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Chapter 1: The interview

⚜

My reflection stared back at me from the elevator's polished steel doors, and I barely recognized the woman looking back. Three months of unemployment had taken their toll. My once-confident smile had been replaced by the tight-lipped expression of someone who'd heard "we'll be in touch" one too many times. The conservative black blazer that had once made me feel professional now felt like armor I was desperately hoping would protect me from another rejection.

The elevator chimed softly as it reached the twenty-third floor, and I stepped out into the reception area of Apex Dynamics. Floor-to-ceiling panels caught and threw the light. Then I noticed the receptionist.

She was young, early twenties, with glossy black hair that fell in gentle waves around her shoulders. Her nameplate read "Nova Chen," and when she looked up from her computer screen, I was met with bright eyes and a warm smile. What made me pause, though, was her outfit. While I'd dressed in my most conservative interview attire, Nova wore a cream-colored blouse that was unbuttoned to show the soft curve of her breasts. The collar framed the hollow at her throat, and her sleek skirt was shorter than what I'd expect in most offices, cut high enough to show a frame that looked built for attention.

"You must be Olivia Bennett," she said, standing to greet me. As she moved around the desk, her blouse gaped slightly when she reached for something, and the skirt nipped in at her waist before flaring over curved hips. "Ms. Shaw is ready for you. She's our Head of HR."

"Thank you," I managed, throat suddenly dry. The air tasted warm, like a gym after a game, and my body answered before my head did.

Nova led me down a hallway lined with glass-walled offices and open collaboration spaces. I caught glimpses of employees at standing desks, huddled around whiteboards, and typing furiously at laptops. But there were subtle differences that made my skin prickle with awareness. The women all looked immaculate yet somehow disheveled-hair slightly mussed, lips fuller than makeup alone could account for, a flush to their skin that spoke of recent exertion. The men had a satisfied, almost predatory confidence as they moved through the space, their gazes lingering appreciatively on female colleagues.

A woman at a nearby desk stretched languidly, arching her back until her silk blouse gaped at the placket, a pearl button straining. The man working beside her watched the movement with obvious appreciation, and when she caught his eye, she smiled with unmistakable invitation. The atmosphere crackled with possibilities that I was only beginning to understand.

"Here we are," Nova said, stopping at a corner office where a woman in her late twenties was reviewing documents at her desk.

Madison Shaw looked up as we approached, and I sat up straighter, heat pricking under my collar. She was stunning in that effortless way that some women managed-statuesque and blonde, with legs that looked endless in a tailored skirt-and-blouse ensemble. Her white button-down framed her chest without apology, and her knife-pleated skirt skimmed her hips and moved like it was tailored for her stride.

"Olivia, welcome," Madison said, standing and extending her hand. Her grip was firm, confident, her palm warm against mine. "Have a seat. Cross your legs for me." Her eyes tracked my compliance with obvious approval. "Thank you, Nova."

As Nova left, I sank into the chair across from Madison's desk, skirt tight across my hips, the silk of my stockings rasping as my thighs pressed together. My DDs strained against the blazer I suddenly wished wasn't quite so conservative. This was it-my fourth interview this week, and possibly my last chance before my savings ran completely dry.

"So," Madison began, settling back into her chair and reviewing what I assumed was my resume, "tell me why you're interested in Apex Dynamics."

I launched into the pitch I'd been perfecting for months. "I've been following your company's growth in the marketing automation space, and I'm impressed by how you've managed to innovate while maintaining such strong client relationships. My experience at Harrison & Associates gave me extensive background in B2B marketing strategies, and I believe my skill set would be a perfect fit for your expanding marketing department."

Madison nodded thoughtfully. "Your background is certainly impressive. Three years at Harrison & Associates, consistent growth in campaign performance, strong analytical skills." She paused, looking directly at me. "But I have to ask-why did you leave?"

My stomach tightened. This was always the hardest question. "The company decided to restructure their marketing department. Unfortunately, my position was eliminated." I didn't mention how devastating it had been, how I'd watched colleagues get moved to other departments while I was simply let go with a modest severance package. Even Daniel, my ex who worked in their tech division and had occasionally consulted on my campaigns, had kept his position.

"I see. And you've been looking for three months now?"

"Yes." I kept my voice even. "I've been selective about the opportunities I've pursued. I want to make sure I find the right fit."

Madison's gaze traveled over my mouth, my throat, lower; my spine went straight like I'd been told to present myself. I didn't hate how that felt. "That's exactly the kind of attitude we're looking for. Tell me, Olivia, how do you feel about flexibility in the workplace?"

The question caught me off guard. "Flexibility? In terms of hours, or...?"

"In terms of adaptability. Being open to new ways of doing things. We have a unique corporate culture here at Apex Dynamics, and we need team members who can embrace change and think outside traditional frameworks."

"I pride myself on being adaptable," I said, though I wasn't entirely sure what she was getting at. "I've always been willing to take on additional responsibilities when needed."

A spark of amusement flickered in Madison's eyes at the word 'responsibilities.' "That's excellent to hear. And how do you feel about collaboration? Working closely with team members, supporting your colleagues in whatever way necessary?"

"Teamwork has always been one of my strengths. I believe in doing whatever it takes to help the team succeed."

Madison leaned back in her chair, and I had the distinct feeling she was evaluating me in a way that went beyond my professional qualifications. Her eyes lingered on the way my blazer pulled across my chest. "The position we're looking to fill comes with significant compensation-$95,000 base salary, plus performance bonuses that could bring your total compensation to well over six figures."

My breath caught. That was nearly double what I'd been making at Harrison & Associates. "That's... that's very generous."

"We compensate very well for every way you help the team perform." There was something in the way she emphasized 'perform' that made my belly tighten with anticipation. "Of course, the role comes with additional responsibilities beyond traditional marketing duties."

"What kind of additional responsibilities?"

Madison's expression warmed, predator-sure. "Team support functions. Maintaining positive workplace morale. Ensuring that all staff members have what they need to perform at their peak productivity levels." She paused, watching me take that in. "We'll go over the details once you've had a chance to review the full employment package."

My pulse quickened, though I wasn't sure why. The salary was more than I'd dared hope for, and after three months of rejections, I wasn't about to let mysterious "additional responsibilities" scare me away from the best opportunity I'd seen.

"I'm very interested," I said, and the words came out breathier than I intended. "When would you need an answer?"

"Actually," Madison said, her gaze sharp and assessing, "I think we can move faster than that. Based on what I've seen today, I'd like to offer you the position."

My heart hammered against my ribs. "Really?"

"Really. Of course, there are a few documents to review-including the supplemental employment agreement for your enhanced compensation package. But if you're willing to start tomorrow, the job is yours."

"Yes." The word escaped before I could second-guess myself. "Yes, absolutely. Thank you."

Madison's smile was brilliant. "Excellent. Nova will give you a brief tour now, just so you can get oriented for tomorrow. And Olivia?" She extended her hand again, and when I shook it, her thumb brushed against my pulse point. The sensation shot straight down to my core. "I have a very good feeling about this."

I was still buzzing from that touch when Nova reappeared to lead me through the main office space. She chatted about the company culture and pointed out different departments, but I kept getting distracted by details that seemed... unusual.

"And this is our main collaboration area," Nova was saying as we passed through an open space with comfortable seating and several whiteboards. "A lot of our best brainstorming happens here. Gets hands-on."

The way she said it made me glance at her, but her expression remained cheerfully innocent.

We continued past glass-paneled offices and meeting pods. The employees I saw looked young, energetic, and there was a taut current running through the space that made my skin prickle.

"Oh, and this is one of our focus rooms," Nova said, gesturing to a conference room with frosted privacy film. "Sometimes people need private space for deep work."

Behind the matte glass, a chair squeaked in a steady rhythm. When we passed closer, a warm, salt-sweet smell slipped into the hall. Cool air from a vent lifted the hem of my skirt and my belly pulled tight like I'd missed a step.

"Let's grab some coffee," Nova suggested, leading me toward a modern kitchen area with sleek appliances and comfortable seating.

She busied herself with the espresso machine while I watched. There was an easy confidence in the way she moved that seemed at odds with her bubbly demeanor. Her skirt exposed a long line of thigh that made my mouth go dry, and the blouse pulled over small, high breasts when she reached for cups.

"So what do you think of the company so far?" she asked, handing me a latte.

"It seems like an amazing place to work," I said honestly. "Everyone looks so... energized."

Nova's smile brightened. "Oh, we are. The company culture here is unlike anywhere else. Surprisingly satisfying." There was a spark of amusement in her voice. "You'll love it here, I'm sure."

From the kitchen's sightline down the hall, I could see the frosted door we'd passed earlier swing wide. A thirty-something man drifted out, loosened tie in his fist, a satisfied calm softening his face. He passed close-cologne undercut by salty, spent heat. My lips parted, uselessly, as fresh slick pooled between my thighs.

A moment later, a woman followed him out. She was blonde, probably in her mid-twenties, redoing a top button with unsteady fingers. Her breath was still uneven, and there was a heat-blotched flush across her throat. The air near the focus room carried a warm, salted musk that made my mouth water.

The woman caught sight of us and smiled brightly. "Hey Nova, how's the tour going?"

"Great! This is Olivia-she's starting tomorrow."

"Welcome to the team," the woman said warmly, extending her hand. "I'm Sarah, from accounting. You're going to love it here."

As we shook hands, Sarah's palm was damp with perspiration, and her lipstick was feathered at the edge. When she smiled, the scent of something raw and intimate clung to her skin.

"Nice to meet you," I managed, pulse hammering low.

Sarah excused herself, walking toward the ladies' room with a loose, satisfied gait. Nova hid a smirk behind her cup, eyes bright with private amusement.

"Ready to head back to reception?" she asked.

Nova led me back through the office, but I noticed she'd disappeared briefly near the focus rooms while I was distracted by a facilities staffer passing with a small stack of damp towels and a spray bottle. When Nova rejoined me, her blouse sat slightly askew, as if hastily readjusted.

"Everything okay?" I asked.

Nova gave me a conspiratorial smile, the kind that didn't reach her eyes. "Just had to take care of something. Work never stops around here."

We'd almost reached the reception area when Madison appeared from her office, looking pleased to see us. Her gaze swept over Nova's slightly disheveled appearance, then settled on me with obvious satisfaction.

"How was the tour?" she asked.

"Enlightening," I said, and the word felt heavier than I intended. "Everyone seems very... engaged with their work."

Madison's smile sharpened. "I can see you're observant. That's exactly what we need here." She glanced around, then stepped closer, lowering her voice. "Since you're starting tomorrow, let me be more direct about our productivity enhancement program."

My breath caught. "Program?"

"All our female employees sign supplemental contracts for enhanced team support functions. It's what allows us to offer such generous compensation." Her eyes held mine. "The work involves physical availability for colleague relief. Think of it as... hands-on stress management."

The words hit me like a physical blow. A flush spread across my chest, and I pressed my thighs together as understanding crashed over me. "And the men?"

"Are very well taken care of. Very satisfied with our support services." Madison's gaze dropped to where my hand had unconsciously moved to my throat. "I can see this doesn't shock you as much as it might others."

She was right. My body was responding-nipples tight against lace, a wet seam growing under my professional skirt. "I... I need to understand what this means exactly."

"That's what tonight's paperwork is for." Madison handed me a thick packet. "This includes the supplemental employment agreement with all the specifics. Physical availability schedules, wellness protocols, performance-based bonuses." She paused. "I think you'll find the compensation very... motivating."

The packet felt heavy in my hands, weighted with possibility. I tucked it against my chest, hyperaware of how my blazer pulled across my breasts.

"Thank you," I breathed. "This means everything."

Madison's hand settled on my shoulder, and heat knifed under my blazer where her fingers pressed. "I think this is going to be a perfect fit, Olivia. You have exactly the qualities we're looking for."

Her gaze lingered on my mouth before she stepped back. "I'll see you tomorrow morning. 8:30 sharp."

The elevator doors slid shut, and I caught one last glimpse of the Apex Dynamics office through glass walls. Everyone looked satisfied, productive. Whatever they were doing here was working.

The ride home passed in a haze of anticipation and heat. By the time I unlocked my apartment door, anticipation skittered just under my skin. I dropped my purse and pulled out Madison's packet with shaking hands.

The first few pages were standard corporate material, but deeper in the stack I found documents I'd never seen before:

"Supplemental Employment Agreement - Enhanced Team Support Functions"

I poured wine and settled onto my couch, legs curled under me. The language was formal but certain phrases made my pulse spike: "physical availability," "in-person colleague relief," "performance-based compensation adjustments."

There were references to "wellness protocols" and "availability scheduling." The compensation figures were even more generous than Madison had indicated-bonuses that could triple my base salary depending on "satisfaction ratings" and "availability metrics."

A low thrum gathered beneath my ribs as understanding clicked into place. The satisfied men emerging from focus rooms. Sarah's flushed skin and unsteady walk. Nova's smudged lipstick and knowing smiles. Madison's direct explanation of "physical availability for colleague relief."

They were paying me to fuck their male employees. To be available whenever, wherever they needed relief.

Wine made everything looser, warmer. My eyes snagged on phrases-"flexible scheduling," "intimate team building," "stress reduction services"-and my nipples pinched hard against lace like the paper had teeth. When I shifted, the seam of my panties dragged against sensitive skin and I bit back a gasp.

I thought about finding Daniel in my bed with Jessica eight months ago. The shock on his face when he realized I'd come home early from work. The way he'd scrambled to cover himself while Jessica-my supposed best friend-had just smiled like she'd won some prize. "You're frigid, Olivia," he'd spat while pulling on his clothes. "You never want to try anything. No wonder I had to find it somewhere else."

The words had cut deep because part of me wondered if they were true. Our relationship had become routine, mechanical. Missionary position twice a week, always under covers, always with the lights dimmed. Daniel had never made me feel desired the way Madison's gaze had today. Never made my body hum with want.

Would he recognize me now? With heat creeping up my neck and moisture gathering where I pressed my thighs together? With my body responding to the mere thought of being wanted, being available, being used?

A line on page four-"physical collaboration with male staff members"-landed like a palm at the base of my spine. I'd walked in on Daniel once, broken and humiliated. Now men would walk into rooms expecting me to be there, ready, willing. Expecting me to provide the relief and satisfaction their work demanded.

The thought should have terrified me. Instead, it sent a live-wire buzz straight to my core. This wasn't about love or relationships or emotional connection. This was about pure physical need, mutual satisfaction, being valued for exactly what I could provide. No pretense, no disappointment, no emotional manipulation.

Just desire. Simple and honest and unapologetic.

I slid the pen across the signature line just to feel its weight. My hand shook. I didn't put it down. Not yet. Tomorrow.

By the time I made it to my bedroom, the blazer felt suffocating. I peeled it off and my breasts lifted, nipples so tight they ached. The lace of my bra felt suddenly abrasive; when I reached to unhook it, the relief sent a flutter straight between my legs.

I lay on top of the sheets in just my panties, my heartbeat stuttering hard, the building's night air slipping over oversensitive skin. Every time I blinked I saw frosted glass, heard that quiet rhythm of the chair. The humid, skin-warm tang. Madison's knowing smile.

My body had already decided. Tomorrow I would walk into that office as an employee, not an interviewee. I would sign papers that made me available to men who needed relief. I would learn what "enhanced team support" really meant.

Daniel had wanted me quiet and conventional. These people wanted me available and willing.

The wet heat between my legs pulsed with my heartbeat, and when I finally slipped a hand under the silk of my panties, I was already soaked. Tomorrow couldn't come soon enough.


⚜




Chapter 2: First contact

⚜

Iwoke at four AM with the contract on my nightstand and my hand between my legs.

The apartment was dark, city lights filtering through blinds to cast strips across rumpled sheets. I'd managed maybe three hours of broken sleep, each time waking with fragments of yesterday playing behind my eyelids-the steady squeak of that chair behind frosted glass, Sarah's unsteady fingers on her buttons, Madison's thumb pressing against my pulse point like she was taking more than just my heartbeat.

My fingers were already moving, chasing the ghost of those sensations. The contract's phrases kept circling through my mind: "physical availability during business hours," "intimate colleague support," "performance-based satisfaction metrics." Each word sent another pulse of heat through me. By the time weak sunlight crept across my ceiling, I'd come twice, muffling my cries in my pillow, and my thighs were slick with need that two orgasms hadn't satisfied.

The shower did nothing to calm me. Hot water fell over hypersensitive skin, every droplet feeling like a touch. I tried to focus on practical preparation-shaving my legs with extra care, conditioning my hair until it would fall in soft waves-but my mind kept drifting to what would happen once I signed those papers. Would they use me immediately? Would I have to wait, anticipation building until I couldn't think straight?

Choosing clothes felt like the most important decision I'd ever made. This wasn't just an outfit for a first day at work-this was dressing for a job where my body would be the primary tool. I rejected three different combinations before settling on a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged my curves without being obvious about it, hitting just above my knees. The cream silk blouse draped perfectly over my DDs, professional enough for an office but with buttons that would open easily. Underneath, I chose my best lingerie-black lace that made me feel powerful even though I suspected it wouldn't stay on long. The bra pushed my breasts up just enough, and the matching panties were already damp before I'd finished dressing.

The commute felt eternal. Every bump of the train sent vibrations through the seat that made me shift restlessly. A man in a suit sat across from me, his gaze dropping repeatedly to where my skirt had ridden up slightly. Instead of tugging it down, I let him look, testing out this new version of myself who invited attention rather than deflecting it. His pupils dilated, and when I deliberately uncrossed and recrossed my legs, he had to adjust himself discretely. The power of it made me dizzy.

By the time I reached the Apex Dynamics building, I was buzzing with anticipation. The elevator ride to the twenty-third floor felt like ascending toward a new life, leaving my old self somewhere in the lobby with the potted plants and security desk.

Nova looked up as the doors opened, and her smile held all the knowledge of someone who'd been exactly where I was. Today she wore a wrap dress in deep purple that plunged between her breasts, the fabric clinging to her curves in a way that made professional seem like a costume she was playing with. Her nameplate caught the light as she stood.

"Good morning, Olivia," she said, voice warm with something that might have been sympathy or anticipation. "Ready for the big day?"

"I think so," I managed, though my voice came out rougher than intended.

"Conference room three," she said, eyes bright with private knowledge. "Madison and legal are waiting." She paused, then leaned closer, lowering her voice. "A little advice? Don't overthink the contract review. Your body already knows what it wants."

