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Black Boss
Chapter 1 – The Late Meeting
Melissa Harper smoothed the front of her pale blue dress for the third time, glancing nervously at the clock on the wall. It was already twenty past seven. The rest of the office had emptied out hours ago. Only the soft hum of the air conditioning and the distant city traffic twenty floors below broke the silence.
She shouldn't be here.
Not this late. Not alone. Not with him.
But Mr. Jackson had been very clear in the email. "Need you to stay and go over the quarterly projections, Melissa. Just you. 7:00 sharp. Don't disappoint me."
And Melissa Harper, twenty-four years old, married less than four months, fresh-faced and golden-haired, had never disappointed anyone at Jackson & Associates. Not once. That's how she got the job. That's how she kept the job. That's how she and Ryan afforded the tiny apartment downtown while he finished his master's.
She heard the heavy click of polished shoes in the hallway before she saw him.
Malcolm Jackson stepped into the conference room like he owned the building. Which, technically, he did own half of it.
Six-foot-four, broad-shouldered, skin the color of dark mahogany, expensive charcoal suit tailored to perfection. His presence seemed to shrink the room.
"Evening, Mrs. Harper," he said, voice deep and smooth like aged bourbon.
"Mr. Jackson," she answered, forcing a small smile. Her fingers twisted the thin gold wedding band on her left hand without thinking.
He closed the door behind him. The soft snick of the latch sounded louder than it should have.
"Relax," he said, noticing the way her shoulders had gone rigid. "We're just going over numbers tonight."
He walked past her to the head of the long table and sat, legs spread comfortably, like a king on his throne. He patted the chair right next to him.
"Come sit. Closer. I don't bite."
Melissa hesitated, then walked the six steps and lowered herself into the seat. Her dress rode up just a little on her thighs. She tugged it down quickly.
He opened the folder in front of him but didn't look at the pages. His dark eyes stayed on her.
"You nervous, Mrs. Harper?"
"A… a little," she admitted, voice small. "It's late. And Ryan's probably wondering where I am."
Malcolm's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile.
"Ryan," he repeated slowly, tasting the name. "Your husband. The one still in school. The one who depends on this job to keep the lights on."
She swallowed. "Yes, sir."
He leaned back, studying her like she was a painting he was deciding whether to buy.
"You're a beautiful woman, Melissa. Blonde hair like sunlight. Skin like fresh cream. And that little gold ring…" His gaze dropped to her left hand. "Makes it even sweeter."
Her cheeks flushed hot. She looked down at the table.
"I… I just want to do a good job, Mr. Jackson."
"Oh, you do," he murmured. "You do real good work. That's why I asked for you tonight. Just you."
He reached over and slowly, deliberately, placed his large dark hand on top of hers. His palm was warm. Heavy. The contrast between his skin and her pale fingers made her stomach flutter in a way she didn't want to name.
She didn't pull away.
Not right away.
"I shouldn't…" she whispered, more to herself than to him.
"Shouldn't what?" His thumb stroked once across her knuckles. Slow. Possessive. "Shouldn't be sitting here? Shouldn't let your boss compliment you? Or shouldn't feel that little shiver running down your spine right now?"
Her breath hitched.
"I… I'm married," she said, voice trembling.
"I know," he answered softly. "That's what makes it interesting."
He lifted her hand. Turned it over. Studied the wedding band like it was a piece of jewelry he might purchase.
"Ryan ever tell you how pretty your hands are?" he asked.
She shook her head, eyes fixed on the table.
"Didn't think so."
Malcolm brought her hand closer to his face. For one terrifying, thrilling second she thought he might kiss it. Instead he simply held it there, letting her feel the heat of his breath across her fingers.
"You ever wonder what it would feel like…" he said quietly, "…to be touched by a man who actually knows what he's doing?"
Her heart slammed against her ribs.
"I love my husband," she said. The words came out weak. Almost like a question.
Malcolm's eyes never left hers.
"I know you do, baby girl. That's why you're shaking right now. Because deep down you know loving him doesn't stop your body from wanting something… bigger."
He released her hand but didn't move away. Instead he leaned in, voice dropping to a velvet whisper.
"I ain't gonna force you, Melissa. Never have to. You gonna come to me on your own. Maybe not tonight. Maybe not tomorrow. But one day soon you're gonna realize that little gold ring ain't strong enough to keep you from spreading those pretty white thighs for what you really need."
Her breath came in shallow pants. Between her legs she felt a shameful, traitorous warmth blooming.
She stood suddenly, chair scraping back.
"I… I have to go," she stammered.
Malcolm didn't move. Just watched her with calm, knowing eyes.
"Course you do," he said easily. "Go home to Ryan. Kiss him goodnight. Let him fumble around on top of you for three minutes like always. Then when you're lying there in the dark, wet and unsatisfied… you think about tonight. Think about my hand on yours. Think about how easy it would've been to let it slide higher."
She backed toward the door, cheeks burning, pulse thundering in her ears.
"Goodnight, Mr. Jackson," she whispered.
"Goodnight, Mrs. Harper," he replied, smiling slow and dangerous. "Sweet dreams."
She fled.
But even as the elevator carried her down to the parking garage, she could still feel the ghost of his warm, heavy hand on her skin… and the terrible, guilty ache between her legs that wouldn't go away.
Chapter 2 – The Second Late Night
Melissa barely slept that night.
She’d come home flushed and shaky, kissed Ryan on the cheek while he sat hunched over his laptop in the living room, mumbled something about a long meeting. He’d smiled tiredly, said “You’re the best, babe,” and gone back to his thesis.
In bed she’d lain awake, staring at the ceiling, thighs pressed tight together while the memory of Malcolm Jackson’s big dark hand on hers played on repeat. The weight of it. The heat. The slow stroke of his thumb.
She told herself it was just nerves. Just a weird moment. She loved Ryan. She’d married Ryan.
But when she finally drifted off, she dreamed of mahogany skin against pale thighs… and woke up damp between her legs, heart racing with shame.
The next week dragged.
Mr. Jackson didn’t mention the meeting. He was professional in the halls, gave her the same deep “Morning, Mrs. Harper” he gave everyone. But every time their eyes met, his gaze lingered just a second too long, and she felt it again—that guilty flutter low in her belly.
Friday afternoon the email came.
“Need you again tonight, Melissa. Same time. Conference room. Bring the client portfolio for the Henderson account. Just you.”
Her stomach dropped.
She could say no. She could claim a doctor’s appointment, a sick husband, anything.
Instead she stayed.
Seven o’clock came. The office emptied. The lights dimmed to night mode.
She waited at the same conference table, portfolio folder clutched to her chest like a shield, pale yellow sundress clinging softly to her curves. She’d worn it because it was pretty. Not because it showed off her legs. Definitely not.
The door opened.
Malcolm stepped in wearing a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled to his thick forearms, tie loosened. He looked even bigger without the suit jacket.
“Evening, Mrs. Harper,” he said, voice low and warm.
“Hi,” she whispered.
He locked the door this time. The click echoed.
He walked to the table, pulled out the chair next to hers again, sat close enough that his knee brushed hers under the table.
“You look nervous again,” he observed.
“I… I am,” she admitted.
“Good.” He smiled slow. “Means you’re thinking about last week.”
She looked down at the folder.
He reached over, took it from her hands, set it aside without opening it.
“Look at me, baby girl.”
She lifted her eyes. His were dark, patient, hungry.
“You been thinking about my hand on yours?” he asked quietly.
Her lips parted. No sound came out at first.
“…Yes,” she breathed.
His smile widened just a fraction.
“Thought so.”
He lifted her left hand again, same as before. Turned it palm up. Traced the lines with one thick finger.
“This little ring,” he murmured. “So thin. So delicate. You ever think how easy it would be to slide it off… just for a minute?”
Her breath caught.
“I wouldn’t—”
“I know you wouldn’t,” he cut in gently. “Not yet. But you’re wondering what it would feel like if you did.”
He brought her hand to his mouth. This time he did kiss it—soft, warm lips against her knuckles, lingering. She shivered hard.
“Mr. Jackson…” Her voice was barely there.
“Malcolm,” he corrected, lips brushing her skin. “When we’re alone like this… you can call me Malcolm.”
She swallowed. “Malcolm.”
He liked that. She could tell by the way his eyes darkened.
He turned her hand over, pressed his lips to the inside of her wrist. Slow. Deliberate. She felt the heat of his tongue—just a flick—against her pulse.
A tiny sound escaped her throat.
“You like that?” he asked against her skin.
“I… I shouldn’t…”
“But you do.”
She didn’t answer. She couldn’t lie.
He moved her hand higher, placed it against his chest. Under the white shirt she felt the hard, steady beat of his heart… and the deep, powerful warmth of him.
“Feel that?” he said. “That’s a man’s heartbeat, Melissa. Strong. Sure. Been thinking about you all week.”
Her fingers trembled against him.
He slid his own hand to her knee under the table. Just rested it there. Heavy. Warm. Not moving yet.
She gasped softly.
“You can stop me anytime,” he told her. “Say the word and I’ll take my hand away. We’ll go back to talking about the Henderson account like nothing happened.”
Her eyes flicked to the door. Then back to him.
She didn’t say stop.
His thumb began the slowest circle on the inside of her knee. Tiny. Teasing.
“Tell me about Ryan,” he said conversationally, like his hand wasn’t inching higher. “Does he touch you like this?”
Her head shook once. Small. Guilty.
“Does he make you wet just by looking at you?”
She bit her lip. Hard.
Malcolm’s hand slid another inch. The hem of her sundress rode up with it.
“Answer me, pretty girl.”
“…No,” she whispered.
His fingers paused, resting high on her thigh now, so close to where she was already aching.
“That’s what I thought.”
He leaned in. His breath was hot against her ear.
“I ain’t gonna fuck you tonight, Melissa. Not yet. You ain’t ready to give me that sweet married pussy. But you are gonna go home tonight thinking about what my fingers would feel like… right… here.”
His hand slid higher. Just enough that the edge of his pinky brushed the damp cotton of her panties.
She whimpered. Soft. Broken.
He pressed once—gentle, firm—right against her clit through the fabric.
Her hips jerked without permission.
“Ohhh…” The sound slipped out before she could stop it.
He rubbed once. Slow. Deliberate.
Then he took his hand away.
She almost cried out at the loss.
Malcolm stood, calm as anything, adjusted the front of his trousers where the thick outline was impossible to miss.
“Go home to your husband, Mrs. Harper,” he said. “Let him kiss you. Let him try to make you feel good.”
He leaned down, lips brushing her ear one last time.
“But when he’s done… when he rolls over and falls asleep… you’re gonna touch yourself thinking about my hand. About how much bigger it is. How much better it feels.”
He straightened.
“See you Monday, baby girl.”
Melissa sat there trembling for a full minute after he left.
When she finally stood, her panties were soaked.
She drove home with the windows down, trying to cool the fire in her cheeks… and between her legs.
But the fire didn’t go out.
It only burned hotter.
Chapter 3 – The Third Time
Monday came too fast.
Melissa spent the whole weekend trying to forget. She cooked Ryan’s favorite dinner Saturday night. They watched a movie cuddled on the couch. Sunday morning she let him make love to her—slow, gentle, familiar. He whispered how much he loved her, how lucky he was. She smiled, kissed him back, told him she loved him too.
But when he was inside her, all she could think about was the size of Malcolm’s hand on her thigh… the thick ridge she’d glimpsed in his trousers… the way her body had clenched and dripped just from one little touch through her panties.
She came with Ryan that morning. But it felt small. Thin. Like drinking water when you were starving for something richer.
Monday morning she wore a white blouse—buttoned all the way up—and a knee-length black pencil skirt. Professional. Safe. Nothing to tempt.
She avoided Malcolm’s office all day. Kept her head down. Filed reports. Answered emails. Pretended everything was normal.
At 6:45 p.m. the email arrived.
“Conference room. 7:15. Bring nothing. Just yourself.”
Her stomach flipped so hard she had to press her thighs together under the desk.
She told herself she wouldn’t go.
At 7:12 she was walking down the empty hallway anyway.
The door was already open. Malcolm sat at the head of the table again, sleeves rolled, top two buttons undone on his shirt. The room smelled faintly of his cologne—dark, spicy, expensive.
He didn’t say hello. Just watched her step inside.
She closed the door herself this time. Didn’t lock it. But she closed it.
“Sit,” he said.
She did. Same chair. Closer than last time. Her knees almost touched his.
He studied her for a long moment. Then:
“You wore white today. Innocent. Like a bride.”
Her cheeks burned.
“I… I just—”
“Shhh.” He lifted one finger. “Don’t explain. I like it.”
He reached across the table. Took both her hands this time. Held them between his much larger ones. Thumbs stroking the backs slowly.
“You been good this weekend, Mrs. Harper?”
She couldn’t look at him.
“…Yes.”
“Did you fuck your husband?”
The blunt word made her flinch. But she nodded. Tiny. Guilty.
Malcolm made a low sound in his throat—half chuckle, half growl.
“And did he make that pretty pussy sing?”
Her breath shuddered out.
“…Not… not like—”
She stopped herself. Horrified at what she’d almost said.
Malcolm’s grip tightened just enough.
“Say it.”
She shook her head.
His voice dropped softer. Dangerous soft.
“Say it, baby girl. Tell me the truth.”
Her lips trembled.
“…Not like you would.”
The confession hung in the air like smoke.
Malcolm released one of her hands. Brought his freed one to her face. Cupped her cheek. Thumb brushing her bottom lip.
“That’s right,” he murmured. “He can’t. He never will.”
He leaned in slow. Gave her every chance to pull away.
She didn’t.
His mouth touched hers—soft at first. Just lips. Warm. Full. Nothing like Ryan’s quick pecks.
Then he angled his head. Deepened it. Tongue sliding along the seam of her lips until she opened for him with a tiny, helpless whimper.
He tasted like power. Like sin. Like everything she’d been trying not to want.
When he pulled back her lips were swollen, glistening. She looked dazed.
“Stand up,” he said.
She did. Legs shaky.
He stayed seated. Looked up at her like she was a gift he was unwrapping.
“Unbutton your blouse. Slow.”
Her hands shook so bad the first button took three tries.
One. Two. Three.
White lace bra came into view. Delicate. Virginal.
His eyes darkened.
“More.”
Four. Five. The blouse hung open now.
He reached out. Traced one finger down the center of her chest, between her breasts. Down to her navel. Back up.
“Beautiful,” he breathed. “So fucking beautiful.”
She was trembling all over.
“Take it off.”
She let the blouse slide down her arms. Pool on the floor.
Just bra and skirt now. Wedding ring glinting under the fluorescent lights.
Malcolm stood finally. Towered over her.
He turned her gently. Pressed her back against the edge of the conference table. Lifted her up so she sat on it. Skirt riding high on her thighs.
He stepped between her legs. Not touching yet. Just close enough she could feel the heat rolling off him.
“Look at me.”
She did. Eyes wide. Guilty. Wanting.
“You gonna let me touch you tonight, Melissa?”
Her voice was barely a whisper.
“…I think… I think I already have.”
He smiled. Slow. Victorious.
One big hand slid up her thigh. Under the skirt. Higher. Higher.
Fingers found the edge of her panties. Lace again. Soaked through.
He groaned low.
“Goddamn, baby. You’re dripping for me.”
She bit her lip. Hard enough to hurt.
His fingers slipped under the fabric. Found her slick folds. Stroked once—slow, firm—right over her swollen clit.
Her head fell back. A broken “Ohhh…” slipped out.
He did it again. And again. Tiny circles. Teasing. Never quite enough.
“You want more?” he asked against her throat.
“Yes…” The word came out like a sob.
“Beg me.”
She hesitated. Then:
“Please… Malcolm… please touch me… I need it…”
He pushed one thick finger inside her. Just one. Crooked it. Pressed against that spot that made her hips buck.
She cried out. Soft. Desperate.
He pumped slow. In. Out. Adding a second finger. Stretching her.
“You’re so tight,” he murmured. “So wet. This little married pussy been waiting for a real man.”
She was panting now. Clutching his shoulders. Hips rocking without shame.
He brought his thumb to her clit. Rubbed in time with his fingers.
Her whole body tensed.
“I’m… I’m gonna…”
“Come for me,” he ordered. “Come on my fingers. Let me feel that sweet white pussy squeeze.”
She shattered.
Head thrown back. Mouth open. A long, trembling “Maaaalcolm…” as she pulsed around his fingers, wave after wave.
When it finally eased he pulled his hand free. Brought his glistening fingers to her lips.
“Taste yourself.”
