
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Kain Group is the top consulting firm in America. Their list of clients is like a mirror of the Forbes 500. Top consultants easily clear seven figures in bonuses alone and have their pick of jobs whenever they decide to move on.

The hours are insane, of course. If you aren’t flying off to some remote city to be on-location, you’re probably spending the night at the home office in New York. Weekends off were rare.

As I stepped out of the elevators and into the gleaming lobby of the Kain Group headquarters, a wave of nervous energy washed over me. The polished marble floors seemed to stretch on forever, echoing the sound of my heels clicking against them as I made my way to the reception desk.

I clutched my freshly printed resume in one hand, my palms slick with sweat despite the air-conditioned chill that permeated the space. This was it – my chance to land an entry level job at the firm of my dreams. I could almost taste the prestige, the lucrative paychecks, the thrill of tackling high-stakes projects for Fortune 500 giants.

But first, I had to make it through the final interview. My heart raced as I approached the sleek, minimalist desk where a tall, handsome man in a crisp black suit stood, his eyes appraising me with a hint of curiosity.

"Good morning," he greeted me with a warm smile, extending a strong hand. "I'm John, the Talent Acquisition Manager here at Kain Group. I’ve been waiting for you. It's lovely to meet you in person."

His handshake was firm but not crushing, a good sign. I returned the gesture, hoping mine wasn't too clammy. "Hi John, nice to meet you too. I'm Katie."

As our hands parted, I felt a spark of electricity, however fleeting, and wondered if it was just my imagination playing tricks on me in this moment of high stakes. John's eyes lingered on mine for a brief instant before he gestured towards a hallway.

"Please, follow me," he said, his deep voice resonating with authority yet tinged with a friendly warmth.

I nodded and followed him down the corridor, taking in the modern art pieces adorning the walls and the soft hum of productivity emanating from behind closed doors. We passed by a few senior partners who gave John knowing nods, their faces etched with confidence and success.

We arrived at a conference room with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a breathtaking view of Central Park. The table was set with a pitcher of water, glasses, and a stack of papers bearing the Kain Group logo. John pulled out a chair for me before taking his seat across the table.

"So Katie, we've been really impressed with you in the previous Zoom interviews," he began, leaning back slightly in his chair. "The job is basically yours if you want it. There's just one last...condition that you'll need to agree to."

My pulse quickened as I sat up straighter, intrigued by the subtle tone in John's voice. A condition? What could possibly stand in the way of securing this dream job?

"I'm listening," I replied, trying to project an air of calm professionalism even as my mind raced with possibilities. The view outside the window seemed to blur as I focused intently on John's face, searching for clues.

He leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table as he steepled his fingers together. "As you know, our team often works long, demanding hours. Travel is frequent, and weekends off are rare. We expect total dedication from our employees."

John paused, letting the weight of his words sink in. "But we know that you aren't robots. Everyone has physical needs, and this job doesn't leave much time outside of work for you to meet them."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, sensing where this was going. "Physical needs?" I asked, trying to keep my tone neutral despite the growing unease in my stomach.

John's gaze was steady and unflinching. "Kain Group is not in the business of hiring losers. We hire winners. People who take what they want by whatever means necessary. People who like to fuck."

I felt my jaw drop open in shock, the color draining from my face as the implications of John's blunt statement sank in. Fuck? He couldn't mean...but the predatory glint in his eye told a different tale.

My mind reeled, struggling to reconcile this with the esteemed reputation of the Kain Group. Was this some kind of twisted hazing ritual? Or perhaps John’s way of getting the young college grads in his bed?

"You're saying...the job encourages colleagues to have sex with each other?" I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper. The very thought made my skin crawl, yet a dark, forbidden part of me couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the prospect of indulging in such taboo desires.

John let out a low chuckle, clearly amused by my reaction. "Not just encourages, Katie. As an entry level consultant, you'd be required to make your body 'free use' for all senior consultants. With the hours we work, this is the only way to make sure we retain the top talent."

I stared at him, my mouth agape, struggling to process the depravity of what he was suggesting. Required? Free use? The words echoed in my mind, each one more horrifying than the last.

"No...this can't be real," I whispered, shaking my head in disbelief. But the calculating look in John's eyes told me otherwise. This was no joke, no cruel prank. This was the brutal truth of what lay beneath the glossy façade of the Kain Group.

And yet, despite the revulsion churning in my gut, I found myself hesitating. The allure of the job, the prestige, the money - it all swirled in my head, tempting me to overlook the moral repugnance of it all.

"What about...consent?" I finally managed to ask, my voice trembling. "Wouldn't there be...rules or something?"

John smiled. "Consent is implied in your contract. You are free to revoke it at any time, but you would also be asked to not return to the Kain Group."

He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers once more as he studied me intently. "So, Katie, do you still think you have what it takes to join our ranks?"

The choice hung heavy in the air between us, the weight of my decision threatening to crush me under its oppressive force. Part of me screamed to flee, to escape this nightmare and never look back.

I swallowed hard, my throat dry as sandpaper. Every fiber of my being screamed to refuse, to walk away from this twisted offer and preserve my integrity. And yet...

The promise of power, of status, of wealth - it was a siren song I couldn't ignore. The idea of being part of an elite group, of wielding influence and control, was intoxicating. And the sexual aspect, while repellent, also stirred a dark, primal hunger within me.

