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CHAPTER ONE


CHAPTER ONE

Bridget’s heart hammered against her ribs as Ethan’s office door slammed shut behind her. The entire executive floor had heard him bark her name after the meeting, and now she was locked in with the man she’d spent six weeks pretending she hated.

“Lock it,” he ordered, voice low and rough. He was already shrugging out of his suit jacket, the expensive fabric hitting the floor like it meant nothing. His dress shirt stretched across a chest that looked carved from stone, and the thick bulge straining his slacks made her mouth water before she could stop herself.

“You’re such a fucking brat,” he growled, stalking toward her. “Talking back in front of the board like your tight little cunt gives you the right.” One big hand fisted in her blouse and yanked her forward until her tits pressed against him. “But I see the way you squeeze your thighs together every time I look at you. You’ve been dripping for this cock for weeks, haven’t you?”

Bridget’s breath hitched. “Mr. Voss—I mean, Ethan, I—”

He spun her around and bent her over his massive mahogany desk in one smooth motion. Papers scattered. Her skirt flipped up, and cool air kissed her soaked panties. “And don’t you dare lie to me, princess. Spread your legs.”

She did. God help her, she did. His fingers hooked into the lace and ripped it down her thighs, the wet fabric clinging for a second before it tore free. Two thick fingers dragged through her folds, spreading her slick everywhere.

“Fuck, look at this greedy pussy,” he groaned, voice dripping with filthy praise and degradation at once. “Soaking my hand like a desperate little whore. This cunt was made to be ruined, wasn’t it? Dripping all over my desk because your boss finally decided to put you in your place.”

Bridget whimpered, pushing back against his hand. He slapped her ass hard enough to sting, then soothed it with a rough palm. “Answer me.”

“Yes—yes, sir,” she gasped.

“Good girl.” The praise hit her clit like a tongue. He unzipped, and the heavy, veiny length of his cock slapped against her ass cheek—thick, hot, easily thirteen inches and girthy enough that her pussy clenched at just the sight. The fat head was already leaking precum, smearing it across her skin as he dragged it down to notch at her entrance.

“Beg,” he commanded, teasing her swollen clit with the tip.

“Please… please fuck me, Ethan. I need your cock.”

He laughed darkly. “Of course you do. Filthy little office slut.” Then he thrust.

The stretch was obscene. His massive cock speared into her tight cunt in one brutal stroke, bottoming out so deep she saw stars. Bridget cried out, walls fluttering wildly around the thick invasion. He was so big her pussy lips were stretched obscenely around his shaft, her juices already coating every veiny inch.

“Jesus Christ,” he hissed, stilling for a second so she could feel every throbbing ridge. “This cunt is strangling me. So fucking tight and wet—good girl, taking every inch like you were born for it.” He pulled back until just the fat head stretched her entrance, then slammed home again, balls slapping her clit. “But you’re still a dirty little brat, aren’t you? Mouthing off all day while this pussy leaks for me under your desk.”

He set a punishing rhythm, fucking her so hard the desk creaked. One hand fisted her hair, arching her back; the other reached around to pinch and roll her swollen clit. Every thrust dragged his thick cock along that perfect spot inside her until she was babbling.

“Ethan—oh fuck—your cock… it’s splitting me open—”

“That’s right, baby. Feel how deep I am? This greedy cunt is sucking me in like it never wants me to leave.” His dirty talk never stopped, the perfect mix of praise and filth. “Such a good fucking girl for me. So pretty when you’re stuffed full of boss cock. But you’re also my filthy cumslut, aren’t you? Going to let me fill this pussy until it drips down your thighs all afternoon.”

Bridget came with a broken scream, walls clamping down so hard his rhythm stuttered. Her cunt gushed around his pistoning cock, slick squirting out with every thrust. Ethan growled like an animal, pounding her through it.

“Fuck—good girl, good fucking girl—squeeze my cock just like that.” He didn’t slow. “Gonna breed this tight little hole. You want that? Want your boss to pump you full until you’re leaking my cum for days?”

She nodded frantically, another orgasm already building. Ethan’s hand left her clit and wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her see white. His balls drew up tight, cock swelling even thicker inside her spasming cunt.