She opened without thinking. Sucked his fingers clean. Tasted her own shame and need.
He kissed her again—deep, filthy—while she trembled in the aftershocks.
Then he stepped back.
Fixed her skirt. Buttoned two buttons on her blouse. Helped her stand on wobbly legs.
“Go home,” he said quietly. “Kiss your husband. Let him hold you.”
He brushed a strand of blonde hair from her face.
“But tonight… when you’re lying next to him… you’re gonna feel my fingers inside you. You’re gonna remember how full you felt. How good it was.”
He kissed her forehead. Soft. Almost tender.
“Tomorrow,” he whispered. “Tomorrow we go further.”
Melissa left the conference room on unsteady legs.
She drove home with the taste of herself still on her tongue… and the promise of more burning between her thighs.
Chapter 4 – The Edge
The next evening she didn’t even pretend to hesitate.
Melissa arrived at 7:05, heels clicking too loud in the silent corridor. She wore the charcoal wrap dress she’d bought on impulse last month—the one with the deep V that dipped between her breasts, the fabric clinging to every curve like it was painted on. She told herself it was just comfortable. Just professional.
She knew better.
Malcolm was already there, leaning against the conference table with his arms folded, sleeves rolled high, dark forearms corded and strong. The top buttons of his shirt were open farther than yesterday. She could see the hard planes of his chest, the shadow of crisp black hair.
He didn’t speak at first. Just let his eyes travel over her—slow, deliberate, like he was memorizing every inch.
When she closed the door behind her, he finally spoke.
“Lock it.”
Her fingers trembled as she turned the little silver knob. The click sounded final. Irrevocable.
She turned back to him. He crooked one finger.
“Come here.”
She walked to him on unsteady legs. Stopped just close enough that her breasts almost brushed his chest.
He reached out. Caught the tie of her wrap dress between two thick fingers. Tugged once—gently. The knot loosened.
The dress parted like water. Revealed the sheer black lace bra and matching thong she’d put on that morning with shaking hands.
Malcolm’s breath hissed out low.
“Fuck, baby girl… you dressed for me.”
She couldn’t deny it. The heat in her face said everything.
He slid the dress off her shoulders. Let it fall to the carpet in a soft heap. Left her standing in nothing but lace, heels, and that thin gold wedding band that suddenly felt like it weighed ten pounds.
His hands settled on her hips. Big. Possessive. Thumbs stroking the sensitive skin just above the lace.
“You been wet all day thinking about this?” he asked, voice rough.
She nodded. Small. Guilty.
“Say it.”
“…Yes,” she whispered. “All day.”
He groaned softly. Pulled her closer until her body pressed flush against his. She felt the hard, thick length of him against her belly—hot even through his trousers. Huge. Unmistakable.
“Feel that?” he murmured against her temple. “That’s what you do to me. Every time you walk past my office in those little skirts. Every time you bite your lip when I look at you too long.”
Her hands rose hesitantly. Rested on his chest. Felt the pounding of his heart.
“I shouldn’t want this,” she breathed.
“But you do.”
She nodded again. Tears of shame prickled at the corners of her eyes.
He tilted her chin up. Kissed her—slow, deep, filthy. Tongue claiming her mouth while one hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing the soft flesh through the lace.
When he broke the kiss she was panting.
“Turn around.”
She did. Faced the long conference table. Felt him step up behind her—big body caging hers.
His hands roamed. Up her sides. Over her ribs. Cupped her breasts through the lace. Thumbs brushing her nipples until they ached and peaked.
She moaned. Soft. Broken.
He pinched gently. Rolled them between his fingers.
“These little pink nipples been hard all day too?” he asked against her ear.
“Y-yes…”
He tugged the bra cups down. Exposed her completely. The cool air made her shiver. His warm palms covered her bare breasts. Kneaded. Possessed.
One hand drifted lower. Slid over her flat stomach. Dipped beneath the front of her thong.
Fingers found her soaked folds. Slid through the slickness. Teased her entrance without pushing inside.
She whimpered. Pushed back against him.
“Easy, baby,” he soothed. “Not yet.”
He rubbed slow circles around her clit. Light. Torturing. Just enough to make her hips twitch and her breath hitch.
“Tell me what you want.”
She shook her head. Too ashamed.
His other hand tightened on her breast.
“Tell me, Melissa. Or I stop.”
The threat made her sob.
“I want… I want your fingers inside me again…”
“Good girl.”
He gave her one thick finger. Then two. Pushed in slow. Deep. Curled them against that perfect spot.
Her knees buckled. He held her up with his body.
He pumped them lazily while his thumb kept circling her clit. Steady. Relentless.
“You’re dripping down my hand, pretty girl,” he growled. “Making such a mess for your boss.”
She was. She could hear it—wet, obscene sounds every time he thrust.
Her hips rocked back shamelessly now. Chasing it.
“I’m… close…” she gasped.
“Not yet.”
He pulled his fingers free.
She cried out in frustration. Turned her head.
“Please… Malcolm… please…”
He kissed her neck. Sucked hard enough to leave a mark she’d have to hide tomorrow.
“I want you to beg properly.”
She was beyond shame now.
“Please… fuck me with your fingers… make me come… I need it… I need you…”
He rewarded her. Three fingers this time. Stretching her wide. Fucking her hard and deep while his thumb pressed firm on her clit.
Her whole body tensed. Thighs shaking.
“Come,” he ordered. “Come all over my hand. Let me feel that married pussy milk my fingers.”
She shattered—harder than last time. Back arching. Mouth open in a silent scream that finally broke into desperate little cries of his name.
“Maaaalcolm… oh god… Malcolm…”
He kept stroking her through it. Drew it out until she was trembling, boneless against him.
When the last wave faded he turned her gently. Kissed her forehead. Her cheeks. Her tear-streaked eyes.
Then he lifted her chin.
“Look at me.”
She did. Eyes glassy. Lips swollen.
“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, “I’m gonna taste you. Gonna spread you open on this table and lick that sweet little pussy until you scream.”
Her breath hitched again.
“And the day after that…” His thumb traced her bottom lip. “…you’re gonna take this big black cock. Gonna feel what a real man feels like inside you.”
She whimpered. Fresh heat bloomed between her legs even as the aftershocks still rippled through her.
He kissed her once more—soft this time. Almost sweet.
“Go home, baby girl. Kiss your husband. Sleep in his bed.”
He helped her back into her dress. Tied it with careful fingers.
“But when you close your eyes tonight,” he whispered against her ear, “you’re gonna feel my fingers stretching you. You’re gonna taste your own need on my tongue in your dreams.”
He stepped back.
“Tomorrow, Melissa. 7 sharp.”
She nodded. Couldn’t speak.
She left the room on legs that barely held her.
The drive home was torture. Every bump in the road made her swollen clit throb. Every red light made her press her thighs together and remember the stretch of his fingers.
When she slipped into bed beside Ryan later that night, he was already asleep.
She lay there in the dark, heart hammering, body still humming.
And for the first time, she didn’t try to fight it.
She slipped her hand between her legs… touched the slick evidence of what she’d done… and came again—quiet, guilty, whispering Malcolm’s name into the pillow while her husband slept inches away.
Chapter 5 – The Taste
She arrived at 6:55.
No hesitation in her step this time. No second thoughts in the elevator. Just the soft click of her black stilettos and the steady throb between her thighs that had been building since she woke up that morning.
Malcolm was waiting.
He’d dimmed the conference room lights to a warm amber glow. The long table was cleared except for one thing: a thick, folded blanket he’d laid across the center—like an altar.
He stood with his back to the windows, city lights glittering behind him. Shirt completely unbuttoned now. Dark chest gleaming, muscles shifting under smooth skin. Trousers low on his hips. The heavy bulge there made her mouth go dry.
He didn’t speak. Just watched her cross the room.
When she reached him he simply lifted one hand. Cupped the side of her neck. Thumb brushing her racing pulse.
“You’re early,” he murmured.
“I… couldn’t wait.”
The confession came out husky. Needy.
His smile was slow. Dangerous. Proud.
He kissed her then—harder than before. Claiming. One hand fisted in her blonde hair, tilting her head exactly how he wanted. Tongue deep. Possessive. She melted against him, small hands clutching his bare chest, nails digging in just a little.
When he pulled back she was already breathing like she’d run a mile.
“Take it off,” he said. Voice low. Rough.
She didn’t ask which garment. She started with the zipper at the side of her fitted navy dress. Let it slide down her body in one slow motion. Stepped out of it. Left it pooled around her heels.
Tonight she wore only black lace panties. No bra. Her breasts were full, nipples already tight and flushed pink from anticipation alone. The wedding ring caught the low light as she straightened.
Malcolm’s gaze devoured her.
“Turn around. Bend over the table.”
Her heart slammed against her ribs.
She obeyed. Palms flat on the blanket. Ass presented. Legs slightly parted. The position made her feel exposed. Vulnerable. Wickedly alive.
He stepped behind her. She felt the heat of him before his hands even touched her.
Big palms smoothed over her hips. Down the curve of her ass. Squeezed. Spread her gently.
“Goddamn, look at you,” he breathed. “So pretty. So wet already. That little thong soaked through.”
She whimpered. Pressed her thighs together instinctively.
He hooked two fingers under the lace at the sides. Dragged it down—slow—letting her feel every inch of exposure. The fabric peeled away from her slick folds with a soft, wet sound.
When it reached her knees he left it there. Trapped. Symbolic.
Then he dropped to one knee behind her.
She felt his breath first—hot against her most intimate place.
“Spread wider, baby girl.”
She did. Trembling.
His hands parted her cheeks. Opened her completely.
She heard his low, appreciative groan.
“Fuck… this sweet pink pussy been waiting for my mouth all day, hasn’t it?”
“Y-yes…” Her voice cracked.
“Say it right.”
She swallowed. Shame and need twisting together.
“Please… Malcolm… taste me… I need your mouth on me…”
He didn’t make her wait.
His tongue dragged through her in one long, slow lick—from clit to entrance. Flat. Firm. Possessive.
Melissa’s knees buckled. A broken moan tore from her throat.
“Ohhh… god…”
He growled against her. The vibration shot straight through her core.
Then he devoured her.
Lips sealed over her clit. Sucked gently. Tongue flicking. Circling. Relentless.
One thick finger slid inside her—then two—pumping slow and deep while his mouth worked her swollen bud.
She was loud now. Couldn’t help it. Whimpers turned to cries. Hips rocking back against his face shamelessly.
“Malcolm… oh fuck… Malcolm… right there… please don’t stop…”
He didn’t.
He added a third finger. Stretched her wide. Crooked them against that perfect spot while his tongue lashed faster.
Her whole body tensed. Toes curling in her heels.
“I’m… I’m gonna come… I’m gonna—”
He pulled his mouth away just long enough to growl:
“Come on my tongue, Mrs. Harper. Drench your boss’s face. Let me taste how much you need this.”
Then he sucked hard—hard—and she exploded.
Back arching. Head thrown back. A long, keening cry that echoed off the walls.
“Maaaalcolm… yessss… oh god yessss…”
He drank her through it. Lapped every shuddering pulse. Kept his fingers buried deep until the last tremor faded.
Only then did he rise.
He turned her gently. Kissed her—deep, filthy—letting her taste herself on his tongue. She moaned into his mouth. Clung to him like she was drowning.
When he finally pulled back, his lips glistened.
“You taste like sin, baby girl,” he murmured. “Sweet. Dirty. Mine.”
She was shaking. Eyes glassy. Cheeks flushed.
He brushed a damp strand of hair from her face.
“Tomorrow,” he said quietly, voice thick with promise. “Tomorrow you get on your knees for me. You wrap those pretty lips around this big black cock. You show me how grateful you are.”
Her breath hitched again. Fresh heat bloomed low in her belly.
He helped her back into her dress. Slow. Tender. Like she was something precious.
When she was decent again—mostly—he kissed her forehead.
“Go home. Kiss your husband goodnight.”
His thumb traced her swollen bottom lip.
“But when you’re lying next to him in the dark… when he’s asleep… you’re gonna touch this little pussy again. You’re gonna come whispering my name. Thinking about my tongue inside you.”
She nodded. Couldn’t speak.
He walked her to the door. Opened it for her.
“Seven sharp tomorrow, Melissa.”
She looked up at him—eyes wide, lips parted, still tasting herself.
“Yes, Malcolm.”
She left.
The drive home was agony.
Every shift of her thighs reminded her of his mouth. Every red light made her press her palm against her mound, trying to ease the ache that wouldn’t stop.
When she slipped into bed beside Ryan later, he stirred. Mumbled “You’re late again, babe…”
She kissed his cheek. Whispered “Sorry… long day.”
He drifted back to sleep.
Melissa lay there in the darkness.
Hand sliding down her body.
Fingers finding the slick evidence of what she’d done.
She came quietly—twice—back arching under the sheets, biting her lip so hard she tasted blood, his name a silent scream on her tongue while her husband slept inches away.
Tomorrow she would kneel.
And she already knew she wouldn’t be able to say no.
Chapter 6 – On Her Knees
She didn’t wait for seven.
At 6:48 Melissa was already at his door—knocking softly, heart hammering so loud she was sure the empty hallway could hear it.
Malcolm opened it immediately. No surprise on his face. Just that slow, knowing smile that made her knees weak.
He stepped aside. Let her in. Closed and locked the door behind her without a word.
The lights were even lower tonight. Just the warm desk lamp and the city glow through the blinds. Shadows played across his bare chest—he’d already taken off his shirt. Trousers hung low, belt unbuckled, the thick outline straining against the fabric.
He didn’t speak at first. Just looked at her.
She wore a cream silk blouse—thin enough that her hard nipples showed through the lace bra beneath—and a tight black skirt that ended well above mid-thigh. No stockings. Just smooth, pale legs and black heels.
She felt naked already.
Malcolm finally moved. Stepped close. Tipped her chin up with one finger.
“You’re early again, baby girl.”
“I… I needed to see you.”
His thumb brushed her bottom lip. Slow. Deliberate.
“You needed to taste me.”
The words weren’t a question.
Her cheeks flamed. But she didn’t deny it.
She nodded. Small. Guilty. Hungry.
He stepped back. Leaned against the edge of the conference table. Spread his legs wider.
“Come here.”
She crossed the room on trembling legs. Stopped between his thighs.
His hands settled on her shoulders. Gentle pressure. Down.
“Kneel.”
She sank slowly. First one knee, then the other. The carpet was soft under her. Her skirt rode up high on her thighs. She looked up at him—wide blue eyes, flushed cheeks, lips parted.
Malcolm looked down at her like she was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.
“Unbuckle me.”
Her fingers shook as she reached for his belt. Pulled the leather free. Then the button. The zipper. The sound of it was loud in the quiet room.
She tugged the trousers down just enough. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, dark, already glistening at the tip. Much bigger than Ryan’s. Thicker. Longer. Veins standing out along the shaft.
She stared. Breath shallow.
“Touch it,” he said quietly.
She wrapped both hands around him. Couldn’t close her fingers completely. Hot. Velvet over steel. Pulsing in her grip.
He groaned low in his throat.
“That’s it… feel how hard you make me.”
She stroked once. Slow. Up. Down. Watched a bead of pre-cum well at the slit.
“Kiss it.”
She leaned forward. Pressed her soft lips to the underside, right at the thick ridge. Then higher. A gentle kiss on the swollen head.
His hand slid into her blonde hair. Not forcing. Guiding.
“Open your mouth, Melissa.”
She did.
He fed the head past her lips. Just the tip at first. She tasted salt. Heat. Him.
Her tongue swirled instinctively. Licked the slit. Tasted more.
He hissed.
“Good girl… just like that.”
She took more. Inch by inch. Lips stretching wide. Cheeks hollowing as she sucked. Tentative at first—then hungrier. Deeper.
His hand tightened in her hair. Not rough. Just enough to show control.
“Look at me while you suck this big black cock.”
She lifted her eyes. Met his dark gaze. Saw the raw hunger there. The triumph.
She moaned around him. The vibration made his hips twitch.
“Fuck… that’s perfect. That pretty white mouth made for this.”
She bobbed slowly. Took him deeper each time. Gagged a little when he hit the back of her throat. Pulled back. Tried again. Deeper. Wetter.
Saliva glistened on her chin. On his shaft.
He started to rock gently. Fucking her mouth with shallow thrusts.
“You love this, don’t you?” he murmured. “Love being on your knees for your boss. Love tasting what your husband can’t give you.”
She whimpered in answer. Nodded as much as she could with him filling her mouth.
