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Chapter 1

The scent of polished mahogany and expensive leather hung in Rhys’s office, a subtle declaration of power that Genevieve had grown accustomed to over the past two years. Sunlight streamed through the panoramic windows overlooking the city, illuminating dust motes dancing in the air – even perfection had its imperfections, she supposed. She smoothed her navy blouse, ensuring not a single strand of her blonde hair was out of place. Today’s performance review wasn’t just about bonuses; it was about solidifying her position as Rhys’s right hand and proving, once and for all, that she was better than Ravenna.

Ravenna, currently perched on the edge of one of the sleek leather armchairs, looked infuriatingly effortless. Her dark hair cascaded around her shoulders in loose waves, framing a face that managed to be both striking and subtly sensual. She wore a silk blouse the color of deep burgundy tucked into fitted black trousers – a touch more daring than Gen’s classic ensemble. A small smile played on Ravenna’s lips as she met Gen’s gaze across the room, a silent challenge passing between them.

“Good morning,” Rhys said, his voice a low rumble that always sent a pleasant shiver down Gen’s spine. He settled behind his expansive desk, his dark eyes scanning both women with an assessing gleam. “Genevieve, let’s start with you. Walk me through the Sterling account.”

The blonde launched into her presentation, meticulously detailing the strategy she’d implemented to increase the breadth of the lucrative contract. She highlighted the market research, the targeted advertising campaign, and the impressive ROI they’d achieved. “We focused on a conservative approach,” she explained, emphasizing the word conservative. “Sterling appreciates stability and predictability. They weren’t looking for flashy innovation; they wanted solid results.”

“A very safe bet,” Ravenna interjected smoothly, her voice laced with just enough amusement to sting.

Gen turned, forcing a smile. “Sometimes ‘safe’ is what clients need, Ravenna. Not everyone wants to reinvent the wheel.”

Ravenna raised an eyebrow. “True. Some prefer to simply polish it.” She glanced at Rhys, who was watching their exchange with quiet enjoyment. “Though polishing can sometimes reveal hidden flaws.”

Rhys chuckled softly. “A fair point. Genevieve, your approach certainly delivered for Sterling. But Ravenna, you took on the Peterson account – a much more volatile client. How did you navigate that?”

Ravenna leaned forward, her gaze locking with Rhys’s. “Peterson thrives on disruption. They wanted something bold, something that would shake up their industry. We went with a multi-platform campaign focusing heavily on social media engagement and influencer marketing.” She paused, letting the information sink in. “It was riskier than Sterling, but it paid off – exceeding projected growth by fifteen percent.”

“Fifteen percent is good,” Gen conceded, though her tone suggested she wasn’t entirely convinced. “But Peterson is notoriously fickle. Maintaining that momentum will be the real challenge.”

“A challenge I’m confident we can meet,” Ravenna replied with a hint of steel in her voice.

The review continued in this vein for another twenty minutes – a carefully choreographed dance of one-upmanship and subtle digs. Gen highlighted her organizational skills; Ravenna countered with her creative vision. Gen emphasized the importance of data analysis; Ravenna championed intuitive understanding. Rhys listened patiently, occasionally interjecting with a question or observation, seemingly enjoying their playful sparring.

“You both have strengths,” he said finally, leaning back in his chair and steepling his fingers. “Genevieve, you’re our rock – dependable, efficient, always prepared. Ravenna, you bring the spark, the innovation, the ability to think outside the box.” He paused, letting his gaze linger on each woman in turn. “But sometimes I wonder if those strengths are complementary or competitive.”

Gen felt a flush creep up her neck. She’d been subtly angling for Rhys’s approval for months, convinced that he appreciated her classic elegance and unwavering dedication. Ravenna, with her effortless charm and unpredictable energy, always seemed to throw a wrench in her plans.

“We both want what’s best for the company,” Gen said, striving for composure. “Sometimes our approaches just differ.”

Ravenna smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips. “Indeed. Though sometimes those differences are… quite noticeable.”

Rhys let out a low chuckle. “Noticeable enough to create friction?” He leaned forward, his eyes meeting Ravenna’s. “You have a knack for getting under Genevieve’s skin, don’t you?”

Ravenna didn’t deny it. “Just a little playful prodding,” she said, her voice soft as velvet.

