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  Chapter one
The First Taste


The office lights had been dimmed to their after-hours setting, casting long shadows across the polished conference table. Olivia Brav checked her watch again. Nine seventeen. Most of the floor had emptied out hours ago, leaving only the faint drone of the air conditioning and the occasional creak of the building settling. She smoothed her palms down the front of her navy pencil skirt, feeling the tight fabric cling to her wide hips. At thirty-two, she kept her body disciplined with daily yoga. Her full breasts pressed against the crisp white blouse, the top button left strategically open. Professional, but not prudish. That balance had closed deals before. Tonight it would have to close the biggest one of her career. 
Christopher had texted her twice already from home. Dinner is in the oven. Don't work too late. She had not answered. Her husband was safe. Reliable. An accountant who colored inside every line and fucked her in the same careful rhythm every other Friday. Passionless. That word had been circling her mind for months. Tonight she needed something else. Something that would make this deal with Apex Logistics stick.
The elevator chimed down the hall. Olivia stood, rolled her shoulders back, and fixed a confident smile on her face. Scott Tharp stepped into the conference room carrying a slim leather portfolio. He was taller than she remembered from the video calls, easily six three, with broad shoulders that filled out his tailored charcoal suit. His dark skin seemed to absorb the low light. When he smiled, perfect white teeth flashed against the deep tone of his lips.
"Ms. Brav," he said, voice low and smooth like aged whiskey. "I appreciate you meeting me so late. Most executives would have let this die quietly."
"Call me Olivia." She extended her hand. His grip swallowed hers, warm and firm. She felt the subtle strength in his fingers and forced herself not to react. "And I don't let deals die, Scott. I resuscitate them."
He chuckled, a deep sound that seemed to vibrate in her chest. Instead of releasing her hand immediately, he held it a second longer, his thumb brushing once across her knuckles. The contact sent an unexpected spark up her arm. She pulled away gently and gestured to the leather chairs.
"Please. Sit. Can I get you anything? Water? Something stronger?"
"I'm good." Scott settled into the chair at the head of the table, the one she usually claimed. He stretched his long legs out, completely at ease. "Let's talk about why I'm here. Your proposal is solid on paper. The numbers work. But my clients... they want to feel certain things before they sign. Confidence. Commitment. Proof that your firm is willing to go the extra mile."
Olivia sat across from him, crossing her legs so the slit in her skirt revealed a smooth expanse of thigh. She had practiced this exact movement in the mirror that morning. "We're prepared to demonstrate that commitment. Whatever it takes to make this work."
His eyes drifted down to her legs, then slowly back up to her face. The corner of his mouth twitched. "Whatever it takes. That's a dangerous phrase, Olivia. You should be careful throwing words like that around a man like me."
She felt heat bloom in her cheeks but kept her voice steady. "I'm not afraid of dangerous phrases. Or dangerous men." The words left her mouth before she could weigh them. This was the moment. The calculated risk. She had researched Scott Tharp. Thirty-eight. Reputation for closing impossible contracts. Reputation for other things too, whispered in certain circles. Things that made her pulse quicken now that she was alone with him.
Scott leaned forward, elbows on the table. The scent of his cologne reached her, something spicy and masculine. "Your husband. Christopher, right? The accountant? Does he know you're here offering to do whatever it takes?"
The mention of Christopher should have stung with guilt. Instead it only sharpened her focus. "My husband trusts me to handle my business. And right now my business is making sure you leave this office satisfied."
Scott's laugh was softer this time. He stood and walked around the table until he was beside her chair. Olivia's breath caught as he towered over her. He reached down and tucked a loose strand of her dark hair behind her ear. His fingers lingered at the nape of her neck.
"Satisfied," he repeated. "You keep choosing interesting words. Stand up, Olivia."
She rose without thinking. Her body responded to the quiet command in his voice before her mind could catch up. When she faced him, her breasts nearly brushed his chest. He was close enough that she had to tilt her head to meet his eyes.
"Tell me what you really want," he said. One large hand settled on her hip, fingers splaying possessively over the curve there. "Not the corporate bullshit. The truth."
Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was moving faster than she had planned, yet she felt herself leaning into his touch. "I want the contract. I want my commission. And if that means giving you what you need tonight, then that's what I'll do."
His grip tightened, pulling her flush against him. She gasped at the solid wall of muscle and the unmistakable hardness pressing against her stomach. He was already huge. The realization sent a rush of wetness between her thighs.
"You think you can handle what I need?" His breath was hot against her ear. "Little corporate wives like you usually tap out the moment they feel a real man between their legs."
The challenge ignited something fierce inside her. Olivia slid her hands up his chest, feeling the hard planes beneath his shirt. "Try me."
Scott's mouth claimed hers without warning. The kiss was not gentle. It was hungry, demanding, his tongue pushing past her lips to dominate her own. She moaned into it, fingers curling into his lapels. One of his hands slid down to cup her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her rise onto her toes.
When he finally pulled back, her lips felt swollen. Her professional facade was already cracking.
"Lock the door," he ordered.
She obeyed, legs trembling slightly as she crossed the room. The click of the lock sounded impossibly loud. When she turned back, Scott had settled into one of the wide leather chairs. He had removed his jacket and loosened his tie. The massive bulge in his slacks was impossible to ignore.
"Come here. Take that skirt off first. Slowly."
Olivia's fingers shook as she lowered the zipper. The fabric whispered down her thighs and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, now wearing only her blouse, lace panties, and heels. His eyes devoured her. She could feel her nipples hardening against the thin material of her bra.