One of her hands slipped between her own thighs. Under the skirt. Found her soaked panties. Rubbed herself through the lace while she sucked him.
He noticed.
“Greedy little thing,” he growled. “Touching that married pussy while you worship this dick.”
She moaned louder. Fingers circling faster.
He pulled out suddenly. Wet pop. Strings of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening head.
“Stand up.”
She rose on shaky legs.
He turned her. Bent her over the table again. Skirt flipped up. Panties dragged down to her ankles.
His cock—wet from her mouth—slid between her thighs. Not inside. Just gliding along her slick folds. Teasing her clit with every slow thrust.
She gasped. Pushed back.
“Please…”
“Not tonight,” he said, voice strained. “Not yet. You ain’t earned it all the way.”
He rocked against her. Cock sliding through her wetness. Head bumping her clit over and over.
She was shaking. Desperate.
“Come like this,” he ordered. “Come with my cock rubbing your little clit. Show me how bad you need it.”
His hand reached around. Pinched her nipples through the silk. Twisted just enough.
She shattered.
Head dropping to the table. Back arching. A long, broken cry.
“Maaaalcolm… oh fuck… yes… yes…”
He kept sliding through her pulsing folds. Drew it out. Made her ride every wave.
When she finally sagged against the table he pulled back. Turned her. Kissed her deep—tasting himself on her tongue.
Then he tucked himself away. Fixed her skirt. Wiped the corners of her mouth with his thumb.
“Go home,” he whispered.
She looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.
“Tomorrow,” he said. “Tomorrow you spread those pretty legs wide. You let me slide every thick inch inside that tight white pussy. You let me claim what’s been mine since the first time you blushed in my office.”
Her breath caught.
He kissed her forehead.
“Now go. Kiss your husband. Sleep in his bed.”
His voice dropped lower.
“But when he’s asleep… when you’re aching and empty… you’re gonna finger yourself thinking about how full you’ll feel tomorrow. How stretched. How owned.”
She nodded. Could barely stand.
He walked her to the door.
“Seven sharp, baby girl.”
She left on trembling legs.
The whole drive home she could still taste him on her tongue.
Feel the ghost of his cock sliding between her thighs.
And when she slipped into bed beside Ryan that night, she didn’t wait for him to fall asleep.
She rolled onto her side. Back to him.
Hand between her legs.
Three fingers deep.
Coming quietly—violently—while she pictured tomorrow.
Pictured Malcolm finally taking her.
Pictured the moment she’d no longer be able to pretend she belonged to anyone else.
Chapter 7 – The Whispering Shadows
Melissa stared at her reflection in the bathroom mirror that night, the fluorescent light casting harsh shadows across her pale face. Her blue eyes looked back at her—wide, haunted, still dilated from the high of what she'd done just hours ago. Her lips were swollen, bruised from Malcolm's kisses, from the way she'd stretched them wide around his thick, throbbing cock. She touched them gingerly, feeling the tender ache, and a fresh wave of heat bloomed low in her belly even as her stomach twisted with guilt.
What are you doing? The voice in her head was small at first, like a whisper from the girl she'd been on her wedding day—blushing in white lace, promising forever to Ryan with tears in her eyes. You love him. You chose him. He's good. Kind. Safe.
She closed her eyes, but the images flooded in anyway. Ryan's sweet smile when he proposed on that rainy afternoon in the park. The way he'd held her hand through her first job interview, whispering encouragement. Their honeymoon—clumsy but tender, his hands fumbling but full of love as he explored her body like it was a precious gift.
And now... now she was betraying all of it.
For what? For Malcolm? For the way his dark eyes stripped her bare without even touching her? For the heat of his big hands on her skin, the stretch of his fingers inside her, the taste of him heavy on her tongue?
She leaned against the sink, thighs pressing together as the memory hit her harder. Kneeling there in the conference room, her knees aching on the carpet, looking up at him while she sucked... deeper... wetter... feeling him pulse against her tongue, so much bigger than Ryan, so much more demanding. The way her own hand had slipped between her legs, rubbing frantically while she worshipped him, chasing that forbidden pleasure.
Slut, the voice hissed now, louder. Married slut. What would Ryan say if he knew? If he saw you on your knees, moaning around another man's cock? If he knew how wet you get just thinking about your boss?
Her cheeks burned with shame. She glanced at the closed bathroom door, imagining Ryan in the living room, probably scrolling through his phone, waiting for her to join him for dinner. Oblivious. Trusting.
I have to stop, she told herself, gripping the sink edge until her knuckles whitened. Tomorrow I'll tell Malcolm no. I'll quit if I have to. This isn't me. I'm not this person.
But even as the words formed in her mind, her body betrayed her. Her nipples tightened under the thin robe, aching for Malcolm's pinch, his twist. Between her legs, she felt the slick evidence of her arousal—still dripping from the way he'd slid his cock through her folds, teasing her clit until she'd come undone, crying his name like a prayer.
You want it, another voice whispered, darker, hungrier. The one that had been growing stronger each night. You need it. Ryan's sweet, but he doesn't make you feel like this. Doesn't stretch you... fill you... own you. Malcolm does. Malcolm sees the slut inside you and sets her free.
She whimpered softly, hand sliding down her body without permission. Fingers dipping under the robe, finding her swollen clit. Circling once... slow... just like he would.
No, she thought, pulling her hand away. No, I love Ryan. I don't want to hurt him.
But the ache didn't stop. It pulsed deeper, demanding. She remembered Malcolm's promise—tomorrow he'd take her fully. Slide every thick inch inside her tight, married pussy. Make her scream. Make her his.
Her breath came in shallow pants. She could almost feel it now—the burn of the stretch, the fullness, the way her walls would clench around him, milking him while she begged for more.
What if Ryan finds out? The guilty voice surged back. What if he sees the marks? The hickeys you hide with makeup? What if he tastes another man on your lips when you kiss him goodnight?
Tears pricked her eyes. She loved Ryan—his laughter, his dreams, the way he held her after a bad day. He was her husband. Her partner. The man she'd vowed to cherish.
But Malcolm... Malcolm was fire. Power. The forbidden fruit that made her body sing in ways Ryan never could. The guilt twisted like a knife, but it only made the wanting sharper, hotter.
She sank to the bathroom floor, back against the cool tile, robe falling open. Her hand returned between her legs—traitorous, needy. Fingers plunging inside, two... then three... trying to mimic the stretch of his.
"Ohhh..." The moan escaped soft, broken. Stop. Think of Ryan.
But her mind filled with Malcolm instead—his deep voice growling her name, his big body pinning her down, his cock splitting her open while her wedding ring dug into his back.
She came hard—sudden, violent—thighs quaking, back arching off the floor. "Maaaalcolm..." The name slipped out in a whisper, even as tears rolled down her cheeks.
Shame crashed over her like a wave. She curled into herself, sobbing quietly. I'm sorry, Ryan. I'm so sorry.
But deep down, she knew. Tomorrow at seven, she'd be there. Door locked. Legs spread. Ready to cross the line she could never uncross.
The conflict raged on—love versus lust, loyalty versus longing. And with every guilty pulse between her thighs, the darker side was winning.
Chapter 8 – The Crossing
Melissa arrived at 6:58.
The hallway felt longer tonight, each step heavier, like walking toward something she could never walk back from.
She wore the red dress—the one Ryan had bought her for their first anniversary, the one with the low scoop neck and the slit that showed just enough thigh when she moved. She’d told herself it was coincidence when she pulled it from the closet this morning. She knew it was a lie.
Malcolm opened the door before she could knock.
He stood there shirtless, trousers unbuttoned, belt hanging loose. The city lights carved sharp shadows across his broad chest, highlighting every ridge of muscle. His eyes swept over her—slow, possessive, triumphant.
“Red,” he said, voice low and rough. “You wore red for me tonight.”
She couldn’t speak. Just nodded once.
He stepped aside. Let her enter. Closed the door. Locked it.
The room was the same, yet different. The blanket still covered the conference table. The lights were lower. A single candle flickered on the sideboard—something new, something intimate. The air smelled faintly of sandalwood and him.
Malcolm didn’t speak again. He simply walked to her, cupped her face in both big hands, and kissed her like a man claiming what was already his.
Deep. Slow. Devouring.
She melted into it. Hands sliding up his bare chest, feeling the heat, the steady thunder of his heart. When he pulled back, her lipstick was smeared across his mouth.
“Last chance, baby girl,” he murmured against her lips. “Say no right now and we stop. We go back to being boss and secretary. Nothing more.”
Her breath shuddered.
She looked into his dark eyes—saw the hunger, the patience, the certainty.
Then she whispered the word that broke everything.
“…Yes.”
Malcolm’s smile was slow. Dangerous. Beautiful.
He turned her. Pressed her back against the table until the edge bit into the backs of her thighs. Lifted her easily, set her on the blanket. Pushed her dress up around her hips in one smooth motion.
Black lace thong. Already dark with wetness.
He groaned low.
“Look at you… dripping before I even touch you.”
His fingers hooked the sides. Dragged the lace down her legs, over her heels, tossed it aside.
Then he spread her thighs wide. Wide enough that she felt the cool air kiss her soaked folds.
He stepped between them. Unzipped fully. Freed himself.
His cock stood thick and heavy, darker than the rest of him, veins pulsing, head glistening.
Melissa stared. Heart slamming. Guilt and need twisting together so tight she could barely breathe.
He stepped closer. Rubbed the fat head along her slit—slow—coating himself in her slickness.
She whimpered. Hips twitching.
“Tell me what you want, Melissa.”
Her voice cracked.
“I want… I want you inside me.”
“Louder.”
She swallowed. Tears of shame and desire pricking her eyes.
“I want your big black cock inside me… please… Malcolm… please fuck me…”
He pressed forward.
Just the head at first. Stretching her entrance. Burning. Filling.
She gasped. Hands flying to his shoulders. Nails digging in.
“Too big…” she whimpered.
“You can take it,” he growled. “You were made for this.”
Another inch. Then another.
Her head fell back. Mouth open. A long, trembling moan spilling out.
“Ohhh… god… so full…”
He kept going. Slow. Relentless. Until he was buried to the hilt—thick base pressed tight against her clit, balls resting heavy against her ass.
She was shaking. Panting. Tears slipping down her temples.
He held still. Let her adjust. Let her feel every thick inch claiming her married pussy.
“You feel that?” he whispered. “That’s a real man inside you. Stretching you. Owning you.”
She nodded frantically. Couldn’t speak.
Then he moved.
Slow withdrawal—almost all the way out—then a deep, deliberate thrust back in.
She cried out. Back arching off the table.
He set a rhythm. Steady. Deep. Each stroke dragging along every sensitive spot inside her.
Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively. Heels digging into his back.
“Malcolm… oh fuck… Malcolm…”
He leaned down. Kissed her hard while he fucked her—tongue matching the rhythm of his hips.
One big hand slid between them. Thumb finding her swollen clit. Circling. Pressing.
She shattered almost immediately.
Back bowing. Thighs quaking. A raw, desperate scream tearing from her throat.
“Yessss… oh god yessss… I’m coming… I’m coming on your cock…”
He didn’t stop. Kept pounding through her orgasm—harder now—chasing his own.
Her walls clenched around him. Milking. Squeezing.
“Fuck… that’s it… squeeze me, baby… milk this dick…”
He thrust deeper. Faster. Balls slapping wetly against her.
Then he buried himself to the root and groaned—long, guttural—hips jerking as he flooded her.
Hot. Thick. Endless.
Pulse after pulse of his cum filling her, spilling out around his shaft, dripping down her thighs onto the blanket.
He stayed inside her while they both trembled. Kissed her softly now—forehead, cheeks, lips.
When he finally pulled out, a thick rope of his seed followed—oozing from her well-fucked pussy, pooling beneath her.
He looked down at the sight. Smiled slow.
“Beautiful,” he murmured. “My cum inside my married girl.”
Melissa lay there—dress rucked up, thighs spread, chest heaving, tears still wet on her cheeks.
Shame crashed over her like a tidal wave.
She’d done it.
She’d crossed the line.
She’d let another man—her boss—fuck her. Fill her. Claim her.
And she’d loved every second.
Malcolm helped her sit up. Fixed her dress with gentle hands. Kissed her one more time—soft, almost tender.
“Go home now,” he said quietly. “Kiss your husband. Sleep in his arms.”
His thumb brushed a tear from her cheek.
“But when you feel my cum leaking out of you tonight… when you feel how sore and stretched you are… you’ll remember who you belong to now.”
She nodded. Couldn’t speak.
He walked her to the door.
“Tomorrow, baby girl. Same time.”
She left on trembling legs.
The drive home was silent except for the wet sound between her thighs with every shift of the car.
When she slipped into bed beside Ryan, he stirred. Reached for her sleepily.
“You okay, babe?” he mumbled.
She kissed his cheek. Whispered, “I’m fine.”
He drifted off.
Melissa lay awake in the dark.
Hand sliding down between her legs.
Fingers slipping through the slick mixture of their cum.
She came again—quiet, guilty, tears rolling—whispering Malcolm’s name into the pillow while her husband slept beside her, completely unaware that the woman he loved was already lost.
Chapter 9 – The Aftermath
Melissa woke before the alarm the next morning.
Her body felt different. Sore in places she’d never been sore before. A dull, delicious ache between her thighs, a faint tenderness deep inside where Malcolm had stretched her so wide, so deep. When she shifted under the sheets, she felt the sticky residue still clinging to her folds—his cum, dried now, mixed with her own wetness. The evidence. Undeniable.
She glanced at Ryan. He was still asleep, face soft and peaceful in the gray morning light filtering through the blinds. One arm thrown across the pillow she usually used. The man she’d promised to love, honor, and cherish. The man whose ring still circled her finger.
Guilt hit her like cold water.
She slipped out of bed carefully, padded to the bathroom, closed the door without a sound.
In the mirror she looked… wrecked. In the best and worst way. Hair tangled. Lips still faintly swollen. A small, darkening bruise blooming just below the collarbone—his mark, hidden by clothes for now, but impossible to ignore when she was alone with herself. Between her legs, when she parted her thighs, she could see the faint redness, the slight puffiness, the glistening trail that still leaked slowly from her well-used entrance.
She touched herself gingerly. Winced at the sensitivity. Then shivered as a fresh pulse of arousal answered the contact.
You let him come inside you. The thought echoed, sharp and accusing. No condom. No discussion. Nothing. You spread your legs on his conference table and let your boss fill you up like some desperate office slut.
Her fingers circled her clit—slow, almost punishing. She bit her lip to keep quiet.
Ryan could have walked in. He could walk in right now. He could see his wife standing here, legs apart, fingering herself while she remembers another man’s cock stretching her open, flooding her, owning her.
The shame only made it hotter.
She came fast—too fast—silent, shuddering against the sink, eyes squeezed shut as Malcolm’s deep growl replayed in her mind: “That’s it… milk this dick… take every drop, baby girl…”
When the aftershocks faded she opened her eyes. Tears. Not from pain. From the terrible, beautiful truth settling into her bones.
She wasn’t going to stop.
She couldn’t.
Even now, with the guilt clawing at her chest, her body was already aching for more. For the way he looked at her—like she was something rare and filthy and perfect all at once. For the way he filled her so completely she forgot her own name. For the way he made her feel alive in a way Ryan’s gentle love never quite reached.
She showered quickly. Hot water. Soap. Trying to wash away the scent of him, the stickiness, the sin. It didn’t work. She could still smell him on her skin. Could still feel him inside her.
When she stepped out, towel wrapped tight, Ryan was awake. Sitting up in bed, rubbing his eyes, smiling that sleepy, boyish smile that used to make her heart flutter.
“Morning, beautiful,” he said. “You’re up early.”
She forced a smile. Forced it hard.
“Couldn’t sleep,” she lied. Walked over. Kissed his forehead. Let him pull her down for a proper kiss.
His lips were soft. Familiar. Safe.
She kissed him back—gently, lovingly—while inside her head another man’s voice whispered: Tomorrow… same time… I’m gonna bend you over this desk and fuck you until you can’t walk straight.
Ryan pulled back, frowning slightly.
“You okay? You seem… I don’t know. Distant.”
Her heart lurched.
“I’m fine,” she said. Too quick. Too bright. “Just work stress.”
He nodded. Believed her. Because he trusted her.
Because he loved her.
Because he had no idea.
She got dressed for work in silence. Chose a high-neck blouse to hide the mark. A longer skirt. Conservative. Professional. Like nothing had happened.
But when she walked past Malcolm’s office later that morning, he was standing at his door—talking to someone on the phone, looking every inch the powerful executive.