“Playful,” Gen echoed, with just a touch of sarcasm.

Rhys waved his hand dismissively. “It keeps things interesting. But perhaps you both need to demonstrate your strengths… physically.” He gestured towards the large whiteboard near his desk and stood up, putting himself close to it. “The Peterson campaign is still in its early stages. Walk me through the next phase, but don’t just tell me – show me. Use the board, use each other... illustrate it.”

Gen frowned slightly. A physical demonstration? It felt… unusual. But she wasn’t about to let Ravenna have all the spotlight.

Ravenna seemed delighted by the suggestion. She rose gracefully from her chair and moved towards the whiteboard, a confident smile playing on her lips. As she passed by their boss, she brushed against Rhys’s arm, her touch lingering for a fraction of a second longer than necessary. A spark ignited between them, a subtle current that Gen couldn’t ignore.

Ravenna began to explain the next phase of the campaign, using broad strokes and confident gestures. She moved closer to Rhys as she pointed out key data points on the board, her hip brushing against his thigh.

Gen, determined not to be left out, subtly maneuvered herself closer too. The air in the office suddenly felt thicker, charged with unspoken tension and simmering desire. Rhys watched them both, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement – and something more. He was clearly enjoying the show.

As Ravenna explained a particularly complex aspect of the campaign, she reached for another marker on the shelf, her arm brushing against Gen’s. A fleeting moment of contact but enough to send a jolt through Gen’s body. She glanced at Ravenna, who met her gaze with a knowing smile.

The performance review was no longer just about proving their professional worth. It was becoming something far more… intriguing. And Genevieve had a feeling that Rhys, the master puppeteer, knew precisely what he was doing.


Chapter 2

The billionaire watched as Gen and Ravenna continued their whiteboard ballet, a captivating blend of strategic explanation and subtle rivalry. They circled each other like predators, each trying to claim more space and more attention. The sniping hadn’t entirely ceased; it had simply become more refined, woven into the fabric of their presentation.

“The influencer campaign relies heavily on visual appeal,” Ravenna was saying, sketching a quick diagram with a blue marker. “We need faces that resonate with our target demographic.”

“Faces that aren’t overly… distracting,” Gen countered, circling Ravenna’s sketch with a red marker. “Sometimes subtlety is more effective than flashiness.”

Rhys leaned back in his chair, enjoying the show. They were both so driven, so competitive. It was intoxicating. He’d known for months that the two women were driven to compete with one another, but it usually manifested as a low-level hum of tension. Today, it felt like a live wire ready to spark.

“You two are remarkably adept at finding fault in each other’s work,” he observed dryly. “But can you actually work together? Can you find common ground?”

Gen frowned, tilting her head slightly. “Of course we can. We’ve collaborated on projects before.” However, those collaborations usually involved a fair amount of passive-aggressive maneuvering.

Ravenna’s gaze narrowed, and she smirked – a slow, knowing curve of her lips that sent a shiver down Gen’s spine. She didn’t know why, exactly.

“Really?” Rhys raised an eyebrow, his gaze sweeping from one woman to the other as he slowly took his seat once more. “Because I’m not entirely convinced. You both seem more focused on proving each other wrong than achieving a shared goal.” He paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. “I want you to prove me wrong.”

He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk and lacing his fingers together. The sunlight caught the gold flecks in his dark eyes, making them seem even more intense.

“Prove it,” he repeated, a hint of command in his voice. “Show me that you can work together. Show me that you can find harmony amidst the competition.” He paused again, then delivered the final blow with a deceptively casual tone. “Start with a kiss.”

Gen’s breath hitched. A kiss? Between her and Ravenna?

It was… strangely appealing. She glanced at Ravenna, who was regarding Rhys with an amused expression. The smirk had widened, revealing a flash of white teeth.

“A kiss?” Gen echoed, trying to sound nonchalant but failing miserably.

Rhys nodded. “Just a simple gesture. A way to break the ice, to acknowledge each other.” He watched with quiet amusement as Gen and Ravenna sized each other up, assessing the situation.

Ravenna moved first, stepping closer to Gen until they were almost touching. The scent of her perfume – something floral and slightly spicy – filled Gen’s nostrils. She could feel the heat radiating from Ravenna’s body.

“Don’t be shy, Genevieve,” Ravenna murmured, her voice a soft challenge. “You know you want to.”

