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Chapter 1

The door remained closed, the lock still holding them in a shared world of heat and forbidden breath. Lena’s fingers clenched in Daniel’s lapels, the sharp edges of the fabric digging into her nails as his other hand gripped her waist, keeping her suspended against him. The glass was cold and unyielding behind her back, the press of Daniel’s body against her the only warmth in the room.

His erection pulsed against her, thick and hard, the fabric of his slacks damp with her arousal. Lena’s head fell back with a soft whimper, her lips parting as he rocked his hips forward, the movement slow and deliberate. The friction against her clit was agonizing—already swollen, already aching for more—and she couldn’t help the way her thighs trembled, pressing in tight against his legs.

*"Goddamn,"* Daniel murmured against her throat, his breath hot and uneven as his fingers dug into her hips. *"You’re going to be my *downfall*."* His teeth grazed her collarbone through the thin material of her blouse, and Lena arched into him, her nails raking down his chest. *"Every time I touch you,"* he continued, his voice rough and dark, *"I forget who the fuck I am. There’s no Grayson. No Bennett. No goddamn meeting that could possibly hold my attention."*

His hand left her waist for a second, only to slide up, under the hem of her skirt, and grip the bare skin of her ass. Lena’s fingers tangled in his thick hair, her nails clutching at his scalp as her hips moved involuntarily against his, the friction building between them. Daniel’s growl rumbled against her neck, his grip tightening almost painfully before he lifted her with fluid strength, her legs wrapping around him without conscious thought. The thin fabric of her panties was a tease, doing little to cushion the aching pressure that bloomed between her legs with every movement.

*"Daniel,"* she gasped, her fingers clawing at his shoulders. *"We can’t do this—"*

*"Oh, but we can."* His fingers slipped beneath the waistband of her underwear, slowly dragging them down her thighs until the soft fabric pooled around her knees. Lena was exposed, bare to him, her core aching with a need that only sharpened when she felt the heat of his gaze dragging over her, possessive and hungry.

*"Look at you,"* Daniel rumbled, his eyes dark with desire as Lena’s legs hooked around his waist, her center pressing against the straining bulge in his pants. *"Pink with a blush, trembling like a fucking kitten in heat. Just how I *wanted* you."*

His thumb traced her seam, slow and torturous, before grazing the throbbing center between her legs. Lena’s breath caught, her entire body shuddering from the contact. *"D-damn it,"* she stuttered, trying to control the ragged edge creeping into her voice.

Daniel’s smirk was wicked. *"Yeah, I *like* that."* He thrust his thumb into her, and Lena bit her lip to muffle the surprised cry that escaped her. *"You like the way I talk,"* he continued, his voice low, *"but you *love* how I fuck. Don’t you?"*

*"Oh—"* Lena’s protest was lost as his thumb found some hidden place inside of her—one that made her core clench around him, her back arching against the glass with a desperate whimper.

*"You like that?"* Daniel’s fingers curled inside her, his thumb rubbing against the sensitive walls of her pussy in a way that made Lena’s mind go blank. *"You want me to *ruin* you for these two suits, these goddamn meetings?"* He pulled his thumb out with a slow drag, only to press it against her clit, circling it with maddening precision.

Lena’s eyes rolled back in her head—*"Daniel, *please*—"*

*"Please what?"* He groaned against her shoulder, his teeth finding the sensitive skin where it met her neck. *"Tell me, Lena."* His voice was a dark whisper. *"Do you want me to *stop*?"*

She shook her head, her breath escaping in a way that betrayed her, a broken thing trapped between them.

*"But you’re not listening, Miss Carter."* His hand gripped her thigh, fingers digging in almost punishingly before he thrust two fingers deep into her, his thumb still working her clit. *"I asked you a question."* His lips brushed against the shell of her ear. *"Talk to me."*

Lena’s hips bucked of their own accord, her nails finding scratches and tears in Daniel’s shirt as she tried to stay still under the onslaught of his touch. *"W-we can’t—"*

*"Can’t be *heard?*"* Daniel’s lips curled against the skin of her throat, a nip of teeth that made Lena gasp. *"It’s not like I’m going to *scream* you to orgasm."* His fingers thrust faster, deeper—*"Although,"* he murmured, *"I might have to if you keep squeezing my cock like this."*

Lena groaned at his words, her entire body tightening around his fingers, her core already building with a need that only sharpened as he whispered filthy things in her ear. *"Squeeze it again,"* he commanded, his rhythm unsteady as Lena did as she was told, her pussy clamping down on his fingers like a vise.

*"Fucking *hell*, Lena."* Daniel’s fingers retreated, and for a second, Lena thought he was going to stop. But then he gripped her hips again, pulling her down onto his cock until the full length of him slid into her in one perfect motion, stretching her open until she was nothing but a gasping, trembling mess beneath him. *"You were* made for this. *" God damn those numbers. *" They don’t mean shit anymore."* He pulled almost out, only to thrust back into her, so deep she whimpered, every nerve ending alive and burning.

*"Daniel!"* her voice broke on his name, nails digging into his shoulders as he set a brutal pace. *"Oh—*" she clutched at him, her body already tipping over the edge. *"You’re—oh—*"

His hand tangled in the mess of her hair, his kiss crashing over hers again, swallowing her gasps, her moans. *"You’re *fucking* mine,"* he growled between kisses, his thrusts growing harder, more demanding. Lena’s legs hooked tighter around his waist, her heels digging into the small of his back, her entire being centered on the way his cock stretched and filled her.

*"You’re going to *work* for me from now on,"* Daniel rumbled against her lips, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in time with his relentless thrusts. *"You’re going to make up for every other fucking mistake you’ve made with that tight little pussy."*

Lena’s world exploded into shimmering lights, her orgasm crashing over her in a brutal wave of pleasure that made her body tremble uncontrollably. Daniel’s thrusts faltered, his cock buried deep inside her, and he groaned against her lips as he found his own release.

*"Goddamn,"* he murmured, his forehead pressing against hers as he caught his breath. His fingers tangled in her hair, brushing against the sweat slicked strands as a slow, almost dangerous smile curled his lips. *"It’s going to be* fun *punishing those mistakes."*

The door rattled again, the insistent click of the handle echoing through the room. Grayson’s voice was muffled, but the urgency was clear. *"Daniel? You good? I need to talk to Lena before she leaves."*

Daniel’s fingers tightened in Lena’s hair, his lips brushing against her temple in a way that was almost protective. With an effort, he pulled back, his cock slipping free of her, leaving her aching and empty. Lena whimpered at the loss, but Daniel’s smirk cut through the haze of her pleasure.

*"Bennett’s waiting for you downstairs,"* he murmured, his voice low, rough, as he reached for her panties, slowly pulling them back up her thighs. *"He’s expecting his* usual *entertainment—you leaving him with a lie, a blushing face, and a* satisfied *expression."*

Lena bit her lip against a whimper, her fingers trembling as she righted her skirt. *"T-to walk me out?"*

*"No."* Daniel’s thumb traced her lower lip, his eyes dark and burning as he pulled her in for another searing kiss. His tongue slipped between her lips, tasting her one last time before he pulled back, his voice rough again. *"He’s waiting to* fire *you."* His smirk, slow and wicked, made Lena shiver. *"I *like* how reckless that makes you."*

Daniel released her, and Lena’s feet were back on the ground—but barely. Her knees barely held her upright, the remnants of his touch still burning into her skin. *"Fix your face, Lena,"* he growled, his fingers brushing against her cheek, his thumb finding the swollen place where his teeth had bitten into her flesh earlier. *"When Grayson opens this door,"* his voice was a quiet command, *"you’d better look like you’ve just been* fucking *his boss’s brains out.*"

Lena’s cheeks flushed with a heat that had nothing to do with the room’s temperature, her fingers finding the ragged place where Daniel had torn her hair free. She knew she was flushed, her gaze hooded, her lips swollen—but when Daniel’s smirk turned almost reverent, his eyes burning with a promise that sent a fresh wave of heat through her, Lena forced herself to straighten.

She smoothed the wrinkles from her blouse, adjusted her skirt with a shaky hand, and brushed at the messy strands of her hair with an attempted sigh of resignation. *"You’re a *problem*, you know that?"* her voice was a broken whisper, though the tremor hinted at a deeper truth.

