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I keep my head down, focusing on the several voices in front of me. As usual, I am pushed back into the corner of the elevator seemingly unnoticed by the financial wolves who claim this building as their territory. Now the voices fade as my thoughts shift to the Alpha wolf... Lincoln Buchanan. He is known around the world as billionaire Buchanan. The name itself was a giveaway that the man was meant to be a leader. The name of two former presidents combined and the last on the tower we were all standing in. The tower is proud and large like him. I had only seen his figure once in the distance. Even though it was not much, the quick glance was enough to soak my panties like never before. 

My head snaps up at the sound of the elevator doors opening. I breathe a sigh of relief, hugging the thick stack of files against my chest. Most of the suit-wearing wolves depart, but only I remain. I am thankful for the space until a distant memory creeps its way into the front of my mind. I had once been in an old elevator with my previous boyfriend, and when the opportunity arose, I tried to seduce him as the lift crept downward very slowly, giving us more than enough time to accomplish a quickie right then and there. To my utter disappointment, he refused my advances and scolded me for acting like a whore. He was disgusted by my behavior, and I felt ashamed. That very night, I had lost my adventurous side all for him. For us it was a twice a week traditional missionary type of sex life. I despised it, but I loved him enough to accept it. 

I feel a single tear roll down my cheek, and I immediately use the sleeve of my sweater to wipe it away. Rule number one when working in a financial arena such as this place... never show any sign of weakness. No matter who you are or what you do, it will be used against you. I put on my brave face and straighten my shoulders just as the elevator stops and opens again. I still have several floors to go, but my heart immediately comes to a halt when I look up to see the new passenger for this ride. 

The scent of a spicy, masculine cologne causes my nostrils to flare in response. I want to roll my eyes in the back of my head, but I can't because there is a living masterpiece of human standing right in front of me. It's actually him! It's the Lincoln Buchanan, the Alpha wolf. He steps in with a certain grace that mesmerizes me. The man is swift and even in his walk, you can notice his assurance. I cast my eyes down to his Italian leather shoes, and they slowly make their way up his black, pressed suit. I find the courage to glance at the side of his face, though part of it is covered from the smartphone he has held up to his ear. By the way his thick brows are furrowed and the tight line of his marvelous lips, I can tell that he is on a business call. 

"I want those numbers on my desk in an hour, Michael." he warns the person on the other line in a smooth baritone voice. "Or else you will be out of a job, and I will make damn sure that no other firm or company hires your ass!" he ends the call and shoves the phone inside his suit jacket. 

I gulp nervously and keep my focus elsewhere. But his dominating presence suffocates me in ways I can't explain. Suddenly I feel a pair of eyes burning right through me. It feels as if the devil himself is standing right next to me. According to some of the rumors I've heard around the building, he just as well may be. I peek out of the corner of my eye to find him studying me intently. I am sure that he can tell that I have caught him, but he doesn't appear to care that I know he is watching me. His eyes are dark and rich. Every movement I make, his sinful eyes follow, much like a predator stalking its prey. 

Out of a nervous habit of mine, I brush away a piece of blonde hair from my ponytail off my shoulder. I now realize that the side of my neck is exposed, and I could have sworn I heard some sort of deep vibration come from within his broad chest. Then what happens next makes me freeze in my place. The pad of his index finger glides expertly along my neck. I tremble from such a simple, yet intimate touch. There is no question in the way he is touching me. He is completely sure of himself and lacks any doubt whatsoever. 

Right then the elevator doors open on my floor and he soon rips his hand away. I awkwardly begin to depart, but before I can fully make it, he stops me by saying, "Be in my office at seven o'clock sharp. Do not be late, Miss Noble. If you are, you will be punished... severely."

And with that said, the doors close and he once again disappears like a ghost. I stand there as my mouth gapes open like a fish. How did he even know my name? I left my name tag on my desk, I'm sure of it. The curiosity draws me even further towards him, which reminds me as to why exactly he'd want me in his office. I have never ventured to the top floor before, so it will be interesting to see the Alpha wolf's domain. 

