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The Senator's office gleamed with polished mahogany and leather. Bookshelves lined the walls, crammed with legal tomes. A massive American flag hung behind her desk.

I placed the manila folder on Senator Mitchell's desk, straightening it nervously. My first big assignment. Don't screw this up, Harper.

Three months ago, I was just another poli-sci grad drowning in student debt. Then came the internship lottery. Out of hundreds, they picked me. Me, Harper Reeves from Small Town, USA.

Senator Mitchell was a legend. First female majority whip. Tough as nails. A champion for women's rights. My idol.

I'd busted my ass, pulling all-nighters and fetching endless coffees. Finally, a real task. Budget projections for her new education bill. My chance to prove myself.

My hands shook as I aligned the folder perfectly. One wrong number, and it's back to slinging lattes at Starbucks. No pressure, right?

I took a deep breath. You've got this, Harper. Make her proud.

Little did I know, in just five minutes, my whole world would turn upside down.

In the meeting room, I busied myself arranging water pitchers and notepads. The clock ticked. 6:30PM. Way past my clock of time. Not that there was something like that. It was merely an illusion. 

As I reached for the door, voices drifted in. I hesitated, hand on the knob.

Through the crack, I saw them. Senator Mitchell and a man I'd never seen before. Tall, salt-and-pepper hair, expensive suit. They stood close, way too close for a professional meeting.

My stomach dropped as their lips met. A deep, passionate kiss that left no doubt about their relationship.

"God, I've missed you," the man murmured, his hands on her waist.

The Senator laughed softly. "It's only been two days, Jack."

"Two days too long," he replied, pulling her closer.

"We need to be careful," she whispered but didn't pull away.

I couldn't believe my eyes. Senator Mitchell, the crusader for family values, in the arms of another man. Her perfectly coiffed blonde hair, usually so immaculate, was slightly mussed. Her blazer, crisp and professional moments ago, now crumpled.

Just last week, I'd met her husband at a fundraiser. Tall, distinguished, devoted. Their teenage daughter had been there too, the spitting image of her mother. They'd seemed so perfect, the ideal American family.

Now, watching the 38-year-old Senator melt into this stranger's embrace, that image shattered. The woman I'd idolized, who'd inspired me to pursue politics, suddenly seemed like a fraud.

My mind reeled. How long had this been going on? What about her family? Her career?

I felt sick, trapped between loyalty and disillusionment.

I couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. This was so wrong. I shouldn't be here.

Jack’s steel-gray eyes suddenly locked onto mine. A slow, knowing grin spread across his face.

“What about that cute little intern of yours,” he said without looking away.

“I locked the door. She is off the clock.”

Jack kept his grin. My heart hammered. I was trapped, a reluctant witness to a secret I never wanted to know.

They kissed again.  Jack turned Senator Mitchell around and kissed her neck. Their back turned towards me. 

He was trying to ensure the Senator could not see me. 

I knew I should have just closed the door.  But for some reason, I could not. 

“I need to get to my meeting,” the Senator moaned. 

“Then I will make this quick,” he said and lifted her skirt while he bent her body over the table. With his free hand, he pulled down her panties and started stroking her folds. The Senator moaned deeply. 

Then Jack turned again towards me. 

My eyes moved down his body, where he managed to unbuckle his pants and release his boxers.

My eyes shot wide. I had my share of cocks in college. Some big. Some small. What Jack packed between his legs was nothing less than a tree trunk.

For some reason, the sight of his python fueled my desire. I was unable to move. A strange warm flood of lust washed over me as I stared into his steely eyes. 

Jack ran his fingers along his shaft, finally taking hold of it firmly. As he began to stroke its massive length, the Senator sensed what was about to happen and moaned deeply. She tried to turn around, but Jack pushed her head back. 

“Playing rough tonight,” she whispered.

“Always,” Jack answered. 

Once again he saved me. 

Dangerous promises filled his eyes. He positioned himself at the Senator's ass, his massive cockhead layered against her folds. He had reduced her to a mere plaything.

As Jack began to slide his massive cock into her tight ass, a low, guttural sound rolled out of the senator's throat. Her hands came up to steady herself on the desk as his cock disappeared inside her, inch by inch.

She let out another deep groan as she accommodated him, adjusting her body to accept the impossible girth of this giant man.