The walk to conference room three felt like crossing into another world. The hallway stretched before me, glass walls on either side revealing the morning bustle of the office. A woman in marketing was bent over a printer, her skirt riding up to reveal the tops of her stockings. The man waiting behind her wasn't looking at the documents.

The conference room overlooked the city, floor-to-ceiling windows framing a view that should have been impressive but paled compared to what was happening inside. Madison sat at the polished table beside a man in his forties wearing an expensive suit that probably cost more than my monthly rent. She wore burgundy today-a dress that clung to every curve like it had been painted on, the neckline modest enough for a boardroom but cut in a way that made you notice her breasts with every breath she took.

"Olivia, perfect timing." Madison stood as I entered, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. "This is Richard Lawson, our general counsel. He needs to walk through the supplemental agreement with you."

Richard rose to shake my hand, his grip firm and professional, though I caught the way his gaze flickered down to where my blouse pulled across my chest. He had silver at his temples and the kind of controlled demeanor that suggested he'd overseen many of these contracts.

"Ms. Bennett," he said, gesturing for me to sit. "I need to ensure you fully understand what you're consenting to before we proceed."

I settled into the leather chair, hyperaware of how my skirt rode up slightly, how my crossed legs made the fabric pull tight. My hands folded in my lap to hide their trembling, though I suspected they both noticed anyway.

"First, let's be clear about the basics," Richard said, spreading documents across the table with practiced efficiency. "This supplemental agreement establishes your consent to provide physical support services to male employees during standard business hours. These services are considered part of your compensated duties and are directly reflected in your enhanced salary package."

The clinical language somehow made it more real than any crude description could have. I shifted in my seat, feeling the wet seam of my panties drag against sensitive skin. The movement didn't go unnoticed-Madison's lips curved slightly.

"Now," Richard continued, pulling out a small box, "we have several systems in place for your protection and comfort. We have verbal safewords. Yellow to slow down or adjust, red for full stop. Any violation of these protocols results in immediate termination of the violating party. No exceptions."

"Has anyone ever needed to use them?" I asked, my voice smaller than intended.

"Rarely," Madison said, "We're very careful about who we hire, both male and female. Everyone here understands the dynamics. The men know they're receiving a privilege, not exercising a right."

"External participants are a separate matter," Richard continued. "Clients, investors, or other business contacts may only participate if they've signed our consent agreements and provided clean health screenings within 48 hours. You are never obligated to service external parties-that's always voluntary and comes with significant additional compensation."

"Typically five thousand per encounter," Madison added casually, as if discussing a standard business transaction. "More for extended sessions or special requests."

Richard pulled out another document, dense with numbers. "Performance bonuses are calculated monthly based on several metrics-satisfaction scores from male employees, frequency of service, participation in special assignments. Last quarter, our average female employee earned an additional forty thousand in bonuses alone. Our top performer," he glanced at Madison, "earned seventy."

Madison smiled with quiet pride. "It's very motivating."

"I should mention," I said, needing them to understand my mindset, "my last relationship ended badly. He cheated on me with my best friend. Said I was too... reserved. Too conventional."

Madison's expression softened, and she reached across to touch my hand briefly. "Olivia, what we offer here isn't about emotional manipulation or betrayal. It's about honest physical need and mutual satisfaction. Every encounter is transparent. You'll never have to wonder if you're enough because you'll see the evidence of your effect every single day. Multiple times a day, actually."

"The transparency extends to everything," Richard added. "Relationships between employees are permitted, even encouraged. Several of our staff members are couples who maintain both their personal relationships and their professional duties. They find the openness actually strengthens their bonds."

"Any questions before we proceed?" Richard asked, arranging the signature pages in front of me.

My mind was spinning with a thousand questions, but only one really mattered. "When would I start? The actual... duties?"

Madison and Richard exchanged glances. "Typically, we have a gentle introduction period," Madison said, her gaze dropping to where I was pressing my thighs together. "But given your obvious receptiveness-the way your body is already responding-we could begin today. If you're ready."

"Damien likes to personally orient new female employees," Richard added, and something in his tone suggested he was remembering his own observations of these orientations. "He's very... thorough."

I picked up the pen, its weight substantial in my fingers. "No gentle introduction necessary."

My signature flowed across the page with surprising steadiness-Olivia Bennett, agreeing to be sexually available during business hours, to be used for the pleasure and relief of my male colleagues. The woman who'd signed employment contracts before, always so careful and professional, felt like a stranger. This new version of me signed with anticipation flooding every nerve.

"Excellent." Madison collected the papers while Richard packed up his briefcase with the efficiency of someone who'd done this many times before.

"Ms. Bennett," Richard said, standing to leave, "welcome to the Apex Dynamics family." His handshake was firmer this time, his palm slightly damp. "I look forward to... working with you."

After he left, Madison moved to the chair beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body, smell her perfume-something dark and expensive with notes of amber and musk.

"How do you feel?" she asked, studying my face.

"Like I'm about to jump off a cliff," I admitted. "But also like I've been standing on the edge my whole life, afraid to jump."

"That's perfect." She pulled out her phone, typing quickly. "Before you go to Damien, I need verbal confirmation one more time. This is important-are you genuinely consenting to begin your duties today?"

"Yes," I said, the word coming out breathy but certain. "I want this."

She smiled, satisfied. "Damien's expecting you. Executive floor, take the internal stairs at the end of the hall-we have all three floors, the twenty-third through twenty-fifth. His corner office is unmistakable." Her hand touched my arm, thumb brushing the sensitive skin of my inner wrist. "A word of advice? Don't overthink. Don't resist. Just surrender to what your body wants. The more you let go, the better it feels."

She stood, smoothing her dress over her hips in a way that drew my eyes to her curves. "Oh, and Olivia? After Damien's orientation, you'll likely need a moment to... compose yourself. The executive bathroom has everything you might need-wet wipes, mouthwash, even backup makeup. We take care of our people here."

"Thank you," I managed, standing on legs that already felt unsteady.

"Don't thank me yet," Madison said with a knowing smile. "Save that for after you've experienced what we really offer here."

The walk to the executive floor felt like a ritual passage. I found the internal staircase Madison had mentioned, my heels echoing in the enclosed space as I climbed from twenty-three to twenty-five. Each step heightened my awareness-the whisper of stockings, the pull of my skirt, the way my breasts moved with each breath despite the constraints of my bra.

The executive floor was a different world entirely. Where the main office had been modern and collaborative, this space whispered money and power. The carpet was so thick my heels barely made a sound. Original artwork lined the walls-abstracts that seemed to shift and swirl, though that might have been my nervousness. The air itself felt rarified, tinged with leather and expensive cologne and something indefinable that made my nipples tighten.

Damien's corner office dominated the floor, its glass walls offering a panoramic view of the city. The door stood slightly open, like an invitation or a test. I could see him through the gap-tall, broad-shouldered, studying something on his monitor with intense focus. My pussy clenched at the sight of him, my body already responding to his presence before we'd even spoken.

"Come in," his voice commanded before I could knock, deep and certain.

I pushed the door open and stepped inside. The office was massive, dominated by a mahogany desk that looked like it could double as a small conference table. Behind it, Damien Cross rose to his full height-well over six feet, with dark hair that looked like he'd been running his hands through it and the kind of bone structure that belonged on magazine covers. He wore a charcoal suit, but his jacket was off, sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with subtle muscle. When his eyes met mine-dark, assessing, hungry-I felt naked despite my clothes.

"Olivia," he said, not a question but a claim. "Close the door. Lock it."

My fingers fumbled with the lock, the click impossibly loud in the silence that followed. The sound seemed to shift something in the air, making it thicker, charged.

"Come here."

I walked toward him on legs that felt disconnected from my body, hyperaware of every sensation-the slide of silk against my skin, the restrictive grip of my skirt, the way my breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath. He moved around the desk with predatory grace, circling me slowly, and I fought the urge to turn and track his movement.

"You've signed the supplemental agreement." His voice came from behind me now, close enough that I could feel the heat of him. "Madison says you're eager. That your body was responding before you even signed. Is that true?"

"Yes," I whispered.

"Yes, what?" His hand touched the small of my back, the contact electric even through my blouse.

"Yes, it's true. I was... I am eager."

"Good." He moved in front of me again, studying my face with an intensity that made me want to look away and meet his gaze simultaneously. "Sit."

He pulled his leather desk chair back-one of those expensive ergonomic ones that probably cost more than my rent. I started to perch on the edge, knees together like I was at a regular interview, but he shook his head.

"No. On my lap."

Heat flooded my face and pooled lower as I stood and repositioned myself. The intimacy of it-sitting across his hard thighs, feeling the solid warmth of his body-made my head spin. His arm wrapped around my waist, holding me in place while his other hand rested on my knee, the weight of it somehow both casual and possessive.

"The legal language dresses it up," he said, his breath warm against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "Physical support services. Colleague relief. Productivity enhancement." His hand slid an inch higher on my thigh. "But the reality is much simpler. You're here to be fucked. To provide relief whenever we need it, however we need it. To be used for our pleasure while discovering just how much pleasure your body can take."

Each word sent another pulse of heat through me. My panties were beyond damp now-I could feel wetness beginning to seep through to my thighs.

"Spread your knees," he commanded softly.

I obeyed without conscious thought, my skirt riding up as I parted my legs. Cool air hit the heated skin of my inner thighs. His hand slid higher, fingers finding the damp lace between my legs. When he pressed against the fabric, I couldn't suppress a whimper.

"Already soaked through," he observed, his tone clinical despite the intimacy of his touch. "Have you already touched yourself since yesterday? Since Madison explained what we do here?"

"Yes," I gasped as his finger traced the edge of my panties.

"This eagerness, this need-it's what you're going to build your new career on." he pressed harder against my clit through the lace, making me buck against his hand, "this hunger is what will make you invaluable here."

He continued touching me through my panties, light teasing strokes that made me squirm on his lap. I could feel him getting hard beneath me, his cock pressing against my hip through his expensive trousers, and the knowledge that I was affecting him made me want him even more.

"Tell me about your ex," he said suddenly, his fingers never stopping their torture.

The question caught me off guard. "Daniel?"

"The one who cheated. Who called you reserved." His free hand unbuttoned the top button of my blouse, then the second, exposing the lace edge of my bra. "Tell me about your sex life with him."

"It was... routine," I managed, struggling to think with his fingers working me into a frenzy. "Twice a week, usually. Always missionary. Usually with the lights off."

"Did you come?"

My face burned. "Sometimes. Not often."

"And when you did, was it like this?" He pressed harder, circling my clit through the soaked fabric. "Desperate? Overwhelming?"

"No," I gasped. "Never like this. This is..."

"This is what you were made for," he finished. "Stand up. Strip."

I stood on trembling legs and began unbuttoning my blouse with clumsy fingers. The silk pooled at my feet. My skirt followed. Standing in just my black lace and heels, I'd never felt more exposed.

"The desk," he said. "Hands flat, legs spread."

I positioned myself as instructed, hearing his belt, his zipper. My pussy clenched, empty and aching.

"Pull up your portfolio on my computer," he ordered. "You're going to present your work while I fuck you. Show me you can maintain professionalism regardless of what's happening to your body."

I reached for the mouse, navigating to my files. Behind me, Damien pulled my panties aside-not down, just aside-and I felt the broad head of his cock at my entrance.

"Begin your presentation."

"The Harrison campaign targeted-"

He thrust into me in one brutal stroke, filling me completely. My cry echoed off the glass walls.

"Continue," he commanded, not moving yet.

"T-targeted B2B software companies in the..." God, he was huge, stretching me wider than I'd ever been. "In the enterprise space..."

He began to move-slow, deep strokes that made thinking nearly impossible. I gripped the desk edge, trying to focus on the slides while my body was claimed.

"ROI?" he asked, increasing his pace.

"Thirty percent increase in... oh fuck... qualified leads..."

"Budget?"

"Two hundred thousand... per quarter..." Each thrust scrambled my thoughts, mixing professional metrics with raw sensation.

His hand found my clit, circling as he pounded into me. "You're going to come for me. Multiple times. Your body needs to learn its new purpose."

The first orgasm hit without warning-a bright explosion that made me scream. My pussy clenched around him in desperate waves, but he didn't slow.

"Keep presenting," he ordered.

I tried to speak about conversion rates while my body shook, while aftershocks rolled through me. He fucked me through it all, relentless, and I felt another peak building impossibly soon.

"The creative strategy..." I gasped, but his fingers pressed harder on my clit and the second orgasm crashed over me, stronger than the first. This time my knees buckled, only his grip keeping me upright.

"Again," he commanded, and somehow, impossibly, my body obeyed. A third climax tore through me, leaving me sobbing from the intensity.

Only then did he pull out, spinning me around. "Knees."

I dropped instantly. He pushed into my mouth and I tasted myself on him-salty, intimate. He fucked my throat with the same intensity he'd used on my pussy, and when he came, I swallowed every drop, some primal part of me desperate to please.

"Get dressed," he said, already returning to his chair as if nothing had happened. "Your desk is on our second floor. Marketing report by Friday."

I gathered my clothes with shaking hands. My legs barely supported me. My panties were destroyed, makeup surely smudged. As I reached the door, he spoke again.

"Welcome to Apex Dynamics, Olivia."

The bathroom mirror showed a stranger-lips swollen, mascara smudged beneath glassy eyes, cheeks flushed with a satisfaction I'd never seen on my own face. I cleaned up as best I could, but there was no hiding what had happened.

Madison waited outside with a knowing smile. "Let's get you settled at your desk."

The workspace was modern, ergonomic, with subtle features I was beginning to understand-adjustable height, grips underneath, a cabinet I suspected held supplies.

"Try to get some actual work done," Madison said with amusement. "The real demands usually start after lunch. Pace yourself."

I sank into my chair. My computer was ready, emails waiting, but concentration felt impossible. My body hummed with new awareness. Every man who passed made me wonder-would he use me next? When? How?

The rest of the day passed in a haze. I managed to create a few marketing templates, responded to emails, tried to look professional despite tasting Damien's cum at the back of my throat and the persistent ache between my legs. Other female employees gave me understanding smiles. The men's gazes lingered with fresh interest, but none approached. Not today.

By five, Madison reappeared. "First day thoughts?"

"Overwhelming," I admitted.

"But worth it?"

I thought about the three orgasms that had rewritten my understanding of my own body. About the strange pride I felt wearing smudged mascara like a badge of honor. "Yes."

"Tomorrow will be busier," she warned. "Today was just orientation."

The commute home felt different. Every seat vibration reminded me of being filled. My apartment seemed too quiet, too empty after the charged atmosphere of the office.

I showered, letting hot water run over tender skin. Ordered takeout I barely tasted. The contract sat on my coffee table-signed, binding, irreversible.

That night, I touched myself while replaying every moment. Damien's commands. The humiliation and thrill of presenting while being fucked. The taste of him. My fingers weren't enough anymore-they felt hollow after being so thoroughly used.

I came with his name on my lips, then lay awake imagining tomorrow. More men. Different positions. Learning to balance work while my body served its new purpose.

Daniel had called me frigid. Reserved. If he could see me now-desperately fingering myself while fantasizing about being passed between colleagues-he wouldn't recognize me.

Good, I thought, drifting toward sleep with my hand still between my legs. That woman was gone. Tomorrow, this new version of me would return to Apex Dynamics, ready to discover just how deep this rabbit hole went.


⚜




Chapter 3: Learning the ropes

⚜

The alarm at five-thirty felt like an intrusion into dreams that had been nothing but hands and mouths and the thick stretch of being filled. I woke with my thighs pressed together, a pulse already beating between them, the ghost of yesterday's encounters humming through every nerve.

Yesterday had been real. The contract, Madison's knowing smiles, Damien's cock stretching me wider than I'd ever experienced while I tried to present quarterly metrics. My body remembered everything-the soreness between my legs that felt like a badge of honor, the slight rawness in my throat from taking him so deep, the tender spots on my hips where his fingers had gripped hard enough to leave marks.

The shower ran hot over hypersensitive skin. Every droplet felt like a touch, and when the spray hit my nipples, I had to bite back a gasp. They stayed peaked constantly now, visible through everything I owned, broadcasting my perpetual state of arousal to anyone who looked.

Today I selected a navy wrap dress that would untie with one pull. The fabric was thin enough that my black lace bra showed through if you looked closely, and it hugged my DDs before flaring over my hips. Underneath, I chose a matching thong, though as I slid it on, I wondered how much longer I'd bother with underwear at all. The fabric was damp before I'd finished my makeup.

The commute passed in a blur of anticipation. Each sway of the carriage had me pressing my thighs together, the motion sending tremors through already sensitive nerves. By the time I reached Apex Dynamics, my whole body thrummed with need.

Nova looked up from her desk as the elevator opened, wearing an emerald sheath that clung to every curve. Her B-cups were clearly braless beneath the thin fabric, nipples peaked and obvious.

"Morning, Olivia. Ready for day two?"

"Getting there," I managed.

"Fair warning-Wednesdays are traditionally busy. Midweek stress relief and all that." Her eyes sparkled with private knowledge. "Oh, and Alex wants you in Conference Room B at nine for a development meeting. He mentioned you should bring a notepad."

The emphasis on 'notepad' sent heat rushing through me.

I spent the next hour at my desk attempting actual work-reviewing campaign metrics, drafting email copy. But concentration proved difficult when every passing colleague made me wonder if they'd stop, if they'd use their privilege.

At five minutes to nine, I gathered my laptop and a legal pad, heading to Conference Room B. The smaller room had a table for six and those now-familiar frosted glass walls. Alex was already there, fingers flying across his keyboard with the focused intensity I was beginning to recognize as his signature.

He looked up as I entered, gaze dropping to where my dress pulled tight across my breasts. "Good morning, Olivia. Shut the door."

The soft snick of the latch made me shiver.

"We have a development review in ten minutes," he said, adjusting his screen. "Three other developers joining virtually. You'll need to take comprehensive notes throughout." He paused, dark eyes meeting mine behind his glasses. "While servicing me."

My knees went weak. "I understand."

"Under the desk. You'll use your mouth while I conduct the meeting. Stay quiet-they can't know you're there."

I slid beneath the conference table, positioning myself between his spread legs. Through the gap, I could see the prominent bulge in his charcoal slacks.

"Unzip me," he commanded. "Start when the meeting begins."

My fingers worked his zipper, carefully extracting his cock. He was thick, wider than long, with a blunt crown already glossed with moisture. The sight made my mouth flood with saliva.

The video call chimed. Voices greeted Alex, diving immediately into sprint planning. The moment he unmuted to respond, his hand guided my mouth onto his cock.