"I..." I trailed off, my voice barely audible. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say. "I accept the terms."

The words felt like acid on my tongue, but I forced them out anyway. As soon as they left my lips, a sense of relief washed over me, mixed with a twinge of shame.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across John's face as he nodded approvingly. "Excellent choice, Katie. You won't regret it."

He pulled a contract out from a bag and slid it across the table. "Just sign here, and you can start right away."

I reached for the contract, my hand trembling slightly as I flipped through the pages. The fine print blurred together, but I didn't care. All that mattered was the signature at the bottom, binding me to this pact, setting me for life on the path to wealth and influence.

With a shaky pen, I scrawled my name across the line, feeling a chill run down my spine as I did so. It was done. I was now a part of this twisted world, forever changed.

As I handed the signed document back to John, he tucked it into his folder with a satisfied nod. "Welcome to the Kain Group, Katie. I think you'll find your new role quite...fulfilling."

His words sent a shiver down my spine, and not just from the cold air conditioning. Suddenly, John stood up, and I could see the bulge growing in his pants. He stared at my chest with a primal hunger. Was this how it started?

Without a word, John strode around the table, his imposing figure casting a shadow over me. His hand shot out, gripping my chin firmly as he tilted my face up to meet his intense gaze.

"I believe in leading by example," he growled, his hot breath washing over my cheek. "Let's seal our agreement properly, shall we?"

I froze, my heart pounding in my chest as John's grip tightened on my chin. Panic threatened to overwhelm me, but I fought it back, forcing myself to remain still under his dominant touch.

"Y-yes," I stammered, my voice barely audible. I knew what was coming, and a sickening mix of fear and anticipation coursed through my veins.

John's other hand fumbled with his belt buckle, releasing a loud clank as it hit the table. With swift, practiced movements, he freed his erection, the thick shaft springing forth.

"Open wide," he commanded gruffly, guiding his cock towards my parted lips. "I'm ready to use your face."

I gazed up at John, my eyes wide with a mix of terror and reluctant arousal as his manhood loomed before me. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making my head spin.

With a deep breath, I parted my lips, welcoming the invasion of his flesh. John's cock pushed against my tongue, the velvety smoothness a stark contrast to the hardness of his shaft.

As he began to thrust, I felt a wave of nausea wash over me, but I suppressed it, determined not to show weakness. I had made my choice, and now I would see it through.

John's groans of pleasure mingled with the wet sounds of our encounter, creating a perverse symphony that echoed through the room.

My mind recoiled at the degradation of it all, but my body responded with a shameful eagerness. As John continued to fuck my face, I felt a twisted sense of pride in submitting to his dominance.

Each thrust of his hips sent vibrations through my skull, making my teeth ache. Saliva dripped down my chin as I struggled to accommodate his girth, my nose pressed against the coarse hair at the base of his cock.

Despite the revulsion, a dark heat built in my core, stoked by the degrading nature of the act. I was nothing more than a receptacle for John's pleasure, a mere object to be used and discarded.

As his rhythm quickened, I sensed his climax approaching. With a final, brutal shove, he buried himself deep in my throat, his seed erupting onto my tongue.

John's orgasmic roar filled the room as he emptied himself into my mouth, his cock pulsing against my tongue. I swallowed reflexively, feeling the warm liquid coat my throat.

As he slowly withdrew, a string of saliva and cum connected my lips to the tip of his dick before breaking. John's chest heaved with exertion, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips.

"Well done, Katie," he purred, tucking his spent member back into his pants. "Welcome to the Kain Group."

Before he was done buckling his belt, in walked another man.

I looked up, still reeling from the aftermath of John's assault on my senses. The newcomer was tall and lean, with piercing blue eyes that seemed to bore into my very soul. He wore a crisp suit that accentuated his athletic build, exuding an aura of confidence and authority.

"Ah, perfect timing, Marcus," John said, gesturing to me with a flourish. "Meet our newest recruit, Katie. She's just signed on the dotted line and is eager to prove herself."

Marcus's gaze raked over my disheveled appearance, taking in the smeared makeup, the slight swelling of my lips, and the faint sheen of sweat on my skin. A hint of a smile played on his lips as he approached me.

"It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Katie," he said, extending a hand.

I hesitated for a moment before placing my hand in Marcus's, his grip firm and confident. His touch sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I felt a flutter in my stomach that had nothing to do with the recent oral assault.

"Likewise," I managed to reply, my voice still husky from the rough treatment my throat had endured. As our hands clasped, I caught a whiff of his cologne - a sophisticated blend of leather and spice that both intrigued and unsettled me.

Marcus released my hand and stepped back, eyeing me appraisingly. "I trust John has given you a proper orientation?"

There was a subtle edge to his tone, a suggestion that perhaps John hadn't been thorough enough. I bit my lip, unsure how much to reveal.

"Yes, sir," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady. "He just had me sign my contract.”

But even as the words left my mouth, I knew there was more to the story. The look in Marcus's eyes hinted at secrets and power dynamics that went far beyond the surface level.

"And did he make you cum, Katie?" Marcus asked, his gaze piercing through me.

My cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and something darker as I met Marcus's probing stare. The blunt question caught me off guard, but I refused to back down.

"No, sir," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. "He just fucked my face."

Marcus nodded thoughtfully, "How selfish of you, John. Oh well, leave it to me."

The way he said it, so matter-of-factly, sent a shiver down my spine.