“Take it,” he snarled, burying himself to the hilt. “Take every drop like the perfect little whore you are.”

Hot, thick ropes of cum exploded deep inside her. Pulse after pulse flooded her pussy, so much it overflowed around his cock and ran down her thighs in creamy rivers. He kept grinding, fucking his seed deeper, praising her the whole time.

“Such a good girl… my perfect, filthy girl.”

He stayed buried inside her for a long moment, cock still twitching, before finally pulling out. A rush of mixed cum poured from her gaping cunt onto the desk. Ethan spun her around, kissed her slow and filthy, then smirked.

“Clean yourself up, princess. We’re not done.”

Ethan didn’t give Bridget time to catch her breath. His hands were already under her thighs, lifting her like she weighed nothing. Her legs wrapped instinctively around his waist as he carried her across the office to the wide leather couch against the far wall—the one he usually used for late-night strategy sessions, now about to become the stage for something far more primal.

He dropped down onto the cushions with her straddling his lap, but he didn’t let her face him. Strong hands gripped her hips and flipped her around in one fluid motion until her back pressed to his chest, her dripping cunt hovering just above his still-hard cock. The thick shaft stood straight up between them, glistening with their combined release, veins pulsing angrily along its length. A fresh bead of precum welled at the slit and trickled down the fat head.

“Look at that,” Ethan murmured against her ear, voice gravel-rough. One hand slid up to cup her breast, thumb flicking her stiff nipple through the half-unbuttoned blouse, while the other guided her hips. “My cum is still leaking out of your greedy little pussy. See how it’s dripping down my cock already? Filthy fucking sight.”

Bridget whimpered, thighs trembling as she felt the warm trickle of his seed slide from her stretched entrance and coat the underside of his shaft. She braced her hands on his knees for balance, ass arched back toward him.

“Sit on it,” he ordered. “Show me how badly this bratty cunt wants more boss cock. Ride me reverse so I can watch every inch disappear into that sloppy, cum-filled hole.”

She sank down slowly at first, savoring the obscene stretch all over again. The fat head parted her swollen lips, pushing through the creamy mess he’d already left inside her. Her pussy lips hugged his girth tightly, sucking him in as she lowered herself inch by thick inch. Ethan groaned low in his throat when her ass finally met his hips, his entire length buried to the root again.

“Fuck—good girl,” he praised, hands clamping onto her waist. “Look at that perfect pussy taking me so deep. Stretched wide around my cock like it was fucking made for it. Such a good little slut for me, Bridget. Riding your boss with my cum already sloshing inside you.”

He thrust up sharply to punctuate the words, making her gasp. The motion forced more of his earlier load to leak out around his shaft, creamy white rivulets coating his balls and dripping onto the leather beneath them. Bridget started to move—slow rolls of her hips at first, then faster, bouncing on his lap. Every downward stroke made wet, filthy sounds fill the room: the slick slap of her ass against his thighs, the squelch of her soaked cunt swallowing him whole.

Ethan’s hands roamed. One slid up to wrap loosely around her throat—not choking, just possessive—while the other dipped between her legs to spread her folds wider. His fingers framed where they were joined, rubbing slow circles around her clit and feeling the way her pussy lips gripped his pistoning cock.

“Jesus, look at this,” he growled, voice thick with lust. “Your cunt’s creaming all over me again already. So fucking wet and messy—my perfect, filthy girl. You love being split open on this fat dick, don’t you? Love knowing your boss owns this tight little hole.”

“Yes—fuck, yes,” Bridget moaned, head falling back against his shoulder. Her hips snapped harder, chasing the friction. His cock dragged along every sensitive ridge inside her, the head kissing her cervix with every deep thrust. The mix of praise and degradation poured from him in a constant filthy stream.

“That’s it, ride it like the desperate cockslut you are. Bounce on this dick and show me how much you need to be filled again. Good girl—such a good fucking girl—taking every thick inch while my cum leaks out around you. You’re going to come again like this, aren’t you? Going to gush all over boss cock while I watch your greedy pussy milk me dry.”

His fingers found her clit and pinched lightly, rolling the swollen bud in time with her bounces. Bridget’s rhythm faltered, thighs shaking as the pressure built fast. Ethan’s other hand tightened on her throat just enough to make her pulse thunder.