Their eyes met.
Just for a second.
He didn’t smile. Didn’t wink. Just held her gaze—dark, knowing, hungry.
And in that single heartbeat, her panties grew damp again.
She turned away quickly. Heart racing. Thighs pressing together under her desk all morning.
She knew what would happen at seven o’clock.
She would be there.
Door locked.
Legs spread.
Begging.
Again.
And the worst part—the part that made the guilt twist like a knife—was that she couldn’t wait.
Chapter 10 – The Wildfire
Seven o’clock came and the office was already dark. Only the conference room glowed—dim, amber, the single candle still burning from last night, flame dancing like it knew what was coming.
Melissa didn’t knock. She pushed the door open, stepped inside, and locked it behind her with a decisive click.
Malcolm was waiting. Shirt gone. Trousers gone. Just black boxer briefs stretched obscenely over the thick ridge of his cock, muscles gleaming under the low light like polished dark wood.
He didn’t speak. Neither did she.
She crossed the room in four quick strides, grabbed his face with both hands, and kissed him like she was starving—teeth clashing, tongue deep, desperate. He groaned into her mouth, big hands immediately gripping her ass through the thin black dress, yanking her up against him so she could feel every hard inch.
She bit his bottom lip. Hard enough to draw a hiss.
“Fuck me,” she whispered against his mouth. “Hard. Now. Don’t hold back.”
His eyes flashed. Something primal answered in them.
He spun her around. Bent her over the table in one rough motion. Flipped the dress up over her hips. No panties tonight—just bare, glistening pussy already swollen and dripping.
“Goddamn,” he growled. “Look at this greedy little married cunt. Already soaked for black cock.”
He slapped her ass—once, sharp, stinging. She yelped, then moaned, pushing back for more.
Another slap. Harder. The sound echoed.
“Spread wider,” he ordered.
She did. Feet apart. Back arched. Hands braced on the table. Wedding ring glinting under the candlelight like a taunt.
Malcolm dropped to his knees behind her. No teasing tonight. He buried his face between her thighs and ate her like a man possessed—tongue plunging deep, lips sucking her clit, teeth grazing just enough to make her scream.
“Oh fuck—Malcolm—yes—eat it—eat my pussy—”
He growled against her. Vibration straight to her core. One thick finger joined his tongue, then two, then three—stretching, pumping, curling viciously against that spot while his mouth worked her clit without mercy.
She came in under a minute. Violent. Back bowing. Thighs shaking. A raw, animal scream ripping out of her.
He didn’t stop. Kept licking through it. Kept finger-fucking her until she was gushing, slick running down his wrist, pooling on the table.
When she was still trembling he stood. Shoved his briefs down. His cock sprang free—thicker than ever, veins throbbing, head dark and slick.
No warning.
He lined up and slammed in—balls-deep in one brutal thrust.
Melissa’s scream was half-pain, half-ecstasy. Her whole body jolted forward. Hands scrabbling at the blanket.
“Too big—fuck—too big—”
“You take it,” he snarled. Gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. Pulled almost all the way out—then rammed back in. Again. And again. Pounding her like he was trying to break her open.
The table creaked under them. Candle flame flickered wildly.
She pushed back to meet every thrust. Ass slapping against his hips. Wet, filthy sounds filling the room.
“Harder—fuck me harder—ruin me—”
He obliged.
One hand fisted her blonde hair. Yanked her head back. Arched her like a bow.
The other hand slid around to her clit—rubbing fast, rough circles while he fucked her senseless.
“You love this big black dick stretching your tight white pussy, don’t you?”
“Yes—yes—god yes—”
“Say it louder.”
“I love your big black cock—fuck—I love it—own me—fuck me like a slut—”
He roared. Thrusts turning savage. Balls slapping her clit with every brutal stroke.
She came again—sudden, shattering—walls clamping down so hard he almost lost control.
“Fuck—squeeze me—milk it—take it all—”
He didn’t pull out. Buried himself to the hilt and erupted—hot, thick ropes flooding her, overflowing, dripping down her thighs in messy white streams.
She kept coming. Milking him. Shuddering around every pulse.
When he finally stopped moving they were both panting, sweat-slick, trembling.
He stayed inside her. Leaned over her back. Kissed the nape of her neck. Soft now. Almost tender.
But his voice was still rough when he whispered against her ear:
“Tomorrow… I’m gonna fuck that pretty ass too.”
Melissa whimpered—fresh heat flaring despite the soreness.
He pulled out slowly. A thick gush of cum followed—splattering onto the carpet.
He turned her. Kissed her deep—letting her taste herself and him mixed together.
Then he helped her stand on shaking legs. Fixed her dress. Wiped the sweat and tears from her face with gentle thumbs.
“Go home,” he said quietly.
She looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips swollen, cheeks flushed.
“Tomorrow,” she breathed. “I want it. All of it.”
He smiled. Slow. Victorious.
“Seven sharp, baby girl.”
She left the room limping slightly—thighs slick, pussy throbbing, cum still leaking down her inner thighs with every step.
The drive home was agony and bliss.
When she slipped into bed beside Ryan, he was asleep.
She didn’t touch herself this time.
She didn’t need to.
She was still coming down—tiny aftershocks rippling through her every few minutes—while she stared at the ceiling, feeling Malcolm’s seed slowly seeping out of her, marking her from the inside.
And she smiled into the darkness.
A small, secret, wicked smile.
Tomorrow she would give him her ass.
And she already knew she would beg for it.
Chapter 11 – The Final Surrender
Seven sharp.
The door was already cracked when Melissa arrived. She pushed it open with trembling fingers, stepped inside, and let it click shut behind her. No lock needed tonight. They both knew no one would interrupt.
Malcolm stood by the window, backlit by the city, completely naked. His body looked carved from obsidian—broad shoulders, thick thighs, and that heavy, already-hard cock hanging between his legs like a promise. He turned slowly. Eyes dark. Hungry. Patient.
Melissa wore nothing under her long black coat. She let it fall open as she walked toward him—revealing the sheer black lingerie set she’d bought on her lunch break: crotchless panties, garter belt, no bra. Her nipples were already tight peaks. Her pussy glistened beneath the open lace.
She stopped inches from him. Looked up.
“I want it tonight,” she whispered. “All of it. Every inch. In my ass.”
Malcolm’s cock twitched visibly at her words.
He reached out. Cupped her chin. Thumb tracing her bottom lip.
“You sure, baby girl? Once I take that tight little virgin hole… it’s mine forever.”
Her breath hitched. She nodded.
“I know.”
He kissed her then—slow, filthy, tongue deep—while one big hand slid down her back, over the curve of her ass. A single thick finger traced the cleft, teasing the tight pucker hidden there.
She whimpered into his mouth.
He broke the kiss. Turned her. Guided her to the table.
“Bend over. Ass up. Legs wide.”
She obeyed instantly. Palms flat on the blanket. Back deeply arched. Thighs spread. The crotchless panties framed her dripping pussy and the tiny, untouched rosebud above it.
Malcolm stepped behind her. Kneeled.
First came his tongue.
Hot. Wet. Circling her tight ring with slow, deliberate licks. She jolted. A shocked, needy moan spilling out.
“Ohhh… fuck… Malcolm…”
He groaned against her. Pressed the flat of his tongue harder. Lapped at the sensitive skin until she was trembling, pushing back against his face.
Then a finger—slick with her own juices—circled the rim. Pressed. Began to ease inside.
She gasped. Tightened instinctively.
“Relax, baby,” he murmured against her ass. “Breathe. Let me in.”
She did. Exhaled shakily. The finger sank deeper—slow, careful—knuckle by knuckle until it was fully buried.
The stretch burned. But it burned good.
He pumped gently. Added a second finger. Scissored them. Opened her.
She was moaning steadily now—low, broken sounds—hips rocking back to meet each thrust.
“More…” she begged. “Please… I need more…”
He stood. Reached for the small bottle of lube he’d left on the table. Poured a generous amount over his fingers. Over his cock.
Then he pressed the thick, glistening head against her hole.
“Deep breath,” he said. Voice rough with restraint.
She inhaled.
He pushed.
The head popped past the tight ring—sudden, burning stretch that made her cry out.
“Fuck—too big—oh god—”
“Shhh… you’re taking it so good… just like that…”
He held still. Let her adjust. Only the head inside. Her body quivering around him.
Then—inch by slow, merciless inch—he sank deeper.
Melissa’s arms gave out. She dropped to her elbows. Forehead pressed to the blanket. Mouth open in a continuous, trembling moan.
“So full… so fucking full… Malcolm… don’t stop…”
He didn’t.
When his hips finally pressed flush against her ass—balls resting heavy against her soaked pussy—she let out a long, shuddering sob of pleasure-pain.
He stayed buried. Leaned over her. Kissed the back of her neck.
“You did it, baby girl. Took every thick inch in your tight white ass.”
She was shaking. Tears of overwhelm slipping down her cheeks.
Then he started to move.
Slow withdrawals—almost all the way out—then deep, deliberate thrusts back in.
Each stroke dragged along nerves she didn’t know she had.
She came undone.
Pushing back. Rocking. Begging.
“Harder—fuck my ass harder—please—ruin me—”
He gave it to her.
Gripped her hips. Pounded into her—deep, brutal, relentless.
The table rocked. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. Wet, obscene slaps filled the room.
One of his hands slid around—found her clit—rubbed fast, rough circles.
She exploded.
Screaming his name. Ass clenching rhythmically around his cock. Whole body convulsing.
“Malcolm—fuck—yes—coming—coming so hard—”
He fucked her through it. Harder. Faster.
Then he buried himself to the root and roared—hips jerking as he unloaded deep inside her ass. Hot, thick pulses flooding her. So much it leaked out around his shaft, dripping down her thighs.
He stayed inside while they both trembled. Kissed her sweat-damp back. Whispered against her skin:
“Mine. All of you. Every hole. Forever.”
When he finally pulled out—slowly—a thick stream of his cum followed, oozing from her stretched, gaping hole.
Melissa collapsed forward onto the table. Legs shaking. Breath ragged. Body marked. Claimed.
Malcolm helped her up gently. Wrapped her in his arms. Kissed her temple.
“Go home now,” he murmured. “Feel me inside you all night.”
She looked up at him—eyes glassy, lips parted, completely wrecked.
“Tomorrow?” she whispered.
He smiled. Slow. Predatory.
“Tomorrow… we do it all again. And again. Until you forget anyone else ever existed.”
She nodded.
Dressed on trembling legs.
Left with his cum still leaking from both holes.
And when she slipped into bed beside Ryan that night—sore, stretched, filled—she didn’t cry.
She smiled into the darkness.
Because she knew.
She was his now.
Completely. Irrevocably.
And she couldn’t wait for more.
Chapter 12 – All Night Long
Melissa didn't even make it to seven that evening. She showed up at Malcolm's office door at 6:45, heart pounding, thighs already slick under her short black skirt. The lie had been building in her all day—the need to stay, to give in completely, to let him use her until there was nothing left.
He opened the door, saw the look in her eyes—wild, desperate, guilty—and pulled her inside without a word. Locked it. Pushed her against the wall hard enough to knock the breath from her lungs.
"Couldn't wait, huh?" he growled against her neck, big hands already yanking her blouse open, buttons popping like they meant nothing.
"I... I need to stay tonight," she gasped, arching into his touch as his mouth latched onto her throat. "All night. Please..."
He chuckled low, dark. "Greedy little white slut. You gonna call your husband? Tell him some bullshit while I finger that married pussy?"
She nodded frantically, phone already in her hand. His fingers shoved under her skirt, found no panties—just dripping wet folds. He plunged two thick digits inside her roughly, curling them hard.
She dialed Ryan with shaking fingers, Malcolm's hand pumping steadily, obscenely wet sounds filling the room.
"Babe?" Ryan's voice came through the speaker—warm, clueless.
"H-hey... honey..." Melissa stammered, biting her lip as Malcolm added a third finger, stretching her wide. "I... ohhh... I have to stay at Sarah's tonight. Girl's night... emergency... she needs me..."
Malcolm's thumb pressed her clit—hard, circling viciously. Her hips bucked.
"You okay? You sound weird."
"I'm... fine... just... ahhh... tired. Long day. I'll see you tomorrow, okay? Love you..."
She hung up before he could say more, phone dropping to the floor as Malcolm yanked his fingers free and shoved them into her mouth.
"Suck 'em clean, Mrs. Harper. Taste how wet lying to your husband makes you."
She did—sucking greedily, tongue swirling around his thick fingers, tasting her own shameful arousal while he watched with that smug, predatory grin.
"Good girl. Now get on your knees. Time to choke on this big black cock like the whore you are."
She dropped fast, knees hitting the carpet, hands fumbling at his zipper. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking pre-cum. She wrapped her lips around the head, sucking hard, but he grabbed her hair—two fistfuls—and rammed himself deep into her throat.
She gagged instantly, eyes watering, throat convulsing around the invasion.
"That's it... choke on it... take every fucking inch down that pretty white throat."
He held her there—nose buried in his coarse hair, balls against her chin—until she was sputtering, drool dripping down her chin, tears streaming. Then he pulled back just enough to let her gasp—once—before thrusting back in, fucking her face like a toy.
"Glug... glug... glug..." The wet, choking sounds filled the room as he used her mouth relentlessly. Her hands clutched his thighs, nails digging in, but she didn't pull away. She wanted it. The degradation. The pain. The way it made her pussy clench and drip onto the carpet.
He pulled out suddenly, strings of spit connecting her swollen lips to his glistening shaft. "Strip. Now. Show me those perky white titties."
She stood on wobbly legs, peeled off the ruined blouse, skirt pooling at her feet. Naked now except for heels and that mocking wedding ring.
Malcolm shoved her back onto the conference table, climbing up after her. He straddled her chest, cock slapping wetly against her face.
"Open wide."
She did. He fed it back in—deeper this time—fucking her throat while his hands mauled her breasts, pinching the pink nipples hard enough to make her scream around his dick.
"Look at these milky titties... bouncing like a cheap slut's." He leaned down, replacing one hand with his mouth—sucking her nipple roughly, teeth grazing, biting just enough to sting. She arched, moaning muffled by his thrusting cock.
He switched sides—sucking, biting, leaving red marks all over her pale breasts while he face-fucked her harder, balls slapping her chin with every brutal pump.
When he finally pulled out, she was a mess—throat raw, face slick with spit and tears, tits throbbing with bite marks.
But he wasn't done.
He flipped her over like she weighed nothing—face down, ass up. Spread her cheeks wide.
"Time to eat this sweet married pussy... make you squirm like the bitch you are."
His tongue plunged into her folds without warning—hot, rough, lapping at her clit like a starving man. He sucked her swollen bud hard, teeth nipping, while two fingers rammed back into her dripping hole.
"Ohhh... fuck... Malcolm... eat it... eat my pussy... please..."
He growled against her, vibration shooting through her core. Added a third finger—then a fourth—stretching her cunt wide while his tongue flicked relentlessly.
She came hard—screaming into the blanket, hips grinding back against his face, gushing onto his tongue.
But he kept going. Licked her through it. Then moved higher—tongue circling her tight asshole, pressing in, wetting it while his fingers kept pumping her pussy.
"You ready for this big dick in your ass again, slut? Gonna make it hurt so good."
She nodded frantically. "Yes... please... fuck my ass... make it hurt..."
He stood, lubed his cock quickly—thick and slick—then pressed the head against her puckered hole.
No slow tonight.
He thrust in hard—halfway in one go.
She screamed—real pain mixing with the burn, the stretch tearing through her.
"Fuck—too much—oh god—it hurts—"
"Take it," he snarled, slapping her ass hard—red handprint blooming. "Take it like the anal whore you are."
He pulled back—then slammed deeper. Deeper still. Until his hips slapped her cheeks, balls against her dripping pussy.
Tears streamed down her face, but her hips pushed back—begging for more.
He pounded her ass mercilessly—rough, deep strokes that made her whole body jolt. One hand wrapped around her throat from behind—choking just enough to make her vision spot, her gasps ragged.
"You love this, don't you? Getting your tight white ass reamed by your black boss while your husband thinks you're at a friend's."
"Yes—choke me—fuck me—use me—"
He tightened his grip on her throat, thrusts turning savage. The other hand reached under—pinching her clit hard, twisting.
She exploded again—ass clenching around his invading cock, pain and pleasure crashing together in waves that left her sobbing, shaking.
He didn't stop. Fucked her through it. Then pulled out—spun her around—shoved his cock back into her mouth.
"Taste your ass on this dick, slut. Clean it."