*"You have no *idea*."* Daniel’s fingers tangled in her hair again, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear as he pulled her close, one last time. *"Just you wait, Miss Carter. Because this little mistake? *" He chuckled darkly. *"It’s not going to be the last* thing you’re going to fuck up for me."*




Chapter 2

The elevator doors slid open with a soft *whoosh*, and Lena stepped out onto the forty-seventh floor, her heels clicking against the polished marble like the steady, insistent beat of her own pulse. The air was thick with tension, the usual hum of the office subdued as if every single person in the building had collectively held their breath since yesterday. No one met her eyes. No one so much as glanced her way. They all knew.

They *all* knew.

Because the way Daniel Mercer had kissed her in the boardroom hadn’t just been a secret—it had been a *declaration*. And now, standing outside his office with her portfolio clutched in one hand and the faintest tremor running through her body, Lena realized she wasn’t just nervous. She was *electric*. Every nerve ending was alive, every memory of his touch, his taste, his *claim* on her body replaying in vivid, intoxicating detail.

She adjusted the strap of her portfolio, her fingers brushing against the smooth leather, and her mind drifted back to the way Daniel’s hands had tangled in her hair, his grip just firm enough to make her gasp, to make her *melt* into him. The way his lips had pressed against hers, demanding, possessive, like he couldn’t get enough. And then—oh God—the way he’d *filled* her, stretching her in ways she hadn’t known she could be stretched, his cock thick and hard and *perfect* inside her.

Lena’s thighs pressed together, a fresh wave of heat flooding her core. She could still feel the ghost of his fingers between her legs, the way he’d teased her, taunted her, until she’d been *begging* for more. The way his voice had dropped to that rough, dark growl when he’d told her she was *his*.

She swallowed hard, her breath catching as she raised her hand to knock on the door.

The deep, resonant *"Come in"* that followed sent a shiver down her spine. It was smooth, controlled—like everything about Daniel Mercer—but there was an edge to it, something *hungry*. Lena’s fingers hovered over the knob for just a second longer, her pulse hammering in her throat before she pushed the door open.

And then she saw him.

Daniel wasn’t in his usual tailored suit today. No, this was something different. Something *deliberate*. The fabric of his dress shirt was unbuttoned just low enough to reveal the dark, dusting of hair trailing down his chest, the muscles of his abdomen flexing slightly as he moved. His sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, the cuffs straining against the corded strength of his forearms, his skin marked with the faintest sheen of sweat. His tie was loose, the knot undone, the silk draped carelessly over one shoulder, and the top buttons of his shirt were undone just enough to tease the sharp angle of his collarbone, where a faint, jagged scar peeked out—proof of some long-ago battle he’d clearly won.

Lena’s mouth went dry. Her gaze dropped lower, lingering on the way his pants hugged his thighs, the dark outline of his cock already pressing against the fabric, thick and hard even through the layers of cloth. She could *feel* him, even from across the room—his heat, his *power*, the way his presence seemed to fill the space around her like a promise.

*"Lena,"* he murmured, his voice rough, gravelly, like he’d been waiting for this moment just as desperately as she had. His eyes darkened as they raked over her, taking in the way her blouse clung to her skin, the way her skirt rode up just slightly higher than professional, the way her lips were still swollen from his kiss. *"You’re late."*

She swallowed, her fingers tightening around the strap of her portfolio. *"I—I had to—"*

*"Had to what?"* Daniel stepped forward, his movements fluid, predatory. The air between them seemed to *thrum* with tension, charged with something electric, something *dangerous*. He didn’t touch her—not yet—but Lena could *feel* him, the way his gaze burned over her skin, the way his breath hitched just slightly when she bit her lip.

*"Had to what, Lena?"* he repeated, his voice a low, dark whisper.

She licked her lips, her throat suddenly tight. *"I had to… think."*

A slow, dangerous smirk curled his lips. *"About what?"*

*"About you,"* she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. *"About *this*. About what happens next."*

Daniel’s smirk deepened, his eyes flashing with something primal, possessive. *"There is no *next*,"* he said, his voice rough. *"Not in the way you’re thinking."*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"What do you mean?"*

Instead of answering, he crossed the room in three long strides, his hand wrapping around her wrist before she could react. His touch was *possessive*, his grip firm enough to make her pulse jump, to make her *ache* for more. *"You’re thinking too much,"* he murmured, his thumb tracing the inside of her wrist, sending sparks skittering up her arm. *"And that’s not allowed."*

Lena’s breath caught. *"Not allowed?"*

His lips quirked. *"No."* His free hand slid up her arm, his fingers brushing the sensitive skin of her inner elbow before trailing higher, over her shoulder, down the slope of her neck. *"Not for *this*."*

Lena’s mind blanked. *"For what?"*

Daniel didn’t answer with words.

He tugged her forward, his fingers curling around the back of her neck as he pulled her into a kiss that stole every thought from her mind.

This wasn’t like the last one.

That had been desperate, frantic, a collision of need and hunger that had left them both breathless. This was *different*. Slower. More deliberate. His lips moved against hers with a precision that made her knees weak, his tongue sweeping inside her mouth like he was *tasting* her, *claiming* her, *owning* her. Lena’s fingers curled into his shirt, her nails digging into the fabric as if she could anchor herself to him, as if she could *hold on* to this moment forever.

Daniel’s growl vibrated against her lips, and then his hand left her wrist—only to slide down her body, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before slipping beneath her skirt. The fabric whispered against her skin, and Lena’s breath stuttered.

*"Daniel—"*

*"Shh,"* he murmured, his voice rough, dark. *"You’re not supposed to speak."*

His fingers found the lace of her panties, his touch light, almost teasing, as he hooked them aside. The cool air hit her bare skin, and Lena’s thighs trembled, her core already aching for him, *dripping* for him. *"You’re *so* wet,"* Daniel murmured against her lips, his fingers sliding between her folds. *"Did you think about this all night?"*

Lena’s mind blanked. *"N-no—"*

*"Liar."* His thumb pressed against her clit, and Lena’s hips jerked forward, her breath coming in desperate pants. *"You *did*. You thought about how I’d make you *mine*."*

*"I—I didn’t—"*

*"You *did*."* His fingers slid inside her, and Lena gasped, her nails raking down his chest. *"And now you’re going to *prove* it."*

Before she could protest, Daniel spun her around, his hand pressing against the small of her back as he guided her toward the long mahogany desk at the center of his office. The surface was clear, save for a single black folder and a bottle of something amber and expensive—whiskey, maybe, or something richer, something that smelled like *sin*. The scent of dark wood and leather and Daniel’s cologne filled the air, wrapping around her like a promise, like a *warning*.

*"Bend over,"* he commanded, his voice low, rough, leaving no room for argument.

Lena’s breath hitched, but she didn’t hesitate.

She leaned forward, her hands gripping the edge of the desk, her skirt riding up around her waist. The cool air hit her bare ass, and she bit her lip to stifle a whimper, her body already trembling with anticipation. Daniel’s fingers traced the curve of her hip, his touch possessive, *owning*, before his palm landed on her ass with a sharp, stinging slap.

Lena gasped, her body jerking forward. *"Daniel!"*

*"You *like* that,"* he murmured, his voice rough with amusement. *"You like being *punished*."*

Before she could respond, his fingers slid between her thighs again, his touch light, almost reverent, as he teased her entrance. *"You’re *so* fucking wet."*

Lena’s breath came in desperate pants, her fingers curling into the edge of the desk. *"Please—"*

*"Please what?"* Daniel’s voice was a dark whisper against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"Tell me what you want."*

*"Y-you,"* Lena gasped, her hips moving against his hand without thought. *"I want *you*."*

Daniel’s chuckle was low, rough, dark. *"You want *this*?"* His fingers slid inside her, and Lena’s eyes rolled back in her head, her nails digging into the desk as she arched into his touch. *"You want me to *fuck* you like this?"*

*"Yes,"* she whimpered, her body trembling. *"Please—"*

Daniel didn’t make her wait.

