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Chapter One

The moment Rachel steps into my office, I know I’m not letting her walk back out without my hands on her.

She’s clutching the contract I slipped into her onboarding packet—page seven already dog-eared from where she must’ve stopped, frozen, realizing exactly what she signed. The clause is simple. After-hours authority is mine. Completely.

Her voice is tight when she says, “Daniel… we need to talk about this page.”

“Do we?” I close the door behind her, letting it click shut. The whole floor is still here—assistants sorting mail, analysts packing up for the night. Anyone could come knocking.

But no one will. They know what my closed door means.

I move closer, letting her feel how much larger I am—how she has to tilt her chin to meet my eyes. That sweet, startled little inhale she gives every time I do this… God, it goes straight to my cock.

“Read it to me,” I murmur.

Her fingers tremble on the paper. “It says— It says I agree to follow all employer directives outside standard work responsibilities, provided they remain… consensual.”

“And are they?” I ask softly.

Her throat works. “I—I don’t know what you meant by it.”

“Yes, you do.”

I take the contract from her, toss it onto my desk, and press her back against the glass wall overlooking the street. Cars move below us, lights glittering. Anyone could look up and see her silhouette arched against the window.

She gasps when my hand circles her waist, drawing her tighter to me. “Daniel—someone could see—”

“That’s half the fun.”

Her breath stutters. She’s not backing away. She’s pressing closer.

I curl a finger under her chin. “Rachel. I want you to listen carefully.”

She nods, wide-eyed.

“When I tell you to do something in this office, you do it. Quickly. Quietly.” My voice drops lower. “And right now, I want you on your knees.”

Her lips part, a tiny sound escaping her—half shock, half need. The kind of needy that makes my control strain dangerously.

“Here?” she whispers.

“Here.” I nudge her shoulder downward, slowly, letting the dominance settle around her like heat. “Knees, sweetheart.”

She folds at once, skirt brushing her thighs as she sinks in front of me. Obedience looks obscene on her. Gorgeous.

“Good girl.” I thread my fingers into her hair, gripping just enough to make her breath hitch. “That’s it. Look up at me.”

She does—eyes shiny, pupils blown, mouth soft and already opening like she knows exactly what I’m about to demand.

Outside my door, someone laughs down the hallway.

Rachel freezes.

I tighten my grip in her hair, forcing her gaze back to mine. “Ignore it.”

“Daniel,” she breathes, “they’ll hear—”

“They won’t,” I say, stepping closer so my belt brushes her lips. “And even if they do, you’ll keep going. Because you signed the contract. And because you want this.”

I watch the moment she breaks—her thighs pressing together, her breath catching.

Yes. She wants this.

I thumb her lower lip, dragging it down. “Open for me.”

She opens.

“Good,” I murmur, unbuckling my belt slowly, letting her watch every movement. “Now show me exactly how obedient you can be.”

Rachel’s mouth is open, breath warm against my skin as I free my cock from my slacks. The sight of her—on her knees in my office, her hair in my fist, lips parted like she’s starving for me—hits so hard I have to close my eyes for a beat.

When I look down again, she’s watching me with this trembling, eager uncertainty that makes my control start to splinter.

“Take a breath,” I tell her quietly.

She inhales shakily.

“Good. Now… hands behind your back.”

Her fingers lace behind her spine instantly, breasts pushing forward, posture perfect obedience. Christ. She’s going to ruin me.

I slide the tip of my cock over her lips, slow, deliberate. She shivers, lashes fluttering.

“You feel how hard you made me?” I murmur. “Look at what you do to me just by kneeling.”

Her eyes lift. The eye contact nearly finishes me.

I tap her mouth again. “Open wider.”

She does—and I push in, just enough to make her lips stretch around me. A soft, desperate noise escapes her, muffled by my length.

“Fuck… that’s it,” I breathe, tightening my grip in her hair. “Take me. Show me you understand the contract.”

She sucks me deeper, tongue warm and slick against the underside of my cock. Her throat works, already trying to adjust to my size, and the sight of her struggling a little—wanting to please me anyway—makes heat punch low in my stomach.

Outside, footsteps pass the door.