The angle was perfect-hidden beneath the table while Alex maintained complete composure above. His cock filled my mouth as he discussed development priorities with his colleagues.

"Authentication module needs refactoring," he said calmly while I worked my tongue around his crown.

I took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks as he spoke. His hand rested on the back of my head, not pushing, just a warm weight that reminded me of my purpose.

"What about the API integration?" someone asked.

"Running smoothly," Alex replied, his grip tightening slightly as I found a rhythm. "No bottlenecks."

The irony of 'no bottlenecks' wasn't lost on me as I worked him with increasing enthusiasm. Every few minutes he'd shift slightly, pushing deeper into my throat, while maintaining perfect professional composure.

Twenty minutes in, my jaw ached but I didn't stop. Alex's breathing had grown slightly deeper, the only sign of what was happening beneath his desk. His colleagues continued their technical discussion, completely unaware that I was servicing their teammate just feet away.

"Let's table that for the retrospective," Alex said, and I felt him pulse against my tongue. His hand guided me faster, but he never lost control of his voice. "I'll have notes compiled and circulated."

The call continued for another ten minutes. I kept him in my mouth the entire time, sometimes still, sometimes moving in slow, careful motions that wouldn't be audible through his microphone. By the time he said goodbye to his colleagues, my lips were swollen and my heart was fluttering with arousal - I desperately needed release.

"Excellent meeting, everyone," he said evenly. "Same time next week."

The call ended. Alex rolled his chair back slightly, looking down at me with dark satisfaction.

"Now for the real fun," he said, standing. "On your knees properly."

I shifted position, kneeling upright before him. He gripped my hair with both hands, tilting my head back to meet his gaze.

"Open wide."

What followed was completely different from the careful, quiet blowjob during the meeting. Alex fucked my throat with controlled intensity, using my mouth for his pleasure. His cock hit the back of my throat repeatedly as he set a demanding pace.

"Such a good mouth," he growled, watching tears stream down my cheeks. "Taking everything I give you."

I gagged around his thickness but didn't pull away. My hands gripped his thighs for balance as he used me, saliva dripping down my chin onto my exposed breasts.

"Going to fill that pretty mouth," he warned, pace becoming erratic. "Swallow it all."

He came with a low groan, flooding my throat with hot spurts. I swallowed desperately, some escaping the corners of my mouth as he emptied himself. When he finally pulled out, I gasped for air, wiping my face.

"Perfect," he said, examining my disheveled state with satisfaction. "Clean yourself up. Lucas wants you next. His office, second floor-technically the twenty-fourth floor of the building, but we call it our second. He mentioned wanting an extended session."

The promise in those words made me clench so hard I gasped.

Walking through the development area on shaky legs, I caught sight of Kira-I recognized her from the org chart photos-at her standing desk. She wore a pleated skirt that barely covered her ass and a translucent blouse. Lucas stood behind her, and it took a moment to process what I was seeing.

He was inside her, moving with slow, deliberate strokes while she continued typing. Her fingers never paused despite the flush spreading down her neck.

"The function needs to return a promise," she was explaining to another developer standing nearby, voice catching slightly on the last word. "Otherwise the async chain breaks."

Lucas's hands gripped her narrow hips, pulling her back onto him with controlled precision. The wet sound of their joining carried clearly, yet she maintained her technical discussion.

"Good catch," her colleague said, apparently unbothered by the scene. "What about error handling?"

"Try-catch block," Kira gasped, her composure finally cracking as Lucas increased his pace. "Always... always wrap the await statements."

I stood frozen, watching her balance on the knife's edge between programming and pleasure. Her thighs trembled with the effort of staying upright and focused. When Lucas noticed me watching, his smile was slow and promising. He withdrew from Kira, who whimpered at the loss but kept typing, and approached me.

"Olivia. My office. Now."

His office was larger than expected, dominated by multiple monitors and a leather couch along one wall. The blinds were already drawn, creating an intimate cave despite the morning sun.

"Lock us in," he said, settling into his desk chair.

The lock engaged with a definitive click.

"I prefer immersive sessions," he said, studying me with dark, intense eyes. "Complete focus. Total control. Strip."

I reached for the tie of my wrap dress with trembling fingers, letting the fabric fall open and slide to the floor. My bra followed, my DDs spilling free, nipples so hard they ached. When I hooked my thumbs in my thong, the fabric clung before releasing.

"On the desk. Back flat, legs spread wide."

The wood felt cool against my fevered skin. I positioned myself as instructed, completely exposed under his gaze.

"I'm going to edge you," he said, moving between my spread thighs. "Repeatedly. Until you can't form words. Until you're nothing but nerve endings and need. Only then will I fuck you."

What followed was the most intense hour of my life. Lucas approached my body like a system, finding every sensitive spot and exploiting it mercilessly. His fingers, his mouth, his cock-he wielded them all with devastating precision.

He started with his mouth on my pussy, tongue working my clit with focused attention while three fingers curved inside me, finding that perfect spot that made my back arch off the desk. Just as the wave began to crest, he stopped, leaving me gasping.

"Not yet," he murmured. "Breathe through it."

Again and again he brought me to the edge. His cock sliding in with one smooth thrust, fucking me with deep, measured strokes until I was seconds from coming, then stopping. His thumb on my clit while his cock stayed perfectly still inside me, circling until I sobbed, then lifting away.

"Please," I begged, dignity abandoned. "Please, I need-"

"You need what I decide to give you," he said, withdrawing completely. "Nothing more."

By the time he finally said "Come for me now," I exploded with such intensity that my vision went white. He fucked me through it, prolonging the waves until they crashed into another peak, then another. I lost count of the orgasms, each one building on the last until I was nothing but sensation.

When he finally came inside me, filling me with heat, I was completely destroyed-legs trembling, pussy clenching around him in desperate aftershocks, my mind blank of everything but overwhelming satisfaction.

"Exceptional response," he said, helping me sit up. My legs wouldn't hold me. Lucas had to guide me to his couch, where I collapsed in a puddle of spent pleasure.

Madison appeared minutes later with water and warm towels. "First time with Lucas?" she asked knowingly, helping me clean up.

I nodded, still unable to form words.

"He's intense, but you took it beautifully. Come on, let's get you to the Sanctuary. You need proper recovery training."

She helped me back into my dress-my underwear was beyond salvaging, a soaked and stretched ruin that she dropped into a discrete disposal bin-and guided me to an elevator I hadn't noticed before. We descended to what must have been the twenty-second floor, though there were no buttons for it on the main elevators.

The Sanctuary was unlike anything I'd expected. Soft lighting bathed the space in warmth, with comfortable beds and couches arranged around the room. A full bathroom with multiple shower stalls occupied one corner, and shelves lined with supplies-towels, robes, various creams and lotions, electrolyte drinks-covered another wall. Several women were there in various states of rest and recovery.

Stella Vance, the CFO, was stretched out on one of the couches, her red hair fanned across a pillow. Her dress was hiked up to her waist, and another woman I didn't recognize was gently massaging her thighs.

"Board meeting," Stella explained when she saw me looking, her voice hoarse. "Three members, two hours. Worth it for the orgasm, and the quarterly bonus approval, but I'll be feeling it tomorrow."

"This is where we come to recuperate," Madison explained, leading me to a cushioned mat in a quieter corner. "Let me show you some techniques."

She started with stretches, demonstrating how to ease the ache in hip flexors after being bent over desks, how to relax jaw muscles after extended oral service, how to soothe the lower back after particularly vigorous sessions.

"Breathe in for four counts," she instructed, her hands on my diaphragm. "Hold for four, out for six. This helps reset your nervous system after intense stimulation."

"Hydration is crucial," she said, handing me an electrolyte drink that tasted of coconut and lime. "You lose more fluids than you realize, especially during multiple encounters."

Nova entered the Sanctuary then, her dress missing entirely. She wore only heels and a satisfied smile, cum visible on her inner thighs and across her breasts.

"Afternoon meeting ran long," she explained cheerfully, heading for the showers. "Four participants. I need to rinse off before the evening shift arrives."

"That's another thing," Madison said, watching Nova disappear into the bathroom. "Some men prefer the visual of cum on skin, others want you clean for them. You'll learn preferences quickly."

She showed me where supplies were kept-backup underwear in various sizes, though she noted most women stopped bothering after a few days. Makeup for touch-ups, dry shampoo for quick hair fixes, even a selection of dresses and blouses in case yours got ruined beyond salvaging.

"One more thing," Madison said as I practiced the positions she'd shown me. "Most of us stop wearing underwear after the first week. It's just easier. The dress code is already relaxed, and quick access prevents tearing expensive lingerie. Plus," she added with a slight smile, "the constant awareness of being bare underneath keeps you primed. Your body stays ready."

I thought about my ruined thong in the disposal bin. "That makes sense."

"Your body, your choice though. Some women like the feeling of panties being pushed aside. Kira, for instance, wears these tiny G-strings specifically because she likes how they frame everything while barely covering anything. It's all about what works for you."

She handed me a replacement thong from the supply shelf-simple black cotton, nothing special. "For the rest of today. Though honestly? After Carlos and whoever else uses you this afternoon, it probably won't survive either."

We spent another twenty minutes in the Sanctuary, Madison teaching me aftercare techniques while other women came and went. Some arrived looking as wrecked as I had, others just needed a quick break between sessions. The atmosphere was supportive, almost sisterly-all of us understanding exactly what the others were experiencing.

A younger woman I hadn't met stumbled in, supported by two others. Her legs were visibly shaking, her makeup smudged, though she was smiling.

"First time with the whole development team," one of her supporters explained to Madison. "Eight guys, sequential. She did beautifully but needs a rest."

They helped her onto a bed, bringing water and warm towels. Madison went to assist, massaging her shoulders and bare back. The woman moaned softly as they worked on her, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

"That'll be you eventually," Madison said when she returned. "Most women work up to group scenarios, but some dive right in. The development team is particularly... thorough."

The thought made me clench, imagining being passed between eight men, each one using me until I couldn't remember where one ended and another began.

When I finally returned to my desk, something had shifted. The recovery session had restored not just my body but my focus. I pulled up the marketing dashboard and dove into work with unusual clarity. Campaign concepts flowed effortlessly, analytical reports that usually took hours came together in minutes. It was as if the intense physical release had cleared every mental block.

I drafted three campaign proposals, restructured our content calendar, and wrote copy for the new product launch-all with a precision and creativity I'd never experienced before. The sexual satisfaction had unlocked something in my brain, allowing ideas to flow as freely as my body had responded to being used.

I'd been back at my desk for an hour when Carlos appeared, his broad frame filling the space beside my monitor. The Head of Sales had that particular energy I was learning to recognize-the tense shoulders of someone who needed relief.

"Olivia," he said, his accent making my name sound like a caress. "I need you."

No preamble, no request-just a statement of fact. I was already pushing my chair back when he continued.

"Not here. Supply closet."

I followed him down the hall, hyperaware that several colleagues watched us go. Everyone knew what happened in the supply closet. The door barely closed before Carlos had me pressed against the shelving unit, his mouth hot on my neck.

"Been watching you all day," he growled, hiking my dress up to my waist. His hands were huge on my hips, calloused from his weekend hobby of rock climbing. "Saw you come out of Lucas's office looking wrecked. Made me hard thinking about adding to it."

He spun me around, bending me forward until my cheek pressed against a box of printer paper. I heard his zipper, felt him push the replacement thong Madison had given me aside, and then he paused.

"I need you," I breathed, pushing back against him, finding his tip with my slick folds.

Then he was pushing inside with one brutal thrust that knocked the breath from my lungs.

"Fuck," he groaned, setting a punishing pace immediately. "Still swollen from Lucas, aren't you? Can feel how used you are."

The shelf rattled with each thrust. Boxes shifted, threatening to fall, but Carlos didn't slow. One hand tangled in my hair while the other gripped my hip hard. The position was crude, almost violent in its intensity, and my body responded with embarrassing enthusiasm.

"Going to use you hard and fast," he panted, each word punctuated by another deep thrust. "Leave you dripping for whoever wants you next."

My orgasm hit without warning, pussy clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed through me. Carlos fucked me through it, chasing his own release with single-minded focus. When he came, it was with a growl that vibrated through his chest into my back, his cock pulsing as he filled me with heat.

He pulled out immediately, tucking himself away while I stayed bent over, trying to catch my breath. I felt his cum start to leak out, running down my inner thigh.

"Perfect," he said, giving my ass a sharp slap that made me yelp. "Don't clean up. I want everyone to know you've been freshly fucked."

He left me there, legs shaking, his release dripping steadily onto the supply closet floor. It took me several minutes to compose myself enough to return to my desk, where I tried to focus on work while feeling Carlos's cum soak into the fabric of my chair.

I'd just managed to draft another campaign proposal when Tom, one of the junior developers, approached my desk. He was young, maybe twenty-four, with nervous energy that made his hands flutter when he talked.

"Um, Olivia?" His voice cracked slightly. "Could I... would you mind... I mean, if you're available..."

I looked up at him, taking in his flushed face and the obvious tent in his khakis. "What do you need, Tom?"

"Your mouth," he blurted, then went even redder. "Please. If that's okay. I know you're probably busy after Carlos, but I've been hard since lunch and I can't concentrate on my code and-"

"Shh," I said, already moving to my knees. "Of course."

His exhale was shaky as I reached for his zipper. When I freed his cock, I was surprised by the size-thick and longer than expected for his lean frame. The head was already leaking steadily, and when I wrapped my hand around the base, he whimpered.

"I won't last long," he warned, voice high and breathless. "I've been thinking about this since yesterday."

I took him into my mouth slowly, letting him see my lips stretch around him, maintaining eye contact as I slid down his length. His hands hovered uncertainly until I grabbed them and placed them in my hair.

"Use me," I murmured around his cock. "That's what I'm here for."

Something shifted in his expression-the nervousness replaced by hunger. His grip tightened and he began fucking my mouth with surprising confidence. The angle from my kneeling position meant he hit the back of my throat with each thrust, making me gag slightly, which only seemed to excite him more.

"God, your mouth," he gasped. "It's so much better than I imagined. And I imagined it a lot."

I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder, using every trick I'd learned in the past two days. My jaw ached from the morning's session with Alex, but I ignored it, focused on giving Tom what he needed.

"I'm going to-fuck, I'm-"

He came with a sound that was half-sob, half-moan, flooding my mouth with rope after rope of cum. There was so much I struggled to swallow it all, some escaping to run down my chin. Tom's legs shook as I continued sucking gently, drawing out his orgasm until he was completely spent.

"Thank you," he breathed, helping me to my feet with shaking hands. "That was... thank you."

I wiped my chin with the back of my hand, tasting him on my lips. "Anytime you need it, Tom."

His eyes widened with possibilities before he stumbled back to his desk, looking dazed but satisfied.

By the time five o'clock arrived, I'd accomplished more than in any full week at my previous job. My desk showed the evidence of a productive afternoon-three completed campaign proposals, a restructured content calendar, and copy for two product launches-despite being thoroughly used by my colleagues.

The clarity that came after sexual satisfaction was unlike anything I'd experienced. Each orgasm seemed to unlock another level of creativity and focus. My mind felt sharp, clear, capable of making connections I'd never seen before. The marketing strategies I'd developed today were the best work of my career.

As I gathered my things, I made a decision. Reaching under my dress, I slipped off the now-ruined thong-soaked with my arousal and Carlos's cum-and dropped it in my desk drawer. Tomorrow I'd come to work without underwear, ready for whatever the day demanded.

The commute home felt different without anything under my dress. Every movement of air, every shift of fabric was a reminder of my new reality. In the train window's reflection, I saw a woman transformed-satisfied, confident, and eager for tomorrow.

At home, I ran a hot bath with the salts Madison had recommended, soaking muscles that ached in the best way. My mind replayed the day-Alex's controlled use during the meeting, Lucas's methodical edging, the supportive environment of the Sanctuary.

As I settled into bed, I realized I hadn't thought about Daniel once all day. My ex and his betrayal felt like ancient history now. He'd called me frigid, reserved, unable to satisfy him. If he could see me now-eagerly spreading my legs for colleagues, swallowing cum without a second thought, coming apart under Lucas's precise attention-he wouldn't recognize me.

Good. The old me had vanished completely. Tomorrow, I'd walk through those doors as someone entirely transformed, eager to serve however the team required. And for the first time in my life, I could barely wait.


⚜




Chapter 4: New horizons

⚜

Two weeks in, I walked off the elevator in burgundy silk-a wrap dress that clung before falling open at one pull-bare underneath as always now, every step a reminder of what I'd become. Nova gave me an approving once-over from her reception desk.

"You're glowing," she observed, and I knew she was right. Regular use left me pink-cheeked even before coffee, my lips fuller, my body humming with the kind of satisfaction that came from finally been appreciated.

"Damien wants you first thing," she added, and I felt the familiar clench of anticipation.

I'd developed clear preferences over these two weeks-Alex's methodical precision that found every sensitive spot, Carlos's stamina that could keep me on edge for ages, Lucas's intensity that left me boneless. But Damien remained commanding in his own way, taking me with the casual authority of ownership. His morning sessions had become routine-bent over his desk while he reviewed emails, my mouth on him during conference calls, quick hard encounters between meetings that left me with dirty thoughts for the rest of the day.

This morning was no different. I knocked once and entered his corner office to find him on his 9am strategy call, reviewing quarterly projections on his monitor. He didn't look up, just gestured to the space beneath his desk.

I crawled under, settling between his legs as he unzipped. His cock was already half-hard, and I took him into my mouth without preamble. This had become our morning ritual-I'd suck him while he handled the first hour of business, sometimes coming down my throat mid-email, sometimes pulling me up to bend me over his desk for a quick, brutal fuck that set the tone for my day.

"Good girl," he murmured as I worked him with practiced skill, one hand typing while the other tangled in my hair. "I have something special planned for you today."

My pussy clenched at the promise. Damien's "special" plans always pushed my boundaries in the best ways.

Twenty minutes later, I emerged from under his desk with salt coating my throat and my lipstick thoroughly destroyed. He'd finished during the investor portion of the call, his voice never wavering even as he pulsed against my tongue, my quiet swallowing timed between his quarterly projections.

"Carlos's office at ten," he said, already turning back to his monitor. "Tell him you're ready for more intensity."

The words sent a thrill through me. I'd heard whispers about Carlos's group scenarios with his sales team-multiple partners working in concert until women stumbled to the Sanctuary unable to form words.

The next half hour passed in a blur of attempted productivity. I managed to draft some social media copy, but my mind kept wandering to what awaited me. At five to ten, I saved my work and headed to the sales floor.