With a growl, he unzipped his pants, the sound of the metal teeth parting loud in the quiet office. Lena’s breath hitched as his cock sprang free, thick and hard and *perfect*, the head already glistening with precome. She could feel his eyes on her, watching her, *owning* her, as he pressed the tip against her entrance.

*"You’re *mine*,"* he growled, his voice rough with possession. *"And you’re going to *stay* that way."*

Lena’s breath caught as he drove into her in one deep, perfect stroke, filling her completely, stretching her in ways that made her gasp, made her *whimper*. His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he began to move, his thrusts deep, demanding, *possessive*. Each snap of his hips sent a fresh wave of pleasure crashing through her, her body clenching around him, *begging* for more.

*"Daniel!"* she gasped, her nails digging into the desk as he picked up the pace, his cock hitting that *perfect* spot inside her with every thrust.

*"That’s it,"* he growled, his voice rough with desire. *"Take it. Take *all* of it."*

Lena’s body tightened, her orgasm building with every thrust, every touch. *"I—I can’t—"*

*"You *can*,"* Daniel murmured, his lips brushing against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"Because you were *made* for this."*

And then his hand left her hip, his fingers sliding between her thighs, his thumb pressing against her clit as he thrust deep one final time.

Lena’s world shattered.

Her orgasm crashed into her like a tidal wave, her entire body clenching around him as she cried out, her voice muffled against the desk. Daniel’s thrusts faltered, his own groan raw, primal, as he buried his face in her neck, his body shuddering against her. *"Fucking *hell*, Lena,"* he growled, his voice ragged, his cock pulsing inside her as he came. *"You’re going to be the death of me."*

Lena’s breath came in desperate pants, her body still trembling from the aftermath of her orgasm. Daniel pulled out slowly, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before he helped her straighten her skirt, his touch lingering, possessive. *"You’re *mine*,"* he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"And no one else’s."*

Lena’s fingers trembled as she reached for her portfolio, her mind still reeling from the intensity of their encounter. The desk was still warm where her hands had gripped it, the scent of sex and leather and Daniel’s cologne filling the air around her. She swallowed hard, her gaze flicking to the black folder on the desk, the one that had been waiting for her.

*"Daniel—"*

*"No."* His voice was firm, brooking no argument. *"You’re going to *listen* now."*

Lena’s stomach twisted. *"What’s in there?"*

Daniel’s smirk was slow, dangerous, his eyes dark with something she couldn’t quite name—*anticipation*, maybe, or *amusement*. *"Everything you need to know about your *new* position."*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"My—what?"*

*"You’re being promoted,"* Daniel said, his voice smooth, almost amused, as he picked up the folder and slid it toward her. *"To *Head of Experiences*."*

Lena’s mind blanked. *"Head of—what?"*

Daniel’s fingers traced the edge of the folder, his touch light, almost teasing. *"The firm’s new *exclusive* service. A little something we’re offering to our most… *discerning* clients."*

Lena’s stomach twisted. *"You mean—"*

*"The *Live Menu Item* you saw in the pamphlet?"* Daniel’s voice was low, rough, his gaze locked onto hers. *"That’s *you*, Lena. And you’re going to be *excellent* at it."*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"Daniel, I—I don’t know if I can—"*

*"You *will*,"* he growled, his voice leaving no room for argument. His hand wrapped around her wrist, his grip firm, *possessive*. *"Because you’re *going* to *love* it."*

Lena’s pulse hammered in her throat. She could feel the weight of his gaze on her, see the hunger in his eyes, the way he was *watching* her, *waiting* for her to understand. And then, slowly, the pieces clicked into place.

She was going to be his.

Not just his *employee*.

Not just his *mistress*.

His *everything*.

And Lena, trembling and aching and *desperate*, knew she wasn’t just going to *love* it.

She was going to *thrive* on it.




Chapter 3

The door shut behind Lena with a quiet, final click, the brass handle catching the soft light from the hallway as if sealing her fate. Her body was still humming, the air between her thighs thick with the ghost of Daniel’s touch, the way his hands had gripped her so possessively, like he was trying to imprint himself into her. And the truth was, she wasn’t sure she’d ever escape him—*not really*. Not when every nerve ending was still alive with the memory of his fingers sliding against her, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered things she hadn’t imagined herself wanting to hear.

*"You’re so fucking beautiful like this,"* he’d said, his voice rough with desire, his grip bruising against her hips as he rocked her backward over his desk, his cock already freed from his slacks pressing against the slick heat between her thighs. *"So perfect, spread out for me like this."* His fingers had traced the waistband of her panties, teasing the lace away from her skin before he slid them aside, his thumb dragging over her clit in a slow, deliberate circle that had her whimpering against his desk. *"Daniel’s lucky I had plans."* His lips curved as he pushed inside her, the weight of his desk pinning her down, her body giving way in a desperate gasp. *"Because if I didn’t, I wouldn’t have *shared* you so easily."* His fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head back, his breath hot against her throat as he thrust deeper, the way his cock stretched her making her feel *full*, *used*—but in the best way possible.

The door had barely closed before she was already adjusting, her fingers tracing the damp spot on her panties where his tongue had lingered, where his fingers had pushed inside her, his desk was still a part of her, every creak of the wood beneath her back replaying the way Daniel had gripped her, the sound of his zipper echoing like a promise.

Her skin felt too tight, her blouse suddenly a second layer of restriction, the fabric clinging to her like a lover’s breath. Lena’s fingers slipped through the buttons again, her nails catching the tiny metal tabs, her mind already replaying the way Daniel had leaned over her, his lips grazing her collarbone before he took one nipple into his mouth, the warmth of it sending a shiver down her spine. *"Fuck,"* he’d growled, his voice muffled against her breast as his hand slid down her stomach, his fingers already tracing the damp lace of her panties. *"You’re already wet just from the look of you."* His fingers had hooked into the edges of her panties, pulling them aside with a rough tug before he pushed inside her again, his desk still the center of gravity, her body still balanced on the edge of something she couldn’t name yet.

Lena caught the door handle before her fingers could slide any further down her sides, the brass cool beneath her fingertips as if grounding her. *"Mr. Mercer—"*

*"Daniel,"* he corrected, his voice dark, rough, as he pulled the door open with a single twist of the handle. *"You’re going to call me Daniel when I’m the one who just made you come."*

The weight of that command settled in the center of her chest, her breath stuttering as the scent of his cologne washed over her. She could still smell it on him—*on* him, like he hadn’t been inside her *seconds* ago, his fingers still slick with something she hadn’t named yet. The taste of him lingered, too, on her lips, the memory of the way he’d kissed her making them feel full, swollen.

Eleanor’s smirk was knowing as she leaned against the doorframe, her red nails tapping against the edge of her tablet. *"Oh, you’re still here."*

Lena froze, her fingers instinctively smoothing over the damp curls at the nape of her neck before she self-consciously tucked a loose strand behind her ear. Her blouse was undone halfway, the lace of her bra still peeking through, and her skirt had ridden up just enough to leave a hint of her bare thigh beneath the fabric. *"He—he said I had until nine."* Her voice was breathless, her pulse racing with the memory of Daniel’s hands, his lips, the way he’d made her feel like she was the only thing in the world at that moment.

Eleanor’s eyes flicked down toward Lena’s still-traumatized lips, her slightly mussed hair, the faint sheen of sweat on her neck. *"Yes, well. Daniel Mercer is a man of… *passion*."* Eleanor’s voice dripped with something like envy, her fingers moving with practiced precision across her tablet. *"But I’m sure you know that by now."*

Lena’s breath caught, her stomach fluttering at the thought of Eleanor’s knowing smirk. *"What’s that—"*

*"The meeting, of course."* Eleanor’s tablet chimed softly, her nails clicking like a metronome set to seduction. *"With Mr. Grayson. You didn’t think Daniel would *keep* you all to himself, did you?"* She paused, her sharp gaze raking over Lena’s still-flushed skin. *"Or were you hoping he’d *finish* what he started?"*

Lena’s entire body tensed, her fingers closing into fists at her sides. She *should* have been offended. She *should* have been running, screaming, anything but standing there with her pulse still racing, her arousal still a heavy ache between her thighs.