It was then that Jack turned around once more. He met my wide-eyed gaze with a dominating smirk. As he began to slide his mammoth member in and out of her ass with purposeful, powerful thrusts, our eyes never diverged from each other.

I saw the kind of sadistic satisfaction that could only come from knowing the intense physical pleasure he was inflicting on another human being. 

He continued to slide deep within the Senator's pussy, the wet sound of his thick shaft sliding in so far that it threatened to push her over the table. 

In turn, she loved it. Whimpers and groans, her body writhing in pleasure as Jack continued to use her body for his own pleasure. 

“I am going to come,” the Senator said. 

Jack grabbed her hair and tugged it back, arching her neck upwards. He slowed down and went as deep as possible. Be bent his body over her, covering her mouth as if he knew she was about to scream. 

The muffled scream of ecstasy was on cue with his own soft growl. 

I pressed myself against the wall, my heart thundering. Out of sight. My knees weak as I slowly descended against the wall onto my hunches. 

"Jack, I've got to run. Committee meeting in ten." The Senator's voice was breathless. 

"Always business with you, Claire." 

"You know how it is. We'll continue this... discussion... later."

Heels clacked on hardwood, fading away. The main door opened and closed. 

Silence.

Footsteps. Heavy. Male. Coming closer.

My pulse skyrocketed. Jack was approaching the meeting room. My hiding spot.

I looked around frantically. No escape. Nowhere to hide.

The doorknob turned. I held my breath.

What will he do to me?

Why did I watch?

I should have…

He stops at the door. “I am going to leave now. Perhaps you should not speak about this. I will be in touch. Good night Harper.”

My heart skipped another beat. He knew my name. I stood up and moved towards the door, and slowly opened it fully just as he glanced over his shoulder at the door leaving the office. Our eyes met for one brief second before he smiled and closed the door behind him. 

* * * 

The commute home took forever. 

My mind raced in all directions and almost stopped when I got the call from Senator Mitchel. Frozen I stared at the caller ID and let the phone ring a few times, to the audible discomfort of the elderly man sitting next to me on the bus. 

I took a deep breath and answered, desperately trying to keep my voice in control. 

“Good evening Senator.”

“Harper dear,” her voice sounded normal, “I missed you this afternoon. Hope I am not disturbing?”

I closed my eyes, but immediately opened them again when the visual of her bent over the table came rushing up, “No Senator just on my way home?”

“This late? I thought you clocked off earlier?”

“Had a quick coffee with one of my sisters who is visiting,” I lied and changed the subject, “How did your meeting go?”

“Went as expected. Even powerful men will do anything at the flicker of an eye. Did you take a look at the budget report?”

“Busy with it Senator, I’ll finish it tonight.”

“Sorry dear, I do not want to intrude in your personal time, but this one is important.”

“Not to worry Senator, I am on it.”

“Thank you, Harper, nice to know there is someone I can count on.”

“Thank you, Mam.” I closed my eyes and saw Jack’s grin. 

“Please don’t work too late, I am going to make dinner for the family myself. Have a good night Harper.”

“Thank you, Senator, same to you and I will see you tomorrow.”

The phone went silent. I held the device up to my ear for a few more seconds, exhaling slowly. 

An hour later our cramped studio apartment buzzed with the sound of gunfire from Andrew’s video game. 

I curled up in bed, report in hand, but the words blurred together.

"Hey, babe, you see this kill?" Andrew called out.

"Uh-huh," I mumbled, not looking up.

Our tiny kitchen was visible from the bed. Dishes piled high in the sink. Andrew’s gym bag sprawled on the floor. This place was a far cry from the Senator's polished office.

I tried to focus on the report, but my mind kept replaying the Senator and Jack. His knowing grin. His massive cock. How I was so wet between my legs witnessing it all. I felt bad for the Senator’s husband. Or is it something he knew? You can never tell with politicians.

I shook my head and felt lust flare up in my body. I was unable to shake the image of Jack from my mind. I needed a release. 

Without thinking I stepped out of bed and stripped down. Bare naked. I released the pin that held my raven hair together and moved purposefully towards Andrew. 

"Andrew, I need you now,”

"Just a sec, babe. I'm about to level up."

I hunched down between his legs. “I said now.” I did not give him another chance to respond. Luckily he was already in his boxers and with a soft pop I released his flaccid unexpecting cock. Immediately I felt disappointed. Not that Andrew was small in any way. He was just not Jack. But it would do for now. 