Gen wasn’t entirely sure she knew, but she didn’t want to appear hesitant. Taking a deep breath, she leaned in, closing the distance between them. Their lips met – tentatively at first, then with increasing pressure.

It wasn’t what Gen expected. Ravenna’s kiss was warm and surprisingly possessive, her mouth soft yet firm against Gen’s. A spark ignited between them, and a jolt of electricity ran through Gen’s body. It wasn’t just a polite peck; it was a claiming, a challenge, a promise of something more.

Rhys watched with rapt attention, his eyes tracing the curve of their lips as they deepened the kiss. He saw the initial surprise in Gen’s expression give way to a slow surrender, her body relaxing into Ravenna’s embrace.

When they finally broke apart, both women were slightly breathless. The air crackled with tension.

“Not bad,” Rhys said, his voice laced with approval. “But that was just the appetizer.” He gestured towards the whiteboard again. “Continue your presentation… but don’t be afraid to get a little more tactile.”

Ravenna’s smirk returned, bolder this time. She reached for another marker and handed it to Gen, their fingers brushing as they exchanged it.

“Perhaps we can illustrate the campaign’s target demographic,” Ravenna suggested with a husky voice. “Using ourselves as examples.”

Gen found herself nodding before she even fully processed the suggestion. The kiss had unlocked something within her, a willingness to explore what she was starting to understand involved a certain attraction for her brunette rival. She stepped closer to Ravenna, and together, they began to annotate the whiteboard, their bodies almost touching with each stroke of the marker.

Rhys watched as their movements became more fluid and synchronized. They weren’t just explaining the campaign anymore; they were dancing around each other, teasing and tantalizing. Gen found herself reaching for Ravenna’s hand, intertwining their fingers as they pointed out a key statistic.

Ravenna responded by running her thumb across Gen’s knuckles, sending shivers up her arm. The whiteboard became less critical, and the campaign was almost forgotten. Their focus narrowed to each other, to the heat building between them.

Rhys rose from his chair and began to circle them slowly, like a predator assessing its prey. He ran a hand through his dark hair, his gaze lingering on Gen’s flushed cheeks and Ravenna’s knowing smile.

“Excellent,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re finally starting to work together.” He stopped behind Gen, placing his hands on her shoulders and turning her slightly so she was facing him. “And I think it’s time we added a third element to the equation.”

He leaned down and kissed Gen – a slow, deliberate kiss that tasted of power and desire. Then he moved to Ravenna, claiming her lips with equal intensity. He alternated between them, drawing them closer together until they were all entangled in a web of touch and taste.

The performance review had officially dissolved into something far more… intimate. The office transformed from a place of business to a playground for pleasure. And Gen knew, with a growing sense of excitement, that this was just the beginning.

Rhys’s kisses were deliberate, a claiming. He tasted of expensive coffee and quiet authority as he pressed his lips to Genevieve’s, a slow exploration that sent warmth radiating through her. It wasn’t a passionate onslaught but a measured assessment – gauging her response, testing the waters. When he pulled back, his gaze met hers, a silent question in his dark eyes.

Then he turned to Ravenna, and the kiss was subtly different. More urgent, more demanding, as if acknowledging the fire that already burned between them. He tasted the spice of her lipstick and felt the slight pressure of her teeth against his lower lip.

The transition was seamless. Rhys drew back from Ravenna, then gently guided Gen’s face towards her brunette rival. “Again,” he murmured, his voice a low command. “Don’t be shy.”

This time, the kiss wasn’t tentative. It was fueled by the energy of the moment, the simmering rivalry finally erupting into something tangible. Gen found herself responding to Ravenna with an eagerness she hadn’t known she possessed. Ravenna met her intensity, deepening the kiss, her hands finding their way to Gen’s waist, pulling her closer.

Gen’s fingers tangled in Ravenna’s hair, a surprisingly natural movement. The whiteboard behind them seemed to fade into insignificance. It was just them – three bodies intertwined, exploring each other with a mixture of curiosity and desire.

Rhys watched, his lips curving into a satisfied smile. He enjoyed being the catalyst, the orchestrator of this slow burn. He stepped closer, running a hand down Gen’s back, then tracing the curve of Ravenna’s hip.