John smirked as he started to walk out. "You two have fun, I have a call to jump on," he said as he left the conference room.

Marcus moved closer, his presence looming over me. Reaching out, he cupped my jaw, tilting my face up to meet his piercing gaze. His touch was gentle, almost tender, a stark contrast to John's rough handling.

I leaned into Marcus's touch instinctively, craving the warmth and gentleness after the harsh treatment I'd just received. His fingers were strong yet delicate, sending tingles through my skin.

His hands guided me to stand up, then he lifted me onto the conference table. He kneeled down, head between my thighs.

Marcus's hands slid up my legs, pushing my skirt higher as he exposed more of my thighs to his hungry gaze. His fingers danced along the hem of my panties, teasing the sensitive skin beneath.

"How do you taste, Katie?" he murmured, his breath warm against my damp fabric. With deft motions, he hooked his thumbs into the sides of my underwear and slowly pulled them down, baring me completely to his view.

His eyes roamed over my naked sex, drinking in every detail. "So pretty," he praised, his voice low and appreciative. Then, without warning, he dove in, his tongue lashing out to taste me.

A sharp gasp escaped my lips as Marcus's tongue made contact with my slick folds. The sudden onslaught of sensation nearly overwhelmed me, my body arching involuntarily off the table.

His mouth was a furnace, hot and insistent, devouring every inch of my sex. He licked and sucked, his tongue delving deep to claim my most intimate places. Each stroke sent shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me, building a pressure that threatened to burst.

“Oh, you taste divine,” he mumbled between licks.

My hands flew to his head, tangling in his hair as I held him close, urging him on. I was lost in the vortex of his skillful ministrations, my mind hazy with need. All thoughts of resistance, of shame, melted away, replaced by a desperate hunger for more.

Marcus worked me over with relentless focus, his tongue a blur of motion as he feasted on my dripping cunt. He alternated between long, slow laps and quick flicks, each pattern designed to push me closer to the edge.

I could feel the coil inside me tightening, my orgasm building like a storm about to break. Marcus seemed to sense it too, his pace increasing as he drove me toward climax.

Suddenly, he pulled back, leaving me panting and bereft. Before I could protest, he stood and quickly shed his clothes, revealing a chiseled physique that made my mouth water. His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, the tip already glistening with pre-cum.

"I'm going to fuck you better than you've ever been fucked," Marcus declared, his voice rough with desire. "And when you cum, I want you screaming my name."

I lay there, trembling with anticipation as Marcus loomed over me, his massive erection bobbing inches from my entrance. The promise in his words sent a thrill through me, mixing with the lingering echoes of pleasure from his skilled tongue.

"Yes, please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider in invitation.

With a feral growl, he plunged into me, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my back arching off the table as he stretched me wide around his thick girth.

Marcus set a brutal pace, pounding into me with ruthless intensity. Each stroke hit deep, the head of his cock grinding against my cervix with every retreat. The force of his thrusts rattled the table, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoing through the room.

Marcus's hips snapped forward with unrelenting ferocity, driving his cock deeper into my clenching pussy with each brutal thrust. The table creaked ominously beneath us, threatening to give way under the force of his passion.

I was lost in a haze of pain and pleasure, my mind fragmented by the overwhelming sensations. Each plunge of his dick felt like a branding iron searing itself into my core, claiming me irrevocably as his.

Tears streamed down my face, a mix of anguish and ecstasy. My nails dug into Marcus's back, scoring his skin as I clung to him desperately. The intense friction was pushing me closer to the brink, my body tensing like a coiled spring ready to snap.

"Fuck, you're so tight!" Marcus grunted, his rhythm faltering slightly as he fought to maintain control.

Each thrust shook the very foundations of my being, the force of his penetration making my teeth rattle. The pain was exquisite, a delicious ache that only heightened the pleasure coursing through me.

I could feel the pressure building, the telltale tingle at the base of my spine signaling my impending release. With a final, savage thrust, Marcus buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing against my inner walls.

That was all it took. I shattered, my orgasm ripping through me like a tornado, leaving devastation in its wake. I screamed his name, the sound torn from my throat as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me, sweeping away all coherent thought.

Marcus's roar of triumph mingled with my screams as he rode out his own climax, his cock twitching and jerking within me. He pumped several more times, flooding my spasming pussy with his hot seed.

As the aftershocks subsided, Marcus collapsed onto me, his weight pressing me into the cold tabletop. We lay there, panting and spent, the only sounds our ragged breathing and the distant hum of the city outside.

After a few moments, Marcus stirred, pulling out of me with a wet squelch. I winced at the loss, feeling empty and sore in the best possible way. He helped me sit up, wrapping an arm around my shoulders to support me.

"You did well, Katie," he said, his voice softer now, filled with a strange tenderness. "You're a natural. Let me get dressed and I'll show you to your office."

I nodded, still dazed from the intensity of what had just transpired. As Marcus helped me off the table, I couldn't help but notice how easily he moved, his muscles rippling beneath his skin. It was clear that he was used to exerting dominance, both physically and emotionally.

Once he was dressed and my panties were pulled back up, I followed him silently, still trying to process the whirlwind of events. From the humiliation of John's attack to the unexpected pleasure of Marcus's possession, my entire world had been turned upside down in less than an hour.