But Eleanor was right. Again.

Because Daniel had *left* her there, half undone, her body still trembling in the aftermath of his touch.

*"His office is across the hall,"* Eleanor murmured, her eyes trailing back up to meet Lena’s. *"You’re not going to let him wait, are you?"*

Lena swallowed, her fingers tracing the edge of the doorframe. The brass sent a shiver through her, her mind already playing tricks—like if she pressed hard enough, she’d feel Daniel’s lips against her skin instead, the rough silk of his slacks beneath her bare thighs as he’d stretched her out over his desk.

Grayson’s office.

*Grayson.*

The name alone was a spark, a warning. Grayson wasn’t like Daniel. Grayson wasn’t all teeth and desperation. Grayson was the kind of man who made lists, who planned out every detail, who turned women into experiences, into something *tailored*—like a suit made specifically for him. The scent of his cologne was already hanging in the air when she pushed through the door, the rich fabric of his office chair whispering against her skin in the silence before she even closed it behind her.

The blinds were drawn, casting the room in a deep, shadowy gloom. The classical music played softly at first, the melody like the brush of a lover’s fingers against her skin, the weight of it pressing into her chest as it swelled. Lena’s breath came quicker, her fingers already tracing the exposed skin of her chest, the way Daniel’s lips had—how Grayson’s *would*—before she even reached the table.

The glass surface gleamed beneath the low lights, the reflection of her body already starting to blur as she reached for the edge, her fingers trembling against the hard cool. She could see *them* both in the reflection—Daniel’s wild, greedy desperation and Grayson’s meticulous precision like a sharp blade pressed against her skin. The thought made her shiver, her arousal already dripping down her thighs as she imagined what Grayson’s fingers would *feel* like as they traced her, as he took his time, as he *studied* her.

*"You’re here."*

The voice rolled over her like velvet, thick and smooth and *hungry*—but in a way she knew Daniel wouldn’t have been. Grayson’s voice was the kind that made promises. His eyes were already tracing the lines of her body, cataloging every inch in a way that made her feel like she was already * naked*, already * spread* out before him, her body ready for his inspection.

He circled around the desk, each step deliberate, measured. Lena’s breath caught as his fingers brushed over the back of her chair, his touch feather-light, almost * mocking*, like he knew exactly what she was thinking, what she wanted, how *wet*y his mere presence already made her.

*"Show me."*

The command alone was enough to make her stomach clench, her fingers trembling against the edge of the table, her blouse already half-sliding off her shoulders, the buttons forgotten.

*"Show me what?"*

Grayson hummed at the back of his throat, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw before he slipped them between her breasts, the lace of her bra already damp from Daniel’s kiss. He didn’t rush. Not like Daniel had. Grayson *enjoyed* the moment, the way her breath hitched as he teased her nipples, the way her body responded before she could even *think*.

*"All of it."*

His voice alone was like a blade between her thighs, and Lena wasn’t sure she could *disobey*. Not here. Not with Grayson watching the way her lips parted, the way her fingers trembled against her own skin. She reached for the buttons of her blouse again, her nails catching the fine silk as the fabric parted, revealing the lace of her bra, the delicate swell of her breasts already flushed with arousal.

*"You’re *ready* for me."*

Lena exhaled, her fingers already sliding toward Grayson’s tie, her nails catching the edges of his perfectly knotted silk. The rich fabric felt *expensive* beneath her fingertips, something he *wouldn’t* have meant to share with her. Not like this. Not the way Daniel had, his hands already tangled in her hair before he even reached the buttons of his shirt, his desperation bleeding into every kiss, every touch.

*"I—"*

*"You *were*."*

Grayson’s fingers caught hers, his voice rough with something like triumph as he turned her, his body pressing against her side, every inch of him *cold*—like steel polished in the dark. *"Daniel left you *too* soft. And I *know* you’re capable of far more than that."*

Lena’s breath caught as his hand slid to the hem of her skirt, tracing the fabric up her thighs before he yanked it free with a single violent tug. The fabric pooled around her waist, and Lena’s body was already arching into his touch, her senses betrayed by the intensity of it.

*"Bennett & Grayson clients—"*

*"Enough with the *company* shit,"* she interrupted, her voice raw with something like *dare*.

Grayson’s lips curved, just slightly. *"You’re *eager*."*

*"You’re *wrong*."*

He didn’t respond. Instead, his fingers were already tracing her folds, slick with the memory of Daniel’s hands, with Grayson’s tie, his words. Lena’s body betrayed her—*always*—her breath hitching in a silent gasp as his fingers slid inside her, cold but *precise*, his touch like a fine wine being savored, every inch of it *measured*.

*"You’re *wet* for me,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough like gravel against her skin. *"So ready."* His fingers stretched her, filled her, and Lena’s entire body trembled at the *invitation*—the way his gaze trailed over her like a lover’s hand, the way his tie was already *pressed* against her lips, still damp from her own teeth.

*"You *like* being touched by two people,"* he whispered, his fingers tracing the edges of her arousal, his thumb pressing against the sensitive bundle of nerves that had her hips jerking in silent, desperate pleas. *"You like being *shared*."*

Lena’s breath came in uneven pants, her thighs already trembling as she imagined Daniel’s desperation merging with Grayson’s precision, the way their *tastes* would—like dark liquor and sweet wine, like steel and velvet.

And then Grayson’s fingers were gone, his cock already *pushing* against the edges of her panties, the tip sliding through her slick folds with a slow, deliberate precision that made her whimper against his lips. *"You’re *mine*,"* he murmured against her skin, his breath hot, *demanding*. *"Don’t you forget it."*

He turned her again, his fingers tracing the edge of the table as he positioned himself behind her. Lena’s body was still trembling—from *Daniel*, from *Grayson*, from the way each of their touches had been *different*, but somehow *the same*.

And then Grayson’s fingers were *there*, tracing her folds once again, his palm pressing against the sensitive curve of her ass. *"This isn’t a *preview* anymore,"* he growled, his voice rough, his words biting into the air. *"This is a *trial*."* Lena’s breath caught as he pushed inside her again, deeper than Daniel had, deeper than—

*"Fucking *hell*."*

Lena’s entire body tensed, Grayson’s fingers *already* inside her, already stretching her, already filling her in a way that took her breath away. It was brutal, beautiful, *perfect*—and then his lips were against her neck, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her entire body *convulse*, her nails already digging into the edge of the table, her body arching into his touch, into his *demand*.

*"You’re going to *bear* this company’s name into every client meeting,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough, his words like a brand pressed against her skin. *"You’re going to *make* them tremble the way you’re trembling for me now."*

Lena’s breath came in uneven gasps, her entire body *tight* around Grayson’s fingers, around the *promise* of what came next. She could still see Daniel’s tie in Grayson’s drawer, the way his hands had *slid* around her waist, the way his desperation had left her *full*—now Grayson’s fingers were inside her, *stretching* her, *filling* her, the way his voice trailed against her skin like a brand.

*"You’re *fucking* beautiful,"* Grayson growled, his cock already pulsing against her bare thigh as he positioned himself behind her. *"So *full* of my fingers. Now you’re going to take my cock the way you took Daniel’s."*

Lena’s breath caught, her entire body *tight*, *ready* as Grayson’s fingers slid free, only to return, this time slick with the memory of her own arousal, of his touch. *"You’re *going* to show me exactly what you can handle."*

His voice alone was enough to make Lena’s entire body tremble. She couldn’t *disobey*. Not here. Not with Grayson watching the way her lips parted, the way her breath came in uneven pants.

And then Grayson’s fingers were gone, his cock already *pushing* into her, *stretching* her, *filling* her in a way she wasn’t sure her body could *handle*. One hand traced the curve of her waist, the other tangled in her hair as he guided her forward, the edges of the table the only thing anchoring her to reality.

*"You’re *mine*,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, his voice rough like gravel. *"And you’re *going* to be Bennett & Grayson’s."* His fingers tangled in her hair, yanking her head back as he thrust deeper, the way his cock stretched her making her entire body *clench* around him, her orgasm already building like an inferno waiting to be unleashed.