“You’re both remarkably good at this,” he said, his voice husky with arousal. “Though I suspect you could be even better.”

He paused, letting his gaze sweep over their flushed faces and slightly parted lips. “This office is surprisingly soundproof,” Rhys continued, a playful glint in his eyes. “And the afternoon schedule cleared up rather nicely.”

Ravenna’s smirk widened. “Are you suggesting we abandon the performance review altogether?”

“I am,” Rhys confirmed, reaching for the button on Gen’s blouse. “Unless you both think you need more data to make a decision.” The fabric slid open, revealing the delicate lace of her bra.

Gen shivered, her gaze locking with Ravenna’s. They exchanged a silent understanding – a shared acknowledgment that the professional facade was crumbling, replaced by something far more primal.

“I think we have enough data,” Ravenna said, her voice laced with anticipation. She reached for the top button of her own silk blouse, slowly loosening it.

Rhys stepped between them, his hands roaming over their bodies – tracing the curve of Gen’s spine, cupping Ravenna’s hip. “Then let’s heat things up,” he murmured, his voice a promise. “Shall we?”


Chapter 3

Gen and Ravenna didn’t need to say anything. They simply leaned into him, their bodies melding together, ready to explore the boundaries of their desire. The performance review was over, and the real show was about to begin.

The unbuttoning was slow, deliberate – a sensual dance of anticipation. Rhys began with Genevieve, his fingers tracing the line of her spine as he slid the blouse off her shoulders. She arched slightly into his touch, enjoying the way his gaze lingered on the delicate lace of her bra beneath. A small smile played on her lips as she met his eyes, letting him know she appreciated being admired.

Ravenna wasn’t to be outdone. She reached for Rhys’s tie, loosening it with a playful tug before moving onto the buttons of her own silk blouse. Each revealed inch of skin was an invitation, a silent challenge to the other two. She glanced at Gen, a knowing look passing between them – they were competing, yes, but also collaborating in this slow striptease, maximizing their collective allure.

“You always did have a knack for picking the perfect shade of navy, Genevieve,” Rhys murmured, his gaze sweeping over her body. “It complements your skin beautifully.” He ran a hand down her thigh, feeling the smooth silk of her skirt beneath his palm.

Gen returned the compliment with a teasing touch. She reached up and smoothed a stray strand of hair from Rhys’s forehead, then let her fingers trail down his neck, pausing at the collar of his crisp white shirt. “And you always look so distinguished in white, Rhys,” she said, her voice husky. “Though I suspect it won’t stay pristine for long.”

Ravenna laughed softly, stepping closer to Rhys and running a hand over his broad chest. “Don’t be shy, darling,” she purred. “We want to see what lies beneath.”

Rhys obliged without hesitation. He shrugged off his tailored jacket, then began unbuttoning his shirt with slow, deliberate movements. The fabric fell open, revealing the sculpted muscles of his chest and abdomen. Both women’s eyes followed the progress, their gazes lingering on the subtle definition of his pecs and the faint line of hair tracing down his stomach.

“Impressive,” Ravenna said, her voice laced with admiration. She reached out and traced a finger along his six-pack, enjoying the way he shivered under her touch.

Gen wasn’t about to be left out. She stepped closer, running her hands over Rhys’s chest alongside Ravenna’s. Their fingers brushed, creating a spark of playful competition. They were sharing him, claiming him – and he seemed to relish being worshipped by both of them.

“You two are remarkably coordinated,” Rhys said, his voice laced with amusement. “It’s almost as if you planned this.”

Gen and Ravenna exchanged a glance, their smirks mirroring each other. They hadn’t, but they weren’t complaining about the outcome.

Ravenna reached for Gen’s skirt, slowly sliding it down her hips until it pooled around her ankles. Gen responded in kind, reaching for Ravenna’s trousers and easing them down, revealing a pair of lacy black briefs.

Rhys watched with growing anticipation, his gaze sweeping over their increasingly exposed bodies. He ran a hand through his hair, a slight flush creeping up his neck. “Beautiful,” he breathed, his voice thick with desire. “Absolutely beautiful.”

He reached for the waistband of his own trousers, slowly easing them down until they fell to the floor.

He stood naked, his toned physique bathed in the afternoon sunlight. Both women’s gazes lingered on him – on the length of his legs, the breadth of his shoulders, and finally, on the impressive length and thickness of his cock.