Slowly I went down on him. Feeling him grow hard in my mouth. As he dropped the game control and moaned deeply my hands drifted to my folds. I was dripping wet. And my finger started flicking my clit. 

I could feel myself getting closer to the edge as I continued sucking Andrew. I pulled my mouth off of him for a second to say, "I need you inside me, now."

I stood up and straddled him, guiding his cock into my wet pussy. I began riding him, slowly at first, but then faster and faster. 

As I rode Andrew, my mind drifted once more to Jack. How his muscular chest fell over the Senator, the way his eyes stared into my soul, his cock... God, his cock. It was the size of a horse and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like inside of me. 

I began moaning loudly, no longer caring about Andrew.

"I'm gonna cum," Andrew gasped. His hands gripped my hips tightly as he began to climax. He moaned and shot his load deep inside my pussy. But, I didn’t stop riding him, moaning louder and louder as I chased my own climax. 

My orgasm exploded, and I slumped forward, the image of Jack still fresh in my mind. 

And just like that, the room went silent, the only sound being our panting breaths. I climbed off Andrew, strolled back to the room, and collapsed onto the bed. 

Shame washed over me in broad strokes. What the fuck was happening to me. 

And as Andrew continued his game the last image I saw was Jack’s grin before the sleep took me away. 

* * * 

The next day, I stepped into Senator Mitchell's office, my heart racing. The familiar scent of leather and lemon polish filled my nostrils. Late afternoon sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting long shadows across the polished hardwood floor.

"Harper, come in," Senator Mitchell called from behind her massive oak desk. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun, not a strand out of place.

I clutched the report to my chest like a shield. "I have the budget projections you requested, Senator."

"Excellent. Have a seat."

As I moved towards the chair, my breath caught in my throat. There, lounging against the bookshelf, was Jack. His presence hit me like a punch to the gut.

What was he doing here? Did they just fuck again? 

Jack’s blue eyes met mine, the familiar grin playing on his lips. I quickly looked away, willing my cheeks not to flush.

"Harper, please meet Jack Thompson from the Education Committee?" Senator Mitchell said. 

Meet him? How could I forget? 

"Mr. Thompson," I managed, my voice buckled. "Nice to meet you."

Jack nodded, his gaze lingering on me a moment too long. "Likewise, Ms. Reeves."

I perched on the edge of the leather chair, hyper-aware of Jack's presence behind me. Focus, Harper. You're here to discuss the report, not think about this man. 

"So," Senator Mitchell said, leaning forward. "What do you have for me?"

I opened the folder and launched into my presentation. "As you can see from the first chart, the proposed budget for the education bill is well within the parameters set by the committee..."

As I spoke, I could feel his eyes on me. My skin prickled with awareness. I refused to look at him, keeping my gaze locked on the Senator.

"Impressive work, Harper," Senator Mitchell said when I finished. "You've clearly done your homework."

"Thank you, Senator. I—"

"If I may," Jack interrupted, pushing off from the bookshelf. He moved to stand beside me, close enough that I could smell his cologne. Sandalwood and citrus. My pulse quickened.

"I have some concerns about the allocation for rural schools," he said, leaning over to point at the report. His arm brushed mine, sending a jolt through my body.

I swallowed hard, trying to focus on his words and not the heat of his body so close to mine.

"The current budget doesn't account for the unique challenges faced by schools in remote areas," he continued. "Transportation costs alone could eat up a significant portion of their funding."

Senator Mitchell frowned. "You raise a good point, Jack. Harper, what are your thoughts on this?"

I blinked, caught off guard. "I... um..."

His eyes met mine, a challenge in their depths. Get it together, Harper.

I took a deep breath, squaring my shoulders. "While Mr. Thompson's concerns are valid, I believe the current allocation is sufficient. If you'll turn to page 17, you'll see that we've factored in a contingency fund specifically for rural schools."

Jack’s eyebrows shot up, clearly impressed. A small thrill of victory ran through me.

"Well done, Harper," Senator Mitchell said, a note of approval in her voice. "This is exactly why I wanted you on this project. Fresh eyes, new perspectives."

I beamed, warmth spreading through my chest.

"Now," the Senator continued, "I'd like you two to work together on refining these numbers. Jack, your experience with rural education initiatives will be invaluable. And Harper, your attention to detail is just what we need."