“Come for me,” he commanded. “Come on this cock like the perfect little whore you are. Squeeze me—fuck—yes, just like that.”

She shattered. Her cunt clamped down viciously around his shaft, walls fluttering and spasming as another gush of slick coated him. Ethan cursed under his breath, hips snapping up to meet her frantic movements. He fucked into her through the aftershocks, chasing his own release.

“Gonna fill you again,” he snarled against her neck, teeth grazing skin. “Gonna pump this pussy so full you’ll feel me for days. Take it, baby—take every fucking drop like my good girl.”

His cock swelled, then erupted. Thick, hot spurts flooded her already-stuffed cunt, adding to the creamy mess until it overflowed in steady pulses, running down his shaft and pooling on his balls. He kept grinding up into her, fucking his cum deeper, praising her the whole time.

“Such a good fucking girl… my perfect, filthy little cumslut… look how pretty you are dripping with me.”

Finally he stilled, cock still twitching inside her. Bridget slumped back against his chest, panting, thighs slick and trembling. Ethan pressed a slow, filthy kiss to the side of her neck.

“Not done yet, princess,” he murmured, voice dark with promise. “But you’re going to walk out of here with my cum running down your legs… and you’re going to thank me for it.”

Ethan felt Bridget shift in his lap, her body still trembling from the aftershocks. His cock had softened only slightly inside her, still thick enough to keep her stretched and full of their combined mess. She let out a soft, sarcastic huff against his neck.

“Thank you, sir,” she murmured, voice dripping with mock sweetness. “For the… generous filling.”

His eyes darkened instantly. The brat was back.

In one swift motion, he lifted her off his cock. A thick gush of cum poured from her gaping cunt, splattering onto his thighs and the leather couch. Bridget gasped at the sudden emptiness, thighs slick and shaking.

“Oh, princess,” Ethan said, voice dangerously low. “You just earned yourself a reminder of who owns that smart mouth—and this dripping little pussy.”

He stood, towering over her, and gripped her wrist. Without another word, he bent her over the arm of the couch, her ass high, tits pressed into the cushions. Her skirt was still hiked around her waist, no panties in sight, and her swollen, cum-smeared pussy was on full display—lips puffy and glistening, his seed slowly leaking out in creamy trails down her inner thighs.

“Stay,” he commanded.

He crossed to his desk, opened a drawer, and pulled out a sleek black vibrator—long, curved, with a thick head designed to hit every sensitive spot. Bridget’s breath hitched when she saw it.

“Count,” he said, returning behind her. His palm cracked down on her ass—hard, stinging. “And thank me for each one.”

The first smack landed on her right cheek. “One… thank you, sir.”

Another on the left. “Two… thank you, sir.”

He kept going until her ass glowed pink, each strike making her cunt clench and push out more of his cum. By ten, she was whimpering, thighs trembling, dripping onto the floor.

“Good girl,” he praised, voice softer now—but only for a second. He pressed the vibrator to her clit without warning, turning it on low. The buzz made her jolt.

“But you don’t get to come yet,” he added darkly. “Not until you admit exactly what you are.”

He worked the toy in slow, teasing circles around her clit, dipping just the tip inside her messy entrance before pulling it back out. Every time her hips bucked for more, he pulled it away completely.

“Say it,” he growled, spanking her again for emphasis. “Tell me what a desperate, cock-hungry brat you’ve been. Tell me you’re my personal office whore.”

Bridget bit her lip, stubborn even as her pussy throbbed. The vibrator returned, higher setting now, pressing right against that swollen bundle of nerves. She moaned brokenly.

“I—I’m your… personal office whore,” she gasped.

“Louder.”

“I’m your personal office whore, sir! Your desperate, cock-hungry brat—please—”

He rewarded her with a deep thrust of the toy, fucking her with it slowly while his free hand reached around to pinch her nipple. “That’s my good fucking girl. Such a pretty little slut when you finally admit it.”

He edged her mercilessly—bringing her right to the brink three times, pulling the toy away each time she started to shake. By the fourth, tears pricked her eyes and she was babbling.