Gen licked her lips. Ravenna mirrored the gesture, her dark eyes locking with Rhys’s for a moment before she turned to Gen, a mischievous glint in her gaze. The competition hadn’t vanished; it had simply shifted focus. Now, they were vying for the privilege of worshipping him – and each other.

She reached out and brushed a strand of blonde hair from Gen’s face, then leaned in to kiss her softly on the lips. It was a quick, possessive kiss - a claiming, a reminder that she hadn’t forgotten their rivalry.

“Take a seat,” Ravenna murmured, turning towards one of the sleek leather chairs surrounding Rhys’s desk. She dragged it closer, positioning it directly in front of Gen. “You look like you could use some support.”

Gen, slightly surprised but intrigued, lowered herself onto the chair. The cool leather felt good against her warm skin.

Ravenna knelt on the plush carpet directly in front of the blonde, her gaze unwavering. She leaned forward and pressed a kiss to Gen’s bare knee, a slow, deliberate exploration that sent shivers up her leg.

The blonde arched slightly, letting out a soft sigh. Ravenna’s lips were warm and surprisingly gentle. The kiss lingered for a moment before Ravenna moved upwards, tracing the line of Gen’s thigh with her tongue.

Slowly, deliberately, she began to spread Gen’s legs, her hands firm but tender. Gen didn’t resist, allowing herself to be opened and exposed. She glanced up at Rhys, who was watching them with a mixture of amusement and arousal. His eyes held a possessive gleam.

Ravenna continued her exploration, kissing higher and higher on Gen’s thighs, leaving a trail of warm moisture in her wake. Her fingers gently teased at Gen’s inner thigh, drawing out a soft moan.

“You have beautiful skin, Genevieve,” Ravenna murmured, her voice husky with desire. “So smooth… so inviting.” She paused, licking her lips before continuing her ascent.

Gen closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation. It wasn’t just about pleasure; it was about power – about being worshipped by a woman who was her rival in all kinds of manners.

Rhys watched intently, his gaze sweeping over their intertwined bodies. He ran a hand through his hair, feeling a familiar stirring in his loins. The sight of Gen opening for Ravenna was particularly intoxicating. It was a subtle power play – a demonstration of dominance and submission that he thoroughly enjoyed. Though he couldn’t say which of them was dominating who, exactly.

Ravenna reached the apex of Gen’s thigh, pausing to kiss the delicate curve where her legs met. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she began to spread them wider, revealing more and more of Gen’s vulnerable flesh.

“Ready for me?” Ravenna whispered, her breath warm against Gen’s skin. “Or should I ask your boss first?” She glanced up at Rhys, a playful challenge in her eyes.

Rhys smiled, his gaze unwavering. “By all means,” he said, his voice laced with anticipation. “Continue.” He was more than happy to watch them explore each other.

Ravenna continued her slow, deliberate exploration of Genevieve’s core. Her tongue was a velvet fire, tracing the delicate folds of skin with exquisite precision. She started with gentle circles, building the heat slowly, then moved to deeper, more insistent strokes. Gen arched into the touch, her hands gripping the arms of the chair as pleasure began to build.

“Beautiful,” Ravenna murmured against Gen’s wetness, tasting salt and sweetness on her tongue. “So responsive.” She varied her rhythm, slow and languid, quick and teasing, keeping the blonde on the edge of bliss.

Gen’s breath hitched with each stroke. Her body trembled slightly as the pleasure intensified, building towards a crescendo. She closed her eyes, lost in the sensation, letting Ravenna take control.

Rhys had been watching intently, his arousal reaching fever pitch. He couldn’t resist any longer. Moving with a fluid grace that belied his size, he stepped forward and positioned himself behind Ravenna. His hands found her hips, firm but gentle, and he shifted her slightly, opening her just enough to allow him entry.

Ravenna barely paused in her ministrations of Gen. She welcomed Rhys’s presence behind her, arching into him as he slid inside with a slow, deliberate thrust. The sensation was exquisite – licking and tasting Gen while simultaneously being penetrated by their powerful boss.

“Mm,” she groaned softly, her voice muffled against Gen’s skin. “Perfect timing.”