My stomach dropped. Work with him? Alone?

"Of course, Senator," Jack said smoothly. "I'm sure Ms. Reeves and I will make an excellent team."

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.

"Wonderful," Senator Mitchell said, standing. "I have a meeting to get to. You two can use the conference room down the hall. I expect an updated report on my desk first thing Monday morning."

With that, she swept out of the office, leaving Jack and me alone.

Silence stretched between us, thick with unspoken words.

Jack cleared his throat. "Shall we get started?"

I stood, gathering my papers. "Lead the way, Mr. Thompson."

As we walked to the conference room, I could feel the heat of Jack’s body beside me. This was going to be a long weekend.

He held the door open for me, his hand brushing the small of my back as I passed. Even that slight touch sent shivers down my spine.

Inside, I busied myself setting up my laptop, desperate for something to do with my hands. Jack closed the door with a soft click.

"Harper," he said softly.

I looked up, meeting his intense gaze. The air between us crackled with tension.

He took a step closer, “We should talk about what you saw.” 

My heart pounded. "As far as I am concerned I saw nothing."

"You know she is powerful. Her husband is powerful. This is what ends political careers " His voice was low, husky.

I straightened, plastering on a professional smile. "What I want, Mr. Thompson, is to finish this report. Shall we begin?"

Jack studied me for a long moment, then nodded. "Of course, Ms. Reeves. Let's get to work."

As we dove into the numbers, I tried to ignore the way my body hummed with awareness of him. The way his hand would occasionally brush mine as we pored over spreadsheets. The deep timbre of his voice as we debated budget allocations.

I just had to keep my cool. And my hands to myself. How hard could it be?

* * * 

The office was eerily quiet as the clock ticked past 11 PM. I rubbed my tired eyes, squinting at the computer screen. The numbers were starting to blur together.

Jack had left hours ago, claiming a family emergency. Yeah, right. More like he couldn't handle the long hours. So much for teamwork.

I stretched, my back popping. Just a few more calculations and I could call it a night. But first, coffee. I desperately needed caffeine if I was going to finish this report.

The hallway was dark as I made my way to the small kitchen. My heels echoed on the tile floor, unnervingly loud in the empty building.

I flicked on the lights, wincing at the sudden brightness. The ancient coffee maker sat on the counter, a silent promise of blessed alertness. I grabbed the pot, filling it with water.

"Come on, you old dinosaur," I muttered, willing the machine to brew faster. "Mama needs her fix."

As I reached for a mug, a hand clamped over my mouth. Another arm wrapped around my waist, pulling me back against a solid chest.

My heart leaped into my throat. Oh God, oh God, oh God. This was it. I was going to die reaching for a chipped 'World's Best Boss' mug.

I struggled, trying to scream, but the hand muffled my cries. The arm around my waist tightened, spinning me around.

I found myself staring into familiar blue eyes.

Jack.

Relief flooded through me, quickly followed by anger. I shoved him hard, breaking his hold.

"What the hell, Jack?" I hissed, my voice shaking. "You scared me half to death!" Then I saw it. “O my God Jack! You are naked!”

His large muscular frame towered over me, pinning me against the wall next to the refrigerator. His ripped upper body pressed against me as his warm breath tickled the space between my neck and ear. The scent of his cologne filled the air, a mix of musk and citrus that made my head spin.

“I thought you liked what you saw?” he said, a knowing smirk on his face.

I couldn't find any words to reply. My body shivered as his strong, callused hands moved to cup my breasts, squeezing gently at first, and then harder. His thumbs flicked over my nipples, the sensitive buds hardening under his touch. My breathing became shallow, matching his own.

I was defenseless. 

No fight.

Just desire. 

Without warning, he spun me around and pressed my face into the cold wall. His hand pushed between my legs, forcing them apart. I could feel the rough fabric of his jeans against my ass as he ground his erection against me, the size of it leaving me panting.

His fingers deftly worked their way into the waistband of my panties, ripping them off in one swift motion. The sudden exposure to the air sent a shiver down my spine. He was relentless, not allowing me even a moment to catch my breath.

I could feel the immense girth of his erection as it pressed against my entrance, obliterating any thoughts that had previously been in my mind. The sensation was unlike anything I had ever experienced before, and though I was wet and ready for him, I knew that feeling him stretch and fill me would be a new level of intensity.