Carlos's office was larger than most, befitting his position as Head of Sales. Through the glass walls, I could see him talking with two other men from his team-Marcus and James, both attractive thirty-somethings I'd noticed watching me with increasing interest over the past two weeks.

When I knocked, all three heads turned. Carlos's smile held that particular hunger I'd learned to recognize as he waved me in.

"Olivia. Perfect timing." His accent made my name sound like foreplay. "Lock the door behind you."

The latch whispered shut, sealing me in with three men whose intentions were written clearly on their faces. Marcus was tall and lean with runner's build, his gray eyes already dark with anticipation. James was broader, more muscular, with dark skin and hands that looked like they could span my entire waist.

"Damien says you're ready for more," Carlos said, moving closer. His presence was overwhelming-all barely contained energy and raw masculinity. "We're going to use you thoroughly. All three of us. You'll take whatever we give you."

"Yes," I breathed, already feeling wetness gathering between my thighs. "I'd love that," my voice quivering.

James hooked a finger toward the dress-no question what he wanted.

My fingers found the tie, pulling it loose. The fabric fell away, revealing bare skin. Three sets of eyes tracked over my body-my full DDs with their perpetually hard nipples, the soft curve of my waist, the heart-shaped ass that had become one of my best assets in this new life.

"Look at her," Marcus observed, his voice clinical despite the heat in his eyes. "She's already wet."

He wasn't wrong. I could feel slickness on my inner thighs, my core clenching with anticipation.

Carlos moved first, pulling me against him for a kiss that was all possession and demand. His hands gripped my ass, fingers digging in while Marcus moved behind me, his touch finding me slick and ready.

"Perfect," Marcus murmured, two fingers sliding inside to test. "She'll take everything we give her."

James had freed his cock-thick and long, bigger than anything I'd taken yet. "On your knees," he ordered. "Get me ready while they play with you."

I dropped immediately, taking him into my mouth as Carlos and Marcus continued their assault on my body. Marcus's fingers worked inside me while Carlos pinched and pulled my nipples, the sensations making me moan around James's cock.

"Been thinking about this since you started," James said, his quiet authority making me shiver. "Watching you in those dresses, knowing what you're here for."

Behind me, I heard zippers, felt the shift of bodies. Then Carlos was pulling me back from James, his strength making me feel weightless as he guided me to straddle his lap on the office couch. I could feel his thick cock pressing against my entrance as he positioned me over him, my knees settling on either side of his hips into cowgirl. As he lowered me onto him, the stretch made me cry out loud, the sounds quickly muffled by James stuffing his cock back into my mouth.

"That's it," Carlos groaned as I sank down fully. "Take it all."

He was so deep I could feel him in my belly, that thick cock spreading me wide. But there was no time to adjust-James was pumping in and out of my mouth while Marcus positioned himself at my side, his cock level with my face when James pulled out.

What came next pushed every boundary I thought I had.

The leather couch creaked beneath us as Carlos bounced me on his cock with controlled force, his hands spanning my hips to lift and drop me at his chosen pace. Each downward thrust knocked the breath from my lungs, the angle letting him hit depths that made sparks shoot up my spine. I tried to match his rhythm to chase my own orgasm but he wouldn't let me-his grip kept me passive, a vessel for him to fill however he wanted.

"That's it," he murmured against my ear, the rumble of his voice making me clench. "Stop thinking. Just feel."

Each impact sent shockwaves through me, my breasts bouncing with the force while my pussy clenched desperately around his thickness. The wet sounds of our joining filled the office, mixing with my muffled moans and the men's heavy breathing. When James pulled out of my mouth, Marcus immediately took his place, and I found myself alternating between them, trying to maintain suction while Carlos fucked up into me with increasing force.

"Still so tight," Carlos said, his calloused hands spanning my hips. "Even after two weeks, she grips like it's the first time."

"Because she needs it," James observed quietly, one hand steadying my jaw. "Look at her-completely present in her body. This is where she belongs."

He was right. My mind had gone blank except for sensation-the stretch of Carlos inside me, the weight of cock on my tongue, hands everywhere touching and gripping and positioning me for their pleasure. I came without warning, my pussy clamping down on Carlos as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

"Fuck yes," Carlos growled, not slowing despite my orgasm. "Keep coming on my cock. Want to feel you milk me."

Marcus pulled out of my mouth, letting me gasp for air, but immediately James was there, feeding me his length while my body still shook from climax. The room filled with the wet sounds of fucking-my pussy squelching around Carlos, saliva dripping as I gagged on James, the slap of skin on skin echoing off the glass walls.

James tapped my shoulder-time to move. I whimpered at the loss as Carlos lifted me off.

Before I could process the emptiness, James had me on my back on the couch, pushing my knees to my chest as he lined up. When he pushed in, the new angle made me scream. He was bigger than Carlos, stretching me to my absolute limit, and the position meant he hit spots that made my vision go white.

"God," James breathed, finding a deep, steady rhythm that hit every nerve. "No wonder everyone wants time with her."

Carlos moved to my mouth, and I tasted myself on him-salty and intimate. He fucked my throat while James pounded into me, and Marcus played with my clit, the triple stimulation building another orgasm impossibly fast.

"Going to come again," Marcus observed, feeling my body tense. "Watch her fall apart."

The second orgasm hit even harder, my whole body convulsing as pleasure ripped through me. James fucked me through it, each thrust prolonging the waves until my whole body was shaking from the intensity. Carlos's cock muffled my cries, but the flush of pure ecstasy on my face showed how completely I'd surrendered to the overwhelming bliss.

Marcus's hand on my hip turned me-his turn now.

This time I was on my hands and knees, the carpet rough under my palms. Marcus knelt behind me, running his hands down my spine in a way that made me arch like a cat. His touch was different from the others-analytical, like he was mapping every response.

"Look how she presents herself," he observed to the others, one finger tracing down between my cheeks. "Completely surrendered to what her body wants."

When he finally pushed inside, it was with that same careful attention. I was already so wet from Carlos that he slid in easily, but Marcus's style was different-long, slow strokes that made me feel every inch of him dragging against my sensitive walls. After the brutal pace of the others, the change was almost torture, keeping me on the edge without letting me tip over. In front, I alternated between sucking Carlos and James, their different tastes mixing on my tongue.

"Please," I begged when he pulled out of my mouth. "Please, I need-"

"You'll take what we give you," Carlos said, voice rough as he guided himself back to my mouth. "Trust us to know what you need."

Marcus increased his pace slightly, but every time I got close to coming, he'd slow down, keeping me desperate and shaking. James watched with dark satisfaction, occasionally reaching down to pinch my nipples or slap my ass, each impact making me clench around Marcus.

"She's dripping," Marcus observed, and I could feel it-wetness running down my thighs, making obscene sounds every time he pushed in. "Making such a mess."

"That's what she's supposed to do," James said, taking his turn with my mouth. "Show us how much she loves being used."

Time lost meaning. They switched positions repeatedly-Carlos fucking me against the window while I sucked Marcus, James taking me from behind while I deep-throated Carlos, Marcus on his back while I rode him and took turns with the others in my mouth. Each configuration brought new sensations, new angles, new depths of pleasure that I hadn't known were possible.

I lost count of my orgasms. They blended together into one long wave of sensation that left me barely conscious, my body operating on pure instinct-sucking when a cock pressed to my lips, spreading my legs when hands positioned me, clenching and releasing as pleasure rolled through me in endless waves.

At some point they had me against the window, the cool glass shocking against my overheated skin. The city spread out below us, afternoon sunlight catching on distant windows. Anyone in the opposite building could have seen me, my breasts pressed against the glass, Carlos taking me from behind, Marcus's hands playing with my nipples. The exhibitionism of it-being used so thoroughly while the world went about its business below-sent another climax ripping through me. My cry fogged the glass, and Carlos had to hold me up as my legs gave out.

"She's about done," Carlos observed after what felt like hours but was probably more like forty-five minutes. "Look at her-completely fucked out."

I was barely holding myself up, my arms shaking, my pussy so sensitive that every thrust made me whimper. But they weren't finished with me yet.

"Let's finish," James said with quiet authority.

They positioned me carefully-Carlos beneath me on the couch, filling me as I straddled him facing the room. James stood before me, and I took him into my mouth eagerly. Behind me, Marcus's hands steadied my hips as Carlos and I found our rhythm.

The leather squeaked beneath us, mixing with the wet sounds of our joining. Carlos drove up as I sank down, creating a rhythm that had me gasping around James. The fullness was overwhelming-stretched around Carlos while my mouth worked James, Marcus's hands guiding the pace.

"She's close again," Marcus observed, feeling the tremor in my thighs. "Let her have it."

Carlos shifted angles, hitting that perfect spot inside while James pulled back to let me breathe, and the orgasm that crashed through me was seismic. I cried out, clenching around Carlos as waves of pleasure rolled through me, each thrust prolonging the intensity until I was shaking uncontrollably.

"Fuck-" James pulled back, his release painting warm stripes across my chest and throat. The sight must have pushed Carlos over because he groaned beneath me, pulsing deep inside as heat flooded me.

Marcus moved to my side, his hand working himself to completion, adding to the mess already coating my skin. I could feel everything-the warmth on my chest, Carlos still pulsing inside me, my whole body trembling with aftershocks.

Carlos lifted me off carefully, and I collapsed sideways on the couch, unable to hold myself up. Everything ached in the best way, my body still twitching with residual pleasure, evidence of our encounter coating my thighs. The men were already tucking themselves away, their casual post-orgasm conversation a stark contrast to my destroyed state.

"Madison should probably take her to the Sanctuary," James observed, noting my glazed expression and trembling limbs.

Carlos crossed to the door and thumbed the lock open as Madison knocked. She entered, taking in the scene with practiced assessment. "First time with all three?"

"She did beautifully," Carlos confirmed, running a possessive hand down my spine. "Took everything we gave her."

Madison helped me stand on unsteady legs, wrapping a robe around my marked body. "Come on, sweetie. Let's get you cleaned up."

The walk to the Sanctuary was a blur. Madison practically carried me, my body too overwhelmed to function properly. In the elevator, she pressed the emergency stop between floors and looked at me seriously.

"How do you feel? Really feel, not just physically."

I thought about it through the haze of endorphins and exhaustion. "Like I finally understand what I want," I admitted, voice hoarse from screaming and deep-throating. "Like everything before this was just... pretending."

Madison smiled, restarting the elevator. "That's the perfect answer."

The Sanctuary was busier than usual. Stella was there again, getting a massage from Nova while Kira dozed on one of the beds. I could hear soft conversation from another corner-two women I didn't recognize discussing their morning encounters in the casual way I was learning was normal here.

"Group session?" one of them asked, noticing my state.

I managed a nod, and she gave me a knowing smile. "First one's always intense. It gets easier. Well, not easier-you just get better at riding the waves."

Madison led me straight to the showers, helping me rinse the evidence from my body and hair. The hot water stung my sensitive skin but also soothed the deep ache in my muscles. She worked shampoo through my hair with gentle fingers, washing away the sweat and mess while I stood on trembling legs.

"You need to hydrate," she said, handing me an electrolyte drink once I was clean. "And rest. Your body just went through something intense."

She was right. As the adrenaline faded, exhaustion crashed over me. Madison guided me to a bed, covering me with a soft blanket. She pressed water to my lips, then draped a warm towel across my shoulders.

"Rest for an hour," she instructed. "I'll wake you if anyone needs you, but honestly, after that performance, you've earned a break."

I dozed fitfully, my body still humming with residual pleasure. In my half-sleep, I could hear other women coming and going, soft conversations about their own encounters, the supportive murmur of shared experience. Someone's hand touched my shoulder gently-checking on me-and a cool cloth was pressed to my forehead.

When I finally returned to my desk in the mid-afternoon, I felt transformed yet again. My body moved differently-looser, more liquid, like every joint had been perfectly oiled. Each encounter pushed my boundaries, showed me new depths of pleasure and submission I hadn't known existed.

I tried to focus on actual work-there were campaigns to review, metrics to analyze-but my mind kept drifting back to the morning. The way they'd worked in concert, reading my body's signals without needing words. How Carlos had known exactly when to slow down, when James understood I needed to breathe, when Marcus recognized I was approaching my limit. My computer screen showed several missed emails, but I couldn't focus on them yet. My body still remembered being filled completely, used by three men who treated me like I existed solely for their pleasure.

And the most shocking part? They were right. This was what I existed for now. Not the marketing campaigns or quarterly reports-those were just excuses to be here, available for use. My real job was providing my body whenever someone needed it, and I'd never been better at anything in my life.

As if reading my thoughts, my computer chimed with a message from Damien: "Impressive work this morning. We have bigger plans for you soon."

A flutter ran through me despite the soreness, already anticipating whatever boundaries they'd push next. My fingers hovered over the keyboard to respond, but what was there to say? Thank you seemed inadequate. I'm ready for more felt too eager. Finally I just typed: "I'm learning what I'm capable of."

His response was immediate: "You've barely scratched the surface."

Two weeks ago, those words would have terrified me. Now they made me squirm in my chair, a fresh pulse of heat gathering between my sore thighs. I shifted, feeling the lingering ache from being stretched and used, and found myself counting the hours until tomorrow.

The reflection in my black computer screen showed someone I was still learning to recognize-lips swollen, skin flushed with satisfaction, eyes bright with a contentment I'd never had before. Daniel had called me frigid, reserved. He'd never understood that I wasn't broken-I just needed a different kind of permission.

The soreness between my legs pulsed with my heartbeat, a reminder that this was real, this was my life now. And for the first time, everything felt exactly right.


⚜




Chapter 5: His return

⚜

Monday morning arrived after two days of grocery lists and a carefully edited call to my mother. I'd met a friend for brunch where she complained about her boring corporate position while I smiled, knowing exactly what my position entailed.

Now I stood in front of my bathroom mirror, applying mascara with steady hands. By the start of my third week at Apex Dynamics, everything had changed. My body carried itself differently-shoulders back, hips swaying with newfound confidence. The constant state of sexual satisfaction had done something to my skin, leaving it glowing with health. Even my hair seemed glossier, falling in waves that framed my face perfectly.

I'd chosen a cream silk blouse today, thin enough that my nipples showed through if you looked closely, tucked into a pencil skirt that hugged every curve. No underwear, as had become my standard. The silk whispered against my skin as I moved, a constant reminder of my availability.

The commute passed in pleasant anticipation. I wondered what the week would bring-maybe another group session, or perhaps Lucas would edge me for hours again until I forgot my own name. My body responded to the possibilities with a familiar warmth.

The elevator chimed at the twenty-third floor, and I stepped out to find Nova looking unusually tense at her reception desk.

"Morning, Olivia." Her smile seemed forced. "We have a new senior developer starting today. Damien wants all hands for the ten o'clock introduction meeting."

"Great, fresh blood," I said, not really paying attention as I headed to my desk. New male employees always meant new dynamics to learn, new preferences to discover.

I settled into my morning routine-checking emails, reviewing the campaigns I'd created on Friday. My productivity had skyrocketed since starting here. The regular sexual release seemed to unlock parts of my brain I hadn't known existed. Ideas flowed freely, connections formed effortlessly.

At 9:55, I gathered my laptop and headed to the main conference room. Most of the team was already assembled-Madison looking polished in burgundy, Stella reviewing financial reports while Tom from development tried not to stare at her breasts, Kira typing on her phone with the focused intensity that meant she was probably sexting with someone.

I'd settled into my usual seat, the leather still warm from whoever had been there before. The conference room had become a familiar space over the past three weeks-I'd presented here, been bent over this very table more than once, had watched countless demonstrations of our unique corporate culture play out against these walls. My fingers traced the wood grain absently, remembering Carlos's hands pressing me down against this exact spot just last Thursday.

Damien stood at the head of the table, and beside him-

Air thinned; the chair edge bit into my thigh.

Daniel.

My ex-boyfriend stood next to Damien, wearing an expensive suit I'd never seen him in before, looking exactly the same and completely different. His hair was shorter, more professional. He'd clearly been working out-his shoulders broader, his presence more commanding. But it was still Daniel, the man who'd fucked my best friend in our bed, who'd called me frigid and boring before walking out of my life eight months ago.

Our eyes met across the conference table, and I watched the blood drain from his face.

"Everyone," Damien said, either not noticing or not caring about the tension crackling between us, "this is Daniel Porter, our new Senior Developer. He comes to us from Macrosoft with extensive experience in cloud architecture."

Daniel's mouth opened and closed, his gaze locked on mine. I could see him taking in the changes-the confident posture, the silk blouse that left little to imagination, the way other men in the room looked at me with casual ownership.

"Daniel," Damien continued, "you already know most of the team from your interviews, but let me introduce-"

"Olivia," Daniel said, his voice cracking slightly.

"You two know each other?" Damien's eyebrow raised with interest.

"We... we used to date," I managed, my voice steadier than I felt.

The room went quiet. Everyone suddenly very interested in this development.

"How fascinating," Madison said, and I could hear the calculation in her voice. "Well, I'm sure you can both maintain professionalism."

Daniel's face had gone from pale to flushed. "Olivia, what are you... why are you..."

"I work here," I said simply. "Marketing specialist. Three weeks now."

His eyes dropped to my chest, where my nipples had hardened visibly through the thin silk-my body's automatic response to stress and arousal mixing. "But this company... I heard about the... the policies..."

"The productivity enhancement program?" I kept my voice level, professional. "Yes, I'm a participant."

The words hit him like a physical blow. His jaw clenched, hands fisting at his sides. "You're... you participate in..."

"Everything," I confirmed, meeting his gaze steadily. "It's part of my compensated duties."

"Perhaps we should continue with the meeting," Damien suggested, though he seemed amused by the drama. "Daniel, please have a seat. Olivia will be presenting our Q3 marketing initiatives."

I had to present. Had to stand at the front of the room with my ex-boyfriend watching and explain our marketing strategies while my body betrayed me with arousal. Because despite everything-despite the betrayal, the hurt, the anger-seeing Daniel affected me. Not with love or desire for him specifically, but with the dark satisfaction of him seeing what I'd become.

Halfway through my presentation, Nova entered quietly. She moved toward Daniel's chair at the far end of the table, pausing expectantly beside him. Her eyes met his questioningly.

Daniel's whole body went rigid as understanding dawned. His gaze flicked to me, then around the table at the other staff watching with casual interest. After a moment of internal struggle, he gave Nova a barely perceptible nod.

She sank to her knees beside him immediately. The soft sound of a zipper carried clearly in the room.

