spit out.
    

    
      “What?”
    

    
      “I want you to hire me so that you can fuck me whenever you want.”
    

    
      His impartial look turned to a hungry smile. “And what about your husband?”
    

    
      “He can fuck me at home but in the office my pussy belongs to you.”
    

    
      His patented chuckle through his nose slipped out one more time but this time it turned into an almost laugh. “I’m gonna fucking ruin you.”
    

    
      Good
      .
    

    
      I didn’t have time to respond before he stood from his office chair, lifting me with him and making me feel weightless in his arms. While carrying me he pinned me back against a wall, effortlessly holding me with one burly arm while his other hand went to work. First he yanked off my blouse, popping off several buttons as he freed my barely covered tits, next he slid my skirt up and the thin, silky crotch of my lingerie aside right before I heard him unzip his pants and guide his cock to my lips. Right before he drilled me his free hand came to my throat and squeezed just enough to send a jolt through me and make me gasp for my breath.
    

    
      I could feel my blood pulsing against his grip around my throat. The one pinning my head against the wall as he took my pussy with one deliberate thrust.
    

    
      My body was eager to welcome him as he forced his way into me. I could feel him settle deep in my stomach as we both let out a sigh of release. It's like we were made to fit together, like my body was made to serve his cock.
    

    
      I wrapped my arms around his neck and pulled him into me, his teeth pulling aside the deep V of my bodysuit before he took my stiff nipple into his mouth. He felt like he was trying to swallow me whole. The way he fucked was like he just couldn't get enough. Much like that night I completely surrendered to him as I knew I would do many times in the future.
    

    
      His girth forced my lips to hug so tightly around each penetration until a powerful orgasm made me clench and gush all over his office floor. I've never cum that fast or that hard and from the way he was pounding up into me I could tell that my new bull was far from done with my obedient cunt.
    

    
      I took his forceful drilling until his deep grunts told me he was close. I did my best to tighten my pelvic floor and massage out his cum so deep into me. His eruption pushed my walls just that much more apart and forced a surprise orgasm to wash over me with the warmth of his potent seed filling through me.
    

    
      As promised he dropped me down onto shaky legs and I fell to my knees almost out of habit, like I was made to serve him. Because I was. His cock deserved my service and I had promised it to him.
    

    
      A strong hand pulled me back to make room for his cock between us, bobbing his sticky head onto my lips. My mouth dropped open and I sucked him clean, the taste of my sex mixing with his all the way down his shaft.
    

    
      As soon as he was done he tidied himself up without a word and went back to work. I tried my best to do the same but it was hard to hide the scent of sex still lingering on me. Luckily my clothes were able to cover the rest, my painfully sensitive nipples and the tiny marks his sucking left across my chest. The marks his hands left on my thighs as he greedily dug into my flesh. And last of all the cum that was still slowly seeping out of me.
    

    
      I greeted Malcolm back in his office, informing him of his new promotion and my new position at the company all while my pussy leaked out his bosses cum.
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