Marcus led me through the sleek, modern offices, nodding to various employees who glanced up knowingly at our disheveled appearance. I kept my head down, focusing on placing one foot in front of the other as we navigated the maze of cubicles.

We eventually arrived at a small room that served as my new workspace. Marcus opened the door and gestured for me to enter before following behind me.

"This is where you'll be spending most of your time," he explained, walking over to a small desk and running a hand across the polished surface. "Your direct managers should be in to see you later, they'll let you know what kind of work you can get started on."

I stepped into the small, windowless room, taking in the sparse furnishings - a compact desk, a couple of chairs, and a file cabinet. It was a far cry from the opulent offices I had seen while we walked, but it was a start.

"Thank you for this opportunity," I said quietly, not quite meeting his gaze. The memory of our intimate encounter still lingered, making it difficult to reconcile the man standing before me with the dominant figure who had taken me so ruthlessly just minutes ago.

Marcus's expression softened, and he placed a hand on my shoulder. "You're welcome, Katie. Just remember, you're here because you have something special to offer. Don't waste it." With that, he turned and left, closing the door behind him with a soft click.

I stood alone in the small room, the heavy silence broken only by the hum of the air conditioning unit. The events of the past hour played back in my mind like a surreal movie reel - the surprise of John's attack, the adrenaline rush of realizing I enjoyed it, and then the shocking transformation of Marcus from new coworker to dominant lover.


A shiver ran down my spine as I recalled the raw power in his movements, the way he'd claimed me so thoroughly. It was both terrifying and exhilarating, leaving me questioning everything I thought I knew about myself and my desires.

After about an hour, in walked a man and a woman, both in their thirties.

The man and woman introduced themselves as Mark and Lisa, a married couple who were my direct supervisors. They were both professional and friendly, seemingly unaware of the unusual circumstances surrounding my hiring.

"We're glad to have you on board, Katie," Mark said, shaking my hand firmly. "We've looked over your resume and we think you'll fit in well here."

Lisa smiled warmly. "We'll start you off with some basic projects to get you acclimated. Nothing too challenging at first, but we're confident you'll excel once you find your stride."

They went over some basic company policies and procedures, handing me a thick orientation packet. Throughout the discussion, I found myself struggling to focus, my mind continually drifting back to the intense encounter with Marcus.

Once they were finished with their spiel, Lisa reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties.

I blinked, momentarily stunned by the sudden display. "And now for the fun part," she said as she sat on my desk, spreading her legs.

I stared, mouth agape, as Lisa casually bared herself to me. Clearly it wasn’t just the men taking advantage of this policy. A wave of heat rushed to my cheeks as I realized the implications of what was happening. I had never been with a woman before, but had always been curious about what it was like. Something also told me I couldn’t refuse without jeopardizing my new job and wasting all of the “work” I’d put in so far.

Lisa's smile grew wider as she watched my reaction, her fingers idly playing with her exposed sex. "Don't worry, darling, we'll take good care of you here," she purred, beckoning me closer with a crooked finger. "Just relax and enjoy the ride."

Mark chuckled, moving to stand behind me. "She's right, sweetie. We're going to make sure you feel comfortable and appreciated in every way possible." His hand reached around to cup my breast through my shirt, thumb teasing my nipple, as his other hand worked to undo his belt.

I felt paralyzed, unable to move or speak as Lisa's words washed over me. The situation was surreal, bordering on nightmare. But deep down, a twisted part of me was intrigued, even excited by the prospect of exploring these forbidden desires.

As Mark's hand groped my breast, I let out a shaky breath, my body responding despite my mind's protests. I could feel my nipples hardening under his touch, a dampness growing between my thighs. In that moment, I knew I was completely at their mercy, and a thrill of submission coursed through me.

Lisa reached out and tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling my head closer towards her cleanly shaved pussy.

"Open wide, kitten," Lisa cooed, guiding my mouth to her dripping slit. The musky scent filled my nostrils as I hesitantly parted my lips, letting her slick folds slide against my tongue.

Mark's hand slid up to grip my chin, forcing my head further into Lisa's crotch. "That's it, suck her clit," he growled, his own erection pressing insistently against my ass.

I gagged slightly as Lisa's fingers dug into my scalp, holding me in place. Her hips bucked, grinding her pussy against my face as she rode my tongue. The taste was foreign yet intoxicating, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

"Fuck yes, just like that," Lisa moaned, her juices flooding my mouth. "You're such an obedient little slut."

I moaned around Lisa's clitoris, the vibrations causing her to shudder and gasp. Her words, though degrading, only fueled my arousal. I had never felt so desired, so utterly consumed by another person's pleasure.

Mark moved his hands down to my skirt, reaching underneath to pull down my panties, now soaked with Marcus' cum. He put them to his face and took a deep sniff.

"Mmm, you smell divine, baby girl," Mark murmured, inhaling deeply as he brought my damp underwear to his nose. "So ripe with lust and submission. It's almost enough to make me cum just from the scent alone."

He tossed the panties aside and hooked his fingers into the waistband of my skirt, slowly dragging it down my thighs. Once it pooled at my ankles, he stepped back to admire the sight of me, bare and vulnerable before him.

I stood there, naked and exposed, feeling a mix of shame and excitement as Mark's eyes roamed over my body. My breasts heaved with each ragged breath, nipples still hard from his earlier touch. Between my thighs, a fresh gush of wetness coated my inner lips, betraying my growing desire.