Rachel freezes.

I don’t let her pull away.

My hand stays firm at the back of her head as I whisper, “Don’t stop. They’re not coming in.”

She whimpers around me, not fear—arousal. Her thighs squeeze together again, the motion subtle but unmistakable.

“That’s my good girl,” I growl. “Keep taking me. You like being used where anyone could hear, don’t you?”

Her cheeks flush, eyes glassy, but her mouth sinks deeper as if answering yes with her body.

I guide her slowly, letting her adjust before pressing her closer. Her lips stretch around the base, her throat tightening around me—God, I can feel her pulse.

“Rachel…” My voice is barely a breath. “You look perfect like this. Fucking perfect.”

I ease out and she gasps, saliva glistening on her lips, a thin strand connecting us before breaking.

“Hands stay behind your back,” I remind her, wiping the corner of her mouth with my thumb. “I’m not done with you.”

I drag the head of my cock across her lower lip again. She whimpers—high, needy.

“Good girl,” I say softly. “Use your mouth again. Make me forget we’re in a glass office.”

She leans in without hesitation this time, taking me back between her lips—slow, reverent, greedy.

The door handle clicks.

Her eyes go wide.

I clamp her head to me gently but firmly, my cock deep in her throat as I speak in a low, deadly whisper.

“Don’t make a sound.”

The handle jiggles—then footsteps retreat down the hall.

Rachel's throat tightens around me again in sheer panic and arousal, and the sensation rips a groan out of me.

“Fuck, sweetheart… you’re going to get us both in trouble.”

I pull her off me only when her breath starts to hitch, holding her jaw, forcing her to look up at me.

Her lips are swollen. Her breath is ragged. She is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

“Stand up,” I say, voice low and shaky with how close I am, before pointing to my desk.


Chapter Two

Rachel rises so fast her legs wobble. I catch her hips, steadying her before turning her toward my desk.

My desk—my territory. The place she’s been sitting across from for weeks, pretending she didn’t notice the way I watched her.

I drag her to the edge and press her palms flat on the smooth wood.

“Spread your legs.”

She does—and the sight nearly breaks me. Her skirt hiked, her thighs trembling, her breath sharp and shallow. Obedience looks good on her. Need looks even better.

I step behind her, big enough that I blot out the city lights reflected in the window. I tower over her, hands sliding up her waist, feeling how small she is under my palms. How easy she is to move. To position.

“Daniel…” Her voice shakes. “The blinds—they’re still open.”

“I know.” My fingers gather her skirt higher, exposing the soft curve of her ass. “I want them open. Let them see exactly how I take you.”

She shivers—fear, arousal, the kind that hits so deep her breath comes out in a quiet, broken sound.

I lean over her, my chest against her back, lips at her ear. “Keep your hands on the desk. If you move them, I’ll make you start over.”

“I won’t,” she whispers.

“We’ll see.”

I run my hand down between her thighs and find her soaked. Not just wet. Dripping. From sucking my cock, from nearly getting caught, from knowing what’s coming next.

“Fuck, sweetheart…” I slide two fingers through the slick heat of her. “You’re soaked. All this from kneeling for me?”

She whimpers, arching.

“Say it,” I murmur.

“It’s—” Her breath catches as I tease her folds again. “It’s because of you.”

“Good girl.”

I take my hand away and she gasps like she’s been abandoned, like the loss physically hurts. I don’t give her time to recover—I grip her hips and pull her back onto me as I thrust forward, sinking into her heat in one hard, claiming stroke.

She cries out—loud.

“Shh.” My hand snaps over her mouth just as footsteps echo from the hallway again. “Quiet, Rachel.”

Her body tightens around me, squeezing, clenching, desperate and overwhelmed. I thrust again, deeper this time, watching her eyes widen at how much I fill her, how easily I pin her to the desk with my size alone.

“God, look at you,” I whisper against her neck. “Taking every inch… fucking perfect.”

Her nails dig into the desk. She tries to stifle the sounds against my hand but every thrust forces out another muffled moan.

I angle my hips and she jolts—her whole body tightening, pressing back into me like she needs more, like she’d let me fuck her through the damn window if I asked.