“Please, Ethan—please let me come—I’ll be good—I’m yours—”

He finally let her shatter. The orgasm ripped through her like lightning; her cunt clamped down on the vibrator, gushing slick that mixed with the cum still inside her. She screamed into the cushion, ass clenching, thighs quaking.

Ethan pulled the toy free, tossed it aside, and flipped her onto her back on the couch. He loomed over her, stroking his newly hardened cock—thick, veiny, still slick from before.

“One more thing before I send you back to work,” he said, voice velvet-dangerous.

He helped her stand on shaky legs, cum dripping steadily down her inner thighs now. No panties. Skirt smoothed down just enough to look decent—if you ignored the wet spot already forming.

“Meeting in ten minutes,” he reminded her. “Conference room. You’re presenting the quarterly projections. Sit directly across from me.”

Bridget’s eyes widened. “Ethan—”

He cupped her face, thumb brushing her swollen bottom lip. “You’re going to sit there with my cum leaking out of your greedy cunt the whole time. Every time you shift, you’ll feel it. And if you’re a very good girl…” He leaned in, voice dropping to a whisper. “…I’ll finger that messy pussy under the table while you try to keep your voice steady.”

He kissed her hard, tasting her submission, then stepped back.

“Clean up just enough to walk. No touching yourself. And Bridget?” His eyes burned into hers. “If you come without permission during that meeting… I’ll bend you over the conference table in front of everyone and remind you who you belong to.”

She shivered, nodding, thighs pressed together to stem the flow of his seed.

“Now go, princess. Clock’s ticking.”

Bridget’s legs felt like liquid as she walked the short hallway to the executive conference room. Every step made Ethan’s cum shift inside her—thick, warm, and far too much to contain. Without panties, she could feel the slow, slippery leak trickling down her inner thighs, threatening to drip past the hem of her skirt. She clenched her muscles desperately, trying to hold it in, but that only made her swollen clit throb harder against the friction of her thighs.

The room was already half full when she slipped in. Senior directors, VPs, the usual suits. Ethan sat at the head of the long glass table like a king, sleeves rolled to his elbows, forearms corded and veiny. He didn’t look up immediately—just flicked his eyes to her once, a dark, knowing glint in them that made her stomach flip.

She took the seat directly across from him, as ordered. The leather chair was cool against her bare, sensitive ass. She crossed her legs tightly, praying the wet spot wouldn’t show through the fabric.

Ethan tapped his pen once. “Bridget. You’re up. Quarterly projections.”

Her mouth went dry. She opened her laptop, fingers trembling as she pulled up the slides. The room quieted, all eyes on her.

She started strong—voice mostly steady, numbers crisp. But then Ethan leaned back in his chair, legs spreading just enough under the table for his foot to brush hers. She jolted.

He didn’t stop there.

While she clicked to the revenue forecast slide, his hand disappeared beneath the table on his side. A second later, she felt it—warm, rough fingers sliding up the inside of her knee, pushing her thighs apart under the pretense of casual stretching. She froze mid-sentence.

“…and Q3 showed a 14% increase in—ah—margins…”

His fingers reached higher, found the slick mess between her legs, and dragged slowly through her folds. Two thick digits circled her entrance, gathering the creamy mixture of his cum and her arousal before pushing inside—slow, deep, stretching her again right there in front of everyone.

Bridget gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white. She forced a smile, kept talking.

“Projected growth for next quarter is… is 18%, assuming—fuck—assuming stable market conditions.”

Ethan’s thumb found her clit and pressed, rubbing slow, firm circles while his fingers curled inside her, stroking that spot that made her vision blur. The wet sounds were faint but unmistakable to her own ears—squelching softly every time he pumped in and out.

One of the VPs frowned. “You okay, Bridget? You look flushed.”

She laughed—too high, too breathy. “Just… excited about the numbers. Very—very promising.”

Ethan’s voice cut in, low and smooth, like velvet over steel. “She’s been working hard. Haven’t you, Bridget?”

His fingers thrust deeper, scissoring, stretching her cum-filled cunt wider. She bit the inside of her cheek to keep from moaning. More of his seed leaked out around his knuckles, dripping onto the leather seat beneath her. She could feel the warm puddle forming.

“Yes, sir,” she managed, voice cracking on the last word. “Very hard.”