I whimpered as Mark's finger probed my entrance, stretching me open for his impending invasion. His other hand grasped my hip, pulling me flush against him as he positioned himself at my slick opening.

"You're so tight, sweetheart," he groaned, his hot breath tickling my ear. "But don't worry, I'll break you in nice and slow."

With that, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt inside me in one powerful stroke. I cried out at the sudden intrusion.

Lisa continued to grind against my face, her climax building rapidly as Mark pounded into me from behind. "Oh fuck, yeah! Give it to her, Mark!"

I screamed as Mark's massive cock stretched me impossibly wide, the pain mingling with pleasure as he began to move. Each brutal thrust sent shockwaves through my body, my walls clenching desperately around him.

Lisa's pussy spasmed against my tongue, her juices flooding my mouth as she came undone. "Holy shit, yes! Swallow it all, you dirty little cumslut!"

The slurping sounds of Lisa's orgasm mixed with my own muffled cries as Mark relentlessly fucked me, his balls slapping against my clit with every powerful stroke. I could feel his cock throbbing inside me, signaling his approaching release.

As Mark's thrusts intensified, I felt his shaft pulsing and twitching, signaling his imminent climax. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside me, pumping stream after stream of hot semen deep into my quivering depths.

My own orgasm crashed over me, waves of ecstasy washing through my body as I convulsed around Mark's spurting cock. I dimly registered Lisa's voice, urging me to milk him dry, but all coherent thought fled as pure sensation consumed me.

For several long moments, we remained locked together, Mark's softening member still buried within me, as we struggled to catch our breath. Finally, he withdrew, allowing my abused hole to clench shut reflexively. A trickle of his cum leaked out, mixing with the evidence of my own release coating my thighs.

I collapsed onto the desk, my legs no longer able to support me. I lay there, panting heavily, as the aftershocks of my intense orgasm subsided. My mind reeled, struggling to process the overwhelming sensations and emotions that had just flooded through me.

Mark and Lisa exchanged a satisfied glance, both clearly pleased with my performance. Mark helped me sit up, concern etched on his features as he brushed a stray lock of hair from my flushed face.

"Good job," he cooed, handing me a tissue to clean up. "Now do you have any questions about the work we just assigned to you?"

I shook my head numbly, still trying to regain my bearings. The tender touch of his hand on my cheek belied the brutal fucking I'd just endured, leaving me feeling strangely vulnerable yet comforted.

Lisa sauntered over, a wicked grin playing on her lips. "Well, that was fun," she purred, reaching down to scoop up some of Mark’s cum that was spilling out of my pussy. She licked her finger with a satisfied look as she followed Mark out the door.

As the door closed behind them, I sat there in stunned silence, the events of the past hour replaying in my mind like a perverse movie. I couldn't believe what had just happened - how far I had let things go. And yet, despite the lingering ache between my thighs and the humiliation coursing through my veins, I couldn't deny the thrill that lingered, the dark desire that had been awakened within me.

With trembling hands, I pulled my skirt back up and fastened my bra, trying to compose myself. But as I glanced in the mirror, I saw a stranger staring back - a woman who had crossed a line and showed no signs of turning back.

Gone was the naive college grad, replaced by a sultry siren with a newfound hunger burning in her eyes. The morning's encounters had unleashed a primal force within me, and I could already feel the cravings beginning to build once more.

Before I could reflect further, the phone on my desk rang.

I jumped at the sudden sound, heart pounding in my chest. Picking up the receiver, I heard a man's smooth baritone voice on the other end.

"Is this Katie?" he asked.

"Yes, speaking," I replied, trying to steady my voice. There was something familiar about the tone, but I couldn't quite place it.

"Excellent. My name is Mr. Blackman, I'm the president and CEO of the Kain Group."

My eyes widened in surprise. I had just started that morning. How did he even know my name?

"I... um, hi. Is there something I can do for you?" I stammered, trying to play it cool despite my racing thoughts. What did he want with me?

"I spoke to Marcus about your encounter earlier," Mr. Blackman said, his voice dripping with an air of authority. "I must say, I'm impressed with your potential. I'd like to offer you a position directly under me, if you can pass a simple test."

There was a pause, and then he added, "If you're interested, report to my office at 5 pm sharp today. Don't keep me waiting." The line went dead before I could respond.

I stared at the phone in disbelief, my mind reeling. A test? For a position working directly with the CEO? This was insane. My first day and I was already climbing the corporate ladder. And yet, a part of me was intrigued, even excited by the prospect.

The rest of the afternoon crawled by as I tried to focus on the work I had been assigned. A few senior consultants stopped by to say hi, their gazes lingering on my curves a little too long, but no one else seemed to have time to make free use of me after the encounter with Mark and Lisa.

5pm finally arrived, and I found myself standing outside Mr. Blackman's imposing office door, heart pounding in anticipation. Taking a deep breath, I knocked twice and entered when bidden.

Inside, the room was dimly lit, with only a single spotlight illuminating the figure seated behind the mahogany desk. As my eyes adjusted, I recognized the man from the phone call - tall, lean, with piercing gray eyes and a chiseled jawline that seemed to hint at secrets untold. He was probably in his late forties but hid it behind a muscled build and full head of dark, black hair.

"So, Ms. Jane," he purred, his gaze raking over my body with an intensity that made my skin prickle. "Are you prepared to demonstrate your worth to me and the Kain Group?"