His cock twitched slightly, as if eager to enter me and take what was rightfully his. The anticipation was killing me, and I found myself trying to rock my hips back, to force his head inside me, but Jack's grip on my hip bones was unrelenting. He was in control, and I was entirely at his mercy.

I let out a frustrated whine, my body trembling with a new level of desire that I had never known before. Jack leaned forward, pressing a tender kiss to my shoulder, before whispering in my ear, "You don't know how much self-control it's taking not to just thrust inside you right now."

He continued to taunt me with the head of his erection, my body shaking and begging for more. I could feel every vein, every contour, as if it was burned into my memory. I knew that feeling his length sliding in and out of me would be pure ecstasy, an experience I was denied, and it was driving me mad.

Finally, with one hard thrust, he drove himself into me. I moaned loudly, my back arched and my head thrown back in ecstasy. He felt so huge, stretching me in ways I had never experienced before. I was stretched open. Pain. More stretching. More pain. 

He pulled out and then drove back in, setting up a hard, fast rhythm. My body convulsed in pain and pleasure. A strange mixture. Unexplainable. Each thrust pushed me further up the wall, my breasts rubbing against the cold surface. His hands moved to hold my wrists above my head, pinning me in place.

My mind was blank, filled only with pleasure and the sensation of his body against mine. Each stroke brought me closer to the edge, but I desperately wanted to hold back, to make this moment last.

But it was futile, and soon my body was convulsing in pleasure, my orgasm tearing through me like a freight train. He came moments later, his hot seed filling me up. I could feel it trickling down my legs and staining the tile floor.

He collapsed on top of me, his weight comforting and warm.

“We are only getting started,” he grinned and swung me around. 

He had never been with a man capable of going immediately. Jack was different. 

He lifted me up, facing him. He kissed me all over my neck and breasts. His rock-hard cock pressed against my tits. Then he sat down, taking me with him. My pussy was now hovering above his massive erection.

"Ride me," he commanded in a voice that sent shivers down my spine.

I hesitated. I had ridden men before, but never one as endowed as Jack – his cock was so big and thick, it seemed to defy logic.

"Don't worry, take it slow," he assured me, his voice filled with pure lust.

I took a deep breath. Positioning the head of his cock at my entrance, I slowly lowered myself onto him. I was so tight; his girth stretched me in ways no man had before. It felt like a challenge, but I was set on conquering this beast of a cock that had captured my attention since we first started.

As I sank deeper and deeper onto Jack, I felt every single contour of his massive erection. A stinging sensation forced me to pause for a moment, adjusting to his size. He felt like a thick invading force, conquering my delicate, trembling folds.

"It is so big" I exclaimed, trying not to gasp in shock as I engulfed his entire length.

He let out a dark chuckle. Using his powerful hands, he began to guide me up and down, slowly at first. As my womanhood adjusted to him, he increased the pace. The sensation of his cock slamming against my cervix, pushing the air out of my lungs, was deliciously suffocating.

We both found our rhythm, our bodies moving in unison. Our moans and groans filled the room, the sound of our skin slapping together echoing off of the walls. I could feel the pressure in my core building, my pussy tightening around him in a vice-like grip. 

"Oh, god," I cried, "I'm going to… I'm going to…" 

My voice trailed off as a powerful orgasm hit me like a train, ripping through my body. At the same moment, Jack thrust deep into me, and I could feel the warm, thick ropes of his cum splashing against my cervix, triggering another intense wave of pleasure.

Breathless, we sank into each other's arms, basking in the gentle glow of our shared pleasure. I lazily traced my fingertips over his chest, then looked up at him and asked, "What now, Jack?"

“Now we finish the report.” 

Still catching my breath I started to get dressed, “What about the Senator,”

Jack smiled, “Two things Harper. One I do not do relationships so don’t even start thinking that way. And two I will continue fucking her for as long as I want to.”

His answer did not shock me. I knew he was not a happy ever-after man. And suddenly it made sense to me why the Senator was having sex with him. It was just lust.

Jack suddenly came forward. He grabbed me around my waist and pulled me in. I was now his plaything. Unable to resist him, “And of course, I will also fuck you for as long as I want to. When I want to. So tonight you will go home to your boyfriend. Suck him off because you feel guilty, but you will think of me. That is the one promise I can give you.” He said and started to undress me again, “No matter who you end up with, you will always think of me.” 
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