“You feel that?” I growl. “How deep I am? How hard you’re squeezing me?”

She nods frantically against my palm, her breath hot and broken.

“Good. Because I’m not stopping.”

I thrust harder, the desk creaking, her body rocking with every movement. The city is spread out beneath us, her reflection in the glass showing every desperate shiver, every time my size forces her onto her toes.

And then—

The elevator dings.

Rachel stiffens, eyes wide, a strangled sound trapped under my hand.

“Don’t you dare stop,” I whisper, lips brushing her ear. “Not when you’re this close. Not when you’re this good for me.”

I thrust again, deeper, harder.

She comes apart so violently she almost collapses. She tries to catch her breath, tries to steady herself on trembling legs—

I don’t let her.

I grab her waist and flip her, turning her so fast she lets out a startled gasp. Her back hits the desk, her thighs spread instinctively, and I drag her hips to the very edge until she’s hanging between standing and falling, completely open for me.

“Daniel—” Her voice is a broken little plea.

“Turn around,” I growl, already pulling her upright again. “Hands on the desk. I want you face-down when I fuck you.”

She obeys instantly, bending over so her ass lifts perfectly for me. And God, the sight of it—soft, arched, ready—lights up something vicious in my blood.

I stroke my hand over her cheek, then bring it down hard.

The crack echoes.

She gasps, pushing back into my palm.

“Again?” I ask, voice low.

“Yes—” It comes out desperate.

I hit her again, harder this time. Her breath stutters, her thighs trembling as she tries to hold herself up. Another smack, then another, each one reddening her skin until she’s marked in the shape of my hand.

“Look at you,” I murmur, sliding my thumb over the heat blooming across her ass. “You take everything I give you.”

She tries to nod, but I don’t give her time for any answer. I grip her hips and thrust into her in one brutal stroke.

She cries out—loud, raw, unrestrained.

I slam into her again, deeper, my hips meeting the curve of her marked ass with sharp, rhythmic impacts. She jolts forward with every thrust, her fingers scraping helplessly against the polished desk.

“Daniel—oh my—” Her voice breaks, the words dissolving into moans as I pound into her, relentless.

“Fuck, Rachel…” I tighten my grip on her hips, holding her exactly where I want her. “This is mine. You hear me?”

She’s too far gone to speak, but her body answers—clenching around me so tight I groan, driving harder, faster, the sound of skin meeting skin loud enough that anyone walking by would know exactly what’s happening in here.

“Taking me so deep,” I pant against her neck. “You feel that? How far you let me in?”

She shudders violently, her orgasm hitting again without warning, her voice breaking into a strangled cry as she comes around me—tight, pulsing, pulling me straight to the edge with her.

“Don’t move,” I growl, teeth grazing her shoulder. “I’m going to fill you.”

She whimpers, bracing herself as I slam into her one last time—hard enough to drag a helpless sob from her throat—and I spill inside her, hot and deep, marking her exactly where no one else will ever see.

My breath crashes out of me against her back. I stay buried in her, my hips pressed to her ass, my hands still gripping her sides.

But when she tries—shakily—to stand, to gather herself, to pull away just enough to straighten her skirt—

I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back down onto my cock.

She gasps, collapsing against the desk again.

“Oh no,” I whisper, my lips brushing the nape of her neck as I grind into her slowly, deliberately pushing my cum deeper. “You don’t walk away from me yet.”

Her breath catches, her fingers curling around the edge of the desk.

“You stay right here,” I murmur, dragging my hand back to her ass, squeezing the marks I left. “Bent over. Full of me. Until I decide you’re done.”


Chapter Three

Rachel tries to steady herself again—just a tiny shift of her hips, a trembling attempt to stand.

I don’t let her.

My hand circles her waist, firm, dragging her back onto me until she’s flush and helpless, my cock still thick and buried deep inside her, locked in place by the way she spasms around me each time she moves.

“Rachel,” I murmur against her shoulder, “I said you stay bent over until I’m finished with you.”

“I— Daniel, I can’t— my legs—”

“You don’t need them.”
I grip her hips, holding her upright with my body alone. “I’ve got you.”