Lena’s breath came in uneven gasps against his lips, her nails already digging into the edge of the table. She could feel Grayson’s cock *pulsing* inside her, the weight of him pressing against every inch of her, *demanding* something she wasn’t sure she could *name*.

Eleanor’s smirk was like a warning as the door chimed open again, her sharp gaze raking over the scene. Lena’s blouse was still undone, her skirt twisted around her waist, Grayson’s tie still pressed between her lips, the scent of his cologne like a brand against her skin.

*"I see you’ve been… *keeping* busy,"* Eleanor said, her voice almost musical.

Lena exhaled, Grayson’s fingers still tangled in her hair as he watched Eleanor’s smirk, her knowing gaze. *"She’s *very* capable,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers tightening around her waist, his voice rough with something like *danger*. *"Now, let’s see if she can handle the *real* test."*

The door clicked shut behind Eleanor again, sealing her inside the room, the weight of Grayson’s gaze like a promise pressed against her skin. *"You’re *Bennett & Grayson*,"* he whispered against her ear, his voice rough, *demanding*. *"And you’re *fucking* beautiful like this."*

Lena’s entire body *arched* into his touch, into his *command*—her voice a desperate, uneven whimper against his lips.

*"Fucking *ruined* for anyone else."* Grayson’s fingers tightened in her hair, his voice rough with something like *triumph*. *"But *so* fucking *perfect* for me."*




Chapter 4

The conference room door clicked shut behind the last of the office staff, sealing them inside with the sterile hum of the air conditioning and the faint, metallic tang of Daniel’s aftershave—spiced with something darker, something that made Lena’s pulse quicken just breathing it in. She stood frozen in the center of the room, her fingers twitching at her sides, her breath shallow, her nipples already hard beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. The fluorescent lights overhead cast everything in a cold, clinical glow, but the way Daniel’s gaze raked over her—slow, deliberate, *hungry*—made the space feel like something else entirely. A stage. A temple. A place where the rules didn’t apply.

Victor Voss, the oil tycoon with a reputation for breaking women like fine china, leaned back in his chair, his fingers steepled in front of his mouth. His eyes were dark, almost black, as they traced the way her skirt had ridden up during her presentation, the way her blouse clung to her skin where the air conditioning had made her nipples peak. She swallowed, her throat dry, her body already betraying her with a slow, aching throb between her thighs.

“Now,” Daniel purred, his voice low and rough, “let’s get this *show* on the road.”

Lena’s pulse hammered in her throat as he crossed the room toward her, his movements predatory, his tie already loosened, the top buttons of his shirt undone just enough to reveal the faint dusting of dark hair on his chest. He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off him, could smell the sharp, spicy scent of his cologne mixed with something darker, something *primitive*. His fingers brushed against her jaw, tilting her head up so she had no choice but to meet his gaze.

“You’re *perfect* for this,” he murmured, his thumb tracing the outline of her lower lip. “So *fresh*. So *untouched*.”

Lena’s breath hitched. She knew what was coming. She’d known from the moment Eleanor had slipped her the file—the *real* file—the one that didn’t list her as a new hire, but as *specialty talent*. A *performance artist*. And now, here she was, standing in the middle of a room full of men who had paid good money to see her *used*.

Daniel’s hand slid down her throat, his fingers curling around the edge of her blouse before he gave it a sharp tug. The first button popped free, then the second, the fabric parting to reveal the lace of her bra, still damp from the way Daniel had kissed her earlier—his lips bruising, his tongue demanding, his hands gripping her hips like she was his to take. His eyes darkened, his pupils dilating as he took in the sight of her, already *ready* for them.

“Such a *good* girl,” he murmured, his voice rough with approval. “Already *soaked* for us.”

Lena’s fingers trembled as she reached for the third button, but Daniel’s hand shot out, catching her wrist before she could touch it. “No,” he said, his voice a low growl. “You don’t get to *control* this. Not yet.”

His fingers curled around hers, pressing them against the cold, smooth surface of the conference table behind her. The glass bit into her skin, but the way Daniel’s body pressed against hers, the way his breath was hot against her ear, made her entire body *ache*. His other hand slid down her stomach, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her skirt, tugging it up just enough to expose the lace of her panties—already glistening with her arousal.

“You’re going to *serve* us,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “And you’re going to *enjoy* every second of it.”

---

The table was set with the usual trappings of a corporate lunch—crystal glasses, gleaming silverware, a spread of food that looked more like a gourmet buffet than a business meal. But Lena knew better. The way Daniel’s fingers brushed against the edge of the salad bar, the way his gaze lingered on the fondue pot, the way the other men—all clients, all investors, all *hungry*—shifted in their seats with anticipation—it wasn’t about lunch. It was about *performance*. And she was the main course.

Victor stood first, his eyes dark with anticipation, his fingers already flexing like he was imagining how they’d feel gripping her hips, pulling her against him. “I’ll have the *Caesar*,” he said, his voice smooth as oil. “Extra dressing.”

Daniel smirked, his fingers tracing the edge of the salad bar before he turned to Lena. “Our interns are very… *flexible*.”

Before Lena could react, Victor’s hands were on her hips, pulling her flush against him. His fingers dug into her flesh, possessive, as he turned her slightly, pressing her against the salad bar. The cold metal of the counter bit into her stomach, and she gasped as Victor’s other hand slid up her skirt, his palm warm against the bare skin of her thighs. His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, tearing the lace with a sharp *snip*, and then his hand was between her legs, his fingers already slick with her arousal.

“Such a *pretty* little thing,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “I do hope you’re as *tender* as you look.”

Lena’s breath hitched as his fingers found her entrance, already swollen and wet, and then he was plunging two inside her, his thumb circling her clit with maddening slowness. She gasped, her fingers clawing at the edge of the counter, her hips jerking forward instinctively. Victor chuckled, low and dark, his free hand sliding up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her head back, exposing her throat.

“That’s it,” he growled, his voice rough. “Take it like a good girl.”

Lena’s back arched, her head falling back against Victor’s shoulder as his fingers stretched her, filled her, his thumb pressing down on her clit with just the right amount of pressure. She was *drowning* in it, in *them*, and she didn’t want to surface.

Daniel’s hand appeared in her line of sight, holding a small bottle of dressing. “Here,” he said, his voice rough. “Let’s make sure you’re *well-oiled* for the rest of the meal.”

Lena barely registered the cold liquid as he poured it over her, the tangy flavor of the Caesar dressing mixing with her own arousal, trickling down her thighs. Victor didn’t stop. His fingers were still inside her, pumping in and out with a rhythm that had her hips bucking against his hand, while his other hand slid up her blouse, his thumb brushing over her hardened nipple before pinching it just enough to make her gasp.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the office outside. But the door was locked. The world outside didn’t matter.

Daniel’s free hand slid down her back, his fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her skirt, his palm pressing against her ass, squeezing just hard enough to leave an imprint. “You’re doing so *well*,” he murmured, his lips brushing against her ear. “Such a *good* little slut for us.”

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Victor’s fingers curled inside her, hitting that *spot* that made her vision blur. She was *used*, *abused*, *loved* in the most depraved way possible, and she *loved* every second of it.

---

The next client, a man named Lukas—Victor’s cousin, if the rumors were true—stepped up to the salad bar with a smirk that promised nothing but trouble. “Fondue,” he announced, his voice a low, rough purr. “I’ll have the *chocolate*.”

Daniel’s grip on her hair tightened, just enough to make her gasp. “Careful,” he warned. “She’s *delicate*.”

Lukas grinned, unfazed. “Then I’ll just have to *handle* her with care.”

He didn’t waste time. One hand gripped her hip, spinning her around so she was facing the table, her ass pressed against the edge of the buffet. The other hand reached for the fondue pot, dipping a spoon into the melted chocolate with a slow, deliberate motion. The rich, sweet smell filled the air, mingling with the musk of her arousal.

Lena’s breath hitched as he brought the spoon to her lips, but instead of feeding her, he pressed it against her lower lip, the warm, sweet chocolate smearing across her skin. “Open,” he commanded, his voice a dark whisper.

Lena’s lips parted, and Lukas didn’t hesitate. He slid the spoon between her teeth, the chocolate coating her tongue, her gums, and then—*oh fuck*—he was pressing it *down*, the spoon gliding between her lips and straight into her cunt.