He smirked across the table—only she could see the filthy promise in it. “Good girl.”

The praise hit her like a slap to the clit. Her walls fluttered around his invading fingers. She was so close—dangerously close—and he knew it.

He added a third finger, the stretch obscene now, her pussy lips stretched taut around his thick knuckles. He fucked her slowly, deliberately, while she tried to finish the slide deck.

“Any… any questions?” she asked the room, voice shaking.

A director raised a hand. “Can you walk us through the cost breakdown again?”

Ethan chose that exact moment to curl his fingers hard against her g-spot and grind his thumb against her clit in tight, ruthless circles.

Bridget’s hips jerked involuntarily. A soft, choked whimper escaped before she could swallow it.

“I—yes, of course.” She clicked back a slide, vision swimming. “The—the breakdown shows… shows labor at 42%, materials at—oh god—28%…”

Ethan’s fingers never stopped. He was owning her right there, in front of the entire leadership team, while they nodded politely and took notes. Her cunt clenched viciously around him, on the razor’s edge.

He leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table, looking every inch the composed CEO. Only she saw the dark hunger in his eyes when he mouthed, silently across the glass:

Come for me, princess. Right now. Or I’ll fuck you on this table next.

The command snapped something inside her.

She came hard—silently, violently. Her thighs clamped around his wrist, cunt spasming and gushing around his buried fingers. Fresh slick mixed with his cum, flooding his hand and dripping steadily onto the floor beneath her chair. She gripped the table so hard her nails left crescents in the wood, forcing her face into a mask of professional concentration while her body shattered.

Ethan withdrew his fingers slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch slide free. He brought his hand back above the table—casual, like he was adjusting his watch—and licked one glistening knuckle clean, eyes locked on hers the whole time.

The meeting wrapped five minutes later. People filed out, chatting about projections and bonuses.

Ethan stayed seated.

So did Bridget—legs still trembling, pussy throbbing, chair soaked beneath her.

He waited until the door clicked shut behind the last person.

Then he stood, rounded the table, and loomed over her.

“Stand up,” he ordered softly.

She did—on shaky legs.

He spun her, bent her over the conference table exactly where she’d presented, flipped her skirt up, and pressed his newly hard cock—thick, leaking, straining—against her dripping entrance.

“You did so well,” he murmured against her ear, voice thick with praise and filth. “Such a good fucking girl, coming on my fingers in front of everyone without making a sound. My perfect little office slut.”

He didn’t wait for permission—just thrust in, burying every veiny inch in one brutal stroke.

Bridget moaned brokenly, cheek pressed to the cool glass, ass arched high.

“Now,” he growled, setting a punishing rhythm, “I’m going to fuck this messy cunt until you scream my name. And this time, princess… I’m not pulling out.”

Ethan buried himself to the hilt one last time, his thick cock throbbing deep inside Bridget’s spasming cunt. She was bent over the conference table, cheek pressed to the glass, ass high, thighs shaking from the orgasm she’d just stolen under everyone’s noses. Her pussy was a creamy, swollen mess—lips stretched obscenely around his girth, his earlier loads still leaking out around every thrust.

He felt her walls flutter again, milking him desperately. His balls drew up tight, ready to flood her.

But at the very last second, he pulled out.

The fat head of his cock slipped free with a wet pop, leaving her gaping and clenching on nothing. A thick rope of precum—and the last of his building release—splattered across her ass cheek instead of inside her. Bridget whined, hips jerking back instinctively, chasing him.

“No—no, Ethan, please—”

He gripped her hips hard, holding her in place. His voice was low, dark, dripping with control.

“Not yet, princess.”

She twisted to look at him over her shoulder, eyes glassy, lips swollen from biting them to stay quiet during the meeting. “I—I need it. Please fill me again. I’ve been good—”

He laughed softly, filthy. “You’ve been perfect. Coming on my fingers in front of the entire team like my filthy little office slut. Squirting all over my hand while they talked about spreadsheets.” He dragged the leaking head of his cock through her folds, teasing her entrance without pushing in. “But good girls earn their rewards. And you’re not getting my cum again until you beg properly.”

Bridget whimpered, pushing back against him. “Please, sir. Breed me. Fill this greedy cunt until it’s dripping for days. I’m yours—your personal whore. I’ll do anything.”