"Just relax," Nova murmured, her hands already working. "First day orientation."

My voice caught as I watched her take him in her mouth, Daniel's expression cycling through shock, panic, and unmistakable arousal. His hands gripped the table edge, knuckles white, as Nova's head began to bob in his lap. The wet sounds of her mouth working him filled the room.

"Continue, Olivia," Damien prompted, his tone amused.

I forced myself to click to the next slide, but my body betrayed me-wetness pooling between my thighs as I watched my ex receive exactly what I provided to others daily. The humiliation of presenting while he got serviced, while he experienced what he'd missed by calling me frigid, sent confusing heat through me.

"The conversion rates," I managed, my voice unsteady as Daniel's breathing grew ragged, "show a thirty percent improvement since implementing the new funnel strategy."

Daniel's eyes locked on mine across the table, his face flushed, pupils blown wide as Nova worked him with obvious skill. I could see him fighting not to thrust up into her mouth, maintaining the barest thread of control. The silk rasped against my nipples as I shifted, a pulse of need making me press my thighs together.

"Excellent metrics," Damien observed, though his attention was clearly on the drama unfolding. "What about capacity optimization?"

"We're seeing..." I paused as Daniel made a strangled sound, his hand involuntarily tangling in Nova's hair. "We're seeing increased throughput across all channels."

The double meaning wasn't lost on anyone. Daniel's face darkened further, and I watched the moment he gave in-his hips lifting slightly, chasing the pleasure despite his shock. Nova hummed approval around him, the vibration making him gasp.

When he came, it was with a barely suppressed groan, his eyes still locked on mine as Nova swallowed everything he gave her. She rose gracefully, licking her lips, then wiping them with a tissue from the side table.

"Welcome to Apex Dynamics," she said sweetly to Daniel before leaving.

"Excellent presentation, Olivia," Damien said once I'd finished, though his eyes remained on Daniel's stunned face. "Alex, please coordinate with Daniel on his workspace. He'll be working closely with Olivia on the product integration project."

Alex nodded. "I'll assign them the integration initiative. They'll need daily collaboration."

"What?" Daniel and I said simultaneously.

"The marketing and development teams need better integration," Damien explained. "You two will be leading that initiative. I trust your past relationship won't interfere with your work."

The dismissal was clear. People filed out, but I found myself frozen, Daniel still staring at me from across the table.

"Olivia," he started once we were alone, "what the fuck are you doing here?"

"Working," I said simply. "Living. What are you doing here?"

"I took the job before I knew... Christ, I had no idea you were here. And this place... do you really...?"

"Let any man who works here fuck me during business hours? Yes." The crude words felt powerful. "Multiple times a day, usually."

His jaw clenched. "The Olivia I knew would never-"

"The Olivia you knew was who you made her," I cut him off. "Quiet, reserved, conventional. Too frigid to satisfy you, remember? That's what you said when I caught you with Jessica."

He flinched. "That was... I was wrong to say that."

"No, you were right. I was frigid. With you." I moved closer, watching his pupils dilate. "Turns out I just needed different circumstances to discover what I actually wanted."

"This is what you want now?" His voice cracked. "You let them-here? Everyone?"

"I want to be appreciated for exactly what I can provide. To come multiple times a day instead of faking it twice a week."

That hit home. His face reddened. "You never said-"

"I did. You were busy." I let him see me not covering myself, not apologizing. "Twice a week in the dark wasn't a life."

"So this is revenge?"

I laughed, surprising us both. "Daniel, this has nothing to do with you. I barely thought about you anymore until five minutes ago. This is about me finally understanding what makes me feel alive."

Before he could respond, Lucas appeared in the doorway. "Olivia, do you have time? I need you."

The casual way he said it-like requesting a meeting or borrowing a pen-made Daniel's jaw drop.

"Of course," I said, already moving toward Lucas. "We'll have to continue the product discussion later, Daniel."

Lucas's office was a relief after the tension of the conference room. He pressed me against the door the moment it closed, his mouth hot on my neck.

"Saw your ex's face," he murmured, hands already hiking up my skirt. "He looked ready to murder someone."

"Not my problem," I gasped as his fingers found me already wet.

"No," Lucas agreed, spinning me to face the door. "Your only problem is taking my cock like the good girl you are."

"Yes, please," I gasped.

He pushed inside with one thrust, the familiar stretch making me cry out. Through the clear strip in Lucas's door, I could see Daniel still standing across the hall, staring at the office. The side panels were frosted-he'd only see our silhouettes: Lucas behind me, my hands braced against the door, our bodies moving in unmistakable rhythm.

"He's watching," Lucas observed, increasing his pace. "Your ex is standing there watching me fuck you."

The thought should have bothered me, but instead it sent heat flooding through me. Let him watch. Let him see what I'd become without him-desired, satisfied, used exactly how I craved.

"Harder," I begged, and Lucas obliged, the door rattling with each thrust.

My orgasm built quickly, the combination of Lucas's skilled touch and Daniel's distant observation pushing me over the edge. I came with a cry that definitely carried through the door, my pussy clenching around Lucas as waves of pleasure crashed through me.

Lucas followed moments later, filling me with heat while I was still shaking from my climax. When he pulled out, I could feel his release starting to drip down my thighs.

"Don't clean up," he instructed, smoothing my skirt back down. "Want everyone to know you've been freshly used."

I walked back through the office on unsteady legs, hyperaware of the wetness between my thighs, the flushed heat of my skin. Daniel stood near my desk, jaw tight with barely controlled emotion.

"We need to work on the integration project," he said stiffly.

"Fine." I sat at my desk, trying not to wince at the soreness. "What's the timeline?"

For the next hour, we attempted to maintain professionalism. Daniel outlined the technical requirements while I took notes, both of us pretending I didn't have another man's cum currently dripping out of me. But I could see his control fraying-the way his eyes kept dropping to my breasts, the white-knuckled grip on his pen, the careful distance he maintained like proximity might make him snap.

The irony wasn't lost on me-here was Daniel, the man who'd cheated because I was supposedly too vanilla, too reserved, sitting across from me while another man's release leaked slowly into my desk chair. I shifted deliberately, knowing he'd notice the slight wince, the way I had to adjust my position. His jaw clenched harder, a muscle jumping in his cheek.

"The API endpoints need to be restructured," he was saying, but his voice had gone rough. "The current architecture won't support the traffic we're expecting."

I made notes dutifully, my handwriting slightly shaky from the lingering aftershocks of my orgasm with Lucas. Every time I moved, I could feel the evidence of my encounter, the delicious soreness that had become my constant companion. Three weeks ago, I would have been mortified. Now I wore it like a badge of honor.

Tom approached my desk quietly, clearly not wanting to interrupt but needing something. He glanced at Daniel, then at me, his erection obvious in his khakis.

"I'll just be a minute," I told Daniel, already moving to my knees.

Daniel's jaw dropped as I took Tom in my mouth right there, not even moving to a private space. Tom's hands tangled in my hair as I worked him with practiced skill, the wet sounds filling the silence. Daniel sat frozen, watching me service another man while our project notes lay scattered between us.

Tom came quickly, flooding my mouth. I swallowed, wiped my lips, and returned to my seat as if nothing had happened.

"Where were we?" I asked Daniel, whose face had gone scarlet. "The API structure?"

"This is insane," he finally exploded. "How can you just sit there like this is normal?"

"Because it is normal. For me, now."

"I don't understand how you went from... us... to this."

"It really wasn't that hard of a transition."

He flinched again. "I know I hurt you-"

"You breaking us made room for this," I corrected. "Otherwise I'd still be in that relationship, never knowing what I was capable of."

Before he could respond, Madison appeared. "Olivia, you look tense. I'm recommending you to Damien and Carlos for stress relief. Conference room four. Now."

The relief that flooded through me was palpable. "Thank god."

As I stood to leave, Daniel grabbed my wrist. "Olivia, wait-"

"I have work to do," I said, pulling free. "The kind of work I'm actually good at."

Madison led me to Damien's office instead of a conference room. The door clicked shut behind us with finality. Damien sat behind his massive desk while Carlos leaned against the window, both watching me with predatory focus.

"She's stressed," Madison confirmed. "She needs this."

"Strip," Damien commanded after Madison left. "Everything."

I couldn't get my clothes off fast enough-fingers fumbling with buttons, yanking at zippers, desperate to shed every barrier between their hands and my skin. Silk and fabric pooled at my feet as I stood naked between them, feeling the weight of their attention like hands already on my skin.

"Over the desk," Damien instructed, standing. "Chest flat, arms stretched forward."

The mahogany was cool against my breasts, nipples hardening immediately from the contact. I heard Damien's belt, then felt his hands spanning my hips, positioning me exactly where he wanted.

"Soaked," he observed to Carlos, running one finger through my wetness. "Still thinking about watching your ex get serviced?"

"No," I gasped as he pressed his tip against me. "Just need-"

He drove inside with one thrust, filling me completely. "What you need is to stop thinking entirely."

He set a punishing pace immediately, each thrust driving me harder against the desk edge. My hands scrambled for purchase on the smooth wood as he used me with controlled force. After a dozen strokes, he pulled out completely, leaving me empty and whimpering, silently begging for more.

"Carlos," he said simply.

They traded places smoothly. Carlos's hands replaced Damien's on my hips, his thicker cock stretching me wider. Where Damien had been forceful and precise, Carlos was relentless, his rhythm making the desk creak beneath us.

"Let everyone hear you," Carlos growled, one hand tangling in my hair to arch my back.

Just as I approached climax, he stopped, withdrawing completely. Before I could protest, Damien was back, fucking me with deep, measured strokes that kept me balanced on the edge without tipping over.

They continued alternating-Carlos's bruising pace followed by Damien's controlled precision, never letting me adjust, never letting me come. My legs shook, pussy clenching desperately around whichever cock filled me.

"Turn her," Damien commanded after what felt like hours.

Carlos flipped me onto my back across the desk, pulling me to the edge. Damien stood between my spread legs while Carlos moved to my head, his cock pressing against my lips. I opened eagerly, tasting myself on him as Damien pushed back inside.

Now they fucked me in tandem-Damien's thrusts driving Carlos deeper into my throat, the desk creaking beneath us. Through the glass wall, a shadow paused in the hallway-Daniel's height, Daniel's posture-watching our silhouettes through the frosted panels.

The thought of him seeing me like this, spread across Damien's desk being used at both ends, finally pushed me over. I came screaming around Carlos's cock, my body convulsing as waves crashed through me. They didn't slow, working me through it into another climax that left me seeing white.

Carlos pulled from my mouth, painting warm stripes across my breasts and throat while Damien followed, filling me with heat as my pussy still fluttered around him.

They left me there for a moment-spread across the desk, covered in evidence, still twitching with aftershocks.

"Better?" Madison asked, appearing with water and towels.

"Much," I managed, voice hoarse.

Madison pressed the water bottle to my lips, counting my breaths. "How are you feeling?"

"I really really needed that - don't worry about me, I can take it" I rasped, and only then did she begin helping me clean up.

She helped me back into my clothes, though there was no hiding what had just happened. My lips were swollen, my hair mussed despite finger-combing, my skin flushed with that particular glow. Carlos's release had soaked through to my thighs, and I could feel Damien's warmth still inside me, beginning to leak with each step.

As we exited Damien's office, Daniel stood frozen in the hallway, having clearly been waiting. His eyes took in everything-my destroyed appearance, the way I walked unsteadily, the visible evidence on my throat that Madison hadn't quite managed to clean. I watched his expression shift from shock to something darker, his pupils dilating despite himself.

"Olivia," he started, voice strangled.

I walked past him without stopping, feeling their combined releases beginning to trail down my thigh. Let him see exactly what he'd called frigid.

When I returned to my desk, a note in his handwriting waited: "Will send integration specs via email. -D"

Good. Maybe he was starting to understand that this was my life now, and he could either accept it or not-but either way, it wouldn't change who I'd become.

I tried to focus on actual work for the rest of the afternoon, but my mind kept drifting to the look on Daniel's face-the shock, the arousal he couldn't quite hide, the way his breath had caught when Nova dropped to her knees in the meeting. Part of me, a dark, satisfied part, hoped he went home tonight and touched himself thinking about what he'd witnessed. Hoped he finally understood what he'd missed.

My computer chimed with an email from Daniel, then another. The integration specs, as promised, but in a follow-up he'd added a personal note: "We should talk. Really talk. Not at the office. Please."

I deleted the second one without responding. There was nothing to talk about. We existed in different worlds now, even if we technically shared the same office space.

That evening, I stayed late finishing the campaign reports, enjoying the quiet of the mostly empty office.

I thought about Daniel, probably at home trying to process what he'd witnessed today. The quiet boy who'd never quite satisfied me, who'd sought what he needed elsewhere because we'd been so fundamentally incompatible.

Tomorrow he'd be back, forced to work alongside me, watching me service our colleagues, slowly understanding that the woman he'd spurned had transformed into someone who craved constant use.

As I gathered my things to leave, I glanced at my reflection in the dark window. The woman looking back was confident, satisfied, completely at ease with her choices. Daniel's reappearance had shaken me momentarily, but it had also confirmed something important: I was exactly where I belonged.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges-working with Daniel, navigating the tension, probably watching him struggle with the reality of what Apex Dynamics offered. But it would also bring new pleasures, new experiences, new depths of satisfaction to explore.

Let him watch.


⚜




Chapter 6: Threat

⚜

Tuesday's fog smeared the skyline until San Francisco felt suspended in nothing. The black sheath clung to my curves-DDs straining the fabric, hem skimming mid-thigh for easy access. Bare underneath, every step a reminder.

I stepped onto twenty-three to find Nova sat rigid at reception, fingers white-knuckled around her headset.

"Yes, sir, the boardroom is prepared... Of course, Mr. Cross... Yes, both Mr. Crosses will be there."

Both Mr. Crosses? Nova's usual brightness had dimmed to nervous energy.

"Nathan Cross is here," she whispered after hanging up. "Damien's older brother. Board member who never visits." Her hand trembled as she reached for her water. "This can't be good."

Madison appeared, her composure cracked. "Everyone to the conference room-immediately."

The conference room was packed. The boardroom upstairs had been set for directors; Madison routed the full staff into our main conference room. Female staff clustered together instinctively-I found myself pressed between Kira and Sarah from accounting. Across the room, Daniel had been pulled from his code, his jaw tight with confusion. The air tasted metallic with collective anxiety.

Damien stood at the head of the table beside a man who could only be his brother. Nathan Cross had the same sharp jawline and dark hair, but where Damien radiated controlled power, Nathan emanated cold disapproval. His suit cost more than most people's cars. His eyes cataloged us like evidence.

"Thank you all for gathering." Nathan's voice carried decades of boardroom dominance. "I'm here representing our investors, who have recently become aware of certain... practices within this company."

Chairs stopped squeaking. The HVAC seemed to hold its breath. Madison's fingers found mine under the table, my bracelet pressing into my wrist.

"Specifically," Nathan continued, his gaze lingering on each woman, "the systematic sexual exploitation disguised as a productivity program."

"It's not exploitation." Stella's voice cut clean. "We all signed contracts. We're compensated extremely well. We love it here."

Nathan's smile could have frozen water. "Contracts signed under economic duress hardly constitute genuine consent. How many of you were unemployed when you accepted these positions?"

My three months of rejection flashed through my mind-but that desperation had led to liberation.

"Furthermore." He pulled out a tablet. "I have documentation of numerous violations of standard corporate governance. Sexual acts during business hours, on company property, involving subordinates and superiors."

"Our policies are clearly outlined-" Damien started.

"You put it in a handbook. It's still a liability." Nathan's interruption was surgical. "I'm calling an emergency board vote. Either this company returns to professional standards, or I'll orchestrate a hostile takeover that will see everyone here terminated."

The room erupted. "He can't-" "Our contracts-" "Over my dead-" The table became a chorus of half-sentences and rising panic.

"When?" Madison's professional voice cut through.

"Friday. I've already secured three board members. I need just two more to gain control."

He turned to the female staff. "Any woman who wants to file a complaint will have my full support. Protection from retaliation, compensation for trauma."

"Trauma?" Kira's laugh was sharp as glass. "The only trauma would be losing this."

"People get used to cages that fit," Nathan replied.

"Enough." Damien's command silenced everyone. "We'll address this properly. Everyone back to work. Madison, Stella, my office. Olivia-you too."

As people filed out, Nathan's gaze found me. Recognition flickered.

"Ms...?"

"Bennett." I tried to step around him.

"Olivia Bennett." He filed my name away. "The newest addition. I've been briefed on key personnel-your file included."

"Have you."

"Three months unemployed before this; previous employer gave excellent references. Budget cuts, not performance." His eyes dissected me. "A talented professional reduced to this."

"This is my choice."

"Choice?" He stepped closer. His cologne was cedar and something medicinal. "You could have a real career. I could ensure it. A position at one of my portfolio companies, significantly higher than your current base, without making your access card the product."

Color climbed my neck. "I'm satisfied with my current position."

"Satisfied." The word turned bitter in his mouth. "Several times a day, from what I understand."

"My job performance isn't your concern."

"Everything here is my concern." He pressed a business card into my hand. "When you're ready to discuss alternatives, call me. My offer stands."

"I have what I need here."

"They've branded your availability as culture. Don't confuse that with respect."

The words stung, but before I could respond, Daniel appeared.

"Problem?" His voice carried an edge I'd never heard.

Nathan looked between us with interest. "Mr. Porter. Our new developer. Protective of Ms. Bennett, considering your... history."

"You've done your research," Daniel said stiffly.

"I always do. Think carefully, both of you."

He left us alone in the emptying conference room.

"You okay?" Daniel asked quietly.

"Fine." I crumpled Nathan's card, tossing it in the trash. "I don't need rescuing."

"I wasn't-Look, if Nathan takes control, everyone loses their jobs."

"Then we stop him."

Before he could respond, Damien's voice carried from the hall. "Olivia. Now."

The executive floor felt heavier than usual. In Damien's office, Madison and Stella looked grim. Alex was there too, pulled from development.

"Nathan's preparing something bigger than just a board vote," Damien said without preamble. "I need intel. He seemed interested in you, Olivia."

"He offered me a job at one of his portfolio companies."

"Perfect." Madison leaned forward. "Meet with him. Pretend to consider it. Learn what you can."

"You want me to spy?"

"We need a way in," Madison said. "Doesn't have to be you."

Words thinned on my tongue. "It should be me. He's already looking."