She sucked greedily—tongue swirling, throat opening despite the rawness—tasting the musky mix of lube and herself while he groaned above her.
All night it went like that. Relentless. Degrading. He fucked her mouth until she gagged and begged. Ate her pussy until she squirted on his face, screaming his name. Sucked and bit her tits until they were covered in bruises. Choked her on his cock again—deeper, harder—while she fingered her own clit. Then back to her ass—painful, stretching thrusts that left her hole gaping and leaking his cum when he finally filled it hours later.
By midnight she was exhausted—body slick with sweat, cum, spit—marked everywhere: throat bruised from choking, ass red from slaps, tits throbbing from bites.
But he pulled her up. Carried her to the couch in the corner. Laid her down. Spread her legs wide.
"One more time, baby girl. Ride this dick like the cumslut you are."
She straddled him—sore pussy sinking down onto his still-hard cock—moaning as he filled her completely.
She rode him slow at first—then faster—grinding her clit against his base while he slapped her ass, pinched her nipples, called her every filthy name.
"Married whore... black cock addict... gonna send you home tomorrow full of my seed, leaking from every hole..."
She came one last time—collapsing against his chest, whispering "Yes... yours... all yours..." as he pumped another load deep inside her.
They lay there tangled until dawn—his cock still half-hard inside her, her body aching but satisfied in ways she'd never known.
When morning light filtered in, he kissed her forehead.
"Go home to your husband now. Let him kiss those swollen lips. But remember whose cum is still dripping out of you."
She dressed slowly—legs unsteady, every movement reminding her of the night's degradation.
She left with a secret smile.
And a promise whispered at the door: "Tomorrow... more."
Chapter 13 – The Public Risk
The next afternoon, Melissa’s phone buzzed at 3:17 p.m.
Malcolm: Parking garage. Level B3. Black SUV, tinted windows. 20 minutes. Wear the red dress. No panties. No bra. Bring nothing else.
Her stomach dropped and clenched at the same time.
She was in the middle of typing a client email. Fingers froze over the keys. The office around her hummed with normal Friday afternoon energy—phones ringing, printers whirring, colleagues chatting about weekend plans.
And she was sitting there, thighs pressing together under her desk, already feeling the familiar shameful heat bloom between her legs.
She typed one word back.
Yes, sir.
Twenty-three minutes later she stepped out of the elevator into the dim, echoing concrete of Level B3. The red dress clung to her like sin—short, low-cut, the thin fabric doing nothing to hide how hard her nipples were. Every step made her hyper-aware of the cool air kissing her bare pussy, the lack of anything to catch the wetness already trickling down her inner thigh.
Malcolm’s black SUV idled near the far wall, engine low and predatory.
She walked toward it on unsteady heels, heart slamming against her ribs.
The back door opened before she reached it.
Malcolm sat inside—dark suit jacket open, tie loosened, one thick arm draped across the seat back.
“Get in.”
She slid onto the leather. The door closed with a heavy thud.
He didn’t speak at first. Just reached over, gripped her chin, turned her face to him, and kissed her—hard, possessive, tongue deep enough to taste the fear and hunger on her.
When he pulled back, his voice was low, rough.
“Today we play with risk, baby girl. You’re gonna give me that married pussy right here. Right now. While anyone could walk by. While security could drive past. While your coworkers could come down for their cars any second.”
Her breath caught.
“Here… in the garage?”
He smiled slow. Dangerous.
“Exactly here.”
He hit a button. The rear seats reclined flat with a quiet hum, turning the back into a wide, black leather platform.
“On your hands and knees. Face the window.”
Melissa obeyed—trembling. Dress rucked up over her hips. Ass presented. Bare pussy glistening in the dim garage light. Wedding ring catching the faint overhead fluorescents.
Malcolm moved behind her. Unzipped. His thick cock sprang free—already rock-hard, veins pulsing.
He rubbed the fat head along her soaked slit—once, twice—coating himself in her slickness.
Then he thrust in—deep, sudden, no warning.
She cried out—too loud. The sound bounced off the concrete walls.
“Quiet, slut,” he growled, one big hand clamping over her mouth. “Or everyone on this level hears what a cock-hungry wife you are.”
He started fucking her—hard, punishing strokes. Each thrust shoved her forward until her palms slapped the tinted window.
Outside, headlights swept across the glass every few seconds as cars entered or exited.
Anyone looking closely could see the silhouette—her arched back, blonde hair swinging, the rhythmic rocking of a man pounding into her from behind.
Malcolm leaned over her, breath hot against her ear.
“Imagine it, Mrs. Harper. One of your coworkers pulling in right now. Seeing this red dress hiked up. Seeing your boss balls-deep in your cheating cunt. Seeing that pretty wedding ring on the window while you take black dick like a whore.”
She moaned into his palm—muffled, desperate. Her pussy clenched hard around him at the words.
He felt it. Chuckled darkly.
“You like that, don’t you? The risk. The shame. Knowing you could get caught getting fucked like the office cumdump.”
He pulled his hand away from her mouth.
“Tell me.”
“I… I love it…” she whimpered. “I love the risk… love being your slut… fuck me harder… please…”
He obliged.
Gripped her hips with bruising force. Pounded into her—deep, brutal, relentless. The SUV rocked slightly with every thrust. Leather creaking. Wet, obscene slapping sounds echoing in the confined space.
Headlights flashed across them again—closer this time.
A car parked two rows over.
Doors opened. Voices—two men laughing about something from work.
Melissa froze.
Malcolm didn’t.
He kept fucking her—slower now, but deeper. Deliberately grinding against her cervix while she bit her own arm to keep quiet.
The men walked past—maybe ten feet away. Talking. Not looking at the SUV.
But close enough.
Close enough that if they turned, if they really looked through the dark tint…
Melissa came—sudden, violent, silent. Whole body shaking. Pussy spasming around his thick shaft. A fresh gush of wetness coating his balls.
Malcolm groaned low—felt her milking him.
“That’s it… come on this dick while your coworkers walk by… come like the filthy married whore you are…”
He sped up again—chasing his own release.
When the men were gone, out of earshot, he yanked her hair back.
“Beg for it.”
“Please… come inside me… fill me… mark me… make me leak your cum all weekend while I pretend to be a good wife—”
He buried himself to the hilt and erupted—hot, thick ropes flooding her, overflowing, dripping down her thighs onto the leather.
He stayed deep while he pulsed—letting her feel every spurt.
When he finally pulled out, a thick stream followed—splattering onto the seat.
Malcolm turned her gently. Kissed her—slow, filthy—letting her taste the sweat and desperation on his lips.
Then he fixed her dress. Wiped the corners of her mouth.
“Drive home careful, baby girl. Don’t let any of my cum drip onto the seat of your car. Keep it inside you.”
He opened the door for her.
She stepped out on trembling legs—dress wrinkled, thighs slick, pussy throbbing and full.
A security golf cart rounded the corner just as she reached her own car.
The guard glanced her way.
She forced a smile. Waved weakly.
He waved back.
Oblivious.
Melissa slid into her driver’s seat.
Felt the first slow leak of Malcolm’s cum escape her swollen folds.
She started the engine.
And smiled—small, secret, wicked—knowing she’d be back for more tomorrow.
Risk and all.
Chapter 14 – The Elevator Quickie
It was 6:42 p.m. on a Thursday.
The office building was mostly empty—everyone rushing to beat the evening traffic, the lobby lights already dimmed to night mode.
Melissa stepped into the elevator on the 18th floor, heart already racing.
She wore the navy pencil skirt and cream blouse—professional, buttoned high.
But underneath? Nothing.
Malcolm’s orders from the morning email: “No panties after lunch. Keep that married pussy bare and ready.”
The doors started to close.
A big dark hand shot out from the hallway, stopping them.
Malcolm stepped in.
Alone.
The doors slid shut behind him with a soft ding.
He didn’t speak.
Neither did she.
He hit the “Stop” button between floors 12 and 11.
The elevator jerked to a halt.
Red emergency light flickered on.
In the sudden quiet, all she could hear was her own breathing—fast, shallow.
Malcolm turned to her.
Eyes black with hunger.
“Hands on the wall. Ass out. Now.”
She obeyed instantly.
Palms flat against the cool metal panel.
Back arched.
Skirt hiked up over her hips in one rough tug.
Bare ass exposed.
Pussy already glistening, swollen from hours of anticipation.
He stepped behind her.
Unzipped.
His thick cock sprang free—heavy, hard, veins standing out.
No foreplay.
No warning.
He rubbed the fat head once along her slick folds—coating himself in her wetness—then thrust in hard.
One brutal stroke.
Balls-deep.
Melissa bit her own forearm to muffle the scream.
“Fuck—Malcolm—oh god—”
“Quiet, slut,” he growled low against her ear.
One big hand clamped over her mouth.
The other gripped her hip—fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.
He started fucking her—fast, rough, relentless.
The elevator shook slightly with each powerful thrust.
The metal walls creaked.
Wet, obscene slapping sounds echoed in the tight space—her ass against his hips, his balls smacking her clit.
Anyone on the security feed could see the stopped elevator.
Maintenance could override at any second.
A late cleaner could call it down.
The risk made her drip harder.
He felt it.
“You love this, don’t you?” he rasped, pounding deeper. “Getting railed in an elevator like a cheap office whore. While your husband’s probably cooking dinner, wondering why you’re late again.”
She moaned into his palm—muffled, desperate.
He pulled his hand away just enough.
“Say it.”
“I love it… love being your whore… fuck me—harder—please—”
He obliged.
Thrusts turned savage—short, brutal, slamming into her cervix with every stroke.
His free hand slid around front—found her swollen clit—pinched it hard.
She came instantly.
Whole body convulsing.
Knees buckling.
A choked, broken cry slipping past his fingers.
“Mmmph—coming—fuck—coming on your cock—”
He didn’t stop.
Kept pounding through her spasms—drawing it out until she was shaking, tears streaking her mascara.
Then he yanked out suddenly.
Spun her around.
Pushed her to her knees.
“Open.”
She did.
He shoved his cock—slick with her juices—straight down her throat.
She gagged hard—eyes watering, throat convulsing—but he held her there.
Nose buried in his coarse hair.
Balls against her chin.
“Take it… choke on the dick that just fucked your cheating pussy…”
He fucked her face—fast, shallow thrusts—until drool ran down her chin, dripping onto her blouse.
Then he pulled out.
Aimed.
Hot, thick ropes erupted across her face—splashing her cheeks, her lips, her forehead.
One thick spurt landed on her wedding ring as her hand came up instinctively to wipe her eyes.
He groaned deep—long—emptying every last drop.
When he finished, he stepped back.
Looked down at her—kneeling, skirt around her waist, face painted with his cum, mascara streaked, blouse stained.
“Beautiful,” he murmured. “My perfect little cumslut.”
He hit the release button.
The elevator jolted back into motion.
Descending.
Melissa scrambled to her feet—legs trembling—pulled her skirt down with shaking hands.
The doors opened on the lobby.
A security guard stood there—young, bored, barely glancing up from his phone.
“Evening, ma’am. Sir.”
Malcolm nodded coolly.
Walked out first.
Melissa followed—face burning, cum still warm on her skin, dripping slowly down her cheek.
She kept her head down.
Walked past the guard—smiling weakly when he looked up.
He didn’t notice.
Or if he did… he didn’t say.
She made it to the parking garage.
Slid into her car.
Looked in the rearview mirror.
Saw the mess Malcolm had made of her.
And came again—just from the sight, from the smell of him on her skin, from the memory of his cock stretching her in a stopped elevator.
She started the engine.
Drove home with his cum drying on her face.
Knowing she’d clean it off in the bathroom before kissing Ryan goodnight.
Knowing she’d do it all again tomorrow.
Because she couldn’t stop.
And she didn’t want to.
Chapter 15 – The Offer
Malcolm’s office smelled of expensive leather and the faint trace of his cologne when Melissa slipped inside at 8:17 p.m. The rest of the floor was dark, only his desk lamp casting a warm pool of light.
He was already seated, sleeves rolled to thick forearms, watching her with that calm, predatory patience she’d come to crave and fear in equal measure.
“Close the door, baby girl.”
She did. The latch clicked like a promise.
He didn’t rise. Just crooked one finger.
Melissa crossed the room on unsteady heels, the short charcoal dress hugging her curves, the same one she’d worn the first night he’d touched her hand and changed everything.
He patted his thigh.
She hesitated—only a heartbeat—then perched on his lap, legs to one side like a proper secretary. His arm circled her waist immediately, possessive, heavy.
“You’ve been good this week,” he murmured against her ear, lips brushing the shell. “Took everything I gave you. Begged so pretty.”
Her cheeks heated. She stared at his tie knot, unable to meet his eyes.
“I… I like pleasing you.”
“I know you do.” His free hand slid up her thigh, slow, under the hem. Found bare skin—no panties, as always now. “That’s why I’m gonna ask you for something big tonight.”
Her breath caught.
His fingers paused, resting high on her inner thigh, warm and threatening.
“There’s an important client flying in tomorrow. Nigerian. Very wealthy. Very connected. His company is about to sign a seven-figure contract that’ll make this firm untouchable for years.”
Melissa swallowed.
Malcolm’s thumb stroked once—gentle, almost tender.
“He’s requested… company. Discreet. Discerning. Someone beautiful. Someone who understands how to make a powerful man feel powerful.”
The words landed like stones in her stomach.
She stiffened on his lap.
“You want me to… sleep with him?”
“I want you to entertain him,” Malcolm corrected softly. “One night. His hotel suite. Whatever he desires. In return, I get the deal. You get my gratitude. And you get to keep being mine.”
Her heart hammered so hard she thought he could feel it through her ribs.
“I… I don’t know if I can…” Her voice cracked. “I’m married. And… and it’s one thing when it’s you. But someone else? A stranger?”
Malcolm turned her chin gently until she had to look at him.
“He’s not a stranger for long. And you won’t be doing it alone. I’ll be there the whole time. Watching. Guiding. Making sure you’re safe. Making sure you feel good.”
She searched his face—looking for cruelty, for cold calculation. She found only heat. Possession. Certainty.
“You’re scared,” he said quietly. Not mocking. Just stating fact.
She nodded. Tiny. Miserable.
“Good. That fear is what makes it sweet. That little tremble in your thighs right now? That’s why I want you there. Because you’re still my shy little married girl… even after everything.”
His hand slid higher. Two thick fingers parted her slick folds—found her already wet despite the panic.
“See?” he whispered. “Your body knows what it wants. Even if your mind is fighting.”
Melissa whimpered—soft, broken. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock against his hand.
“I’ll be gentle with you tonight,” he promised. “But tomorrow… you’ll go to that suite. You’ll smile. You’ll be sweet. You’ll let him touch you. And when he’s done, you’ll come back to me soaked and shaking and mine.”
Tears pricked her eyes.
“I’m scared I’ll hate myself after.”
Malcolm kissed her then—slow, deep, claiming.
“You won’t,” he murmured against her lips. “You’ll hate how much you loved it. And that’s exactly how I want you.”
He stood, lifting her easily, carried her to the couch in the corner.
Laid her down.
Spread her thighs.
And spent the next hour eating her pussy with slow, deliberate licks—bringing her to the edge over and over without letting her come—while he whispered exactly what the Nigerian client might do to her tomorrow.
How big his hands might be. How deep his voice. How he might want her on her knees first. How he might want to watch her ride him while Malcolm watched from the chair.
Each filthy promise made her wetter. Each description made her whimper louder.
When he finally let her come—tongue buried deep, fingers curling against her g-spot—she sobbed his name, hips bucking, tears running into her hair.
Afterward he held her against his chest while she trembled.
“Tomorrow night,” he said quietly. “The Peninsula Hotel. Suite 2408. 8 p.m. Wear the black lace set I bought you. Nothing else under the coat.”
She nodded against his shirt—small, defeated, already aching with dread and dark anticipation.
He kissed her forehead.
“That’s my good girl.”
The next evening arrived too quickly.
Melissa stood outside Suite 2408 at 7:58 p.m., long black coat belted tight over the sheer black lace lingerie, heart slamming against her ribs like it wanted out.
She knocked—three soft taps.
The door opened.
A tall man filled the frame—easily six-five, broad-shouldered, skin deep ebony, tailored charcoal suit hugging powerful arms. His smile was slow, warm, confident. Eyes dark and knowing.
“Melissa,” he said, voice rich, accented, rolling like distant thunder. “You’re even more beautiful than Malcolm described.”
He stepped aside.
She entered on legs that felt like water.