She sags against me, a broken little sound leaving her throat—half surrender, half need.

And God, that sound lights me up.

I slide one hand down between her thighs, my fingers moving slow and deliberate through the slick mess I left inside her. The moment I touch her clit, she jerks like I shocked her.

“Too sensitive?” I ask softly.

“Yes—” She gasps as I circle her again. “Daniel, please— I just— I just came—”

“And you’re going to come again.”
I press my fingers harder, watching her try to grip the desk, her knuckles whitening. “Because you’re still trembling. And I like watching you shake.”

She shivers violently, her body tightening around me in pulses that make me groan into her neck. I thrust once—slow, deep—just to feel how raw and swollen she is.

Her breath breaks. “Daniel—please—”

“Please what?”
My fingers work faster, teasing her exactly the way she can’t handle but can’t escape.

“Please…” she whimpers, voice cracking. “I can’t take more—”

“You can.”
I nip her shoulder, my voice low and harsh. “You will.”

Her legs fold again, but my arm tightens around her waist, keeping her pinned to me, her back arched, hips perfectly positioned for every movement of my hand.

“Look at you,” I breathe. “Body giving out, and you’re still squeezing me like you want more.”

A choked moan spills from her.

“Yeah,” I whisper. “That’s it. Let me feel it.”

I press my fingers harder, sliding them in tight circles, relentless. Her breaths turn into small, desperate whines, her thighs shaking uncontrollably.

Someone walks past the door outside—heels clicking.

Rachel freezes, trembling against me.

I don’t stop.

“Shh,” I whisper, kissing her neck. “Let them walk by. Let them wonder.”

Her breath stutters into a sob of need.

Her orgasm hits fast—too fast—her body clenching around me so hard I have to grip the desk beside her just to stay upright. She cries out into her hand, trying not to scream, but it still comes out loud enough that anyone in the hallway would hear her if they stopped.

I ride her through it, forcing her to take every wave.

“That’s my girl…” I whisper, fingers still working until she collapses against the desk, trembling from head to toe. “Good fucking girl.”

She’s panting, completely undone.

But the moment she sags forward, trying to pull away—

I tighten my grip in her hair and draw her back onto my cock again.

Her breath catches in her throat. “Daniel—”

“We’re not done.”
I turn her face toward the window, toward her reflection—flushed, sweaty, wrecked.
“Look at yourself. You think I’m stopping when you look like that?”

Her knees buckle.

I hold her easily.

“We go again,” I murmur, rolling my hips just enough to make her gasp. “Then you can beg me to let you walk.”

I don’t give Rachel a chance to catch her breath, let alone respond.

The moment her legs stop trembling enough to hold her, I thrust into her again—hard, fast, the kind of deep, punishing rhythm that has her gripping the desk like she’s bracing for impact.

“Daniel—oh—God—” Her voice is a raw cry, her body jerking forward with every thrust.

“Take it,” I growl, grabbing her hips and dragging her back onto me. “Take all of it.”

Her blouse is still half-buttoned, hanging off one shoulder, clinging to her sweat-damp skin. I’ve been staring at the rise and fall of her breasts with every thrust, the fabric teasing more than it covers—

So I grab the collar in both hands and rip it open.

Buttons fly. Rachel gasps, stunned.

The sight of her—breasts bounced forward, bra strained and crooked from the force—makes something primal snap inside me.

I haul her upright against me, one arm locked around her waist while my other hand slides up, shoving her bra down and freeing her breasts into my palm.

“Fuck, sweetheart… look at these.”
I cup one, squeezing just enough to make her arch back into me. “Perfect.”

She moans, helpless, her head falling against my shoulder.

I lean down and take her nipple into my mouth, biting lightly—enough pressure to make her yelp and then melt.

“Daniel—” Her hands claw at my forearm. “I’m gonna— I’m close—”

“Not yet.”
I bite again, softer this time, then lick the sting away, feeling her shiver all over.

My hips drive faster, slamming her against me, her breasts bouncing in my grip as I take her harder than before.

Her legs give out.