"Be careful," Damien warned. "Nathan's more dangerous than he appears. Meanwhile-" he turned to Alex and Daniel, who'd followed us up, "-you two work with Olivia on an investor presentation. Show them our productivity gains, satisfaction metrics. Make it undeniable."

"The three of us?" Daniel's voice cracked slightly.

"Problem?" Damien's tone suggested there better not be.

"No, sir."

As we filed out, Damien caught my arm. "Whatever you do with Nathan, don't compromise your own boundaries. Information isn't worth that. Your decisions are your own."

That afternoon, I sat between Alex and Daniel in a small conference room, trying to focus on conversion metrics while tension crackled. Daniel kept shifting in his seat every time I leaned over to point at the screen, close enough that he could smell the perfume I'd applied to my pulse points.

"The spreadsheet needs restructuring," Daniel was saying, but his voice had gone rough when I crossed my legs, skirt riding up.

"Focus," Alex said sharply, though his hand had settled on my thigh under the table. "We need this perfect."

His thumb stroked absently as he typed one-handed, the touch making me shift and press my thighs together. A muscle ticked in Daniel's cheek at my soft gasp.

"I can't-" Daniel stood abruptly. "I need a break."

He stalked out. Alex's hand slid higher.

"The tension is interfering," he observed clinically. "You need to resolve it or we'll never finish this."

"It's complicated. Right now I just need release."

"Everything here is complicated." His fingers found the wet heat between my legs. "Doesn't mean we stop functioning."

He worked me with the same precision he applied to code, fingers curling inside while his thumb circled my clit. I came quietly, biting my lip, pussy clenching around his fingers.

"Better?" He withdrew his hand, wiping it on a tissue before returning to typing.

"For now."

Daniel returned to find me flushed but focused. We managed another hour of actual work before I had to leave. I retrieved Nathan's card from the conference room trash, smoothing the wrinkles. My fingers shook as I dialed.

"Ms. Bennett." He answered immediately. "Reconsidering?"

"I'd like to discuss your offer."

"St. Regis bar. Seven o'clock."

"That's not very professional-"

"Neither is your current situation. Seven."

The line went dead. The presumption of it-assuming I'd come, setting the location-should have angered me. Instead, it sent an unwanted flutter through my belly.

At five, Madison helped me prepare in the Sanctuary. Navy dress professional enough for a hotel bar but hinting at the curves beneath.

"Remember," she said, fixing my hair, "you're gathering information. Nothing more."

"What if he wants more?"

"Then you leave. No intel is worth violating your boundaries."

At 6:45, I entered the St. Regis bar. Nathan sat in a corner booth, sleeves rolled up to reveal surprisingly strong forearms. He'd ordered wine for both of us-presumptuous, again.

"Punctual. I appreciate that."

I slid into the booth, letting the dress ride up slightly. His eyes tracked the movement.

"Tell me about your offer."

"Chief Marketing Officer at Resonance Tech. One-ninety base, full benefits, stock options." The number matched his earlier promise of nearly double. "A path that doesn't depend on spreading your legs."

"And in return?"

"Information about my brother's operation. Documentation. Testimony if needed."

"Betrayal."

"Salvation." He leaned forward. "What happens when you're thirty-five? Forty? When younger women arrive?"

The questions hit uncomfortable truths. "The arrangement works for everyone."

"Does it?" His hand moved across the table. "Or have you confused being constantly available with being valued?"

"You don't understand-"

"I understand perfectly." His fingers found my wrist. "They took your desperation and monetized it."

I tried to pull away but his grip tightened. "Let go."

"Make me." His thumb stroked my pulse point, and my traitorous body responded with heat. "See? It looks like they've conditioned you to respond to any touch."

"Stop." The word came out breathy.

"This is what they've done. Turned you into someone who responds automatically."

I jerked my wrist free, placing my palm flat between us. "Don't touch me without permission."

His smile thinned. "Already defending the system that degrades you. Classic Stockholm syndrome."

"It's not-"

"Three weeks." He leaned back, studying me like a specimen. "Three weeks and you've internalized their programming completely. You probably can't even remember what it felt like to have boundaries."

The accusation stung because part of me wondered if he was right. Had I simply traded one form of captivity for another? But then I remembered the liberation I'd felt, the power of being desired, the community of women who understood.

His phone buzzed. He smiled coldly. "Perfect timing. Two more board members confirmed. I have five. It's over."

"No-"

"By Friday, your degrading arrangement will be history." He stood, dropping cash on the table. "The offer stands until Friday. After that, you'll be unemployed with a reputation that ensures you stay that way. Though someone with your developed skills won't stay unemployed long. There's always demand for women willing to do anything."

He leaned down, breath hot against my ear. "Think about it, Ms. Bennett. A real future, or continuing to be the office entertainment until they find someone younger and tighter."

I sat frozen as he left. Five board members. Everything we'd built would be destroyed.

My hands shook as I called Madison. "He has the votes. We're outflanked."

"Come back. Now."

The office blazed with light despite the hour. The Sanctuary held every female employee-Madison, Stella, Kira, Nova, Sarah, others I'd only seen in passing. They looked up as I entered.

"Five board members," I reported, voice shaky. "Friday vote."

"Then we fight," Stella said firmly.

"Tell us everything," Madison prompted.

I recounted Nathan's cold confidence, his grip on my wrist, his certainty we were victims. The women's faces darkened with each detail.

"He doesn't understand," Nova said quietly. "They see exploitation because they can't imagine choosing this."

"What if," Kira said slowly, "we showed them? Not reports-actual demonstration?"

"You mean...?"

"Friday's board vote. Show them exactly how willing we are."

"Live demonstration?" Sarah's eyes widened.

"Why not?" Kira stood, pacing. "Prove we're not coerced. Show our pleasure."

Madison nodded. "Risky but might work. Damien needs to know."

"I'll tell him," Stella said. "But first-morale."

"Morale?" I asked.

Madison's smile turned predatory. "When facing a threat, we remember why we're fighting." She looked around the room. "Who needs it?"

Every hand rose, including mine.

I stood before I could second-guess myself. "Let me do this."

The room went quiet. Madison raised an eyebrow. "Olivia?"

"Everyone's stressed. Scared we'll lose everything." I looked around at the faces-Nova's anxiety, Kira's defiance, Sarah's uncertainty. "I can help. I want to help."

"You don't have to-" Stella started.

"I know I don't have to." The words came firm, certain. "I want to. For all of us. To show ourselves what we're protecting."

Madison studied my face. "You're sure?"

"I need this too," I admitted. "And if it helps everyone remember why we're fighting, then yes. Absolutely."

"Then let's remind ourselves what we're protecting."

What followed was unlike anything I'd experienced. I moved to the standing workstation in the Sanctuary's main room, adjusting the desk to hip height myself. Madison stood behind me, hands gentle on my shoulders as I bent forward.

"You're going to take everyone who needs you," she murmured in my ear. "Show us all what we're fighting for."

The first was Marcus from sales, who'd been working late. He entered the Sanctuary, took in the scene-me bent over the desk, dress hiked up, Madison's hands steadying me-and understood immediately.

"May I?" he asked.

"I really need this. Please, fuck me hard," I replied, looking back over my shoulder, meeting his eyes with certainty.

Marcus freed himself, already thick and ready. The first inch burned against oversensitive flesh; he fed me the rest in one long push until his hips pinned me to the desk edge. My cry echoed off the walls as he set a steady rhythm, each thrust driving me against the desk.

"That's it," Madison whispered. "Take what we give you. Show us how much you love it."

Marcus spilled warmth that seeped when he pulled free. James crowded the space he left, driving deeper on the first stroke, the angle punching a helpless sound from me. Tom followed, cheeks flushed as Madison guided him to my hips; he bottomed out with a choked moan. A product manager I only knew by sight pressed between my lips while another filled me from behind.

Madison never left my side. Her voice in my ear kept me grounded as cock after cock filled me. "Breathe through it. You're doing beautifully. This is what we're protecting-this freedom, this pleasure."

Hands rolled me onto my back, lifting until my spine kissed cool laminate. Faces blurred but sensations stayed sharp. A cock in my mouth while another filled my pussy. Hands repositioning me without words. The desk creaking under the constant rhythm.

"She's flagging," someone observed after what felt like hours.

"No," I gasped around whoever was in my mouth. "More. Need more."

Madison laughed softly. "There's our girl."

I was lifted onto the floor, a mat cushioning my knees as they bent me forward. Face down, ass up, taking whoever knelt behind me while I sucked whoever knelt in front. The women watched, some touching themselves, others holding each other.

"This is what Nathan wants to take," Stella said to the room. "This community. This pleasure."

"Never," Kira replied fiercely.

What started as focused attention on me began to spread through the room like wildfire. Nova approached James hesitantly, then kissed him with sudden hunger. Sarah from accounting pulled Tom against the wall, her hands fumbling with his belt. The Sanctuary transformed into something beautiful and chaotic-bodies finding each other in desperate celebration of what we might lose.

I stayed on my hands and knees as Marcus drove into me from behind, his hands gripping my hips while I took Lucas's cock in my mouth. The dual sensation made me dizzy-the stretch and fullness below, the weight on my tongue above. Every nerve felt electrified, hypersensitive from hours of use.

To my right, Kira straddled Alex on one of the chairs, riding him with fierce intensity while Madison kissed her neck. On the other side, Nova knelt between James's legs, her mouth working him with gentle enthusiasm as Stella's hands traced patterns on her back.

"Switch," someone called out, and bodies rearranged like dancers who knew the choreography. Marcus pulled free with a wet sound, immediately replaced by Carlos whose first thrust made me cry out around Lucas's cock. The angle was different, deeper, hitting spots that made my vision blur.

Lucas pulled from my mouth, helping me up and onto my back across the low table. Carlos followed, driving back inside as Lucas moved to my head. I arched, taking Lucas into my throat as Carlos's rhythm built. Around us, the orgy intensified-moans and gasps creating a symphony of shared pleasure.

Sarah bent over the desk where this had started, taking two men in alternation while Kira's mouth worked between her legs. The sight of Sarah's face-eyes rolled back, mouth open in bliss-sent fresh heat through me. This was consent made visible, pleasure as rebellion.

"Here," Madison guided me as Carlos finished inside me with a shuddering groan. She helped me to my feet, leading me to where Alex sat on the couch. "He's been waiting."

I straddled Alex's lap, sinking down onto his cock with a gasp. The position put me in control for the first time all night, and I used it-rolling my hips, finding the angle that made us both moan. Behind me, someone's hands-Lucas's, I thought-traced my spine while another cock pressed against my lips.

The room had become a landscape of intertwined bodies. Nova rode Tom reverse cowgirl while James fucked Stella against the windows, their silhouettes outlined by the city lights. Sarah had moved to the floor, taking Marcus while Lucas's mouth worked between her legs. Every surface held bodies in various configurations of pleasure.

I took Lucas into my mouth while continuing to ride Alex, the dual stimulation making my thighs shake. Hands roamed my body-I couldn't tell whose anymore, didn't care. Someone's fingers found my clit, circling as I bounced on Alex's cock and sucked Lucas deeper.

"God, look at her," someone breathed. "Taking everything we give her."

The words pushed me over, orgasm crashing through me with violent intensity. I came screaming around Lucas's cock, my pussy clenching Alex so tight he groaned and filled me immediately after.

But they weren't done with me. Gentle hands lifted me, repositioning me on the thick rug. I found myself on my side, James spooning behind me, his cock sliding easily into my soaked pussy. In front of me, Carlos offered his cock to my mouth while Alex positioned himself to take me from above when James finished.

Being used at both ends-James's steady thrusts from behind, Carlos fucking my throat, Alex waiting his turn-should have overwhelmed me. Instead, it felt like floating, like being held by the tide. Every sensation blended into pure pleasure, boundaries dissolving until I existed only as need and satisfaction.

Hours blurred together. I moved between positions and partners like liquid, each transition smooth and natural. Bent over the chair taking Marcus while sucking Alex. Lying back on the table, legs spread wide as Marcus fucked me deep while I stroked Lucas with both hands. On my knees in the center of the room, taking turns sucking everyone who gathered around me in a circle.

The women joined more actively as the night progressed. Madison straddled my face while I lay beneath Carlos, her pussy wet and warm against my tongue as he drove into me. Nova knelt beside us, her mouth replacing mine on Madison when Carlos pulled me up to fuck me standing, my legs wrapped around his waist.

"This is power," Madison gasped as I licked her clit. "This is choice."

Around us, bodies shifted and changed partners organically. Sarah moved from Tom to James to Alex without pause, each man treating her like something precious. Kira had Lucas and Alex's undivided attention, taking turns between them while they worshipped her body with hands and mouths.

I lost count of how many times I came, how many cocks filled me, how many mouths I fed. My body became a conduit for shared pleasure, proof of everything we'd built together. The men handled me with reverent care even in their desperation, understanding I was giving them something irreplaceable.

Near midnight, they had me in the center of the room again, but this time I was suspended-strong arms supporting my weight as someone fucked up into me while I hung boneless between them. The position left me completely open, completely trusting, and the vulnerability somehow made every sensation more intense.

"You're incredible," Lucas whispered, his usual control completely shattered. "What you're doing for us-"

"For me too," I managed between gasps. "This is who I am."

The confession seemed to unlock something in everyone. The pace intensified, became more desperate. Bodies pressed closer, hands roamed more freely. Someone lifted my legs higher, changing the angle until I was screaming with each thrust.

Carlos then took his time with me, positioning me on my back on the wide ottoman with my legs over his shoulders. The angle let him drive deep, each stroke deliberate and claiming.

"You're saving us," he murmured, pressing kisses to my ankles. "Showing everyone what's at stake."

Around us, the orgy continued in waves. Partners switched and combined in new configurations-Sarah taking two men while Kira's mouth worked between her legs. Nova riding Marcus while James and Alex worshipped her breasts. Madison directed the beautiful chaos while occasionally joining when her body demanded it.

When Carlos came inside me, it triggered another orgasm that left me convulsing uncontrollably. The intensity was so overwhelming that I couldn't tell where pleasure ended and pain began-every nerve firing at once, my body no longer entirely my own.

The men who had been watching moved closer, drawn by my helpless cries. Hands steadied me as someone else took Carlos's place, then another after him. I floated in sensation, supported by their strength, taken by their need, used and worshipped simultaneously.

"Look what she's giving us," James's voice reached me through the haze. "Look what she's proving."

The words anchored me enough to open my eyes, to see their faces-not just lust but gratitude, wonder, something approaching awe. I had become the embodiment of our culture, living proof that this was about more than just sex.

"More," I whispered, the word barely audible. "Need more."

They gave me more. Everything. Bodies arranged around me in configurations that shouldn't have worked but did. Pleasure layered on pleasure until I existed in a space beyond ordinary sensation, where every touch sent lightning through my nerve endings.

When Madison finally called enough, I couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could only lie there shaking as gentle hands cleaned and tended to me, as soft voices told me how incredible I'd been, how I'd saved us all.

"Enough," she said firmly. "She's done enough."

They carried me to one of the beds. An electrolyte packet dissolved on my tongue while Stella massaged my aching thighs. The care, the tenderness after such intense use, made me cry.

"Why?" I asked through tears.

"Because you just showed us all why we're fighting," Madison said. "You took everything and begged for more. That's not exploitation-that's power."

The male staff had gathered in the Sanctuary, watching as the women tended to me and eachother. Their faces showed satisfaction, but also reverence.

"Friday," Damien said to the room. "We show the board exactly this. Consent. Pleasure. Choice."

Agreement rippled through the crowd.

At the doorway, I caught Daniel's silhouette-a flash of his profile, eyes wide, fixed on the careful way Madison and Stella tended to me. Our gazes locked for a breath. He gave the smallest nod, then stepped back into the hall.

They helped me home near dawn, Madison and Nova supporting me to a company car. Every muscle ached. I could barely walk. But beneath the exhaustion was something else-fierce pride. I'd given everything to prove our culture was worth saving.

"Rest today," Madison said as they helped me into my apartment. "Thursday we plan. Friday we win."

I slept until afternoon, body still humming with aftershocks. When I finally checked my phone, the group chat had exploded with messages of support and gratitude. Photos from the night-nothing explicit, just faces glowing with determination.

Daniel had texted separately: "Heard what you did. We need to talk."

I deleted it. There was nothing to discuss. He'd chosen to work here knowing what it was. Either he accepted it or he didn't.

Thursday arrived gray and cool. Damien blocked off a long working session for the investor deck-Alex, Daniel, and me in a room until it sang. Madison scheduled the women's demonstration planning for later.

As I slid my badge at the elevator, my phone buzzed with calendar holds and a conference room assignment. We were locked in together today.

I wasn't sure what would be harder: sitting across from Daniel for hours or convincing investors that what we had was worth saving. Either way, the next chapter would decide everything.


⚜




Chapter 7: Building bridges

⚜

Thursday morning arrived with San Francisco wrapped in fog so thick the office windows looked painted white. My body carried Tuesday's marathon in every step; tender muscles with the deep satisfaction of being thoroughly used.

I'd chosen my softest dress-dove gray jersey that draped rather than clung, gentle on hypersensitive skin. Bare beneath the jersey-fabric skimming my hips. The ache through my muscles felt like proof, throbbing with my heartbeat.

The elevator ride to twenty-three felt longer than usual. Each floor that ticked by sent a different memory through my body-phantom hands gripping my hips, the stretch of being filled over and over, the way my voice had gone hoarse from crying out. By the time the doors opened, my pussy was already responding with a familiar warmth despite the soreness.

Nova looked up from her desk with obvious concern. She wore a mint green dress today that barely covered her ass, but her usual bright energy seemed subdued.

"How are you feeling?" she asked softly. "Tuesday was... intense."

"Sore but good," I admitted, shifting my weight carefully. Every muscle from my inner thighs to my lower back protested the movement. "Worth it."

Her smile held understanding. "Conference room seven. Alex and Daniel are already there. Damien wants the deck perfect by end of day." She paused, then added quietly, "Daniel asked about you three times this morning. Whether you were coming in, if you were okay."

Heat rose before I could stop it. I curled my fingers around the pen until it dented my palm.

Conference room seven was one of the smaller spaces, meant for focused work rather than presentations. Through the glass, I could see Alex bent over his laptop while Daniel stood at the whiteboard, mapping out slide structures with aggressive strokes.

They both looked up when I entered. Alex's gaze was clinical, cataloging my careful movements. Daniel's expression cycled through concern, something darker, then forced neutrality.

"Coffee?" Daniel asked, already moving toward the side table where someone had set up a full service-carafe, real cream, even pastries from the bakery downstairs.