I swallowed hard, trying to maintain eye contact despite the unsettling scrutiny. "Of course, Mr. Blackman," I managed to reply, my voice steady despite the nervous flutter in my stomach.

He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers as he regarded me thoughtfully. "Very well. Let's begin. Walk over to the table to your left and place your wrists in the restraints."

I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I had misheard him. But the commanding tone brooked no argument, so I complied, walking over to the table and finding a pair of leather cuffs with metal buckles.

As I secured my wrists into the restraints, I felt a twinge of fear mingle with the growing excitement. What kind of test required physical restraint? But before I could ponder further, Mr. Blackman rose from his seat and approached me, his footsteps echoing in the silent room.

"Come in, gentlemen," he called out. In walked four other men from an adjacent room. "Meet the CFO, COO, CMO, and CTO."

Each executive eyed me with a mix of curiosity and lust as they filed in, closing the door behind them. Mr. Blackman circled around to stand beside me, his presence both intimidating and electrifying.

"Ms. Jane has demonstrated impressive potential," he explained, running a finger along the edge of the restraints holding my wrists captive. "We're going to assess her ability to handle pressure and adapt to new situations."

Without warning, he ripped open my shirt and pulled down my bra, exposing my breasts.

I gasped, instinctively trying to cover myself, but the restraints prevented any movement. The four men crowded closer, their hungry gazes devouring every inch of newly exposed flesh.

Mr. Blackman's hands roamed down my torso, squeezing and kneading my breasts roughly. "Don't be shy, boys," he chuckled, stepping back to admire his handiwork. "Let's see what she's capable of."

The CFO stepped forward, his fingers trailing down my sternum to pinch my nipples, tugging and twisting them until I winced. Meanwhile, the COO reached for the button of my skirt, yanking it down to expose my lacy panties, now damp with arousal.

Behind me, the CMO leaned in, his hot breath fanning across my ear as he whispered lewd suggestions, making my cheeks flush with embarrassment and desire. The CTO, ever the tech enthusiast, produced a flared device from his pocket and began toying with it, a wicked glint in his eye.

As the men continued their assault on my senses, Mr. Blackman watched with a smug satisfaction, clearly enjoying the spectacle he had orchestrated. "Show us what you've got, Ms. Jane," he commanded, his voice low and husky with promise.

I bit my lip, struggling to maintain some semblance of control amidst the onslaught of sensations. The CFO's cruel manipulation of my sensitive nipples sent jolts of pain mixed with pleasure straight to my core, while the COO's probing fingers discovered my slick folds, rubbing and teasing me mercilessly through the soaked fabric of my panties.

The CMO's filthy whispers in my ear only heightened my arousal, making me squirm against the restraints as I fought not to moan aloud. And the CTO's mysterious device, whatever its purpose, added another layer of tension, leaving me guessing and wanting.

Through it all, Mr. Blackman's piercing gaze never wavered, drinking in every reaction, every tremble and gasp.

As the minutes ticked by, the men's attentions grew more aggressive, each one pushing me closer to the brink of ecstasy. The CFO's grip on my nipples tightened, nearly to the point of pain, while the COO's fingers delved deeper into my panties, plunging two digits inside my clenching heat without preamble.

The CMO's breathy words turned to soft, insistent kisses along my neck and shoulder, sending shivers coursing through my body. And the CTO's device, now pressed against my clit, vibrated with an intensity that threatened to overwhelm me entirely.

Meanwhile, Mr. Blackman prowled around the circle, occasionally brushing his fingertips across my skin, leaving trails of fire in his wake. His eyes burned with a dark, possessive hunger, as if he were savoring every moment of my degradation and delight.

I was lost in a haze of sensation, my mind clouded by the relentless stimulation. The COO's thrusting fingers and the CTO's device brought me to the cusp of orgasm again and again, only to deny me release with a twist or withdrawal. The CMO's lips and teeth left marks on my neck and collarbone, branding me as his.

The CFO's relentless torture of my nipples bordered on unbearable, yet somehow it only served to heighten my arousal.

Suddenly the CTO moved the device to my asshole and started playing around the entrance.

The sudden intrusion at my rear caught me off guard, and I let out a startled cry, my hips jerking involuntarily. The CTO's fingers probed gently at first, feeling me open up, before pressing the flared device inward with increasing depth.

Pleasure and discomfort warred within me as he worked the device deeper, stretching me in ways I'd never experienced. Behind me, the CMO's mouth closed over my ear, whispering filthy promises of anal sex and domination.

Meanwhile, the CFO released my nipples, allowing them to bounce free as he stepped back to admire his handiwork. Mr. Blackman circled around to face me fully, his eyes gleaming with sadistic glee.

The COO released his fingers from my folds before quickly unsheathing himself.

With a swift motion, he positioned himself at my entrance and thrust into me with a grunt, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. I cried out at the sudden invasion, my body tensing against the intrusion even as a spark of pleasure ignited deep within.

The CTO continued to work his device in and out of my ass, the vibrations mingling with the COO's rhythmic pounding in my pussy. It was too much, too intense, and I teetered on the edge of a massive climax.

I looked to Mr. Blackman for guidance, my eyes pleading for permission to fall over the precipice. His knowing smirk told me everything I needed to know. With a ragged moan, I surrendered to the overwhelming sensations, letting go and riding the waves of pleasure that crashed over me in relentless succession.