I hold her easily—my tall frame against her small, shaking body. Her frame molding to mine as I fuck her with deep, unforgiving thrusts.

“Oh my God—please—please—Daniel—”

“I know.”
I slide my hand from her breast down to her stomach, guiding her back onto my cock every time my hips meet her.
“I can feel how close you are. You’re squeezing me so tight it’s almost painful.”

Her moan breaks into a sob of pleasure.

“Come here.”
I pull out just long enough to spin her toward the window, her bare chest pressed against the cool glass, her reflection flushed and wrecked and trembling.

The city sprawls beneath her.
Her nipples tighten against the pane.
Her breath fogs the glass with each desperate inhale.

I step behind her, lift her hips, and slam into her again—deeper than before, forcing a cry from her throat that echoes off the office walls.

“Daniel—! I—I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”
I fist my hand in her hair, pulling her head up so she has to watch herself. “Look in the glass, Rachel.”

She tries to look away.

I tug harder. “I said look.”

Her eyes meet her reflection—wild, flushed, her breasts bouncing with each thrust—and the shame mixed with raw pleasure sends her spiraling.

“Watch yourself come for me.”

“Daniel—please—” She’s shaking violently now, right on the edge.

I pound into her, the window shuddering, her nails squealing down the glass.

“Come,” I snarl against her ear. “Right there. Look at yourself and fucking come.”

She breaks.

Her scream is high and sharp, her whole body convulsing as the orgasm tears through her—her reflection trembling, her breasts pressed to the window, her mouth open in a silent, stunning cry as she shatters in my hands.

I hold her upright as she collapses, her knees completely gone, her body shaking uncontrollably while she rides every last wave out against me.

Her breath fogs the glass.
Her nipples drag against it.
Her reflection shows every second of her unraveling.

And I’m still inside her.
Still hard.
Still nowhere near done.


Chapter Four

Rachel is still shaking when I pull her off the window—her legs limp, her breath broken, her nipples flushed and tight from the cold glass. She’s boneless, completely wrecked, and I love it. I love how she collapses into me like she knows exactly who’s going to hold her up.

“Daniel…” she breathes, barely able to stand. “I can’t—my legs won’t—”

“I know.”
I scoop her up effortlessly, one hand under her ass, the other gripping her back, her body curling against me like she belongs exactly where I’m carrying her.

I take her to my desk chair and sit, pulling her into my lap. She’s straddling me, quivering, still dripping from everything I’ve done to her. Her thighs tremble against mine, her breath shuddering as she feels how hard I still am beneath her.

I take her hips in both hands.
“Sit.”

She gasps. “Daniel—please—I’m too sensitive—”

“Sit,” I repeat, guiding her down.

She sinks onto my cock with a broken cry, her whole body clenching around me as she takes every inch. She tries to lift herself immediately, instinctively—too overwhelmed to stay still—but I hold her tight.

“No,” I murmur, gripping her harder. “You stay right here. All the way down. Let me feel you.”

Her fingers cling to my shoulders, desperate.

“It’s too much,” she whimpers. “I—I can’t—”

“You can.”
I kiss her throat, slow and claiming. “And you’re going to bounce on my cock until I come.”

Her eyes flutter, a whimper slipping out at the command.

I lift her with both hands—easily, like she weighs nothing—and bring her back down onto me with a deep, wet slap of flesh. She cries out, the sound high and needy, her nails digging into me.

“Good girl,” I growl, lifting her again, faster this time. “Just like that. Up.”

I drop her.

“And down.”

Her whole body shudders, her breasts bouncing against my chest. She tries to hold herself up, tries to slow the pace, but she can’t—her muscles are too weak, too spent. So I take over completely, using my hands to bounce her up and down on my cock, each thrust forcing out another helpless little moan.

“Oh my God—Daniel—oh—oh—”

“That’s it,” I pant, pushing her higher, pulling her down harder. “Ride me. Even if your legs give out. Even if you can’t think.”

She’s clinging to me, trembling, her breath broken against my neck as I lift her again and again, slamming her back onto me with enough force that the chair creaks beneath us.

“Feel how deep I am?” I growl. “Feel how you’re taking all of me?”