"Please." I lowered myself carefully into a chair.

Daniel's jaw tightened as he poured, adding cream without asking-he remembered how I took it. The small gesture of memory made my ribs tighten with something I didn't want to name.

"Here." He set the mug in front of me, fingertips brushing mine on the handle. "There's ibuprofen in my bag if you need it."

"I'm fine."

"You can barely walk," he said quietly, taking the seat beside me rather than across. "What did they-what happened Tuesday?"

"Morale building," I said simply, wrapping my hands around the warm mug. "We needed to remember why we're fighting. I volunteered."

Alex looked up from his screen. "The whole office is still talking about it. What you did, taking everyone who needed you for hours-it unified them, energised them."

"It wasn't strategy," I corrected. "It was necessary. For all of us. Including me."

Daniel reached for my hand, stopped himself. "Olivia-"

"We have work to do," I cut him off, opening my laptop. "Show me where we are with the deck."

For the next two hours, we found an unexpected rhythm. Alex handled data visualization while Daniel structured the narrative flow. I crafted the messaging, turning dry metrics into compelling story. The tension from earlier in the week had shifted into something more productive-still present but channeled into the work.

Daniel had moved his chair closer to see my screen, close enough that I could smell his cologne-the same cedar and sage he'd always worn. When he leaned over to point at something, his shoulder brushed mine, sending unexpected warmth through me. Not arousal exactly, but something more complicated. Comfort. Familiarity.

"This slide needs restructuring," he said, but his voice had gone soft. "The data's strong but the story gets lost."

"What if we lead with the satisfaction metrics?" I suggested, fingers flying over the keyboard. "Show the human element before the financial returns?"

"Yes, exactly." His hand settled on the back of my chair, not quite touching me but close enough to feel the heat. "That's perfect."

Alex watched us with interest. "You two work well together when you're not avoiding each other."

Before either of us could respond, Kira knocked on the glass door. Her expression was professional but I recognized the flush in her cheeks, the slight tremor in her hands.

"Sorry to interrupt," she said, entering with her laptop. "Daniel, I need you to review the authentication module before I push to production."

Daniel glanced at me, then at Kira's obvious state of need. "Can it wait? We're in the middle of-"

"Please," Kira said quietly, and the plea in her voice was unmistakable. "I really need your help."

Understanding dawned on Daniel's face. His whole body went rigid, that muscle in his jaw ticking. Kira had positioned herself against the wall, laptop balanced in one hand, her skirt already riding up her thighs. She looked at him with naked want, biting her lip.

"You should help her," Alex said mildly, not looking up from his screen. "We can continue working while you handle that."

Daniel stood slowly, like moving through water. Kira set her laptop on the side table and lifted her skirt higher, revealing she wore nothing underneath. The invitation was clear.

"Kira, I-" Daniel started, but she pressed a finger to his lips.

"Please," she whispered. "I've been thinking about getting fucked again since Tuesday. Need someone who wasn't there, someone fresh. I need a full load in me."

Daniel's eyes found mine across the room. Something passed between us-a question, maybe permission, I wasn't sure. I found myself nodding slightly, my throat suddenly dry.

He moved toward Kira with controlled intent. His hands gripped her waist, lifting her against the wall. When he kissed her, it started controlled, then turned hungry as she moaned into his mouth.

I should have looked away, focused on the slides, given them privacy. Instead, I watched as Daniel freed his cock-thicker than I remembered-and drove into Kira's wet pussy with one claiming thrust. She cried out, legs locking around his waist as he set a brutal pace that knocked her breath into whimpers.

His rhythm was different than I remembered-more confident, more controlled. Eight months had changed him too. But what made my pulse race was how he kept glancing at me. Every few thrusts, his eyes would find mine, dark with something I couldn't quite read.

Kira was lost in it, head thrown back against the wall, small perky breasts bouncing with each impact. "Harder," she gasped, and Daniel obliged, the wall creaking slightly under the force.

A hot pull low in my belly made me shift in my chair. Every thrust he gave Kira sent an echo through me-my nipples dragging hard against the jersey, wetness spreading beneath me. This was how he fucked now-claiming, demanding. Never like this with me. Never this raw hunger that made Kira's eyes roll back.

Alex continued typing steadily, apparently unbothered by the display. "Add retention to the satisfaction slide," he said while Kira moaned behind us, his hand absently squeezing my knee under the table. The touch sent heat straight to my core.

"Good idea," I managed, my voice only slightly unsteady. I forced my attention back to the screen, typing while the wet sounds of sex filled the small room. My fingers trembled slightly on the keyboard, missing keys as another particularly loud moan from Kira made my core clench involuntarily.

The sound was getting to me-the rhythmic slap of skin, Kira's breathy gasps, the creak of the wall under the force of Daniel's thrusts. I could see their reflection in my laptop screen, distorted but unmistakable. Daniel's hands gripped Kira's thighs, holding her up, his hips driving forward with increasing urgency. The muscles in his back flexed with each movement, visible through his dress shirt.

Daniel's breathing turned ragged. He shifted angle, driving deeper, and Kira's chant broke into sobbing gasps. "Fuck, yes, right there-" Her pussy must have been clenching him hard because his rhythm faltered. Then she screamed, convulsing around his cock, the wet sound of her orgasm obscene in the small room. Daniel groaned, hips jerking as he pumped his cum deep inside her, each pulse visible in the cords of his neck.

They stayed pressed against the wall for a moment, both panting. Then Daniel carefully lowered Kira to her feet, helping her smooth down her skirt. She kissed his cheek sweetly.

"Thank you," she said, gathering her laptop. "The code review can actually wait until tomorrow." She winked at us both before heading to the door.

After she left, Daniel returned to his seat beside me. His hair was mussed, collar askew, and heat still rolled off him. Kira's musk clung to his shirt, mixing with sweat and something unmistakably spent. The smell coated the back of my throat. My thighs pressed together on instinct, the wet spot beneath me spreading wider.

"Where were we?" he asked, voice carefully neutral.

"Retention rates," Alex supplied helpfully.

We worked for another hour, the atmosphere changed but not unpleasant. Daniel had relaxed somehow, the constant tension in his shoulders eased. He collaborated more freely, even laughing when I made a joke about our terrible first attempt at a marketing campaign years ago.

"You remember that?" he asked, surprised.

"The one where we accidentally implied the software could cure depression? Hard to forget."

"Harrison was furious when he saw our pitch," Daniel recalled. "Remember? You'd brought me in to consult on the tech side." For a moment it felt like before-easy, comfortable, just two people who knew each other well.

Alex's phone buzzed. "I need to handle something with the development team. You two continue. I'll review whatever you have in an hour."

After he left, the room felt smaller. Daniel and I worked in silence for a few minutes, both hyperaware of being alone together.

"Tuesday night," he finally said. "I saw some of it. At the end, when Madison was taking care of you."

I stayed focused on my screen. "And?"

"It was beautiful," he admitted quietly. "Not just the sex-though that was... intense. But the way everyone cared for you after. The community of it."

"You saw how they held me after," I said quietly. "The water at my lips, the careful hands. That's the part that matters."

"I'm starting to understand that." He paused, fingers drumming on the table. "I was wrong. Before. About you being frigid."

"No, you were right. I was frigid with you. We weren't compatible."

"We could have been," he said softly. "If I'd known what you needed. If you'd felt safe enough to tell me."

"I didn't know what I needed then." I finally looked at him directly. "It took losing everything to find it."

His hand moved across the table, stopping just short of mine. "I'm glad you found it. Even if it's not something I entirely understand yet."

"Yet?"

"I'm trying," he said. "Being here, seeing you so... alive. It's making me reconsider things I thought I knew."

"Don't change for me," I warned. "That door's closed."

"I know." His fingers brushed mine, the lightest touch. "But maybe we can find a way to work together moving forward. As colleagues. Maybe friends."

"Maybe," I allowed, not pulling my hand away.

We returned to the deck, the moment passing but leaving something softer in its wake. By three o'clock, we'd created something actually impressive-data and narrative woven together into a compelling case for preserving Apex's culture.

"This is good," Daniel said, reviewing our work. "Really good."

"We make a decent team," I admitted. "When we're not at each other's throats."

"Olivia, I-" Madison's knock interrupted whatever he'd been about to say.

"Women's strategy meeting," she announced, entering. "Conference room one. You coming?"

I saved our work and stood, still moving carefully. Daniel's hand shot out to steady me when I wobbled slightly.

"Thanks," I said, surprised by the gesture.

In conference room one, the female staff had assembled-Stella with financial projections, Kira with her laptop, Nova taking notes, others I'd worked alongside for weeks but rarely talked to beyond the necessity of our roles.

"The board needs to see willing participation," Madison began. "Not just consent but enthusiasm."

"I'll present topless," Stella offered. "Show them we're comfortable with our bodies."

"I could service someone during the meeting," Nova suggested. "Demonstrate the seamless integration with business operations."

"What about Olivia?" Kira asked. "She's become something of a symbol after Tuesday."

All eyes turned to me.

"What do you need from me?" I asked.

Madison smiled. "Your presence might be enough. But if the moment calls for it, would you be willing to demonstrate?"

"Whatever it takes," I said firmly. "This is our home. Our choice. I'll do whatever's necessary to protect it."

We strategized for two more hours, planning contingencies, discussing boundaries, ensuring everyone was comfortable with their roles. The solidarity among us was palpable-not just colleagues but sisters in something deeper.

By the time I returned to conference room seven, it was past five. Daniel sat alone, still working on the deck.

"Alex had to leave," he explained. "But I wanted to finish the animations."

I sat beside him again, noting he'd added thoughtful touches throughout-transitions that drew the eye, highlights that emphasized key points.

"You've been busy," I observed.

"I want this to work," he said. "Not just for the company but... for you. For all of you. You deserve to choose how you live."

"Thank you," I said, meaning it.

We worked until the office emptied, until it was just us and the nighttime cleaning crew. At some point, Daniel ordered Thai food, remembering my favorite without asking. We ate sitting on the floor, backs against the wall, looking at the city lights through the window.

"This is nice," I said, surprising myself. "Just... normal."

"We had normal once," he pointed out. "Before everything went wrong."

"That wasn't normal. That was two people pretending."

"Maybe," he agreed. "But this feels real."

"Don't," I warned, but gently. "Don't make this something it's not."

"I'm not," he said. "I'm just saying that maybe we can salvage something. Not what we had, but something new. Something honest."

Before I could respond, my phone buzzed with a text from Madison: "Go home, both of you. Tomorrow's the big day."

We gathered our things in comfortable silence. In the elevator, Daniel stood close but not touching, that careful distance he'd been maintaining all day.

"Are you sure you're feeling okay?" he asked as we reached the lobby.

"Mother hen," I teased, but yes, I was. The ache had faded to something manageable.

"Someone has to look after you," he said, then caught himself. "Not that you need-I just mean-"

"I know what you mean," I said softly. "Thank you."

We stood outside the building, fog swirling around us. For a moment, I imagined stepping into his arms, feeling that familiar comfort. But that was the past, and we both knew it.

"See you tomorrow," I said instead.

"We're going to win," he said with surprising confidence. "The deck is perfect. The demonstration will be powerful. Nathan won't know what hit him."

"I hope you're right."

Daniel stepped closer, hand reaching toward my face, then dropping. "You're extraordinary, Olivia. What you've become, what you've chosen-it's not what I expected, but it's extraordinary."

Before I could respond, he turned and walked into the fog.

At home, I filled the tub with scalding water and Epsom salts, letting the heat work into every tender muscle until my skin turned pink. My body still ached but it was better, manageable. The work with Daniel had been surprisingly pleasant once we'd found our rhythm. The moment watching him with Kira had stirred something I wasn't ready to examine.

I thought about his hand almost touching mine, the careful way he'd helped me into my chair, the concern in his eyes. Not possession or jealousy-genuine care. Maybe we could find something new. Not romance, but connection. Understanding.

That night, I dreamed about Daniel. Not memories of our past but something new-his hands on me with the confidence I'd seen him show with Kira. Taking me against the conference room window while the city watched. His mouth between my legs in the Sanctuary while other men waited their turn. Using me the way everyone else did, but his eyes holding something deeper.

I woke at three AM with my fingers already working my swollen clit, the dream so vivid I could still feel phantom hands spreading me wide. In sleep, Daniel had bent me over the conference table, his cock stretching me the way I'd watched him stretch Kira. But deeper, harder, claiming me for everyone to see.

My fingers slipped through the wetness, finding that spot that made my back arch. In the dream his hands had gripped my hips hard, his voice rough: "This is what you needed all along." The city lights had blurred as he pounded into me, each thrust knocking presentations off the table.

"Fuck," I gasped into my pillow, adding a third finger, chasing the fullness I craved. My pussy clenched around my fingers as I imagined him filling me with his cum, marking me as thoroughly used.

I came hard, Daniel's name breaking from my lips as my body convulsed. The orgasm rolled through me in waves, leaving me shaking and soaked.

Tomorrow was about saving Apex. The presentation would decide everything. Daniel and I had found something-not love, not romance. Something quieter that might hold.

Tomorrow would decide everything. I closed my eyes and tried to find sleep, my body still humming with the echo of dreams I couldn't quite forget.


⚜




Chapter 8: The presentation

⚜

Friday arrived with crystalline clarity-no fog to soften edges, just sharp light cutting between buildings like a blade. The city looked exposed, every angle visible, nothing hidden. Perfect weather for revelations.

I dressed with intention, each piece chosen for the statement it would make coming off. The cream silk blouse buttoned to my throat, thin enough that light would show through once my blazer was gone. The charcoal blazer tailored to emphasize without revealing. The pencil skirt hitting just below my knees, lined so it would whisper when it fell. Boardroom armor designed to be shed piece by piece.

Underneath, black lace for confidence. The bra pushed my DDs up, creating cleavage even through conservative clothes, the delicate fabric already chafing my perpetually hard nipples. The matching thong was damp before I'd finished my makeup, my body anticipating what was coming. I applied lipstick with steady hands-a shade that wouldn't smudge too obviously.

The commute felt significant. Every stop brought us closer to the confrontation that would decide everything. Other passengers went about their morning routines, oblivious to the battle about to be fought with bodies instead of briefs.

The elevator to twenty-five felt like ascending toward destiny. Each floor that ticked by made my pulse quicken. Madison had directed us straight to the executive boardroom-the space reserved for quarterly investor meetings, for decisions that shaped the company's future. Today it would witness something unprecedented.

The boardroom stretched the width of the building, three walls of glass framing the city. The massive oak table seated twenty, though only twelve chairs were occupied. The projector hummed, throwing heat against my shins. Air conditioning needled through silk.

Nathan sat at the far end, flanked by four board members-older men in suits that cost more than cars, expressions ranging from curious to hostile. Other investors filled the sides, including two women who looked deeply uncomfortable.

Madison met me at the door, pressing a folder into my hands. "Richard pre-cleared everyone within the 48-hour window," she murmured. "Health screenings confirmed, consent addendums signed. External participant protocols logged with HR."

Relief washed through me. At least that base was covered.

Damien stood at the presentation screen, commanding the room despite the tension. Madison, Stella, and Kira positioned themselves strategically. Daniel sat with Alex near the controls, jaw tight.

"Thank you for coming," Damien began. "We're here to address concerns about Apex Dynamics' approach and show why it not only works but thrives."

I moved to the front, heels announcing each step. The remote warmed in my grip as I advanced the first slide.

"Apex Dynamics has experienced unprecedented growth," I began, voice steady. "Revenue up three hundred percent, client retention at ninety-four percent, employee satisfaction among the highest in tech."

The slides flowed-graphs ascending, testimonials from Fortune 500 clients, analyses crushing competitors. I stayed focused on data, letting numbers tell their story.

"These results," I continued, "stem directly from our innovative productivity approach."

Nathan's chair protested as he leaned forward. "Ms. Bennett, we're aware of your... innovations. What we question is legality, morality, sustainability."

"Valid concerns," I acknowledged, clicking to our legal framework. "Which is why we've built comprehensive-"

"Comprehensive?" Nathan's voice sliced through mine. "You call systematic sexual coercion comprehensive?"

"No one's coerced," Stella interjected from the window. "We all opted in. Enthusiastically."

Nathan's laugh turned bitter. "Opted? When unemployment was the alternative?"

"Every job trades something," Madison said, stepping forward in her burgundy dress. "We're just upfront about what we offer."

"You've normalized something wrong," Nathan insisted, face flushing.

The room erupted-board members arguing, Damien calling for order. I stood watching Nathan's facade crack. His gaze kept dropping to where silk pulled across my chest.

Damien caught my eye-the slightest chin tilt.

My fingers found the blazer's top button. Conversation died as I worked each button, letting the jacket fall open.

"What are you-" Nathan started.

"Showing you something," I said, shrugging the blazer off. It whispered onto the table.

My hands moved to the blouse. Button by button, maintaining eye contact with Nathan as lace appeared. The silk slid off my shoulders. I reached behind, unhooking the bra, letting it fall away. My nipples were already peaked, hard from the air conditioning and anticipation.

"This is inappropriate," a board member managed, staring at my bare breasts.

"Is it?" I asked, continuing the quarterly projections topless. "I'm making a point. No one forced this."

Madison moved beside me, her dress pooling at her feet to reveal crimson lingerie. "We all make this decision."

Stella's jacket opened to show a leather harness framing her breasts. "Every single day."

Kira pulled her dress over her head, wearing only tiny panties, her small breasts perfect. "Because we want to."

Nathan's face cycled from red to pale as more women entered and undressed. Nova in pink lace, Sarah in simple cotton that looked somehow more erotic. Others I'd worked beside, all revealing themselves with calm confidence.

Nathan stared, pupils dark, a visible bulge forming in his trousers. But he stayed silent now, jaw working.

"Would you like me to show you more thoroughly?" I asked, moving around the table toward him.

His breath caught audibly.

"You claim we're victims. Let me prove otherwise." I stopped before his chair, close enough he had to look up. "Let me show exactly how much I want this."

He gripped the chair arms, speechless.

"Madison," I said without breaking eye contact, sliding the remote across the table to her, "continue the projections while I provide a practical illustration."

"Of course," Madison said smoothly, taking the clicker, still in lingerie.

I placed hands on Nathan's shoulders, feeling him tense. "I need your permission. In front of everyone-may I show you our reality?"

Silence gathered. His internal battle played across his face-ideology versus obvious arousal.

"May I?" I pressed, thumb brushing his collar. "Yes or no."

A long pause. Then, barely audible: "Yes."