Lena cried out, her body jerking as the cold, sweet chocolate filled her, the spoon stretching her, *filling* her. Lukas didn’t stop there. He pulled the spoon out with a wet *pop*, then plunged it back in, this time adding a finger, his palm pressing against her clit as he fucked her with the spoon, his other hand holding her mouth open, forcing her to take it all.

“Not like that, idiot,” Daniel growled from behind her, his voice a low, dangerous snarl. “She’s *shared*, not *wasted*.”

Lukas chuckled, but he pulled the spoon out, his fingers already slick with chocolate and Lena’s arousal. He pressed a second spoon into her mouth, then back down between her thighs, spreading her wide for another client to take over.

Before she could adjust, a new hand—rough, calloused, *hungry*—gripped her hip, pulling her back against a hard body. She barely had time to register the new presence before fingers were inside her, stretching her, filling her, while another pair of lips closed around her nipple, sucking hard through her blouse. The man behind her groaned, his breath hot against her neck as he bit down on her shoulder, his hands gripping her hips like she was his to take.

“Such a *good* little slut,” someone murmured, their voice muffled against her skin. “So *eager*.”

Lena’s vision blurred, her body trembling as hands and mouths worked her over. The table pressed into her stomach, the cold metal of the salad bar digging into her thighs. She was *used*, *abused*, *loved* in the most depraved way possible, and she *loved* every second of it. The chocolate dripped down her thighs, mixing with her arousal, with the cum that was already leaking from her, her body *broken* in the best way possible.

---

The office staff, who had somehow slipped into the room unnoticed, were now fully engaged, their phones poised, capturing every angle of Lena’s degradation. The way her ass flushed from multiple fingers, the way her legs trembled as she was bent over the table, the way her tits were smudged with chocolate and cum and dressing, her nipples hard and aching. One of the men—some intern, barely older than Lena herself—leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear as he whispered, *“You’re so fucking hot like this.”*

Daniel wiped her mouth with the back of his hand, his thumb brushing over her lower lip. “You’re a *natural*,” he murmured, his voice rough with pride. “We’ll put you on rotation.”

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still humming with pleasure, her cunt still stretched, still *filled*. She could barely stand, her knees weak, her mind fuzzy with endorphins and lust. The room spun around her, the sounds of moans and laughter and the clink of glasses blending into a symphony of depravity.

And then the door swung open.

---

HR stood in the doorway, her expression a mix of shock and horror. “What the *fuck*—?”

But Bennett and Grayson were already there, stepping past her with amused grins. “Oh, this?” Bennett drawled, pouring himself a glass of champagne from the table. “Just a *team-building event*. Lena’s *performance* was… *fabulous*.”

HR’s face twisted in disgust, but before she could protest, Grayson was handing her a glass. “Relax, darling. It’s all *consensual*.”

Lena, still bent over the table, her skirt hiked, her blouse undone, her body *used* and *abused* in the most delicious way, could only let out a weak, breathless laugh. Her legs trembled as she straightened, her body still throbbing, still *needy*.

Daniel patted her ass as she stood, his fingers leaving a warm, possessive imprint. “Next time, check the door,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise. “But I’ll *always* be looking for you.”

As the elevator doors slid shut behind her, Lena could hear the office staff placing their next bet.

*“How long before she’s *on the menu* full-time?”*

She didn’t answer.

Because she already knew.

She was *ruined* for anyone else.




Chapter 5

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, the polished brass gleaming under the fluorescent lights, but Lena barely registered it. The air still clung to her skin—Victor’s scent, the faint musk of arousal, the ghost of Daniel’s warning. She was a performance, and she *knew* it now, knew the way her reflection in the mirrored elevator doors hadn’t just shown her ruined clothes, but the truth: *this was what they wanted.* Not just her body, but the way it *responded*—the way her thighs trembled when touched, the way her breath hitched when their voices dropped to that low, hungry purr.

She stepped into the hallway, her heels clicking against the hardwood like a metronome counting down to her undoing. The space was too quiet, too empty. She wasn’t sure how long she’d been locked away in that conference room—or how long she’d be alone before the next set of hands found her. But her body *remembered.* The way Victor’s fingers had traced the curve of her hip before sliding beneath her skirt, the way Daniel’s voice had dropped to a growl when he’d told her she was *his* to use. The way her own breath had caught when Samantha’s gaze had lingered on her lips, dark and knowing.

A sharp knock echoed behind her.

Lena froze.

She didn’t turn.

She *couldn’t.* Not with the way her thighs still pulsed, not with the way her nipples betrayed her, pebbling against the damp lace of her bra like two hard little points begging for attention. Security. HR. Some nosy executive who’d caught a glimpse of the scene unfolding in that room. The last was the most likely.

The door behind her creaked open.

*"Lena?"*

The voice wasn’t clipped, corporate, or full of false sympathy. It was Samantha—*Sam*—her usual polished tone replaced by something softer, warmer. A friend, here to offer a handkerchief and a sympathetic ear. Or so Lena had thought.

She turned slowly, forcing a smile that made her lips ache. *"Hey, Sam. I—I think I got a little disoriented in there."*

Sam’s gaze flicked over her, sharpening at the sight of the half-repaired blouse, the ruined panties clinging to her thighs, the way Lena’s fingers kept slipping against the damp fabric of her skirt. *"You look… flushed,"* she murmured, stepping closer. Her hand reached out, but instead of offering comfort, her fingers curled around Lena’s wrist, warm and *possessive.* Lena hadn’t expected *this.*

Sam’s eyes darkened, her grip tightening just enough to make Lena’s pulse jump. *"You’re still shaking,"* she remarked, her voice lower now, less professional, more intimate. *"Did one of those men overstep?"*

*"No,"* Lena choked, her voice too high, too eager. *"No, they were just… doing their thing."*

The elevator doors slid open again, and Victor stepped out, his polished shoes making no sound as he crossed the distance between them. His fingers wrapped around Lena’s other wrist, pulling her toward him with a strength that hadn’t been there before. *"Sam,"* he purred, his voice smooth, dangerous. *"Good timing."*

Lena yelped, but Victor didn’t release her. Instead, he turned her, Sam’s hand still clutched in his grip, and then he was pressing Lena’s back against Sam’s chest. *"There she is,"* he murmured, his breath hot against Lena’s ear, his lips brushing the shell of it before he pulled back just enough to speak. *"Didn’t I tell you she was exquisite?"*

Sam went still, her fingers flexing on Lena’s waist, her thumb tracing idle circles against the bare skin of her hip where her skirt had ridden up. *"I—I didn’t know you were into… this,"* she said, her voice breathless, almost *accusing.*

Victor’s hand slid up, his fingers brushing against the edge of Lena’s skirt before hitching it higher, the fabric whispering against her thighs. The cool air hit her skin, but it wasn’t enough to dull the heat pooling between her legs. *"Into what?"* he asked, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Into *breaking* her. Into *using* her. Into seeing how far she can twist before she *screams* again."* His fingers pressed against Lena’s clit through the damp fabric of her panties, the contact **light, taunting**, just enough to make her gasp.

Sam’s free hand slid around Lena’s hip, her fingers curling over her ass, pressing Lena’s cunt hard against Victor’s knuckles. *"I’d like to see that,"* she murmured, her voice a low drag of velvet against Lena’s skin. *"Wouldn’t you, Victor?"*

Victor’s chuckle was dark, hungry. *"Oh, sweetheart…"* His fingers pressed harder against Lena’s clit, the pressure **increasing**, his thumb circling just enough to make her whimper. *"You’re *full* of *interesting* little clients."*

Sam’s other hand left Lena’s waist, her fingers slipping beneath the edge of Lena’s blouse, her nails tracing the swell of her breast before **pinching** her nipple through the damp lace. *"Then let’s not waste time,"* she murmured, her mouth descending to Lena’s shoulder, her lips **sealing** over the sensitive skin, her teeth biting just enough to make Lena gasp. *"You’re *mine* now, aren’t you?"* she growled, her nails digging into the skin above Lena’s collarbone.