The billionaire began to move, his rhythm matching the tempo of Ravenna’s licking. He wasn’t rushing things; he wanted them both to savor every moment. His thrusts were deep and controlled, stretching Ravenna deliciously.

Gen let out a small cry as she felt the first wave of orgasm wash over her. Her body clenched tightly around Ravenna’s tongue, her fingers digging into the leather arms of the chair. The pleasure was intense, almost overwhelming.

Ravenna continued to lick and swirl, drawing out Gen’s climax, tasting the sweet nectar of her release. She could feel Rhys moving inside her, his powerful strokes sending shivers down her spine. It was a symphony of sensation – three bodies intertwined, each fueling the others’ pleasure.

“Yes,” Gen breathed, her voice ragged with desire. “Oh God… yes.”

Ravenna’s own orgasm wasn’t far behind. Rhys’s deep thrusts were hitting all the right spots, and the taste of Gen on her tongue was intoxicating. She arched her back, letting out a throaty moan as she reached her peak.

Rhys continued to fuck Ravenna, his movements becoming more urgent, more demanding. He loved the way she moved with him – fluidly, effortlessly, like they were perfectly synchronized. And he loved the sight of Gen, still trembling from her orgasm, watching them with a mixture of envy and desire.

“You’re both so beautiful,” Rhys murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “So willing… so perfect.”

Ravenna, still riding the wave of her climax, began to push against her boss, wanting him to lose control and enjoy himself, sharing in the pleasure she and Genevieve had achieved.

She started subtly, a gentle push against his hips with each thrust. Then, as her strength returned, she began to grind back against him, matching his pace and deepening their connection. Her movements were fluid and confident, drawing out a low groan from Rhys’s lips.

“Good,” he murmured, his voice roughened by desire. He increased the pressure of his thrusts, responding to Ravenna’s challenge.

Ravenna arched her back, lifting her hips higher to meet him. She squeezed around his cock as he drove home with each thrust. The friction was exquisite.

Rhys’s hands tightened on her hips, guiding her movements, reveling in the way she molded against him. He could feel the heat radiating from her body, the slickness of her arousal coating his shaft.

Ravenna responded by increasing her pace, thrusting back against him with even more force. She wanted to claim him completely, to make him feel every inch of her desire. Her hips moved in a tight, rhythmic circle, drawing out a deep moan from Rhys’s throat.

He leaned forward, burying his face in her hair, inhaling the scent of spice and arousal. He tightened his grip on her hips, pulling her closer until their bodies were fused together – a perfect union of power and pleasure as he came inside her.

Rhys eventually pulled back, his slick cock sliding from inside Ravenna with a satisfying sigh. He kept holding her for a moment longer, savoring the warmth of her body against his before slowly rising to his feet.

Both women watched him, their eyes tracing the length of his now-flaccid member. It wasn’t entirely limp; still throbbing faintly from the recent release, it hung heavy and enticing. A silent challenge passed between Gen and Ravenna – who would be next to revive it?

Ravenna smirked, turning towards Genevieve with a knowing look. “Your turn,” she murmured, her voice husky with desire. “But first, we need to make sure our boss is ready for round two.”

Without waiting for an answer, Ravenna kneeled and moved towards Rhys. Gen followed close behind, mirroring her movements. They circled him, their eyes locked on his rod, assessing the best angle of attack.

Ravenna reached out and gently cupped the base of his cock, beginning to stroke it with slow, deliberate motions. Gen joined in, licking at the shaft with a warm, wet tongue. Their combined efforts were immediately effective. Rhys groaned softly, his body responding quickly to their ministrations.

“Mm,” he murmured, leaning back slightly as pleasure began to build. “That’s… good.”

Ravenna increased her pressure, using her palm to massage the length of his shaft. Gen continued to lick and swirl, tasting the saltiness of his skin. They worked in tandem, their movements perfectly synchronized.

Their boss’s cock began to harden, slowly but surely rising from its temporary slumber. He closed his eyes, letting out a contented sigh as the heat spread through his body.

“Beautiful,” Ravenna whispered, her voice raspy. “You like that, don’t you?”

He nodded, unable to speak. The sensation of being worshipped by two beautiful women was exquisite.

Once Rhys’s cock was firm and straining against her hand, Ravenna gestured towards the sleek mahogany desk that dominated the office. “Gen,” she said, her voice laced with command. “Bend over.”