She nods against my shoulder, unable to speak.

I grab her ass, spreading her wider, getting deeper, grinding up into her as I force her to bounce faster.

Her voice breaks—pure, breathless sound—as she gets close again, her body tightening around me in uncontrollable pulses.

“Oh—Daniel—I’m gonna—”

“No.”
I grab her hair gently, pulling her head back so I can watch her face. “You don’t come yet. You stay right here. You ride me until I finish.”

She whimpers, grinding helplessly as I lift her one more time—

Then drive her down hard, burying myself inside her to the hilt as I groan against her throat.

My release hits deep and hot, pulsing inside her, filling her while she trembles and gasps and clings to me like she’s unraveling all over again.

I hold her there, fully seated on my cock, her body twitching around me as I spill into her, marking her from the inside out.

She collapses against my chest, completely spent.

But I keep her in my lap, still on my cock, my hands stroking her back.

“Good girl,” I whisper against her hair.
“You’re not done yet.”

She collapses against me, her face buried in my neck, her breath hot and uneven on my skin. She’s limp—boneless. Completely wrung out. Her thighs tremble where they straddle me, and her pussy is still fluttering around my cock, gripping me in soft, exhausted pulses.

I stroke her spine with one slow hand, feeling how she melts into every touch.

“Breathe,” I murmur, kissing her shoulder. “Just like that. Slow.”

She exhales shakily, her whole body sinking deeper into my lap as if she wants to disappear inside my hold. Her hair is damp at the temples, her chest still rising too fast against mine.

“Daniel…” she whispers, voice small and raw. “I can’t move. I really can’t.”

“You don’t need to,” I say, pulling her closer. “I’ve got you.”

She sighs—a broken, trusting sound—and for the first time since I dragged her across this office, she relaxes completely, her weight fully settling into me.

That’s when she feels it.

Her breath catches.
Her body stiffens faintly.
Because inside her—still buried deep—I’m swelling again.

She shifts, just a tiny instinctive wiggle, and her eyes flutter at how much she feels it. How deep I still am. How ready I am to take her again.

“Daniel…” Her voice is barely there. “You’re—”

“Hard again?” I finish for her, brushing my mouth against her ear. “Yeah.”

She trembles in my lap. I slide my hand down to her hip, guiding her just a fraction of an inch upward—enough to feel her stretch around me again, her breath shattering in my throat.

“Oh—God—Daniel—please— I’m so sensitive—”

“I know.”
I pull her back down slowly, making her take all of me again, inch by inch.
“Sensitive feels good right now.”

She moans—soft, helpless, overwhelmed.

I keep one arm wrapped around her back, holding her tight against my chest, while the other slides up to cup her breast, thumb brushing her nipple in a lazy circle. She arches, even though she tries not to.

“You feel that?” I whisper, hips lifting just enough to press deeper.

She shakes her head—but her hips give a tiny roll without her meaning to.

“See?” I catch her chin gently, tilting her face up. “You’re not done. Not even close.”

“Daniel…” Her voice breaks. “I can’t ride you again. My legs—”

“You don’t need your legs.”
I grip her hips with both hands now. “I’ll do everything. All you have to do is take it.”

Her breath stutters.

I lift her—slow, controlled, dragging her up my length until she’s gasping into my neck—
then pull her back down in one smooth, deep glide that makes her cry out.

Her nails dig into my shoulders.
Her breasts press to my chest, trembling.
Her pussy squeezes me so tight I groan.

“I told you,” I whisper, guiding her body with steady, claiming movements, “I’m not finished with you.”

I lift her again—higher this time—feeling her shake violently from overstimulation, from need, from the way her body answers mine even when she tries to fight it.

“Daniel—I’ll—oh God—” She buries her face against me, breathless.

“You feel every inch right now,” I murmur against her ear, rocking into her slowly, deeply. “Every time I pull you down, your whole body goes tight. You’re perfect like this.”

She whimpers something incoherent—half plea, half surrender.

I grip her harder, setting a slow, relentless rhythm, bouncing her just enough that her breath catches on every downward thrust.