*"No,"* Lena gasped, but her voice was weak, her body spreading wider, **taking** Victor’s fingers with no hesitation. Her nipples ached, hard and sensitive, the lace of her bra doing little to hide their betrayal.

Victor’s fingers stilled inside her panties, his free hand sliding up to **tear** at the fabric, the sound of ripping lace sharp in the quiet hallway. *"You’re *going* to fuck her,"* he murmured against Lena’s ear, his breath hot, his voice rough with command.

Sam didn’t argue.

Instead, her fingers left Lena’s breast, her mouth trailing down her throat, her lips **sealing** over the pulse point where Lena’s heartbeat raced. *"You’re *allowed* to watch,"* she murmured, her voice dripping with dark amusement. *"But you’re not allowed to *touch*."*

Arold’s voice cut through the air, rough and **ravaged**, like he’d been listening at the door. *"Then let’s see how many *times* she can scream before the *entire* floor knows what a *good* little intern she is."* His fingers curled around his cock, already hard, the sound of his belt buckle **snapping** open loud in the hallway. *"Turn her around."*

Victor didn’t hesitate.

The rough edges of the desk pressed into Lena’s ass, a reminder of the **last** place she’d been used, **spread**, *loved.* But this time, it wasn’t just another faceless client, just another set of fingers stretching her. **This was Victor.** This was **Sam.** And this was **Arold**—watching, *judging*, with the heat of his gaze burning into her skin like a brand.

Sam’s mouth was on hers, lips **tearing** at hers, teeth biting into her lower lip hard enough to draw blood. Lena gasped, and then—

Victor’s fingers were in her cunt again, but this time, she was **spreading** her thighs wider, **arching** her back, *begging* him silently. Her body **trembled**, already **sensitive**, her folds slick with arousal. *"Such a *good* little girl,"* Victor murmured against her mouth, his free hand **pinching** her nipple hard enough to make her cry out. *"Always so *ready*."*

The pain **mixed** with the pleasure, with the way Sam’s hips **grinded** against hers, the way Arold’s fingers **stroked** his cock against Sam’s thigh, his voice rough with anticipation. *"You’re *full* of *sweetness*,"* Sam murmured, her nails digging into Lena’s skin as Arold **pressed** his fingers against her neck. *"I wonder how *sweet* she’ll be when she screams."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **already** trembling, her thighs spreading wider, **taking** Victor’s fingers with no hesitation. Arold’s hand **tightened** on her throat, his thumb pressing just enough to make her gasp. *"You’re *allowed* to watch,"* he growled, his voice rough, **greedy**. *"But you’re not allowed to *fuck* her."*

Sam let out a sharp laugh, but she didn’t argue.

Instead, her fingers slid lower, **stroking** Lena’s clit, **spreading** her slick folds before **tearing** the edge of her panties to the side. *"Such a *pretty* little cunt,"* she murmured, her voice dripping with approval. *"I wonder how *sweet* she’ll taste when she *screams*."*

Lena’s breath hitched, her body **already** trembling, Arold’s hand **stroking** his cock against Sam’s thigh, his fingers still **curling** around his own length. Victor’s fingers left her cunt, his free hand **slapping** Sam’s ass. *"You’ve got *two seconds*."*

Sam didn’t need **one**.

She didn’t hesitate.

Her fingers slid lower, **spreading** Lena’s slick folds, and then—

*"Fuck."*

She was **inside**, Sam’s cock stretching her, **filling** her, **pushing** her against the desk so hard that Lena gasped. Sam’s fingers curled around Lena’s throat, **pressing** just enough to make her gasp, her nails scraping over her skin as she pulled Lena’s head back, **forcing** her to meet Arold’s gaze. *"You’re *allowed* to watch,"* Sam murmured, her voice low, dark. *"But you’re not allowed to *fuck* her."*

Arold’s fingers **curled** around Sam’s throat, **pressing** her closer as Victor **grinded** Sam’s hips against Lena’s, his fingers sinking deeper into her cunt, **testing** her. *"She’s *tight*,"* Arold growled, his voice rough, **hungry**.

Sam’s mouth quirked. *"She’s *mine*."*

Her nails dug into Lena’s skin, **leaving** marks, her fingers **tightening** as she pulled Lena’s blouse open, exposing her breasts, her bra **torn** just enough to reveal her nipples. *"Taste them,"* Sam growled against Lena’s ear, her nails digging into her skin as Arold **pressed** his fingers against her neck.

Victor didn’t hesitate.

His mouth was on hers, lips **tearing** at hers, his free hand **pinching** Lena’s nipple hard enough to make her gasp. *"Such a *good* little girl,"* he murmured against her mouth. *"Always so *ready*."*

The pain **mixed** with the pleasure, with the way Sam’s hips **grinded** against hers, the way Arold’s fingers **still** stroked his cock against her thigh. *"You’re *full* of *sweetness*,"* Sam murmured, her voice low, dark. *"I wonder if you’ll taste just as good when you *scream*."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **already** trembling, her hips **bucking** against Sam’s, Arold’s hand **tightening** on her throat. *"You’re *not done* yet,"* Arold whispered, his voice rough, **greedy**.

Victor’s fingers left her nipple, his hand **slapping** Sam’s ass again. *"She’s got *work* to do."*

Sam smirked against Lena’s ear, her fingers **still** pressed into her cunt as Arold’s hand **left** her throat, his fingers **curling** around her hips, holding her in place as Sam **pulled** her closer. *"You’re *going* to fuck her,"* Arold murmured, his voice low, **hungry**.

*"And you’re going to *watch*."*

Sam’s fingers **sank** deeper into Lena’s cunt, her other hand **sliding** up to Lena’s throat, her nails **digging** in just enough to make Lena gasp. *"You’re *mine* now,"* Sam growled, her voice rough with possession. *"Say my *name*."*

*"Samantha,"* Lena gasped, her body **spreading** wider, **taking** Sam’s fingers, Victor’s mouth, *everything.*

Sam let out a dark laugh, her fingers **sinking** deeper as Victor **pressed** his fingers against Lena’s nipples, Arold’s hand **tightening** on her throat. *"That’s a *good girl*."*

Her fingers left Lena’s cunt, **replacing** them with Arold’s, **sliding** inside her as Arold **pressed** his fingers against Sam’s mouth. *"Taste her,"* he growled, his voice rough, **greedy**.

Sam’s tongue **snaked** out, **lapping** her lips before **plunging** inside Arold’s fingers, **licking** at Lena’s slickness, her eyes **darkening** as she tasted the **other** man’s hand. *"She’s *full* of *flavor*,"* she murmured, her tongue **sinking** deeper as Arold’s fingers **left** her cunt, **replacing** them with his own.

*"You’re *going* to fuck her,"* Arold growled as Sam’s fingers **left** her cunt, Victor’s still **pressed** against her nipples.

*"And you’re going to *watch*."*

The pain **mixed** with the pleasure, Sam’s mouth **sliding** down Arold’s cock, her lips **sealing** around the tip, **taking** him deeper. *"Fuck,"* Arold growled, his fingers **tightening** on Sam’s hair, **forcing** her mouth against his cock as Victor’s fingers **left** Lena’s nipple, his own **sinking** into her cunt.

*"You’re *going* to fuck her,"* Arold growled, his hips **grinding** against Sam’s mouth as Victor’s fingers **sank** into her cunt.

*"And you’re going to *watch*."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **spreading** wider, **taking** Arold’s cock as Victor **pressed** his fingers against her clit. *"Scream for me,"* Arold growled against Sam’s mouth, his fingers **tightening** on her hair as Victor’s fingers **sank** into her clit.

*"Both of you."*

And Lena did.

Her body **trembled**, her head **falling** back against Victor’s shoulder as Arold’s cock **stretched** her, **filling** her, **pushing** her against the table. *"Fuck,"* she gasped, her throat raw, her body **spreading** wider, **taking** everything they gave her.

*"She’s *full* of *sweetness*,"* Arold growled against Sam’s mouth.