A few hours later, I am sitting at my desk with a fork in hand, trying my best to eat the chef's salad that I brought with me to work. But my hand is too shaky and I am unable to steady myself. 

"Damn!" I scold under my breath when I see a piece of ranch-covered lettuce spill onto my dress pants. I hurriedly grab a napkin and start wiping off the mess to the best of my ability, but to no avail. It is too stubborn to come off. Looking around the small firm, I find that everyone is too busy either with lunch or phone calls. I decide that sneaking away for five minutes couldn't hurt, so I grab my small purse and dash off to the ladies' room. 

Once inside I wet a piece of paper towel and rub it vigorously against the stain. I start to realize that the spot is dangerously near my inner thigh, and that leads to a small, pleasurable heated sensation to ignite in my core. Unable to concentrate any longer, I rush into one of the stalls and lock the door behind me. I am relieved that no one else is in here at the moment. I know that I won't need long. I impatiently pull down my pants and my eyes widen at the state of my panties. They are wet and drenched in my creamy juices. I lift my leg and run my fingers along my clit. I moan lightly, trying to remain quiet, but the touch is so sensitive. I bring my hand up and lick my fingers clean, savoring my delicate taste, which I have always done. 

My hand is soon back on my wet pussy. As I start to rub fast circles, the image of Lincoln Buchanan and the feel of his finger on my neck sends me into a lustful frenzy unlike anything I have experienced in my life. Before I even realize it, I am cramming three fingers deep inside of my tight channel, fucking myself hard and vigorously. I move the way I want to be fucked by a man. My other hand reaches under my sweater and pinches my left nipple roughly. I bite my lip attempting to silence myself. My hips roll and gyrate against the pace of my hand, matching my own rhythm. My speed increases and I can hear the wetness sloshing around below. I am close, I can feel it fast approaching. My mind then changes the mental picture show to an image of the billionaire Alpha wolf pressing me up against this very stall and slamming his cock into my womanly depths. That is when I feel myself coming all over my hand, and it lasts longer than any other orgasm I've experienced. 

Drained and satisfied, I taste myself once again and smile. I shakily pull my bottoms back on and fix myself up before emerging from the stall. I glance in the mirror and feel ready to head back into the office. I look down at my watch and notice that it only took me around a minute to cum. That's a new record. I wash my hands, but I notice that I still possess the faint aroma of sex. At this point, I enjoyed myself too much to hardly care. I grab my things and make my way back, all while counting down the minutes to my meeting with Lincoln Buchanan. I can already tell that it will be an agonizing six hours. 

For the rest of the work day I was luckily kept busy by my supervisor who had a giant call list for me to take care of as well as a massive stack of client files that needed to be processed into the system. It helped keep my mind off of my designated meeting with a certain someone. I glance at the clock and see that it is half past six. My heart begins to thunder against my sternum and it is so strong that I can hear its unsteady beat in my ears. 

"Done for the day, Noble?" 

I turn around in my office chair to see Simon Lancaster smirking at me. He and I are a bit competitive towards each other, especially with the upcoming promotion. We have both worked in the firm for the same amount of time, but unlike me, he played dirty. Most people did in the financial industry. I, however, relied on my wit, intuition and knowledge to advance. I don't care for people who cheat their way to success. Nothing they earn is rightfully deserved. 

Unfortunately, I found out the hard way to Simon's quick success. An accidental walk-in on Simon and my supervisor, Kathy, fucking on her desk late one night after I had left my purse in my cubicle. I would have believed that maybe they were having a passionate affair if Kathy weren't some old witch with unruly gray hair or Simon pounding into her from behind with his eyes shut tightly, whispering another woman's name, which I obviously didn't stick around to catch. 

"Fortunately, I am, Lancaster," I sarcastically reply. 