My orgasm hit like a tidal wave, sweeping away all coherent thought and leaving me a quivering, sobbing mess. Wave after wave of intense pleasure pulsed through my veins, my inner muscles clamping down rhythmically around the COO's pistoning cock.

The CTO's device buzzed harder, amplifying the sensations to almost unbearable levels. I was dimly aware of the CMO's cock unsheathing as he positioned himself next to the COO.

Through it all, Mr. Blackman watched with a look of supreme satisfaction, as if he had orchestrated this very scenario. When the final aftershocks subsided, leaving me limp and spent, he gave a curt nod of approval.

"Well done, Ms. Jane," he purred, his voice dripping with menace. "But we're far from finished."

I could barely catch my breath, my body still trembling from the force of my climax. The COO slowly withdrew, joining his cock alongside the CMO's before they both found their way inside my tight, dripping cunt. The dual penetration was almost too much to bear, my abused hole stretched to its limits.

The CTO continued to play with his device, alternating the vibration levels with a remote, keeping me on the knife's edge of another orgasm. I was lost in a haze of pain and pleasure, my mind fractured by the unrelenting assault.

As the COO and CMO fucked me in tandem, their cocks sliding against each other within my spasming depths, I saw the CFO climb onto the table. He unsheathed his member right in front of my face, the half erect cock dangling with a dot of precum on the tip.

My eyes widened in shock and fear as the CFO loomed over me, his hardening cock mere inches from my face. I knew what was coming, and the thought filled me with dread. But there was no escape, no mercy to be found here.

With a cruel grin, he guided the head of his cock past my lips, forcing me to take him into my mouth. I gagged as he pushed deeper, his length filling my throat and making me choke. Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to breathe around the thick intrusion, my nose pressed against his pubic hair.

The COO and CMO didn't pause their relentless fucking while the CTO turned up the vibration on the device in my ass to an almost unbearable level. I was nothing more than a receptacle for their desires, a living, breathing fucktoy to be used and discarded at their whim.

As I choked and sputtered around the CFO's invading cock, the COO and CMO picked up speed, their hips slapping lewdly against my ass as they pounded into my stretched, dripping cunt. The combined assault on my senses was overwhelming - the burning stretch of my holes, the choking pressure of the CFO's dick in my throat, the relentless vibration in my ass, and the searing heat of their bodies pressed against mine.

The CTO gripped his own cock, pumping it quickly as he drank in the sights. He was the first to cum.

His hot seed splattered across my back and shoulders, marking me as his territory. I felt the warmth of it against my skin, a sickening reminder of how completely I was owned by these men.

The CFO held steady in my mouth, his cock throbbing with impending release. I could taste the saltiness of his precum mixed with the musk of his arousal. My jaw ached and my lungs burned for air, but I had no choice but to continue servicing him, my wrists still strapped to the table.

Just when I thought I couldn't take anymore, the COO and CMO reached their peaks simultaneously. They buried themselves to the hilt inside me, their cocks pulsating as they emptied their loads deep within my convulsing walls.

As the COO and CMO pumped their hot semen into my womb, the CFO finally allowed me to pull back, gasping for air. He stroked his cock a few times before it exploded, spilling his seed all over my face.

I lay there, dazed and utterly spent, as the CFO's warm cum dripped from my chin and coated my cheeks. Each man had claimed a part of me in their own way. All except Mr. Blackman.

Mr. Blackman stood over me, his gaze cold and calculating as he surveyed the aftermath of our depraved coupling. I felt like a broken doll, my body limp and used, my mind reeling from the intensity of the experience.

"My turn," he said, his tone brooking no argument. He reached down and removed the device from my asshole, placing it to the side.

With deliberate slowness, Mr. Blackman unzipped his trousers, revealing his impressive erection straining against the fabric of his boxers. He pulled them down just enough to free his thick, veiny cock, which bobbed heavily in front of him.

He reached out and stuck a finger in my asshole, gauging the tightness.

A shudder ran through me at the feel of his finger probing my tender hole. It was still sensitive from the earlier abuse, and the sensation sent a jolt of pain-tinged pleasure through me. I was surprised at how tight it still felt, despite what the device had done to me.

"Please..." I whispered, not sure what I was begging for. Mercy? More degradation? Release from this twisted game?

Mr. Blackman ignored my plea, instead withdrawing his finger and replacing it with the broad head of his cock. He rubbed the engorged flesh against my entrance, coating it in my juices and preparing to breach me.

With a single, brutal thrust, Mr. Blackman impaled himself inside my ass, his girth stretching my already well-used hole to its limits. I let out a strangled cry, my back arching off the table as he bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against my cunt.

He paused for a moment, allowing me to adjust to his size, then began to move, setting a punishing pace that left me gasping for breath. Each deep, grinding stroke seemed designed to split me open further, to claim every inch of my being for his pleasure alone. A boyfriend in college had once convinced me to try anal. He had a smaller cock, plenty of lube, and took things very slow. This experience was the antithesis to that in every way.

The CFO, COO, CTO, and CMO watched with rapt attention, their cocks semi-hard despite having already been spent. They stroked themselves slowly.

Mr. Blackman's powerful thrusts shook the table beneath me, the force of his movements causing my entire body to jiggle and bounce. Each savage plunge of his cock into my bruised and battered ass sent fresh waves of agony and ecstasy crashing over me. I was nothing more than a ragdoll, a plaything for this powerful man to use as he pleased.