The suite was enormous—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city, soft jazz playing low, champagne chilling in a silver bucket.
Malcolm was already there—seated in the deep leather armchair in the corner, legs spread, glass of scotch in one hand, eyes locked on her.
He didn’t speak. Just watched.
The Nigerian—Mr. Adebayo—closed the door behind her.
Locked it.
Then turned to her, smile gentle but hungry.
“May I take your coat, my dear?”
Melissa’s fingers shook as she untied the belt.
The coat slid from her shoulders.
Lace clung to every curve—see-through bra barely containing her full breasts, thong framing the pale triangle between her thighs.
Mr. Adebayo’s gaze darkened with appreciation.
“Exquisite,” he murmured.
He stepped closer—slow, deliberate.
Lifted her chin with one long finger.
“You’re nervous,” he observed softly.
She nodded—couldn’t lie.
“Good,” he said, almost tenderly. “I like a woman who still blushes.”
His hand slid down—traced the edge of her bra cup, thumb brushing her nipple through the lace until it peaked.
Melissa shivered.
Malcolm watched from the chair—silent, sipping his drink, eyes burning.
Mr. Adebayo leaned in, lips brushing her ear.
“Tonight, sweet one… we’re going to take our time.”
He took her hand.
Led her toward the bedroom.
Melissa glanced back once—at Malcolm.
He raised his glass in a small, silent toast.
And smiled.
She turned forward again.
Heart pounding.
Body already betraying her with fresh heat between her thighs.
The door to the bedroom closed behind them with a soft, final click.
Chapter 16 – The Threshold
Melissa stood frozen just inside the bedroom doorway of Suite 2408.
The city lights glittered through the floor-to-ceiling windows like distant, indifferent stars. The king-sized bed dominated the space—crisp white sheets turned down, pillows arranged with hotel precision. A faint scent of sandalwood and expensive aftershave hung in the air.
Mr. Adebayo—Kola, he’d told her to call him—stood a respectful step behind her. He hadn’t touched her yet. Not since the coat came off in the living room.
Malcolm remained in the armchair just outside the open bedroom door, legs crossed, scotch glass resting on his knee. He could see everything. She knew he could see the way her shoulders trembled, the way her fingers twisted together in front of her stomach like she was trying to hold herself intact.
Kola’s voice came low, cultured, almost gentle.
“You’re shaking, Melissa.”
She swallowed. The sound was loud in her own ears.
“I… I’ve never done this before. Not with… not with someone else. Not like this.”
He nodded slowly, as though he’d expected exactly that answer.
“That’s what makes it beautiful,” he said. “The first time a woman crosses that line… the hesitation, the flush on her cheeks, the way her breath catches when she realizes she’s going to let it happen anyway.”
Melissa’s eyes darted to Malcolm.
He met her gaze—steady, unblinking. Gave her the smallest nod. Not encouragement. Permission.
Her stomach twisted.
Kola stepped closer—slow, deliberate. She could feel the heat of him at her back.
“May I?” he asked, voice velvet-soft, fingers hovering near the thin strap of her black lace bra.
She wanted to say no. The word sat right there on her tongue—heavy, ready.
But her body remembered Malcolm’s promises in the office earlier that week. Remembered the way he’d whispered against her ear while his tongue circled her clit: “You’ll be scared. You’ll feel guilty. You’ll hate how wet it makes you. And that’s perfect.”
She closed her eyes for one long second.
Then she nodded—tiny, almost imperceptible.
Kola’s fingers slipped the strap down her shoulder. The lace cup sagged, exposing the pale swell of her breast, the pink nipple already traitorously tight.
He didn’t rush. Didn’t grab.
Instead he traced one long finger along the curve—light as breath—watching the goosebumps rise in its wake.
“So soft,” he murmured. “Like fresh cream.”
Melissa’s breath hitched.
He moved to the other strap. Slid it down.
The bra caught on her nipples for a moment—then fell away completely.
Cool air kissed her bare breasts.
She felt exposed. Humiliated. Aching.
Kola stepped around to face her fully.
His eyes drank her in—slow, appreciative, reverent almost.
Then he reached out—cupped one breast gently, thumb brushing the peak.
Melissa gasped—sharp, involuntary.
His touch was different from Malcolm’s. Warmer. Slower. More deliberate.
He leaned down. Pressed a soft kiss to the top of her breast—then lower—until his lips closed around her nipple.
He sucked gently.
Melissa’s head fell back. A soft, broken whimper escaped her.
She hated how good it felt.
Hated how her hips shifted forward—seeking pressure that wasn’t there yet.
Kola released her nipple with a soft pop. Looked up at her through dark lashes.
“You’re very beautiful when you fight yourself,” he said quietly.
Tears pricked her eyes.
“I’m married,” she whispered—like saying it out loud might make it real again.
“I know.” His hand slid down her stomach—slow—fingers tracing the edge of the lace thong. “And that makes this moment even more precious.”
His fingers dipped beneath the lace.
Found her soaked.
He groaned—low, appreciative.
“So wet already… even though you’re trembling like a leaf.”
Melissa’s face burned with shame.
She glanced toward the doorway again.
Malcolm hadn’t moved.
But his eyes were darker now. Pupils blown. The front of his trousers visibly tented.
Seeing her like this—half-naked, nipples wet from another man’s mouth, thighs shaking—was doing something to him.
Something possessive.
Something proud.
Kola’s fingers circled her clit—slow, torturously light.
Melissa’s knees nearly buckled.
“Please…” she breathed—not even sure what she was begging for.
Stop? More? Mercy?
Kola kissed her then—soft at first. Then deeper. Tongue sliding against hers while his fingers kept that maddening rhythm.
When he pulled back, his voice was rougher.
“Lie down on the bed, sweet one. On your back. Legs open for me.”
Melissa froze.
This was it.
The last line.
Once she lay down—once she spread her legs for this stranger while her boss watched—she couldn’t pretend anymore.
She looked at Malcolm one more time.
He lifted his glass slightly—small salute.
And said the only word he’d spoken since she entered the suite.
“Go.”
Her heart cracked open.
And she went.
She walked to the bed on trembling legs.
Lowered herself onto the cool sheets.
Lay back.
Spread her thighs—slow, reluctant, every inch a battle.
The black lace thong clung wetly to her folds.
Kola stood at the foot of the bed—watching her with quiet intensity.
Then he began to undress—methodical, unhurried—jacket, shirt, trousers.
When he finally revealed himself, Melissa’s breath stopped.
Thick. Long. Dark as midnight. Already glistening at the tip.
Bigger than Malcolm.
Her stomach clenched with fresh panic.
“I… I don’t know if I can…”
Kola climbed onto the bed—slow, predatory grace.
Kneeled between her spread thighs.
“You can,” he said softly. “And you will.”
He hooked two fingers in the sides of her thong.
Pulled it down—inch by inch—until it slipped free.
Then he lowered himself over her.
Not entering.
Not yet.
Just let the heavy length of him rest along her slick folds—hot, thick, pulsing.
Melissa whimpered—hips twitching upward despite herself.
Kola smiled—slow, knowing.
“Feel that?” he whispered. “That’s what you’re afraid of… and what you’re already dripping for.”
He rocked gently—sliding the underside of his shaft along her clit, coating himself in her wetness.
Melissa’s hands fisted the sheets.
Tears slipped down her temples.
And still—still—her hips rolled to meet him.
Kola leaned down.
Kissed the tear tracks.
Then murmured against her lips:
“Tonight, Melissa… I’m going to ruin you for anyone who isn’t me or Malcolm.”
And with that—he pressed forward.
Just the head.
Stretching her.
Burning.
Claiming.
Melissa’s back arched off the bed.
A long, broken sound tore from her throat.
Somewhere in the doorway, Malcolm watched.
Silent.
Hungry.
Waiting for the moment she finally broke.
Chapter 17 – The First Breaking
Kola’s cock pressed forward another inch—slow, inexorable, splitting the slick, reluctant entrance of Melissa’s married pussy.
The stretch was obscene. Burning. She felt every thick ridge, every pulsing vein as he claimed territory that had only ever belonged to Ryan… and then to Malcolm.
Her fingers clawed at the pristine hotel sheets. A soft, choked sob escaped her throat.
“Too big… please… it’s too much…”
Kola paused—only the head and a few inches inside—letting her feel the impossible fullness while he stroked the damp hair back from her forehead with surprising tenderness.
“Shhh, sweet thing,” he murmured, voice like dark honey. “You’re doing beautifully. Look how your little white cunt is trying so hard to swallow me. Look how wet you are even while you cry.”
Melissa’s eyes fluttered open—tears clinging to her lashes—and she followed his gaze downward.
The sight made her stomach lurch with fresh shame: Her pale thighs spread wide. Her pink folds stretched taut around his midnight-black shaft. Her own slick coating him, glistening obscenely in the low bedroom light.
Malcolm’s low chuckle drifted from the doorway.
“She always cries the first time she takes something bigger than her husband,” he said casually, as though discussing the weather. “Makes her even tighter. Makes her come harder.”
Kola smiled—slow, predatory—and pushed another inch deeper.
Melissa’s back bowed off the mattress. A raw, animal whimper tore from her.
“Oh god… I can’t… I’m married… I shouldn’t…”
“Yet here you are,” Kola whispered, leaning down until his lips brushed her ear. “Legs spread for a stranger while your boss watches. Dripping like a cheap hotel whore. Tell me, Melissa… does your husband know his pretty wife is getting her tight little cunt ruined by Nigerian cock tonight?”
The words hit like a slap.
She shook her head frantically—tears spilling faster—but her hips betrayed her, tilting upward in tiny, helpless rocks, trying to take more despite the burn.
Kola rewarded the movement with another slow, deliberate thrust—burying himself halfway now.
Her walls fluttered desperately around the invasion.
“Answer me,” he said, voice suddenly firmer.
“N-no…” she sobbed. “He… he thinks I’m at a friend’s… he doesn’t know… he doesn’t know I’m… I’m…”
“Say it,” Malcolm ordered from the shadows. Voice low. Dangerous. “Say what you are.”
Melissa’s lips trembled.
“I’m… I’m a cheating slut…” The confession came out broken, barely audible.
“Louder.”
“I’m a cheating slut!” she cried—voice cracking on the last word.
Kola groaned—deep, satisfied—and sank the rest of the way in one long, merciless stroke.
The breath punched out of her.
Full. So impossibly full. She could feel him in her stomach, pressing against places Ryan had never reached.
Kola held still—letting her adjust, letting her feel every throbbing inch owning her.
Then he began to move.
Slow at first—long, dragging withdrawals that left her empty and aching—followed by deep, punishing thrusts that bottomed out with a wet slap.
Each stroke forced another shameful sound from her throat.
“Ah… ah… ah…”
Kola’s big hands pinned her wrists above her head—effortlessly, like she was nothing.
“You feel that?” he growled, grinding his pelvis against her clit on every downstroke. “That’s what a real man feels like inside a married white pussy. Stretching you. Filling you. Making you leak like a faucet.”
Melissa’s head thrashed side to side—denial and need warring on her tear-streaked face.
“Please… slower… it hurts…”
“No,” Kola said simply. “You don’t get gentle tonight. You get used. Like the office toy you’ve become.”
He picked up speed—hips snapping harder, deeper, the bed creaking under them.
The wet, filthy sounds of their coupling filled the room: Slap-slap-slap of skin. The squelch of her soaked cunt taking him. Her broken whimpers turning into desperate moans.
Malcolm rose from the chair—slow, deliberate—moving closer until he stood at the side of the bed.
He reached down. Pinched one of her swollen nipples—hard.
Melissa screamed—pleasure-pain shooting straight to her core.
“Look at your boss while he fucks you,” Malcolm ordered.
Her glassy eyes found his.
“Tell him how much you love being a black cock slut,” Malcolm said.
“I… I love it…” she sobbed. “I love being a black cock slut… I love it so much…”
Kola laughed—dark, triumphant—and slammed into her harder.
Her orgasm hit without warning—violent, shattering.
Back arching off the bed. Thighs quaking. Walls spasming wildly around the thick shaft splitting her open.
“Yessss… oh god… I’m coming… I’m coming on his big cock… while my husband waits at home…”
Kola didn’t slow.
He fucked her through it—harder—drawing out the waves until she was a trembling, overstimulated mess.
When the last tremor faded he pulled out suddenly—wet pop—leaving her gaping, fluttering, empty.
Melissa whimpered at the loss.
Kola flipped her over—face down, ass up—knees shoved wide.
“Present yourself properly,” he said. “Show your boss what a well-fucked wife looks like.”
She obeyed—cheeks burning—reaching back with shaking hands to spread herself open.
Her pussy gaped—pink, swollen, dripping—Malcolm’s seed from earlier mixed with her own arousal, slowly leaking out.
Kola groaned at the sight.
“Perfect.”
He mounted her again—thrusting back in with one brutal stroke.
Melissa screamed into the pillow.
This angle was deeper. Harsher. He pounded her like he was trying to break her—each thrust forcing her face deeper into the mattress, each slap of his hips against her ass echoing through the suite.
Malcolm knelt beside the bed—close enough to stroke her tear-damp cheek.
“You’re doing so well, baby girl,” he murmured. “Taking that big Nigerian dick like you were born for it.”
He reached under her—found her clit—rubbed fast, merciless circles.
The dual sensation—Kola’s punishing thrusts and Malcolm’s ruthless fingers—sent her spiraling toward another edge.
“Please…” she begged—voice hoarse. “Please… I can’t… it’s too much…”
“You can,” Malcolm said. “And you will. Come again. Come while he uses you. Show us what a perfect little cumdump you are.”
Kola’s rhythm faltered—his own release building.
“Where do you want it, sweet thing?” he growled. “Inside this cheating cunt? Or across that pretty married face?”
Melissa’s answer came out in a broken, desperate sob:
“Inside… please… fill me… breed me… make me leak your cum all night…”
Kola roared—hips slamming forward one final time—burying himself to the hilt as he erupted.
Hot, thick ropes flooded her—pulse after pulse—overflowing, dripping down her thighs, soaking the sheets.
Melissa shattered again—third orgasm ripping through her—walls milking him greedily, body convulsing, voice raw as she screamed his name into the pillow.
When it was over, Kola stayed buried inside her—letting her feel the aftershocks—while Malcolm stroked her hair with surprising gentleness.
“You’re not done yet,” Malcolm whispered against her ear. “Not even close.”
Melissa whimpered—exhausted, wrecked, dripping with shame and cum.
And still—still—her hips gave a tiny, involuntary roll.
Begging for more.
Even as tears continued to fall.
Chapter 18 – The Shower
Kola pulled out of her slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every inch of withdrawal. A thick rope of his cum followed—sliding from her gaping, abused pussy, dripping down the inside of her trembling thigh and onto the already-soaked sheets.
Melissa lay face-down, ass still up, chest heaving, mascara-streaked tears drying on the pillow. Her body felt wrecked—sore, stretched, full of him.
But they weren’t done.
Kola’s strong hands gripped her hips and lifted her like she weighed nothing. He carried her—legs dangling, cum still leaking from her—straight into the massive marble bathroom of the suite.
Malcolm followed silently, drink still in hand, eyes dark and unreadable.
The shower was enormous—glass walls, multiple heads, rainfall from above. Kola set her on her feet under the central stream and turned the water on hot.
Steam billowed instantly.
Hot water cascaded over her—washing away tears, sweat, the first traces of cum—but doing nothing to wash away the shame burning in her chest.
Kola stepped in behind her. Malcolm leaned against the sink outside the glass, watching, sipping slowly.
“Hands on the wall,” Kola ordered, voice rougher now, patience gone.
Melissa obeyed—palms flat against the wet marble, legs spread, ass presented again.
The water pounded her back, her breasts, her face.
Kola pressed against her from behind—his cock already hardening again, thick and insistent between her ass cheeks.
He reached around, grabbed a fistful of her wet blonde hair, yanked her head back sharply.
“You thought that was rough?” he growled into her ear. “That was just the warm-up, little married slut.”
He kicked her feet wider apart.
Then he thrust—hard, sudden, no warning—burying himself balls-deep in her still-dripping cunt.
Melissa screamed—the sound echoing off the tiles, raw and broken.
The angle was brutal. Deeper than before. The hot water made every sensation sharper—the stretch, the burn, the slap of wet skin.
He didn’t give her time to adjust.
He fucked her like an animal—fast, punishing, relentless.
Each thrust slammed her forward into the wall. Her breasts bounced painfully with the force. Her nipples scraped against the cold marble.