He leaned over her, chest to her back, lips brushing her ear. “Anything?”

“Anything,” she breathed.

Ethan straightened, stroking his slick, veiny length slowly while she watched—hungry, desperate. “Then listen carefully.”

He helped her stand on trembling legs, turned her to face him, and cupped her face with one hand while the other kept lazily pumping his cock between them.

“This weekend. My penthouse. Friday night, 8 p.m. You show up in nothing but heels and that little black dress I know you have—the one that barely covers your ass. No panties. No bra. Just you, dripping and ready.”

Her breath hitched. “And then?”

“Then I tie you to my bed,” he said, voice velvet and steel. “Wrists above your head, ankles spread wide. I edge you for hours—tongue, fingers, toys, my cock—until you’re sobbing, begging, promising you’ll never mouth off again. I’ll make you come so many times you forget your own name… and only when you’re completely broken and perfect will I fuck you raw.”

He pressed closer, letting the fat head of his cock nudge her clit with every word.

“I’ll breed this tight little pussy over and over. Pump you so full you’ll feel me leaking out for a week. And every time you think you can’t take more, I’ll whisper what a good fucking girl you are while I stretch you wider, fill you deeper.”

Bridget’s knees nearly buckled. She nodded frantically. “Yes—yes, please. I’ll be there. I’ll be perfect.”

Ethan kissed her then—slow, claiming, tasting her submission. When he pulled back, his thumb brushed her bottom lip.

“Friday. 8 sharp. Don’t be late, princess. Or I’ll make the edging last all weekend.”

He stepped back, tucked his still-hard cock back into his slacks with a grimace, and adjusted his tie like nothing had happened.

“Get cleaned up. Go home. Rest that greedy cunt—you’ll need your energy.”

Bridget stood there, thighs slick, pussy throbbing with unspent need, watching him walk to the door.

He paused, glanced back with a dark smile.

“And Bridget?”

“Yes, sir?”

“Touch yourself even once before Friday… and I’ll know. Then the punishment starts the second you walk through my door.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

She was left alone in the conference room—skirt rumpled, cum drying on her thighs, heart pounding, already counting the hours until she could beg for him again.

Friday night, 7:58 p.m. Bridget stood outside the private elevator to Ethan’s penthouse, heart slamming against her ribs. The black dress clung to her curves like a second skin—short enough that one wrong move would flash everything, thin enough that her hard nipples poked visibly against the fabric. No bra. No panties. Just heels that made her legs look endless and her ass pop. She could already feel the slick heat gathering between her thighs from the anticipation alone.

The elevator dinged. Doors slid open. Ethan waited inside, sleeves rolled, top buttons undone, dark eyes raking over her like she was already naked.

“On time,” he said, voice low approval. “Good girl.”

He didn’t touch her yet—just stepped aside so she could enter. The ride up was silent torture. She felt his gaze on every inch of her body, knew he could probably smell how wet she already was.

The doors opened directly into the penthouse—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city lights, sleek black furniture, a massive bed visible through open double doors at the far end.

Ethan closed the distance in two strides. His hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back.

“Strip.”

She reached for the zipper at her back. He stopped her.

“Slowly. Let me see what’s mine.”

Bridget obeyed, sliding the straps down her shoulders inch by inch. The dress pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, naked except for the heels, skin flushed, nipples tight peaks, pussy already glistening under the low lights.

Ethan circled her like a predator. One finger traced the curve of her breast, down her stomach, stopping just above her mound.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “Dripping before I’ve even touched you. Such a desperate little slut. Been thinking about this all week, haven’t you? About how I’m going to ruin this greedy cunt until you can’t walk straight.”

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

He led her to the bedroom. The bed was already prepared—soft black ropes tied to the four posts, silk blindfold on the nightstand, a small array of toys laid out like weapons: vibrator, plug, feathers, lube.

“On the bed. Arms up.”

She climbed on, heart racing. He secured her wrists to the headboard—firm but not painful—then spread her ankles wide, tying them to the foot posts. She was open, exposed, helpless. Her pussy throbbed visibly, slick shining on her inner thighs.

Ethan stood at the foot of the bed, stripping off his shirt, revealing the hard planes of his chest, the thick ridge of his cock straining his slacks.