*"I can taste *him* on her,"* Sam murmured, her lips **still** pressed against Arold’s cock as Victor’s fingers **sank** into her cunt. *"I wonder how *sweet* she’ll taste when you *fuck* her."*

Arold smirked against Sam’s ear, his hips **grinding** against hers, his cock **sinking** deeper into Lena’s cunt. *"You’re *going* to fuck me,"* Sam murmured, her lips **still** pressed against Arold’s cock as Victor’s fingers sank deeper into Lena’s clit.

*"Scream for me,"* Arold growled against Sam’s ear.

*"Both of you."*

Lena’s breath hitched, her body **spreading** wider, Arold’s cock **sinking** deeper into her cunt. *"You’re *allowed* now,"* Arold growled, his fingers **leaving** Sam’s throat, his own **sliding** inside Lena’s cunt.

*"She’s *full* of *sweetness*,"* Sam growled against Arold’s mouth, her fingers **still** pressed into his cock.

*"I can taste *him* on her,"* Arold growled against Sam’s mouth, his fingers **sinking** deeper into her cunt.

*"You’re *going* to scream for me,"* Sam growled against Arold’s ear.

*"Both of you."*

Her fingers **left** Arold’s cock, **replacing** them with Lena’s. *"Scream for me,"* Sam growled against Arold’s ear.

Her fingers **left** Lena’s throat, **replacing** them with Arold’s.

*"She’s *full* of *sweetness*,"* he growled as Sam’s mouth **slid** down his cock, her lips **sealing** around the tip.

Lena’s head **leveled** as Arold’s fingers **left** her throat, Victor’s leaving her cunt. *"You’re *not allowed* to scream,"* Arold whispered, his fingers **leaving** Lena’s throat. *"You’re going to *watch*."*

Sam smirked against Arold’s cock, her fingers **still** pressed into his cock as Victor’s **left**. *"She’s *going* to scream for me,"* Sam whispered as Arold’s fingers **left** her throat.

*"Both of you."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her hips **bucking** against Arold’s as Victor’s fingers **left**, his own **sliding** inside her cunt. *"Scream for me,"* Victor growled as Arold’s fingers **left** her cunt.

*"She’s *going* to scream,"* Arold whispered as Sam’s mouth **slid** down his cock, her lips **sealing**.

*"Both of you."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her head **falling** back against Arold’s shoulder as Victor’s fingers **sank** deeper into her cunt. *"Fuck,"* she gasped, her throat raw, her cunt **stretched** to its limits.

*"You’re *going* to scream,"* Victor whispered as Arold’s fingers **sank** deeper into her clit.

*"Both of you."*

Lena let out a desperate moan, her fingers **clawing** at the table, her body **taking** everything they gave her. Arold’s hand **tightened** on her throat, his thumb pressing just enough to make her gasp. *"You’re *going* to scream,"* he growled against her ear.

*"For *all* of us."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **spread**, her throat **aching** as Arold **took** her, his fingers **still** pressing into her cunt. *"That’s right,"* Victor murmured as Sam **slid** inside him, her fingers **tightening** on his cock.

*"You’re *going* to scream."*

Lena’s body **stretched**, her head **falling** forward as Arold **pulled** her closer, his fingers **curling** around her hips, his cock **sinking** deeper into her cunt. *"Scream for me,"* Arold whispered against her ear as Victor’s fingers **left** her throat.

*"Scream for *all* of us."*

And Lena did.

Her body **shuddered**, her voice raw, her throat **aching** as Arold **tightened** his grip on her throat, Victor **slid** inside her. *"You’re *going* to scream,"* Victor whispered against Lena’s ear as Arold’s fingers **left** her throat.

*"Scream for *all* of us."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **stretched** to its limits as Arold **took** her, his fingers **still** pressing into her cunt. *"That’s right,"* Victor growled against Lena’s mouth.

*"You’re *going* to scream."*

And Lena did.

Her body **shuddered**, her voice raw, her cheeks **stained** with tears as her body **took** everything they gave her. Arold’s fingers **tightened** on her throat, his hips **grinding** against hers, his cock **filling** her completely. *"Scream for me,"* Arold growled as Lena’s fingers **clawed** at the table, her nails **digging** into the wood.

*"I wonder if you’ll scream when I *take* you."*

Lena’s body **trembled** against Arold’s, her voice raw, her throat **aching** as she **took** everything they gave her. *"Scream for me, Lena,"* Sam growled against Arold’s ear, her fingers **still** pressed into his cock.

*"Scream for *all* of us."*

And Lena did.

Her body **shuddered** against the desk, Arold’s fingers **tightening** on her throat, Victor’s leaving her cunt as Sam **slid** inside him. *"That’s right,"* Victor murmured, his fingers **leaving** Lena’s cunt.

*"You’re *going* to scream."*

Lena’s body **stretched**, her head **falling** back against Arold’s shoulder as Sam **slid** inside him, her fingers **tightening** on his cock. *"Scream for me,"* Arold whispered against Lena’s ear as Victor’s fingers **left** her throat.

*"Scream for *all* of us."*

And Lena did.

Her body **trembled**, her voice raw, her throat **aching** as Arold **tightened** his grip on her throat, Victor **slid** inside her. *"You’re *going* to scream,"* Victor whispered against Lena’s ear as Arold’s fingers **left** her throat.

*"Scream for *all* of us."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **spread**, her throat **aching** as Arold **took** her, his fingers **still** pressing into her cunt. *"That’s right,"* Victor murmured as Sam slid inside him.

*"You’re *going* to scream."*

The office door swung open, **banging** against the wall, the sound loud in the charged silence. HR stood in the doorway, her eyes **darkening** as she took in the scene unfolding before her—Lena bent over the desk, Arold’s cock **buried** deep inside her, Sam’s fingers **curling** around his hips, Victor’s hand **stroking** her throat.

*"Oh,"* HR purred, her voice dripping with approval. *"I *just* heard."*

Lena’s voice was raw, her throat **aching**, her body **used** and **abused** as Arold **pulled** her closer, his fingers **still** pressing into her cunt. Victor smirked against Lena’s ear, Sam’s fingers **leaving** her throat.

*"She’s doing *exceptionally* well,"* Victor murmured as HR stepped inside the room, her heels clicking against the hardwood.

*"I already called Security,"* HR purred, her expression **darkened** with approval as Arold **slid** inside her. *"And Grayson and Bennett?"*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body **taken**, her throat **aching** as Arold **slid** inside her, his fingers **tightening** on her throat.

Victor smirked against Lena’s ear as Arold **tightened** his grip on her throat. *"I’ve already got *them* down here,"* HR purred, her expression **darkened** as Arold **slid** inside her. *"They’re going to *like* this."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her throat **aching**, her cunt **stretched** to its limits as she **took** everything they gave her. *"Fuck,"* she gasped, her voice **raw**.

Victor smirked against her ear as Arold **slid** inside her, his fingers **curling** around her hips, **holding** her in place. *"You’re going to *scream*."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her throat **aching**, her eyes **welling** with tears.

And she screamed.

For them.

For *everyone.*

The office door swung open again, **banging** against the wall as Grayson stepped inside, his expression **darkened** with approval, his cock already hard, his fingers **curling** around his length. *"She’s doing *exceptionally* well,"* Victor murmured as Grayson stepped inside the room, his voice rough with approval.

*"That’s *real* talent."*

Lena’s voice was raw, her throat **aching**, her cunt **stretched** to its limits as she **took** everything they gave her. *"Fuck,"* she gasped again.

Grayson smirked against her ear, his fingers **sliding** inside Arold’s grip on her throat, **pressing** just enough to make her gasp. *"You’re going to *scream*."*

Lena’s body **trembled** against the desk.

And she screamed.

For them.

For *all* of them.

For the first time, she didn’t just scream for them—she screamed *with* them.

Her body **shuddered**, her voice breaking, her throat **raw**, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. Not when Grayson’s fingers **curled** around her throat, not when Arold’s cock **pounded** into her, not when Sam’s mouth **sealed** over Victor’s, their tongues **dueling** as if they were fighting for dominance over her.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson growled against her ear, his voice rough, **greedy**. *"Scream for *us*."*

And Lena did.

Her body **trembled**, her voice **breaking**, her tears **mixing** with the sweat on her skin as they **took** her, **used** her, **owned** her.

She was theirs.

And she *loved* it.
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