"Now the blouse."
She unbuttoned it deliberately, watching his face. When it joined the skirt on the floor, she stood before him in matching black lace. Scott nodded approvingly.
"Beautiful. Now get over here and show me how badly you want this deal."
Olivia approached him on unsteady legs. This was the point of no return. She thought of Christopher waiting at home with his reheated casserole and his quiet, predictable love. Then she thought of the commission check that would finally pay off their mortgage and the promotion that would put her in the corner office. She climbed into Scott's lap, straddling his thick thighs.
His hands immediately gripped her hips, guiding her to grind against the massive ridge in his pants. The friction made her whimper. She reached down between them and worked his belt open, then his zipper. When she freed his cock, her eyes widened.
It was enormous. Thick, veined, and so dark it looked almost black in the low light. Easily ten inches and so wide her fingers barely met around the base. A bead of precum glistened at the tip. Her mouth went dry even as her pussy clenched with sudden, shameful need.
"Oh my god," she whispered before she could stop herself.
Scott chuckled darkly. "Bigger than your husband, isn't it? Don't worry. I'll go slow at first. Let that married pussy stretch."
The crude words should have offended her. Instead they sent another flood of wetness into her panties. She pushed the lace aside with trembling fingers and positioned herself over him. The fat head of his cock nudged against her slick folds. She was soaked, embarrassingly so.
Internal conflict raged through her mind. This was just a transaction. One night. One cock. She could separate the pleasure from the purpose. She was in control.
Then she sank down.
The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Her mouth fell open in a silent cry as the thick head pushed inside her. She had never felt so full. Every inch forced her walls to yield, sparking nerves she didn't know existed. Halfway down she had to pause, panting, forehead pressed to his shoulder.
"Too much?" Scott's voice held a mocking edge. One hand stroked her back almost tenderly while the other gripped her ass, holding her in place.
"No," she gasped. "Just... give me a second. You're so fucking big."
He laughed again and thrust up slightly, forcing another inch inside her. Olivia moaned loudly, the sound echoing in the empty conference room. The mix of pleasure and slight pain was intoxicating. She felt her body surrendering to him, growing wetter to ease his passage.
Slowly, deliberately, she worked herself down until her ass rested against his thighs. He was completely sheathed inside her. The pressure against her cervix was intense, almost too much. She felt stretched, claimed, owned in a way Christopher had never made her feel.
"That's it," Scott murmured against her neck. "Ride it. Show me what that ambitious little body can do."
Olivia began to move. At first the strokes were shallow, careful. Each rise and fall sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her core. His cock dragged against every sensitive spot inside her. She braced her hands on his broad shoulders and picked up speed, breasts bouncing inside her bra with each downward thrust.
Scott reached up and yanked the cups down, freeing her heavy tits. His mouth latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while his tongue flicked the sensitive bud. Olivia cried out, riding him faster. The wet sounds of her pussy sliding up and down his thick shaft filled the room. She was soaking him, creamy arousal coating his balls.
"Fuck, you're tight," he growled around her breast. "Your husband must have a tiny dick. This pussy is gripping me like it never wants to let go."
The dirty talk pushed her closer to the edge. Olivia's head fell back, dark hair cascading down her back. She rode him with abandon now, thighs burning, hips rolling in a desperate rhythm. The power dynamic had flipped completely. She had come here to seduce him, to close the deal with her body. But now she was the one losing control, impaled on the biggest cock she had ever taken.
Scott's hands guided her movements, slamming her down harder. Each impact sent jolts of pleasure through her clit. She could feel her orgasm building, a deep, terrifying wave rising inside her.
"I'm going to come," she panted. "Oh god, Scott, I'm going to come on your cock."
"Do it," he commanded, voice rough. "Come for me. Show me how much you love your new favorite dick."
The orgasm crashed over her without mercy. Olivia's entire body seized, pussy clamping down around his massive shaft in rhythmic spasms. She screamed, the sound raw and unprofessional, echoing off the glass walls. Her vision whited out. She ground down hard, taking every inch as wave after wave ripped through her. Hot fluid gushed around his cock, soaking his pants and the chair beneath them.
Scott held her through it, murmuring filthy praise against her ear. "Good girl. That's it. Soak me. Your husband could never make you come like that."
When the climax finally subsided, Olivia collapsed against his chest, trembling. His cock was still rock hard inside her, throbbing. She had not made him come yet. The realization sent an unexpected thrill through her exhausted body.
Before she could recover fully, Scott lifted her off him. She whimpered at the sudden emptiness. He stood, towering over her, cock glistening with her juices.
"We're not done," he said. "But the contract comes first. I want your husband to sign it tonight while you're still dripping down your thighs."
Reality crashed back in. Olivia nodded weakly, pulling her clothes back on with shaking hands. Her panties were ruined. She left them off, feeling his cum and her own wetness slowly leaking down her inner thighs. Her hair was a mess. Lipstick smeared. Face flushed. She looked exactly like what she was: a woman who had just been thoroughly fucked.
Scott made a quick call. Ten minutes later Christopher appeared in the conference room doorway, carrying his briefcase. He stopped short at the sight of her.
"Liv? What... are you okay?" His eyes traveled over her disheveled appearance, the flush on her chest, the way she kept her legs pressed tightly together.
"I'm fine," she said, voice still husky. "We salvaged the Apex deal. Scott has the contract ready. You just need to sign as co-signatory on the financials."
Christopher glanced at Scott, who stood cool and composed beside the table. The contrast
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