The smug look on his face makes me want to slap him, but I have better morals than that. He didn't even deserve to feel my palm against the side of his face. We both look over our shoulders at the sound of Kathy's approach. She had a unique walk from the too high heels she wears and can barely walk in. I think she tries too hard for the attention from young men like Simon, but according to the slight wince in his face, it obviously isn't working. I try to hold in a laugh as I see her crimson red claws drape nonchalantly over his shoulder. His body tenses, and I can already tell what is going to take place tonight. Her perfume hits me like a wall of bricks and I feel as though I may choke to death from its stale scent. 

"Good evening, Simon," she greets with a wide smile. She then shifts her attention to me and I see that her smile is not quite as wide any more and more fake than genuine. "Julia," she says with a forced expression. 

"Hello, Kathy," I reply politely. "Simon and I were just discussing what we had accomplished for the day. But it seems that Simon has a bit more on his plate to finish." I subtly hint my knowledge of their secret rendezvous, but Kathy seems oblivious, while Simon scowls in my direction. 

I lean back in my chair, swivel around and continue on with my unfinished business as I hear Kathy whispering something incoherent in Simon's ear. He may be sleeping with the boss, but at least he doesn't seem to particularly enjoy it. That brings me satisfaction. 

My eyes peer up again. I have ten minutes until it's seven. Quickly, I gather my things and put on my navy blue sweater, but there really is no need for it. My body feels like an inferno. My breathing has quickened as I think of the many possible reasons for my request to visit the top floor. But I know that the reason will remain unclear until I talk to the devil himself. And admittedly, I was hoping that I would feel his touch once more. There was nothing else like it. 

I stalk my way towards the intimidating stare of the elevator doors. Pressing the button, I adjust the strap of my purse over my shoulder and wait. When I hear the familiar ding, I look up and bravely step in. Selecting the top floor, I anxiously await my arrival to my final destination. Much to my luck, no one else had stepped in with me on the venture up. It left me alone to my scrambling thoughts. 

Ding! The elevator doors open. I lift my head up and make my way into the wolf's den. The entire office is mostly black and white with a few splashes of red here and there. I approach an older woman who sits quietly behind a small round desk in the middle of the lounge area. She looks up at me, smiles and removes the thick spectacles from the bridge of her nose. 

"Hello, dear," she politely greets me. "Do you have an appointment?" 

As I open my mouth to speak, someone beats me to it. 

"She does," the same masculine voice from earlier echoes from the right, sending shivers to course through the entirety of my body. "Right on time, Miss Noble." 

"I apologize, Mr. Buchanan," the older secretary speaks up. 

He nods his head and tells her to leave for the night. I glance around and realize that no one else appears to be in the office. The secretary gathers her belongings and departs for the evening. Only now does it sink in that I am alone with this rich predator as his hard gaze analyzes me from head to toe. He takes a large step forward and reaches behind me. I literally stop breathing, not knowing what he is about to do. I am surprised when I feel his fingers rest gently on my ponytail. He smoothly pulls it down, soon causing my long, dirty blonde hair to be free. My wavy, thick locks rest along my shoulders as I nervously look up at him. I chew my lip and I hear him groan. His thumb releases my lip from between my teeth. 

"Much better," he remarks as his hand twirls a strand of my hair. "You need to keep your hair down. No more hiding that amazing golden mane of yours. Understood?"

His powerful aura has me captivated, and I feel like I am under his spell. I see him becoming impatient with my silence, and I soon nod with a little too much exaggeration. "Okay," I reply. 

I watch intently as his expression slightly darkens. "Okay?" he mocks. His voice has become hoarser and deeper. "I don't believe I heard you correctly, Miss Noble."

It becomes clear as to what my mistake was. I didn't address him properly, and I soon fix what I had done wrong the first time. "I apologize. I understand, Sir."

His expression becomes lighter and I see the approval etched in his mesmerizing eyes. 

"Good girl," he compliments, which makes me light up like a proud child on the inside. "But the next time you don't address me properly, I will not hesitate to take you over my knee," he growls lowly. He leans in closer. His intoxicating aroma fills all of my senses and I know that I want him... badly. He is soon only a few inches away from me, and just as I think he is about to kiss me, he stops and stares at me for a moment before saying, "God, I want to bruise those beautiful lips. But not right now. We have some... business to conduct. Follow me, Miss Noble." 