Up—
down—
up—
down—

Her moans get smaller, sharper—pleasure colliding with sensitivity until she’s shaking uncontrollably in my arms.

“Yeah…” I whisper, kissing her jaw. “Let yourself feel it. Let me use you. Let me come inside you again.”

She’s trembling, falling apart, clinging to me like she’s drowning.

And I’m lifting her higher.

Pulling her down deeper.

Each bounce harder than the last.

Until she’s gasping into my shoulder, voice breaking:

“Daniel— please— I’m— I’m gonna—”

I hold her tight, thrust up into her one last time—

And everything inside her shatters again as I spill deep and hard, pulsing into her until she sobs from the intensity, from the overstimulation, from being filled while she’s already falling apart.

I keep her in my lap, keep her on my cock, my arms locked around her.

She’s trembling violently.
Whimpering softly.
Still clenching around me.

I kiss her shoulder, whispering against her skin:

“That’s it, sweetheart. Take it. All of it.”


Chapter Five

Rachel is still shaking on my lap when I slide my hands beneath her thighs and stand, lifting her effortlessly. Her arms loop around my neck, her head falling against my shoulder, her breath warm and uneven against my collar.

“Daniel…” she whispers, barely conscious, clinging because she has nothing left to hold herself up. “I can’t move…”

“You don’t have to.”
I press a kiss behind her ear.
“I’ll move you.”

Her body is limp against mine as I walk us to the couch—each step jostling her gently, making my cock shift inside her with a slow, deliberate drag. She gasps softly at every little movement, still oversensitized, still throbbing around me.

When I lower her onto the cushions, her back meets the plush fabric and her legs fall open without me even asking—her body offering itself in total surrender.

I hook my hands behind her knees and lift them, spreading her wider.
Her breath stutters.

“Daniel…”
It’s almost a plea. Almost a warning.
She’s too sensitive. I don’t care.

“You’re mine,” I murmur, positioning myself between her legs. “I’m not done with you.”

She looks up at me—cheeks flushed, lips swollen, hair a wild mess on the couch. She’s wrecked in the way I love: loose-bodied, pliant, desperate for whatever I give her next.

I guide the head of my cock to her entrance.

She whimpers instantly, hips twitching away on instinct.

“No.”
I catch her waist and hold her still.
“Stay right here.”

I push in—slow.
Too slow.
A deep, steady glide that has her back arching off the couch with a cry.

“Oh—God—Daniel—Daniel—please—”

“That’s it,” I whisper, leaning over her so she feels my weight, my heat, the size of me stretching her open again. “Feel every inch.”

Her hands claw at the cushions.
Her thighs tremble wildly in my grip.

I bottom out with a low groan, her body squeezing me tight, hot, drenched. She’s so sensitive I feel her pulse around me like a heartbeat.

I pull out just a little.
Push in again, slow and devastating.

She gasps—sharp, broken. “It’s too much—”

“It’s perfect.”
My hands slide up her thighs, pinning them wide against her torso as I draw back and thrust again.
“Look at you. Fuck—look at how you take me even when you’re shaking.”

Her eyes flutter shut.

I slap her thigh lightly. “Open your eyes.”

She obeys instantly—dazed, overwhelmed, but obedient.

“That’s my girl.”
I kiss her knee, then thrust deeper, grinding my hips so she feels every inch.
“Keep watching me.”

Her gaze stays locked to mine as I start to move—slow strokes, long and deep, each one pushing her higher on the couch, each one drawing out another helpless sound she tries and fails to swallow.

“How does it feel?” I ask softly, locked inside her.
“How does my cock feel when you’re already spent?”

Her voice is a whisper. “Too—too good—”

I smile, dark and satisfied. “I know.”

I pick up the pace—not rough, but controlling, each thrust perfectly angled, perfectly measured, designed to drag her over the edge without mercy.

Her breath falls apart.
Her nails dig into the cushions.
Her thighs quake in my grip.

“Daniel—oh God—I’m— I can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”
I push deeper and stay there, grinding slowly, feeling her shake beneath me.
“You’re going to come again. Right now. On my cock.”

Her mouth opens, a silent cry.
I thrust—deep, slow, heavy.