“Take it,” he snarled, yanking her hair harder, arching her back. “Take every fucking inch while your husband sleeps alone tonight.”
Melissa sobbed—tears mixing with the shower water streaming down her face.
“I’m sorry… I’m sorry Ryan… I’m such a whore…”
Kola slapped her ass—hard—the wet crack echoing like a gunshot.
“Louder. Let your boss hear what you really are.”
“I’m a whore!” she cried. “I’m a cheating, cock-hungry whore! I love it—I love your big black cock ruining me!”
Malcolm’s low chuckle drifted through the steam.
“That’s my girl.”
Kola’s free hand slid around front—found her clit—and pinched it viciously.
Melissa bucked, screaming again as another orgasm ripped through her without mercy.
Her knees gave out.
Kola caught her—held her up with one arm around her waist—kept pounding into her spasming cunt while she shook and cried and begged incoherently.
When the waves finally eased he pulled out—spun her around—shoved her to her knees on the wet tile.
“Open.”
She did—mouth wide, tongue out, eyes glassy and pleading.
He slapped his cock against her tongue—wet, heavy—then rammed it down her throat.
She gagged instantly—hard—throat convulsing around him.
He held her there—nose buried in his groin—water pouring over both of them—until she was choking, drooling, tears streaming.
Then he pulled back—let her gasp once—before fucking her face again.
Fast. Brutal. Using her mouth like a toy.
“Look at her,” Kola said over his shoulder to Malcolm. “Look at your little office slut choking on Nigerian dick in the shower while her wedding ring sparkles under the water.”
Malcolm stepped closer—right up to the glass now—watching intently.
“Make her gag louder,” he said quietly. “I want to hear it.”
Kola obliged—thrusting deeper, holding longer—until Melissa’s throat bulged, her eyes rolling back, spit and water running down her chin in thick strings.
When he finally pulled out she coughed, gasped, retched—then looked up at both men with wrecked, desperate eyes.
“Please…” she whispered, voice hoarse. “More… I need more…”
Kola hauled her up by the hair.
Turned her around.
Bent her forward—hands braced on the glass.
Pressed his cock against her asshole.
“No lube this time,” he growled. “Just your own cum and my spit.”
Melissa whimpered—fresh panic flaring.
“Wait—please—it’s too—”
He pushed.
The head forced past her tight ring—burning, tearing.
She screamed—loud, raw, echoing through the bathroom.
Kola didn’t stop.
He sank deeper—inch by brutal inch—until his hips slapped against her ass.
Then he started fucking her ass—hard, fast, merciless.
The water pounded down on them both.
Her body jolted with every thrust.
Her tits slapped wetly against the glass.
Malcolm watched—face inches from hers on the other side of the pane—eyes locked on her tear-streaked, pleasure-pained expression.
“Tell me you love it,” he ordered through the glass.
“I love it…” she sobbed. “I love getting my ass fucked… I love being your dirty little anal whore… please don’t stop…”
Kola’s rhythm grew savage—hips snapping, balls slapping her soaked pussy.
He reached around—three thick fingers plunging into her cunt while he reamed her ass.
Double-penetrated—stuffed full from both ends—she shattered again.
Screaming. Convulsing. Ass clenching rhythmically around his invading cock.
Kola growled—thrust once, twice more—then buried himself deep and erupted.
Hot, thick pulses flooded her ass—overflowing, leaking down her thighs, mixing with the shower water swirling toward the drain.
He stayed inside her while she trembled—held her up while her legs gave out completely.
When he finally pulled out, a gush of cum followed—dripping from her gaping hole, running down her legs in milky streams.
Melissa slid to her knees—exhausted, shaking, sobbing quietly.
Kola turned off the water.
Silence descended—only the drip-drip of the showerheads and her ragged breathing.
He knelt behind her—gentle now—kissed the back of her neck.
“You’re perfect,” he murmured. “But we’re not finished.”
Malcolm opened the shower door.
Held out a thick white towel.
“Come, baby girl,” he said softly.
“There’s still more to take tonight.”
Melissa looked up at both men—wrecked, dripping, marked, full of their cum.
And despite the tears, despite the guilt clawing at her chest…
She reached for their hands.
Let them lift her.
Because deep down—she knew she wanted every last degrading second still to come.
Chapter 19 – The Balcony
The shower water still dripped from their bodies when Malcolm and Kola led Melissa out of the bathroom—naked, trembling, skin flushed and marked. Cum leaked slowly from both her holes, trailing thin milky lines down the insides of her thighs with every shaky step.
They didn’t bother with towels. They didn’t give her time to catch her breath.
Malcolm opened the wide glass doors leading to the private balcony of the suite. Twenty-four floors above the city. The night air hit her like a slap—cool, sharp, carrying the distant hum of traffic far below. The balcony was spacious, edged with thick glass railings that offered no real privacy. Anyone in the facing high-rises with binoculars, anyone on a nearby rooftop terrace, could see.
Melissa froze at the threshold.
“No… please… not out here…” Her voice was small, hoarse from screaming. “Someone will see…”
Kola’s big hand settled on the small of her back—firm, guiding.
“That’s the point, sweet thing.”
Malcolm stepped out first, completely naked, cock already half-hard again. He leaned against the railing, city lights painting gold and silver across his dark skin.
“Come here, baby girl.”
Melissa’s legs moved before her mind could protest. She stepped onto the balcony—bare feet on cold stone—arms instinctively crossing over her breasts.
The breeze kissed her wet skin, hardened her nipples to painful points, made the sticky trails of cum between her thighs feel even more obscene.
Kola followed, closing the glass doors behind them with a soft click.
No escape now.
Malcolm crooked a finger.
She walked to him—slow, reluctant—until she was close enough for him to grab her wrist and spin her around.
Her back pressed to his chest. His cock nestled hot and thick between the cheeks of her ass.
He reached around, cupped her breasts roughly, pinched the nipples until she whimpered.
“Look down,” he ordered.
She did.
The city sprawled beneath them—cars like tiny moving lights, people ant-sized on the sidewalks.
“Imagine one of them looking up right now,” Malcolm murmured against her ear. “Seeing a beautiful married white woman getting used like a slut on a balcony. Seeing her tits bounce while two black cocks take turns ruining her holes.”
Melissa’s breath hitched—shame and fresh arousal twisting together so tightly she could barely breathe.
Kola stepped in front—towering, hard again, cock bobbing heavily.
He lifted her chin.
“Spread your legs, little whore. Show the city what you really are.”
Her hands shook as she parted her thighs—wide—exposing her swollen, cum-filled pussy to the night air.
The breeze teased her clit.
She moaned—soft, broken.
Malcolm slid his cock between her ass cheeks—teasing her still-gaping hole—while Kola dropped to one knee in front of her.
Without warning, Kola buried his face between her thighs—tongue plunging into her dripping cunt, lapping up the mess of his own cum mixed with hers.
Melissa’s knees buckled.
Malcolm held her up—arms like steel bands around her waist—while Kola devoured her.
His tongue was relentless—sucking her clit, fucking into her with thick strokes, growling against her folds.
She came almost immediately—screaming into the night, hips bucking against Kola’s face, fresh gush coating his chin.
The sound carried—echoed off the buildings.
Someone might have heard.
Someone might be watching.
The thought only made her come harder.
When the spasms eased, Kola rose—lips glistening—cock throbbing.
He lifted her effortlessly—hands under her thighs—spread her wide.
Malcolm didn’t hesitate.
He lined up and thrust into her ass—hard, deep, one brutal stroke.
Melissa’s scream tore through the night.
Kola followed a heartbeat later—slamming into her pussy.
Double-penetrated. Stuffed full. Two thick cocks stretching her beyond reason.
They started moving—opposite rhythms at first, then syncing—fucking her like machines.
Her body jolted between them with every thrust. Breasts bouncing wildly. Head thrown back against Malcolm’s shoulder. Mouth open in continuous, broken cries.
“Fuck—too much—please—oh god—don’t stop—”
Malcolm’s hand wrapped around her throat—squeezing just enough to make stars dance in her vision.
“Beg for it, slut. Beg us to fill you while the whole city watches.”
“Please… fill me… breed me… use me… I’m your balcony whore… please…”
Kola’s fingers dug into her thighs—hard enough to bruise—holding her open while he pounded her cunt.
Malcolm’s other hand found her clit—rubbed fast, merciless circles.
She shattered again—violent, convulsive—ass and pussy clenching rhythmically around both cocks.
Her screams echoed across the rooftops.
They didn’t stop.
Kept fucking her through it—harder, deeper—using her like a toy caught between them.
Malcolm came first—growling low, burying himself in her ass and flooding her with hot pulses.
Kola followed seconds later—thrusting deep into her cunt and erupting, thick ropes mixing with Malcolm’s earlier load, overflowing, dripping down her thighs in sticky rivers.
They held her there—impaled, trembling, dripping—while the city lights glittered below.
When they finally lowered her to her knees on the cold balcony stone, cum leaked from both holes, pooling beneath her.
Melissa looked up at them—eyes glassy, face wrecked, body marked everywhere.
And still—still—she opened her mouth.
Tongue out.
Begging silently for more.
Because even now—exposed, used, ruined—she wanted every last degrading drop of what they would give her.
Chapter 20 – The Discovery
Ryan Harper had always trusted his wife.
He trusted the late nights at the office.
He trusted the “girl’s nights” that stretched until morning.
He trusted the way she kissed him goodbye every morning with that same soft smile she’d given him on their wedding day.
Until he didn’t.
It started with little things.
A faint bruise on her collarbone she covered with makeup.
The way she flinched when he tried to touch her between her legs one evening—still sore, she said.
The scent of expensive cologne on her coat that wasn’t his.
The way she came home flushed and distant, eyes glassy, thighs pressed tight together like she was hiding something leaking out of her.
Then came the phone call.
He’d been trying to reach her all evening—Friday, supposed to be date night.
No answer.
Finally, at 10:43 p.m., her phone rang through to voicemail again.
But this time, she’d forgotten to lock the screen earlier that day.
Ryan picked it up.
A string of messages from “MJ” (Malcolm Jackson, he knew the initials).
MJ: Balcony tonight was perfect. You screamed so loud the whole city could’ve heard what a good little slut you are.
MJ: Tomorrow. My office. 7 sharp. Bring that black lace set. No panties.
MJ: And Melissa? Don’t shower. I want you walking in with my cum still dripping down your thighs.
Ryan stared at the screen until the words blurred.
His stomach turned inside out.
He read every message.
Every filthy promise.
Every time she replied with trembling emojis, with “Yes sir,” with “Please… more…”
He sat on the edge of their bed for a long time—numb, then shaking, then burning.
When Melissa finally came home at 2:17 a.m.—hair mussed, lipstick smeared, walking gingerly—he was waiting in the living room, lights off, phone in hand.
She froze in the doorway.
“Ryan…”
He didn’t shout.
Not at first.
He just held up the phone.
“Explain.”
Melissa’s face drained of color.
She opened her mouth.
Closed it.
The silence stretched—thick, suffocating.
Ryan’s voice cracked when he finally spoke.
“He’s your boss. He has power over you. Over your job. Over our life. He’s abusing that power, Melissa. He’s coercing you. Blackmailing you. That’s what this is.”
Melissa’s eyes filled with tears.
She could have corrected him.
She could have told him the truth:
That no one coerced her.
That she’d gone to Malcolm willingly—again and again.
That she craved the stretch, the degradation, the way he and Kola made her feel owned and filthy and alive.
That she was addicted to black cock—addicted to the way it filled her, ruined her, left her leaking and sore and desperate for more.
But she didn’t.
She let the lie settle between them like a blanket.
Because the truth would destroy him.
Because part of her—the small, guilty part—still loved Ryan.
Still wanted to protect him from knowing what she’d become.
So she whispered, voice small and trembling:
“I… I didn’t want to lose the job. He… he made it clear what would happen if I said no.”
Ryan’s face crumpled.
He stood.
Paced.
Ran hands through his hair.
“This isn’t right. This is harassment. Abuse of power. I’m going to the office tomorrow. I’m going to confront him. He can’t do this to you—to us.”
Melissa’s heart lurched.
“Ryan, please… don’t—”
But he was already moving—grabbing his keys, jacket, fury replacing the heartbreak.
“I’m not letting him get away with this.”
Saturday morning.
The office was quiet—weekend skeleton crew, most floors empty.
Ryan stormed past the receptionist, badge still active from when he’d visited Melissa for lunch once.
He found Malcolm’s office on the 20th floor.
The door was open.
Malcolm sat behind his desk—calm, immaculate, as though he’d been expecting company.
Ryan burst in.
“You son of a bitch.”
Malcolm didn’t flinch.
Just leaned back, steepled his fingers.
“Mr. Harper. I’ve been expecting you.”
Ryan’s fists clenched.
“You think you can just… just use your position to force my wife? To make her—make her do those things? I saw the messages. I know what you’ve been doing.”
Malcolm’s gaze flicked past Ryan.
Melissa stood in the doorway—pale, eyes red from crying, still wearing the same dress from last night under her coat.
She hadn’t wanted to come.
But Ryan had insisted.
He needed her there.
Needed her to see him defend her honor.
Malcolm rose slowly.
“Ryan,” he said, voice even, “let’s not do this in the open. Follow me.”
He walked past them both—calm, unruffled.
Ryan grabbed Melissa’s hand—tight, protective—and followed.
Malcolm led them down the hall to a small, windowless conference room at the far end.
The kind used for sensitive HR meetings.
He held the door open.
Stepped inside.
Ryan and Melissa followed.
Malcolm closed the door behind them.
Locked it.
The click sounded final.
He turned.
Faced them both.
“Now,” he said quietly, “let’s talk.”
Ryan stepped forward—chest heaving, ready to shout, ready to fight.
Melissa stood frozen beside him—heart hammering, thighs still faintly sticky from last night, the truth burning on her tongue like acid.
She didn’t speak.
She couldn’t.
Because deep down, in the darkest part of her, she knew:
Whatever happened in this room next…
It would either end everything.
Or begin something even more dangerous.
Chapter 21 – The Conference Room
The lock clicked into place with a sound that seemed to echo inside Ryan’s chest.
Malcolm turned slowly, shoulders relaxed, expression calm as ever. The small conference room felt even smaller now—windowless walls, long polished table, six chairs, and the three of them standing like points of a broken triangle.
Ryan’s voice came out hoarse, shaking with barely contained rage.
“You think you can just lock us in here and—”
Malcolm didn’t let him finish.
Without a word, without breaking eye contact with Ryan, he reached down, unbuckled his belt, unzipped his trousers, and pulled out his cock.
It hung heavy between his legs—thick, dark, semi-hard already, veins prominent even in the soft overhead light.
Ryan’s words died instantly.
His eyes widened. Shock first—pure disbelief at the audacity. Then horror as the sheer size registered. Even flaccid it was obscene—longer and thicker than anything Ryan had ever seen outside of pornography, dwarfing his own in every dimension.
He took an involuntary step back, face draining of color.
“What the fuck are you doing?” he whispered.
Malcolm didn’t answer with words.
He simply shifted his gaze—slow, deliberate—to Melissa.
One look.
That was all it took.
Melissa’s lips parted. A tiny, broken sound escaped her throat.
She looked at Ryan—eyes wide, shining with tears and something darker, something hungry.
Then she dropped.
Right there on the carpeted floor.
Knees hitting the ground hard enough to make Ryan flinch.
She crawled the two steps to Malcolm—hands trembling—until she was between his spread legs.
Her fingers wrapped around the thickening shaft—both hands needed—and she guided the swollen head to her lips.
Ryan’s world cracked open.
“Melissa… no… baby, please…”
His voice broke.
She looked up at him once—eyes glassy, pupils blown, tears already spilling down her cheeks.
Her lips stretched around the fat head.
She took him in—slow at first, then deeper—cheeks hollowing, throat working.
A soft, muffled whimper vibrated around the shaft.
Through the obscene stretch of her mouth, barely audible around the thick cock filling it, she mouthed two words toward her husband:
“I’m sorry…”
Ryan staggered back until his thighs hit the edge of the conference table.
His knees gave out.
He sat—hard—eyes locked on the sight of his wife on her knees, worshipping another man’s cock like it was the only thing that mattered in the world.
Malcolm finally spoke—voice low, steady, almost conversational—while one big hand settled on the back of Melissa’s head, guiding her deeper.
“She didn’t fight me, Ryan. Not once.”
Another inch disappeared into her mouth. Her throat bulged visibly.
“She came to me. Again and again. Begged for it. Cried for it. Came so hard she soaked my desk, my floor, my car seats. And every time she went home to you afterward… she still had my cum leaking out of her.”