He takes my small hand in his and leads me through a set of large double doors. His touch causes sensations to shoot up my arm that feels like pleasurable fireworks. I crave for more, but is obvious that he is the one in control and has set the pace. Yet again, he has yet to tell me the exact reason for my being here. I am anxious to find out. We enter a large office that is filled with several expensive pieces of art and a massive oak desk in the center. Behind it is a large office chair that looks sturdy. My mind begins to wonder at the naughty possibilities. But his commanding tone interrupts me. 

"Sit," he instructs.

I immediately obey without question. I am handed a bottle of water and am told to drink. I obey again. My curious eyes follow him as he takes a seat in the office chair behind his desk. He reaches in one of his drawers and pulls out a neatly stapled packet of crisp papers. His hand slides it across the desktop and rests it in front of me. I slowly put the water down and take a look at the contents of the packet. My eyes widen as I make out that it's a nondisclosure form. I look up at him with an arched brow. He sits back and folds his hands across his lap. It bothers me as he remains silent; like he is trying to figure me out or waiting for my reaction. 

"A nondisclosure form?" I ask, breaking the unbearable silence. 

He only nods. He runs a finger along the stubbled surface of his square jaw. 

"I am guessing I know what you want now. You must do this quite frequently." I say with a hint of spitefulness. Who knows how many of the women in this building he has brought here to fuck. 

The Alpha predator shoots up from his chair and walks around the perimeter of the desk until he is standing in front of me. My breathing has become labored as his closeness begins to demonstrate its effects on me. His hand comes under my chin, and pulls my head up to meet his serious gaze. He looks as if he is about to make a business transaction. 

"I have done this before," he begins. "I have brought many women here on a regular basis, and I have many signed forms to prove it. Look over there." He turns my head to the left where there is a black trunk sitting along the wall. "That is where I keep my trophies," he says with pride. He then jerks my head back up to look at him again. This time, I see that his eyes are dark and dangerous. "But there is something about you. I've seen you around the building, and you have piqued my interest, Miss Noble. Simply put, I want you. I want to fuck you. I want to make you scream. I want to dominate you. But mostly, I just want to use you for my own selfish pleasure. I want to make you mine." 

He lets go of my chin and rests back against the desk with his arms folded over his wide chest. My eyes jump back and forth between him, the trunk and the contract. I never sleep with anyone unless I am in a relationship, and my mind is screaming for me to get up and walk away. But my body is telling me a whole different story- that I should stay and feel what it is like to have a fine man such as Lincoln Buchanan have me for his own benefit. This was the type of adventurous act that appalled my exes, but I had always secretly craved to be treated like someone's slut. And here the opportunity was right in front of me, like a neatly wrapped gift waiting to be opened. This is my one chance to release the dirty whore that lived in the deepest part of my soul. And I knew that this man would be able to pull her out willingly and make her beg for more. 

Without even thinking, I pick up the pen and sign the contract. As I see my signature at the bottom, I know that I have just made a deal with the devil. There is no turning back now. He has my soul, and judging by the dangerous look in his eyes, he knows it too. 

He walks over to the trunk with the form in hand, unlocks it with an old-fashioned key, and delicately places it inside. As I hear the click, signaling that it is closed, I know that it is time. I peer over to see him stalking towards me with hungry eyes that I know most likely match my own. He comes up beside me and cups my face with his rough, yet gentle hand. The hold is firm, and I realize it as a nonverbal way of saying that I now belonged to him until he said otherwise. 

"You are a beautiful creature, Miss Noble," he whispers, looking down at me. "So neat and clean. I am looking forward to dirtying you up and teaching you how to please me. You are going to turn into a good little whore for me, aren't you?" 

"Yes," I respond. 