“First hour,” he said, voice dark promise, “is edging. You don’t come until I say. You beg when I want to hear it. Understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

He started slow.

Kneeling between her spread thighs, he blew a cool stream of air across her clit. She jerked, moaning. Then his tongue—flat, broad licks from her entrance to her clit, tasting the mess she’d already made. He groaned against her.

“Fuck, you taste like need. So sweet and filthy at the same time.”

He sucked her clit gently, then harder, flicking the tip of his tongue until her hips bucked. Right when she started to climb, he pulled away.

“No—no please—”

“Shh.” He grabbed the vibrator—same sleek black one from the office—and pressed it to her clit on the lowest setting. Slow circles. Her back arched.

“Good girl,” he praised. “Look how your pussy clenches for it. So empty, so hungry.”

He worked her up again—higher vibrations, then his fingers sliding inside, curling, stroking that spot while the vibe buzzed her clit. She was babbling, hips grinding.

“Please—Ethan—let me come—”

“Not yet.”

He edged her four times. Five. Each time pulling away just as her thighs started to shake, as her cunt fluttered on the brink. Tears streaked her cheeks by the sixth.

“Please,” she sobbed. “I can’t—I need your cock—I need to come—please, sir, I’m your good girl, your filthy slut, whatever you want—just please—”

Ethan’s control snapped.

He shed his pants in seconds. His cock sprang free—thick, veiny, leaking precum in steady drops. He notched at her entrance, dragged the fat head through her folds, coating himself in her slick.

“You’ve earned it, princess.”

He thrust in—deep, hard, bottoming out in one brutal stroke. Bridget screamed, walls clamping down like a vice. He didn’t give her time to adjust—just fucked her with punishing rhythm, hips snapping, balls slapping her ass.

“Such a good fucking girl,” he growled, leaning down to bite her neck. “Taking every inch like you were made for it. My perfect little cumslut—look how your cunt sucks me in, greedy and wet.”

He reached between them, pinched her clit, rubbed fast circles.

“Come,” he commanded. “Come on boss cock like the filthy whore you are.”

She shattered—harder than ever. Her pussy spasmed violently, gushing slick around his pistoning cock, soaking the sheets. Ethan fucked her through it, pace brutal.

“Gonna breed you now,” he snarled. “Fill this tight hole until it’s overflowing. You want that? Want me to pump you full?”

“Yes—yes—please breed me—fill me—”

He buried himself deep, cock swelling, then erupted. Thick, hot ropes flooded her, pulse after pulse, so much it leaked out around his shaft. He kept grinding, fucking his cum deeper, praising her the whole time.

“Good girl… my perfect, filthy girl… taking every drop…”

He stayed inside her until he softened, then slowly pulled out. A flood of cum poured from her gaping cunt. He scooped some up with two fingers, brought them to her lips.

“Clean me, princess.”

She sucked greedily, tasting them both.

Ethan untied her gently, gathered her against his chest, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her mouth.

“You were perfect,” he murmured. “My good girl.”

Bridget curled into him, boneless, sated, marked in every way that mattered.

He pressed a soft kiss to her temple.

“And we’re just getting started.”

Monday morning, 8:45 a.m. The executive floor was quiet—most of the team still filtering in with coffee. Bridget stepped off the elevator in her usual professional pencil skirt and silk blouse, hair pinned neatly, looking every inch the composed assistant.

Except she wasn’t wearing panties. And tucked deep inside her still-sensitive cunt was the smooth silicone plug Ethan had slipped into her Saturday night—thick enough to stretch her, curved to press right against her g-spot, with a flared base that kept it locked in place. He’d coated it in lube and his own cum before easing it home, whispering, “Wear this to work tomorrow, princess. No touching. No coming. I want you leaking me all day.”

She could feel every step: the plug shifting, pressing, making her walls flutter around it. A slow trickle of his leftover seed mixed with her arousal had already dampened her inner thighs. She clenched hard to keep from dripping visibly.

Ethan was already in his office, door ajar. When she knocked and entered with the morning reports, he didn’t look up from his screen at first—just crooked a finger.

“Lock the door. Then come here.”