Melissa moaned around him—long, broken, needy.
Malcolm’s hips began to move—slow, shallow thrusts into her throat.
“She’s addicted, Ryan. Addicted to the stretch. The taste. The way it makes her feel owned. You can’t give her that. You never could.”
Ryan’s hands clenched into fists on his thighs.
Anger roared through him—hot, blinding.
Betrayal cut deeper than any knife.
And beneath it all—buried but undeniable—a sick, shameful pulse of heat low in his belly.
He hated himself for it.
Hated the way his cock twitched in his jeans watching his wife gag and drool around another man’s dick.
Malcolm pulled out suddenly—wet strings of saliva connecting her swollen lips to his glistening shaft.
Melissa gasped—coughing, panting—then looked up at him with pure, glassy devotion.
Malcolm hauled her to her feet by the arm.
Turned her.
Bent her over the conference table.
Flipped her skirt up.
No panties.
Her pussy was already swollen, glistening, lips puffy from use.
Malcolm lined up.
Thrust in—hard—burying himself to the hilt in one brutal stroke.
Melissa screamed—raw, desperate—hands scrabbling at the polished wood.
The table creaked under the force.
Malcolm fucked her like he owned her—because he did.
Deep, punishing strokes that made her whole body jolt forward with every thrust.
Her breasts bounced under the thin blouse.
Her wedding ring scraped against the table with every slap of his hips.
Ryan couldn’t look away.
Couldn’t move.
Couldn’t breathe.
Malcolm never broke eye contact with him—fucking Melissa harder, faster, while he spoke in that same calm, devastating tone.
“She loves it rough, Ryan. Loves being used. Loves being filled until she’s dripping for days. Watch how she comes—watch how fast she comes when I treat her like the slut she is.”
Melissa’s cries turned rhythmic—high, broken, pleading.
“I’m sorry… Ryan… I’m so sorry… but it feels… so good… so full… I can’t stop…”
Her back arched.
Her thighs shook.
She came—violent, shattering—walls spasming around Malcolm’s cock, fresh slick coating his shaft, dripping onto the carpet.
Malcolm didn’t slow.
Kept pounding through it—drawing it out until she sobbed with overstimulation.
Then he looked at Ryan again—eyes dark, victorious.
“She’s mine now, Ryan. She’s always been mine. The question is… what are you going to do about it?”
Ryan sat frozen—tears streaming down his face, cock painfully hard against his zipper, rage and betrayal and unwanted arousal twisting into something he couldn’t name.
Melissa turned her head—cheek pressed to the table—eyes finding her husband’s through the haze of tears and pleasure.
“I’m sorry…” she whispered again.
But her hips kept pushing back.
Kept taking every brutal inch.
And the conference room filled with the wet, obscene sounds of her surrender.
Chapter 22 – The Storm Inside
Ryan sat frozen at the edge of the conference table, his world unraveling in slow motion like a nightmare he couldn’t wake from.
His wife—his Melissa—bent over the polished wood, skirt hiked around her waist, Malcolm’s massive black cock slamming into her with wet, punishing slaps that echoed through the room like accusations.
Each thrust jolted her forward, her breasts straining against the thin blouse, her fingers clawing at the surface for purchase. Her face—cheek pressed to the table, eyes half-lidded in ecstasy, tears streaking her makeup—was turned toward him, but she wasn’t seeing him. Not really. She was lost in it, hips pushing back to meet every brutal stroke, soft whimpers turning into desperate moans.
“Ohhh… Malcolm… so deep… so full… yessss…”
The sounds cut through Ryan like shards of glass.
How did we get here? The thought looped in his mind, frantic, desperate. She’s my wife. My partner. The girl I met in college, who laughed at my stupid jokes, who held my hand through grad school hell. We built a life. A home. And now… this?
Anger surged first—hot, blinding rage that made his fists clench until his nails bit into his palms. He wanted to lunge across the table, drag Malcolm off her, punch that smug face until it bled. He’s her boss. He manipulated her. Used his power to twist her into this… this slut. The word stung even in his own head, but there it was—watching her arch her back, beg for more, mouth those silent “sorry”s while her pussy clenched visibly around that monster cock.
But betrayal hit deeper, colder—a knife twisting in his gut. She’d lied. For months. Come home smelling of him, kissed Ryan goodnight with lips that had been wrapped around that. Slept beside him with another man’s cum leaking out of her. Why didn’t she tell me? Why didn’t she fight? Was I that blind? That inadequate?
His eyes dropped to Malcolm’s cock—glistening with her slick, veins throbbing, stretching her pink folds wide with every thrust. The size of it… god, the size. It was humiliating just to look at. Thicker than Ryan’s wrist, longer than anything he could imagine fitting inside a woman without breaking her. And Melissa was taking it—loving it—crying out with pleasure Ryan had never heard from her in their bed.
A fresh wave of shame washed over him. Is that why? Because I could never fill her like that? Never make her scream like that? He remembered their lovemaking—gentle, tender, her soft sighs and “I love you”s. It had felt enough. But now… now it felt like a joke. Like he’d been playing at being a man while she craved something real, something brutal.
And beneath the anger, beneath the betrayal—god help him—arousal stirred like poison in his veins.
His cock throbbed painfully against his jeans, hard as steel despite everything. He hated it. Hated the way his breath quickened watching Malcolm’s balls slap against her clit. Hated the sick heat pooling in his belly as Melissa’s moans grew louder, more frantic. Why am I hard? What the fuck is wrong with me? This is my wife—being fucked like a whore right in front of me—and I’m… turned on?
He shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide the bulge, but Malcolm noticed. Of course he did.
The big man smirked—never breaking rhythm, hips snapping forward with steady, dominating force.
“Look at him, Melissa,” Malcolm growled. “Look at your husband watching you get fucked. He’s hard as a rock. Bet he’s never been this turned on in his life.”
Melissa’s eyes found Ryan’s again—hazy, pleading, full of guilt and lust.
“I’m sorry… Ryan… ohhh… I can’t help it… it feels so good… so much better than…”
She didn’t finish. Couldn’t. Malcolm slammed into her harder—once, twice—sending her over the edge again.
Her whole body tensed. Back arching. Mouth open in a silent scream that broke into shuddering cries.
“Yessss… coming… coming on his big black cock… Ryan… watch me… watch me come…”
Ryan’s vision blurred with tears.
He wanted to scream. To run. To grab her and pull her away.
But he sat there—transfixed, tormented—his own hand drifting unconsciously to the front of his jeans, pressing against the ache.
What am I becoming? The thought terrified him. Am I going to just sit here and watch? Let this happen? Get off on it?
Malcolm’s pace quickened—thrusts turning erratic, balls tightening.
He locked eyes with Ryan one last time.
“She’s mine,” he growled. “But if you’re good… maybe I’ll let you watch more often.”
Then he buried himself deep—roaring as he flooded her with hot, thick pulses.
Melissa whimpered—milking him, taking every drop—while Ryan’s world spun into chaos.
Anger. Betrayal. Arousal.
All twisting together until he didn’t know where one ended and the next began.
And in that moment, staring at his wife’s flushed, satisfied face… he realized he might never escape it.
Chapter 23 – The Beginning
The room smelled of sex—sweat, cum, Melissa’s perfume, and the faint metallic tang of Ryan’s own fear-sweat.
Malcolm stayed buried inside Melissa for a long moment after he finished, letting her feel the final slow pulses, letting the thick overflow drip down her inner thighs in lazy white trails. Only when her trembling eased did he pull out with a wet, obscene sound. A fresh gush followed—splattering onto the carpet between her spread feet.
Melissa remained bent over the table, ass still high, chest heaving, blonde hair plastered to her tear-streaked face. She didn’t dare move. Didn’t dare look at her husband.
Ryan sat motionless, eyes fixed on the sight of his wife’s ruined, gaping pussy—pink and swollen, leaking another man’s seed like a broken faucet.
Malcolm tucked himself away with casual indifference, then walked around the table until he stood beside Ryan.
He placed one heavy hand on Ryan’s shoulder—firm, not cruel. Just enough pressure to remind him who was in control.
“Look at her, Ryan,” Malcolm said quietly. “Really look.”
Ryan’s gaze lifted—slow, reluctant—until it met Melissa’s.
She was crying silently now. Not from pain. Not from shame alone.
From the terrible, beautiful relief of no longer having to hide.
“I’m sorry,” she whispered again—voice cracked and small. “I tried… I tried to be good. I tried to love you the way you deserved. But… but I need this. I need him. I need to feel… full. Used. Owned. I can’t stop wanting it. I’ve tried. God, I’ve tried.”
Ryan’s throat worked. No sound came out at first.
Then, barely audible:
“You… you love him?”
Melissa shook her head—tiny, frantic.
“No. Not like I love you.” Fresh tears spilled. “I love you. That’s why this hurts so much. But… but when he fucks me… when he makes me feel like nothing and everything at the same time… I come so hard I forget my own name. And I hate myself for it. But I can’t stop.”
Malcolm’s hand tightened slightly on Ryan’s shoulder.
“She’s telling you the truth,” he said. “She’s not leaving you. She’s not divorcing you. She still wants the house, the dinners, the quiet nights on the couch. She wants the man who holds her when she’s scared. But she also wants this.” He gestured lazily toward Melissa’s dripping body. “She wants to be fucked like a whore. Filled like a cumdump. Marked. Degraded. And she needs me—or someone like me—to give it to her.”
Ryan’s voice came out strangled.
“So… what? I’m supposed to just… accept it? Sit here while you fuck my wife whenever you want?”
Malcolm smiled—slow, almost kind.
“No. Not sit here. Participate.”
Ryan’s head snapped up.
“What?”
Malcolm released his shoulder and stepped back.
“Get up.”
Ryan didn’t move at first.
Malcolm waited—patient.
Eventually, shaking, Ryan stood.
Malcolm nodded toward Melissa.
“Go to her.”
Ryan walked around the table like he was stepping through broken glass.
When he reached her, Melissa lifted her head—eyes pleading, terrified, hopeful.
“Ryan… please don’t hate me…”
He didn’t answer.
Instead he reached out—hesitant—touched her cheek.
Then lower.
His fingers brushed the sticky mess between her thighs.
He felt the heat. The slickness. The way her swollen lips parted easily under his touch—still gaping from Malcolm’s size.
A shudder ran through him.
He pulled his hand away—fingers glistening with cum that wasn’t his.
And then—god help him—he brought them to his lips.
Tasted it.
Salty. Bitter. Foreign.
Melissa whimpered—soft, broken.
Ryan’s eyes closed for a second.
When they opened again, something had shifted in them.
Not acceptance. Not yet.
But surrender.
A terrible, aching surrender.
Malcolm watched the moment unfold—silent, satisfied.
Then he spoke—voice low, commanding.
“Clean her up, Ryan.”
Ryan looked at him—confused, horrified.
Malcolm nodded toward Melissa’s dripping pussy.
“With your mouth.”
Ryan’s breath caught.
Melissa’s eyes widened—fresh tears spilling.
“Ryan… you don’t have to—”
But he was already moving.
Dropping to his knees behind her.
Hands trembling as he spread her ass cheeks gently.
The sight up close was devastating—her hole still twitching, thick white cream oozing out in slow, obscene pulses.
He leaned in.
Pressed his tongue to her folds.
Tasted her.
Tasted him.
Melissa cried out—half sob, half moan—hips jerking forward.
Ryan licked deeper—slow at first, then hungrier—lapping up every drop of Malcolm’s cum while his wife trembled above him.
Malcolm stepped closer—cock hardening again in his trousers.
“Good boy,” he murmured.
“Now you understand.”
Ryan kept licking—tears mixing with the mess on his face—while Melissa came again on his tongue, whispering broken apologies and “thank you”s into the table.
And in that moment—on his knees, tasting another man’s seed from his wife’s ruined cunt—Ryan’s cuckolding truly began.
Not with rage.
Not with violence.
But with the quiet, devastating surrender of a man who finally understood what his wife needed…
And what he was willing to become to keep her.
Chapter 24 – The Completion
Ryan remained on his knees behind Melissa, face buried between her trembling thighs, tongue working in slow, methodical laps.
Every swipe collected more of Malcolm’s thick, warm cum—salty, bitter, still pulsing out of her in lazy drops. The taste coated his mouth, filled his nose, became the only thing that existed.
Melissa’s soft, broken sounds drifted down to him—half sob, half moan—as she felt her husband cleaning another man’s seed from her ruined cunt.
“I’m sorry… Ryan… oh god… I’m so sorry…”
But her hips kept rocking gently back against his face, chasing the soft pressure of his tongue even as tears dripped onto the table.
Malcolm watched from two steps away—arms folded, expression calm, almost paternal.
“That’s it,” he said quietly. “Clean her properly. Every drop. She’s going to go home full of me, and you’re going to make sure she’s ready for it.”
Ryan’s hands shook where they held her ass cheeks apart.
He should stop. He should stand up. He should scream, hit something, leave.
Instead he pressed deeper—tongue plunging into her still-gaping entrance, scooping out more of the thick white cream, swallowing it down like penance.
Melissa came again—quiet this time, shuddering, walls fluttering against his tongue.
When the last tremor passed, Malcolm stepped forward.
“Enough.”
Ryan pulled back—lips swollen, chin glistening, eyes red and glassy.
Malcolm offered him a hand.
Ryan took it—let himself be pulled to his feet.
Malcolm turned him gently until he faced Melissa.
She had pushed herself upright on shaky arms.
Her blouse hung open, breasts marked with faint red fingerprints. Her skirt was still bunched around her waist. Cum leaked steadily from both holes now—dripping down her inner thighs in slow rivulets.
She looked at Ryan like he was the only thing anchoring her to the world.
“I love you,” she whispered. “I still love you. Please… don’t leave me.”
Ryan’s voice cracked.
“I don’t know how to do this.”
Malcolm’s hand settled on Ryan’s lower back—guiding, not forcing.
“You already are.”
He stepped behind Ryan, reached around, and slowly unbuckled Ryan’s belt.
Ryan didn’t resist.
Didn’t speak.
Just let it happen.
Malcolm freed Ryan’s cock—hard, leaking, painfully erect despite everything.
Ryan’s face burned with shame.
Malcolm didn’t mock him.
He simply guided Ryan forward until the head of his cock brushed Melissa’s swollen, cum-slick folds.
“Fuck her,” Malcolm said softly. “Feel what I left inside your wife.”
Ryan looked into Melissa’s eyes.
She nodded—tiny, pleading.
He pushed forward.
The sensation was devastating.
She was loose. Hot. Slippery with Malcolm’s seed.
He slid in easily—deeper than he’d ever felt before—surrounded by the thick, warm evidence of another man’s claim.
Melissa moaned—soft, grateful—hips tilting to take him fully.
Ryan gasped.
It felt… different. Wrong. Intimate in the most humiliating way.
He began to move—slow, tentative thrusts—each one stirring Malcolm’s cum inside her, pushing it deeper, making wet, filthy squelching sounds.
Malcolm stepped closer—chest against Ryan’s back.
His voice was low, almost soothing.
“She’s yours too, Ryan. Always will be. But she needs both. She needs the gentle man who loves her… and the rough man who uses her. You can give her one. I’ll give her the other.”
Ryan’s rhythm faltered.
He looked down—watched his own cock sliding in and out of his wife’s stretched, cum-filled pussy.
He felt the moment the last piece of resistance inside him broke.
He thrust harder—once, twice—then groaned, long and low, as he came.
Deep inside her.
Mixing his seed with Malcolm’s.
Marking her in the only way he still could.
When he finished, he stayed buried—forehead pressed between her shoulder blades—tears dripping onto her skin.
Melissa reached back—found his hand—squeezed.
“I love you,” she whispered again.
Ryan nodded against her.
“I know.”
Malcolm stepped back—gave them space.
Then, quietly:
“Every Friday night. My office. 8 p.m. You both come. She gets what she needs. You get to watch. To clean. To participate when I allow it.”
Ryan didn’t answer immediately.
He just held Melissa tighter.
After a long silence, he spoke—voice raw, but steady.
“Okay.”
Malcolm smiled—small, victorious.
“Good boy.”
And in that windowless conference room, on a Saturday morning in January, Ryan’s cuckolding was complete.
Not with violence. Not with threats.
But with surrender. With love twisted into something new, dark, and irreversible.
Melissa turned in his arms.
Kissed him—soft, tear-salted, tasting of everything they’d become.
And for the first time since the messages, Ryan kissed her back.
Fully.
Without pulling away.
The End
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