I see him frown and before I realize my mistake, I feel him lightly slap the side of my face. "What did you say, whore?" 

"I mean, Yes Sir!" I quickly correct. 

I am then jerked up out of the chair, dragged around and placed over his muscular thigh. He adjusts my hips and pulls my ass high into the air. My skirt is lifted up and my panties torn away. I am now fully exposed, but for some reason, I feel no shame like I once did in the past with my previous relationships. It was more euphoric and pleasantly surreal. 

Smack!

I wince at the first blow as I didn't see it coming. The feeling stings and feels like there is a small trail of fire, but it quickly dissipates and I strangely find myself wanting more. I suppose he can tell because just as quickly as the first one came and gone, a second slap takes its place. This time, it is much harder than the first. 

"Your ass is wonderful when it's red. But I can tell that my little whore is enjoying herself. This is supposed to be a punishment." 

I expect another spanking, but this time I am surprised with something totally different. Lincoln slams a few fingers inside of my wet pussy and automatically hits my sensitive spot. I feel a strange pressure building up inside of me and I feel the need to release myself. Just as I am about to, he withdraws and slaps my ass again. 

"Oh no, my whore. Don't you think you get to cum yet. You cum when I say you cum. Is that clear?" he demands.

"Yes, Sir!" I squeal out like a wanton slut in heat. I made sure to have a correct answer this time around. At this point I want to feel that same pressure again and I know I need to cum soon. If he continues to withhold that from me, I know it will be the worst torture in the world. 

His fingers soon glide along the back of my thigh, causing me to shiver delectably. They then prod into the crack of my ass and I moan loudly as they penetrate my virgin, puckered hole. His fingers are so slick from my juices that they slide right in without any trouble or resistance. He then proceeds to fuck my ass with his long fingers roughly. I try to move, but he holds me down with his free arm and forces me to take it. The violation hurts, yet I find myself reveling in it, knowing he has full control of me like a Master and his slave. 

"It hurts!" I cry out with a pathetic whimper as I feel him add a third finger, stretching me out painfully. 

I hear him chuckle darkly from above me and say, "Good." 

He suddenly stops and pulls his fingers out. I can feel my ass shrinking back to its original state. His hand is soon in front of my face and he orders me to open my mouth. Wanting to please him, I do as he says and open wide. He then forces his fingers inside and tells me to clean him off. The taste is different, but I soon find that I love the way the mixed cocktail of my pussy and ass taste together. 

"I am going to train that little, tight ass of yours to take my cock. Then you'll I'll have you in all three holes." I moan again from the thought. "Get on your knees, slut and get my cock ready to fuck your pussy." 

I rush off of his lap and eagerly drop to my knees in front of him. I look up and admire his exceptional looks and I knew right then that I would do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted. I crave to be his to use, and I aim to be the best he'll ever have. 

Opening my mouth wide, he wraps his hand tightly in my hair and pulls me down until his thick cock forces its way inside. The tip stabs the back of my throat and I hear him grunt from above. I wrap my lips tightly around his shaft and begin to eagerly bob my head up and down, coating it with my saliva. His hand pushes my head further down, causing his cock to push deep into my throat. I cough and gag, but he holds me there, refusing me to get catch some air. I have never had my gag reflex tested like this, but in the heat of the moment, I find myself loving the abuse. 

"Swallow it," he growls which sounds nearly animalistic. 

I open my mouth as wide as it will go, and try to swallow him completely. Before I know it, I take him in inch by inch until my nose is nestled along his pubic area. He then pulls my hair, partially lifting me up and then slams me down again. I feel his powerful hips thrusting up and down as he starts to brutally fuck my mouth. I try to keep my eyes open, but they are watering so badly that I find it hard. His other hand grabs me by the back of my neck. Now he is moving even faster and I feel his balls slapping against my chin. My pussy is burning for attention, and I can feel my wetness dripping down my inner thighs. I gurgle a bit as he slows down, and I can feel him getting close as his body tenses and he becomes slightly rigid. 