Bridget obeyed, pulse thundering. The second the lock clicked, he pushed back from his desk, legs spread, cock already straining against his slacks.

“Show me.”

She lifted her skirt slowly, revealing the jeweled base of the plug nestled between her ass cheeks, her pussy lips swollen and glistening around it. A thin trail of creamy fluid slid down her thigh.

Ethan groaned low in his throat. “Fuck. Look at that messy little cunt still plugged full of me. You’ve been walking around like this all morning, haven’t you? Dripping boss cum while everyone thinks you’re just the perfect little employee.”

“Yes, sir,” she breathed, thighs trembling.

He stood, rounded the desk in two strides, and spun her to face the floor-to-ceiling window. The city sprawled below—people tiny specks on the street far beneath them. Anyone with binoculars could theoretically see.

He pressed her palms to the glass, kicked her feet apart, and yanked the plug free in one smooth pull.

Bridget gasped at the sudden emptiness—her cunt clenching on nothing, a fresh gush of mixed cum and slick pouring out. Ethan caught it with his fingers, smeared it across her clit, then thrust three thick digits back inside her without warning.

“Such a filthy fucking girl,” he growled against her ear, free hand wrapping around her throat just tight enough to make her see sparks. “Leaking all over my office floor because you can’t stop thinking about this cock. You’re going to come hard—right here, against the window—while I finger-fuck my cum deeper into you.”

He pumped fast, ruthless—curling into her g-spot with every stroke, thumb grinding her clit in tight circles. The wet squelch filled the room, obscene and loud. Bridget’s knees buckled; he held her up with his body, cock grinding against her ass through his pants.

“Look at the city,” he commanded. “Imagine them watching. Watching my perfect little office slut get railed by her boss. Watching this greedy cunt take everything I give it.”

She moaned brokenly, forehead pressed to the cool glass. “Ethan—please—I’m so close—”

He pulled his fingers free, unzipped, and slammed his cock into her in one brutal thrust. No preamble. Just thick, veiny length spearing her open, bottoming out so hard her tits bounced against the window.

“Take it,” he snarled, setting a punishing rhythm. “Take every fucking inch like the cock-hungry whore you are. Good girl—such a good fucking girl—squeezing me so tight, milking me already.”

One hand stayed on her throat; the other reached around to pinch and roll her clit. Every thrust shoved her forward, nipples scraping silk against glass, the plug’s absence making her feel every ridge, every vein dragging inside her.

“Gonna breed you again,” he rasped. “Right here. Right now. Fill this pussy until it drips down your legs for the rest of the day. You’ll sit in meetings with my cum running out of you, princess. And you’ll thank me for it.”

“Yes—yes—breed me—fill me—please—”

He fucked her harder, faster—balls slapping her clit, cock swelling impossibly thicker. Bridget shattered first—screaming his name as her cunt clamped down like a vice, gushing around him in violent pulses. Slick sprayed the window, ran down her thighs in rivulets.

Ethan followed with a guttural groan, burying himself deep and erupting. Hot, thick ropes flooded her, pulse after pulse, overflowing instantly and dripping in creamy streams down her legs. He kept grinding, fucking his seed as deep as possible, praising her through every aftershock.

“My perfect girl… my filthy, beautiful cumslut… look how pretty you are dripping with me…”

Finally he stilled, cock still twitching inside her. He pulled out slowly—another flood poured free—then spun her around, kissed her slow and claiming, tasting the salt of her tears and sweat.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out a small velvet box, and opened it.

A delicate silver choker—thin chain, small diamond pendant engraved with a tiny “E.” No clasp. Permanent once locked.

He fastened it around her throat, the cool metal kissing her skin.

“Mine,” he said softly, thumb brushing the pendant. “From now on.”

Bridget touched it with trembling fingers, eyes shining.

“Yours.”

He kissed her forehead, then her lips again.

“Now go clean up—just enough to get through the day. And tonight…” His voice dropped to a dark promise. “We’re doing it all again. Slower. Harder. Until you forget anyone else ever existed.”

She nodded, skirt smoothed, plug discarded on his desk, his cum still leaking down her thighs under her clothes.

As she walked out—choker gleaming, pussy throbbing, marked in every way—she smiled.

This was only the beginning.
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