“Come for me.”

She breaks.

Her body arches violently, her orgasm ripping through her with raw, trembling force. She sobs my name, legs shaking uncontrollably as she milks my cock in tight, pulsing waves.

I hold her through every second, thrusting slow and deep until she collapses back into the couch, shaking, gasping, overwhelmed beyond words.

And I’m still inside her.
Still hard.
Still not finished.

I lean down, lips brushing her ear.

“Good girl,” I whisper.
“You’re going to give me one more.”

I slide my hands beneath her hips and flip her over. She gasps as her body turns, landing soft and sprawled on her stomach across the couch. Her cheek presses into the cushions, her hair falling over her face, her back rising and falling with ragged breaths.

“Daniel…” she whispers, voice small, ruined. “I can’t—I’m so tired—”

“I know.”
I pull her hips up, lifting her ass into the air while her torso stays collapsed on the couch.
“That’s why I’m doing all the work.”

A soft, desperate sound escapes her.

Her legs fall open because she can’t hold them closed. Her thighs are shaking. Her pussy is swollen, wet, sensitive—and still leaking everything I’ve already given her.

I slide my hand over the curve of her ass, down between her thighs, spreading her gently. She moans into the couch, muffled and broken.

“Good girl,” I murmur, lining myself up behind her. “Stay just like that.”

Then I push inside.

Slow.
Deep.
Devastating.

She cries out into the cushions, her fingers clawing at the fabric.

“Oh—oh God—Daniel—Daniel—”

Her voice dissolves with every inch I sink into her, her body stretching around me again, gripping me with that sensitive, trembling tightness that makes my vision blur.

I fold over her, one hand braced beside her head, the other gripping her hip as I pull out almost completely—

—and thrust back in hard.

Her entire body jolts forward, a ragged, overwhelmed moan tearing from her throat.

“That’s it,” I growl, fucking her deeper, harder, the angle impossibly intense from this position. “Take it. Take all of it.”

She’s trying to push back into me—her hips twitching weakly, desperate—but she’s too spent to control the movement. So I take over, driving into her with slow, deliberate power, each thrust slamming her hips into my pelvis.

Her breath is frantic.
Her voice is a series of helpless whimpers.
Her body is melting, giving me everything.

I run my hand up her spine, pressing between her shoulder blades until she’s fully pinned under me, ass still raised perfectly for my thrusts.

“You feel how deep I am like this?” I whisper in her ear.
“You’re letting me fuck you exactly how I want.”

She moans—long, trembling, surrendering.

“Daniel— I’m— I can’t— I’m gonna—”

“Yes.”
I thrust faster.
Harder.
Relentless.
“Come for me. Right now. Let me feel it.”

She sobs into the couch, her orgasm ripping through her so violently her knees slip apart and she collapses forward—but I hold her hips up, keep her exactly where I want her, fucking her through every pulse of it.

Her body goes tight, then loose, then tight again as wave after wave hits her.
She’s crying out, barely coherent, drowning in it.

And the moment she clamps down on me—hard, rhythmic, milking—I follow her over the edge.

I thrust deep, burying myself to the hilt as my release hits her hard, thick and hot, spilling deep inside her until she’s shaking again from the sensation alone.

I stay there—pressed to her back, hips snug against her ass, breathing hard into her hair—until her trembling slows into soft, exhausted quivers.

Finally, I pull out slowly, watching my cum drip down her swollen, sensitive pussy. She’s too tired to close her legs, too wrung out to move at all.

I lift her gently, laying her on her side, brushing her hair back from her face. She looks wrecked. Beautiful. Marked in every way I wanted.

I kiss her shoulder, low and possessive.

A knock hits the door.

“Mr. Price?”
My assistant’s voice—tight, trying not to sound nervous.
“It’s… um… it’s time for your 6 o'clock board meeting.”

Rachel’s eyes widen, embarrassed, hazy, ruined.

I don’t rush.
I don’t move off the couch.
I press one last kiss to her neck and call out—

“I’m coming.”

Then I lean down, lips brushing Rachel’s ear, my voice a low promise dripping with everything we just did.

“Same time tomorrow.”
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