"Keep that fucking mouth open wide," he warns me. "I am going to shoot a large load down that throat of yours," he pants. 

I do as I am told and I move my head to match his rhythm. Soon he stops and thrusts once more before I feel a warm splash hitting the back of my throat. He stays inside me until he is completely done, and then slides out. A long string of my saliva stretches impossibly far, staying connected to my bottom lip and the edge of his cock. 

I look up with tear-stricken eyes to observe him removing his tie. Not once does his gaze leave mine, nor does he falter in any way. The man drips with a supreme confidence. He lifts me up and spins me around as I feel lightheaded from the lack of oxygen. My breathing is quick and shallow, but I am in heaven. His demanding hands reach for mine and pulls them behind my back. I feel the silky texture of his tie being wrapped around my wrists until I am completely bound. 

Then he walks me over to a long mirror that rests over a small cabinet. He forces me to look at myself and my eyes widen as I see my mascara and eyeliner streaming down my face. My hair is wild and messy. I look like a woman is has just been fucked. I look like the office whore. But on the inside I am grinning mischievously. 

"Your eyes had better not leave that mirror. I want you to watch me as I fuck you hard." 

"Yes, Sir," I answer breathlessly. 

"This is going to hurt for you, but for me, it is going to be fantastic." 

His hands grip my hips with an incredible amount of pressure. He looks at me through the mirror with wild eyes. I bite my lip, knowing it turns him on. And just as I try to push my ass back, he slams his thick cock into my tight aperture with so much force that I yelp and jump forward. I would have fallen had he not held on to me. His fingernails dig into my skin like razors as he pulls out and then thrusts back in with an even more forceful movement. The first few thrusts are slow, yet hard, until he starts stabbing my pussy over and over with his Excalibur. I nearly lose my balance, but Lincoln does well to hold me up. The pressure from earlier is building up once again, and this time I know that I won't be able to fight it. 

"I-I need t-to c-c-cum!" I whimper as my nails scrape against the surface of the piece of wood furniture. I see him looking at me with intense ferocity and his fucking becomes even harder and more primal. 

"Not yet," he breathes. 

He flips me over, sits my ass on the furniture, puts my legs over his shoulders and starts ramming into me again. The wooden table bangs loudly against the wall, but neither of us care. This was raw, hard fucking at its finest and I didn't want it to end. His cock filled me to the core and I had never felt anything like it. I had found the Holy Grail of cocks. 

His stamina is like that of a sex-crazed stallion. His movements are swift and finely executed. He bends down and bites the area where my shoulder and neck meet and stays there as his brutal fucking continues. I feel like I am about to cum at any second, but I do my best to control it. Thankfully, I feel his entire form tense again, and I know he is going to be releasing himself soon. 

"You cum when I say you cum," he tells me, pulling back from my shoulder and looking me straight in the eyes. 

I nod, unable to form any coherent words. His grip becomes tighter and his pounding turns even more aggressive than I thought possible. 

"Fuck!" he shouts out huskily. I do the same and I know we are going to cum together. 

"Please," I beg with everything I have. I am so close yet it feels so far. 

He slams inside of me once more and then orders me to cum now. I throw my head back as my eyes roll into the back of my head, while I finally have the release I was looking for. I shout and scream, wriggling underneath him, unable to control my wild movements. I have never experienced such euphoria in my life. I feel him empty his load inside of me, which promotes another explosive orgasm from me. I feel something warm dripping down from my pussy. I lazily look down and see a large puddle forming between my legs. 

"Did I pee?!" I ask in a panicked state. Great! I had such a good fuck session that I pissed right on him!

Much to my amazement, I hear him chuckle and I see him shaking his head. "No, you didn't pee. You squirted. You should be proud. Apparently I am the first man to make you do that." He winks and I feel my cheeks become heated. 

To my disappointment he pulls out gently and I now feel empty. I desire to feel stuffed with his cock again. As if reading my mind, he delivers me a knowing look which assures me that there will definitely be plenty more rounds in the future. 

***********
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