As the CEO's pace intensified, so did the attention of the others. The other executives were now fully erect once more, their hands moving in time with Mr. Blackman's brutal strokes. They watched, transfixed, as he dominated my most intimate passage, their own arousal growing with each passing second.

I could only lie there, hands still restrained, pinned beneath Mr. Blackman's crushing weight, my body a canvas for his ruthless possession. The CEO's cock plundered my rectum relentlessly, each thrust a declaration of his ownership over every inch of me. I was a toy, a vessel, a mere extension of his will.

The other executives watched with feverish desire, their cocks twitching in anticipation. The air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and power.

As Mr. Blackman's tempo increased, so did the pressure building in my core. Despite the pain and degradation, my body responded, craving release from this never-ending torment. I was on the cusp of another explosive climax, teetering on the brink of oblivion.

With a final, brutal slam of his hips, Mr. Blackman buried himself to the hilt inside me, his thick cock pulsating as he unleashed a torrent of hot seed deep within my bowels. The sensation of his cum flooding my abused insides triggered my own orgasm, and I came with a scream.

As the waves of pleasure crashed over me, I felt a wetness on my back. I turned to watch the other executives bring themselves to climax, spurting their hot seed all over my body.

As I trembled through the aftershocks of my intense orgasm, I gazed upon the tableau of debauchery unfolding before me. The CFO, COO, CTO, and CMO stood in a semicircle, their faces contorted in ecstasy as they painted my form with their essence.

Thick ropes of cum splattered across my breasts, ass, and thighs, creating an obscene mosaic of white against my flushed skin. Some landed directly on my face, the salty tang mixing with the lingering taste of the CFO's cock still present on my tongue.

Each executive's expression was one of primal satisfaction, their gazes fixed on the carnage they'd wrought upon my body. They looked like predators who'd marked their prey, claiming me as theirs in the most visceral way possible.

As the last of the executives finished emptying their cocks onto my prone form, a sense of numbness washed over me. My body ached, my holes throbbed with a dull, persistent pain, and my mind reeled from the sheer depravity of what we'd just done.

Mr. Blackman stepped forward and released my restraints, freeing my sore wrists from their shackles.

He towered over me, his imposing figure casting a long shadow across the room. His dark eyes roved over my cum-splattered body, taking in every detail with a calculating gaze.

"You've done well, Katie," he said, his voice full of pride. "The position is officially yours. Consider this a fast track to the C-Suite."

I stared up at him, still trying to process the events of the past hour. The pain, the humiliation, the overwhelming sense of violation - it all swirled together in a maelstrom of emotions. And yet, amidst the chaos, a flicker of something else sparked within me. A thrill of excitement, of pride, perhaps even anticipation, at the prospect of joining their ranks.

"I... I don't know what to say," I managed, my voice barely above a whisper. "This has all happened so fast."

Mr. Blackman offered a small, enigmatic smile, his eyes glinting with a hint of amusement. "Fast is often better when it comes to business," he said, reaching down to help me sit up. "And you, Katie, have proven yourself to be quite... adaptable."

As I struggled to find my balance, he guided me to stand, supporting my weight with a strong arm around my waist. The other executives began to disperse, tidying up the remnants of our depraved encounter with quiet efficiency.

"We'll discuss the details of your new role soon," Mr. Blackman continued, leading me toward the door. "For now, take the rest of the day off. You'll need your strength for the challenges ahead."

He led me into his private bathroom, allowing me to take a shower and put on a fresh sweatsuit that he had laid out for me. He also let me take his private elevator down, allowing me to escape the prying and surely envious eyes of my coworkers.

Once outside, Mr. Blackman handed me a sleek black smartphone, already programmed with my contact information and access codes. "This is company property, but I trust you won't lose it," he said with a wry smile. "We expect to see you bright and early tomorrow morning, ready to dive into your new responsibilities."

With that, he turned and walked away, leaving me standing alone on the sidewalk, the city bustling around me. I clutched the phone tightly, feeling both exhilarated and overwhelmed by the whirlwind events of the day. As I hailed a taxi, I couldn't help but wonder what other surprises lay in store for me in my new role at the Kain group.

I rode home in a daze, replaying the events of the day in my head. The pain in my body was a constant reminder, but it was mixed with a strange sense of pride and accomplishment. I had impressed them, earned their respect and trust. And now, I was going to be part of their inner circle, privy to secrets and opportunities that most people could only dream of.

Over the course of the next year, I became an integral part of the Kain Group inner sanctum. My days blurred together in a haze of meetings, strategy sessions, and late-night revelries with the executive team and other eager interns.

Mr. Blackman remained my primary mentor and lover, guiding me through the treacherous waters of corporate politics while satisfying his darker desires. Our encounters were always intense, sometimes violent, and frequently witnessed by the other executives who eagerly participated or observed.

Despite the constant debauchery, I thrived under Mr. Blackman's tutelage. My career soared, and I quickly proved myself to be a shrewd and effective strategist. The other executives respected me, even feared me, and I reveled in the power that came with being part of their exclusive club.

Looking back on that fateful first day, I realize that it was a turning point not just for my career, but for my life. It was the moment when I traded in my innocence for power, my dignity for influence, and my sense of self for a place among the elite.

And though the path I chose was far from conventional, I would not change a single thing.
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