Genevieve didn’t hesitate. She moved and lowered herself onto the desk, arching her back slightly to create a perfect angle for penetration. Her hands gripped the edge of the polished wood, providing support as Ravenna moved behind her.

Ravenna reached down and gently parted Gen’s ass cheeks, revealing the soft, pink flesh within. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, she inserted one finger into Gen’s tight opening.

Gen gasped softly, her body trembling slightly. The sensation was surprisingly intense – a deep, satisfying stretch that sent shivers up her spine.

“Relax,” Ravenna murmured, her voice soothing yet commanding. “Let me take care of you.” She began to slowly push deeper, stretching Gen’s ass with each thrust.

Rhys watched intently, his gaze fixed on the scene unfolding before him. He loved seeing Gen vulnerable and exposed, enjoying the way she surrendered to Ravenna’s touch.

“Take her,” Ravenna said, gesturing towards Genevieve with a flick of her wrist. “She’s all yours.”

Rhys didn’t need to be told twice. He moved forward, positioning himself behind Gen, his hard cock pressing against her slit. With a deep thrust, he slid inside, filling her completely.

Gen let out a small cry as she felt him enter, her body arching into the pressure. She gripped the desk tighter, bracing herself for the onslaught to come.

Rhys began to move, his rhythm strong and purposeful. He drove deeper and deeper, stretching Gen’s pussy with each thrust.

Meanwhile, Ravenna didn’t stop working on Gen’s backside. Her finger continued to stretch and tease, deepening the pleasure as Rhys pounded into Gen from behind. The combination of sensations was almost overwhelming – a symphony of friction and pressure that sent shivers through the blonde’s body.

“Oh God…” she breathed, her voice ragged with desire. “So good…”

Rhys increased his pace, driving deeper and faster. He loved the way Gen’s flesh clenched around him, the way she moaned with each thrust.

Ravenna continued to manipulate Gen’s ass with her finger, adding another layer of intensity to the experience.

“You’re a goddess,” Rhys murmured, his voice thick with arousal. “A perfect little creature.”

Gen arched her back even further, offering him more access. She was lost in the pleasure, surrendering entirely to his rhythm and Ravenna’s touch. The office had transformed into a playground for their desires – a space where boundaries blurred, and inhibitions melted away. And as Rhys continued to fuck Gen, with Ravenna expertly guiding the experience from behind, they all knew this wasn’t just about sex; it was about power, control, and the intoxicating pleasure of sharing each other’s bodies.

The pressure built relentlessly, Rhys driving deeper and faster with each thrust. Genevieve’s body trembled violently beneath him, her hands gripping the desk until her knuckles turned white. Ravenna continued to work her magic, her finger expertly stretching and teasing, drawing out every ounce of pleasure.

Then, it happened. A strangled cry escaped Gen’s lips, quickly escalating into a full-blown scream that echoed through the office. “Oh God!” she shrieked, her body arching so high her spine formed a perfect curve.

Rhys matched her intensity, his movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. He pushed deeper and deeper, filling Gen’s cunt with his throbbing length until she felt like she might shatter from the pleasure.

“Yes!” he roared, his voice raw with desire. “Take it all! Take me!”

Gen squeezed her eyes shut, lost in a sea of sensation. Waves of orgasm washed over her, each one more intense than the last. Her body clenched tightly around Rhys’s cock, drawing him deeper and deeper into her core.

Rhys followed her into pleasure moments later, his release shuddering through their intertwined bodies. He emptied his seed deep inside Gen, filling her cunt with warm, thick fluid.

They collapsed against each other, breathless and spent. Gen’s body was slick with sweat, her frame still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. Rhys’s chest rose and fell rapidly as he caught his breath.

Ravenna smirked, running a hand down Rhys’s back. “That was… impressive,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction.

Rhys leaned back, looking at both women with a possessive gleam in his eyes. “It’s just the start,” he murmured. He glanced around the office, taking in the scene of controlled chaos – clothes strewn across the floor, bodies intertwined, and the lingering scent of sex hanging in the air.

“We have all afternoon,” Ravenna said, her gaze locking with Gen’s. “Let’s see how much fun we can really have.” As they began to explore each other again, it was clear that this performance review had turned into something far more than just a professional assessment – it was the beginning of a deliciously decadent affair.

The end
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