My pulse thudded in my throat. Everything contracted to his mouth and that word. Heat flashed through me like striking a match.

I straddled his lap smoothly, skirt riding up. His hands lifted toward my hips, then dropped.

"Touch me," I said clearly. "That's the point. Mutual benefit."

His hands settled on my waist tentatively. Through his trousers, I felt him completely hard, pressing against me.

"Our arrangement," I said, addressing the room while grinding against him, "recognizes that satisfaction enhances everything."

Madison clicked through slides. "As shown, our approach creates measurable improvements."

My hands found his belt, working it open. "Every encounter has explicit permission."

"Olivia," Nathan said roughly, "you don't-"

"I want to," I corrected, freeing his cock. Thicker than expected, already leaking precum. "That's what you're missing."

I stood just long enough to shimmy out of my skirt and thong. The black lace puddled beside his chair. Completely naked now, I positioned myself over him, guiding his tip to my entrance. I was soaked-arousal had been building since I'd dressed this morning, coating my folds.

Everyone watched transfixed as I sank down, taking him completely. The stretch made me gasp-he filled me perfectly, the angle letting him reach spots that sent electricity up my spine.

"Fuck," Nathan groaned, composure shattered. His fingers dug into my hips hard.

"Satisfaction metrics," Madison continued, advancing slides, "correlate directly with innovation scores."

I rode him properly now-slow circles that dragged his thick vein along my front wall, making me gasp each time it caught that perfect ridge inside me. Then short hungry drops that ground my clit against his pubic bone, the coarse hair there adding friction that sent lightning through my belly. The chair's casters squeaked in protest, rolling slightly with each movement. Wet percussion filled the boardroom-the obscene squelch of his cock pushing through my wetness, the slap of skin meeting skin. I could feel myself dripping down to coat his balls, my arousal mixing with his pre-cum to create a puddle on the expensive leather.

His cock felt different than I'd expected-thicker at the base with a pronounced ridge below the head that caught and dragged perfectly with each stroke. The angle of the chair meant he hit deep, pressing against my cervix in a way that bordered on too much but made me crave more. His hands had found their confidence now, gripping my hips to guide my rhythm, pulling me down harder with each drop.

Madison slipped under the table with practiced grace. Nathan's entire body went rigid when her tongue found his balls. Through our connection, I felt his cock pulse and thicken. She sucked one into her mouth, rolling it with her tongue before moving to the other. Then she traced lower, finding that sensitive spot that made his hips jerk involuntarily. The dual sensation-my pussy gripping him above, her mouth worshipping him below-had him trembling.

"Christ," he gasped, his control fracturing. His hips started bucking up to meet my downward motion, driving even deeper.

"The program is voluntary," Stella explained calmly, having moved to demonstrate with Mr. Hutchinson, another board member. She'd asked clearly, "May I show you what we offer?" and he'd stammered "God yes, please" before she'd even finished the question. Now she rode him reverse cowgirl, her perfect ass bouncing as she worked herself on his cock. The wet sounds of their joining mixed with ours, creating a symphony of sex. "With multiple safeguards for everyone's protection."

The atmosphere shifted completely. After a quick "May I?" and another board member's eager nod, Kira knelt between his legs, taking him so deep her nose pressed to his trimmed hair, throat fluttering as she breathed through her nose. Tears gathered at her eyes' corners from the stretch, spit stringing when she pulled back to gasp before diving down again. Another stammered "Yes please" before Nova even finished asking, then she straddled him, her bubble butt working in waves that had him gripping the table.

But I stayed focused on Nathan, on how his control had dissolved completely. His cock pulsed inside me, stretching me with each throb. Madison's mouth on his balls combined with my rhythm had him close already.

"Still think we're victims?" I whispered in his ear, clenching my pussy around him.

"No," he gasped. "God no. You're-this is-"

I increased my pace, chasing my own peak. He hit that perfect spot with each thrust. My clit ground against him, sending sparks through my belly. The first wave built fast.

"The quarterly projections," Madison said from under the table, pausing her oral attention, "show continued growth."

Nathan's hands moved to my breasts, squeezing as his rhythm turned erratic. "I'm going to-"

"Yes," I commanded, clenching harder. "Show everyone how much you want this."

His cock thickened impossibly, the head flaring inside me. I felt the first pulse travel up his shaft before the hot spurt hit deep inside. That sensation-him filling me, marking me from within-triggered my orgasm like a switch being flipped.

I came screaming, my pussy clamping down so hard Nathan groaned in response. Wave after wave crashed through me, each contraction of my inner walls milking another rope of cum from him. He filled me with more than I'd expected-pulse after pulse of heat flooding me deep. The overflow spilled out around his shaft, warm streams running down to slick his balls and streak the leather beneath us.

My whole body shook with the intensity, thighs trembling, stomach muscles contracting, even my toes curling in my heels. Nathan's hands moved to my waist, holding me steady as I convulsed on his cock, his own body shuddering with each aftershock. Madison had pulled back slightly, but I could feel her breath on my inner thigh, watching our joined bodies leak evidence of what had just happened.

I stayed on his lap as we both came down, feeling his cock soften slightly but remain inside me, still twitching with residual pulses. More of his cum leaked out with each twitch, the warm slide of it sensitizing already overstimulated nerves. His expression had shifted completely-from hostile skepticism to stunned recognition to something approaching reverence. His hands gentled on my hips, thumbs stroking small circles as if he couldn't quite stop touching me.

"The vote," he said roughly, clearing his throat. "I... withdraw my objection."

"Really?" Damien asked mildly.

Nathan looked around-at Stella facing Hutchinson now, his mouth on her breast, at Kira swallowing another man's release while maintaining eye contact, at Nova taking a cock deep into the back of her throat.

"You're all... participating willingly. Eagerly." His voice held wonder.

"Every day," I confirmed, climbing off carefully. His cum immediately ran down my thighs in thick streams, pooling on the floor. I made no move to clean up.

"Directors' vote on maintaining current structure?" Damien called formally.

"Just directors," someone clarified. "Not observers."

Hands rose around the table-even Nathan's.

"Motion carries. Meeting adjourned."

The boardroom slowly returned to something like normal. People dressed, wiped away evidence. But the energy had shifted fundamentally. The threat was gone.

Nathan stood on shaky legs, tucking himself away with trembling hands. He looked at me-naked, dripping with his release-with bewilderment and respect.

"You're not what I expected, Ms. Bennett."

"Good," I said simply. "Maybe next time ask us what we want instead of assuming."

He nodded slowly, then turned to Damien. "I'll need the real quarterly reports. If this continues, I need to understand it."

"Madison will schedule follow-up," Damien said, as if his HR director hadn't just been tonguing his balls.

As board members filed out-many dazed but satisfied-Daniel approached with my blazer.

"Here," he said quietly, helping me into it without touching skin.

"Thanks," I said, oddly touched.

"You were extraordinary," he said, holding my gaze. "The way you took control-incredible."

Madison appeared with warm towels and a spare pencil skirt from the emergency wardrobe. She pressed hot terry cloth to my inner thigh where Nathan's cum still leaked, her palm steady against my skin until the trembling stopped. "Let's get you cleaned up. We're celebrating."

I slipped into the borrowed skirt-navy blue and slightly shorter than my usual-before following her to the Sanctuary.

The Sanctuary had transformed into victory headquarters. Someone had brought champagne from the executive floor-cork pops punctuated conversations like exclamation points. Real laughter now, not nervous energy. Women celebrated not just for what they'd done but who they were.

I'd rinsed off somewhat, though warmth still seeped occasionally-a reminder of what transpired. Several women wore similar evidence proudly. Stella had finger-shaped bruises on her hips, Kira's throat was marked red, Madison moved like someone thoroughly satisfied.

"We did it," Nova said, pulling me into a hug that smelled of sex and champagne. "The way you handled Nathan-perfect."

"Team effort," I corrected, though pride bloomed in my chest.

Carlos appeared with champagne, grinning wider than I'd seen. "Hottest presentation ever. Nathan didn't stand a chance once you climbed on."

The afternoon dissolved into celebration. Stories shared with the giddy energy of soldiers after a won battle. Sarah recounted how Hutchinson had nearly fallen off his chair when Stella first straddled him, his hands flailing before finding her hips. Kira demonstrated with her hands how her assignment had actually applauded mid-orgasm, his composure completely shattered as he came down her throat. The executive who'd seemed most hostile - the one with the permanent scowl - had begged Nova for her number, promising to return as a client if she'd have him.

"He actually said please," Nova laughed, champagne making her eyes bright. "This man who probably hasn't said please since childhood, begging me for my number."

The stories layered on each other, each woman adding details. How one of the female board members had approached Stella quietly afterward, asking about the program, about possibilities. Plans emerged for expansion, for strengthening what we'd protected. Ideas flew-satellite offices, training programs, a formal structure for what had been organic.

I found myself at the center of it, women approaching to touch my arm, to thank me, to share their own moments of victory. The warmth of their acceptance, their recognition, filled something I hadn't known was empty.

Lucas found me later, pulling me aside to a quieter corner. His usual intensity had softened into something almost tender.

"Tuesday night, then today-you've become something like our champion," he said, voice low enough that only I could hear.

"Just someone who knows what she wants," I deflected, uncomfortable with the weight of his words.

"No," he said seriously, catching my chin gently to make me meet his eyes. "More than that. You embody what this place represents. The fearlessness, the ownership of desire, the refusal to apologize. When you climbed onto Nathan's lap, you weren't just fucking him. You were claiming space for all of us."

The weight of that settled on my shoulders-not heavy but significant. A responsibility I hadn't sought but couldn't deny.

As evening approached, I found myself on the balcony with Madison, watching the city light up.

"Nathan will return," she said thoughtfully. "He's curious now."

"Let him," I said. "We're not hiding anything."

"No," Madison agreed. "We're not."

Daniel appeared in the doorway, hesitant. "Sorry-Damien wants to discuss next week's integration planning."

Madison squeezed my shoulder and left us alone. Daniel moved beside me, maintaining careful distance.

"Hell of a day," he said quietly.

"Hell of a week."

"Olivia..." he started, then stopped. "What you did in there-the power of it. I finally get what you've been saying. This isn't about being used. It's about owning your wants."

"Yes," I said simply.

"I'm glad you found this," he said. "Even without me. Glad you found where you belong."

"Me too," I said, meaning it.

We stood watching the sun paint San Francisco gold. Two people who'd loved wrong once but might find something different. Not romance but understanding. Not passion but respect.

The future stretched ahead, full of possibility. Apex would continue, our way of life intact. I would continue being available, finding new depths of satisfaction. And maybe Daniel and I would find our own rhythm.

But tonight was for victory. For validation. For knowing I'd helped save something precious.

The city lights flickered on as darkness fell. Behind us, celebration continued. Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new pleasures, new boundaries to explore.

Tonight, we'd won.


⚜




Chapter 9: Resolution

⚜

Monday morning arrived before dawn painted the sky. I couldn't sleep-hadn't really slept since Friday's victory-so I came in early at 6 AM, needing the Sanctuary's quiet before the week began. The office building hummed with that pre-dawn energy, security guards nodding as I badged through.

Damien had sent a company-wide message over the weekend-expansion plans already in motion, new facilities being designed in Seattle and Austin. The program would spread, our model replicated. Victory meant growth, and Monday would bring the future rushing at us.

The Sanctuary door whispered open to reveal I wasn't alone. Daniel sat on one of the couches, elbows on knees, staring at nothing. He looked up at my entrance, and the tension that had been building since Monday sparked between us.

"Couldn't stay away either?" I asked, moving deeper into the room.

He stood slowly, that new confidence from Thursday mixing with something rawer. "Couldn't sleep either. Got here at five-thirty. This place... it's the only thing that makes sense anymore."

We stood ten feet apart, but I could feel him like a physical presence. The Sanctuary's soft lighting caught the angles of his face, showing shadows under his eyes. He wore a white shirt with sleeves rolled up, looking like he'd never left. I could see the forearms I'd watched flex as he'd fucked Kira against the wall. The memory sent fresh heat through me.

My body responded instantly-nipples tightening visibly through my thin dress, pussy clenching with a wet pulse I knew he could probably sense. Three weeks of being trained to respond to any male presence had rewired my nervous system, but this was different. This was specific. This was Daniel, and my body recognized him. The air between us thickened with pheromones and unspoken need.

"Olivia." Just my name, but weighted with everything unsaid.

My legs trembled. Actual trembling, like a virgin on prom night, which was absurd after everything I'd been through. But my body recognized him in ways that transcended our history. Not the failed boyfriend who'd cheated, but the man who'd watched me transform, who'd finally understood.

He moved closer, each step making my breath shorter. By the time he stood before me, I was panting, my whole body clenching with need. No words-we were past words. His hand rose to my face, thumb tracing my jaw, and I moaned at just that touch. Three weeks of constant sex, and a thumb on my jaw from Daniel undid me.

His control snapped. He pushed me against the wall hard enough to knock my breath out, mouth crushing mine. This wasn't the tentative Daniel from our relationship-this was someone who'd learned to take what he wanted, shaped by watching me be taken daily. His tongue invaded my mouth with the same confidence I'd seen him display with Kira, claiming rather than asking.

"Fuck," he groaned against my mouth, teeth catching my lower lip. "Do you know what it's been like? Watching everyone use you while I couldn't touch?"

His hands were everywhere-pulling my dress up roughly, buttons popping and scattering across the floor, finding me bare and soaked underneath. The cool air hit my exposed skin, making me gasp. When his fingers pushed inside, two then suddenly three, I screamed, already on the edge just from his touch. My pussy clenched around his fingers desperately, trying to pull him deeper.

"So wet," he observed, voice laced with hunger. "Your body knows what it needs."

He fucked me with his fingers while his mouth attacked my throat, leaving marks I'd wear for days. My hands fumbled with his belt, desperate to feel him. When I finally wrapped my fingers around his cock, we both groaned. Thick, harder than I'd ever felt him.

"I'm going to fuck you like I should have years ago," he promised, spinning me to face the wall. "Going to show you what we missed."

The first thrust knocked the air from my lungs. He'd never been this big, this hard, this commanding. My Daniel had been gentle, hesitant. This Daniel fucked like he owned me, each thrust claiming territory.

"Is this what you needed?" he demanded, gripping my hair to pull my head back sharply. "To be claimed without hesitation?"

I could only moan in response, my pussy clenching around him desperately. Every thrust hit deeper than the last, awakening nerve endings that had been sleeping throughout our entire relationship.

"I watched you Tuesday night," he confessed, rhythm never faltering. "Taking cock after cock, begging for more. I went home and came three times thinking about it."

The image of Daniel touching himself to memories of me being used sent me over the edge. I came screaming, pussy spasming around him, but he didn't slow.

"We're not done," he said, pulling out despite my whimper. "Bed. Now."

He guided me to one of the recovery beds, pushing me down and spreading my legs wide. For a moment he just looked-at my swollen pussy, at the wetness coating my thighs, at the complete surrender in my eyes.

"All this time," he murmured, running fingers through my folds. "You were capable of this. We just never found it."

When he pushed back inside, it was slower but deeper. He hooked my legs over his shoulders, folding me nearly in half, the angle letting him bottom out with each stroke. I could feel him in my belly, that thick cock stretching me perfectly.

"Watch me," he commanded. "Watch me finally fuck you properly."

I kept my eyes on his as he took me apart systematically. Every angle, every rhythm calculated to build me higher. When his thumb found my clit, I thrashed beneath him, but his weight pinned me perfectly.

"I want it all," he said, slowing his thrusts. His finger, wet with my arousal, traced lower, circling my other entrance. "Have you done this before?"

"No," I gasped. Despite everything, that was one boundary I hadn't crossed.

"Do you want to?" His finger pressed gently, not entering, just suggesting.

My whole body clenched. "Yes. With you. Yes."

He pulled out carefully, moving to the supply shelf. The Sanctuary was always stocked-multiple types of lube, toys, everything needed for any scenario. When he returned with a bottle of lube, my heart hammered against my ribs. He positioned me on my hands and knees, ass raised, completely exposed. The position made me feel more vulnerable than I'd ever been, even after three weeks of constant use.

"Relax," he murmured, drizzling cool lube between my cheeks. The temperature contrast made me gasp, my whole body clenching. "Let me open you up."

His finger circled my tightest entrance, spreading the lube in patient circles, before pressing gently inside. The intrusion felt strange but not unpleasant-a fullness in unexplored territory. The stretch burned slightly, making me whimper, but when he reached beneath to rub my clit with his other hand, the dual sensation made my arms shake.

"That's it," he encouraged as my body gradually relaxed around his finger. "You're doing perfectly. So tight here, but learning to take it."

One finger became two, scissoring gently, stretching me carefully. The burn intensified but so did the strange pleasure, especially when he curved his fingers and found spots that made me see stars. By the time he added a third, drizzling more lube to ease the way, I was pushing back against his hand, chasing the strange fullness. My pussy dripped steadily onto the bed beneath me, my body confused but eager for this new invasion.

"Please," I begged. "I need..."

"I know what you need."

Behind me, warmth gathered-the broad head pressing against my prepared entrance. "Breathe out as I push in."

The stretch burned, fuller than anything I'd experienced. Inch by careful inch until his hips met my skin.

"God," we breathed together.

Stillness first while I adjusted, the sensation overwhelming, lighting up unexplored nerves. Then the smallest rock of his hips made me see stars.

"Look."

I turned my head to see we had an audience. Lucas stood in the doorway, followed by Carlos, Marcus, Alex. They watched with hungry eyes as Daniel began fucking my ass with increasing confidence.

"She's never done this before," Daniel told them, pride in his voice.

The words sent heat through me. After everything, Daniel was claiming a first, marking territory no one else had touched.

"How does it feel?" Lucas asked, moving closer to the bed. "Taking him where no one else has been?"

"Incredible," I gasped, pushing back against Daniel's careful thrusts. "So... full."

"She's opening up beautifully," Daniel said, his voice thick with awe. "Taking every inch."

Damien appeared in the doorway, his eyes immediately finding mine. "May I join you?"

Daniel's rhythm never faltered. "She'd love that. Wouldn't you, Olivia?"

"Please," I gasped. "Need to be filled completely."

Damien approached slowly, giving me time to process what was about to happen. When he reached the bed, he cupped my face gently. "Are you certain? We can take our time."

"I need this," I breathed. "Need both of you."

He slid beneath me carefully, hands steady as I lowered down. When he entered my drenched sex, the familiar stretch combined with Daniel still buried deep in my ass created an impossible fullness. The dual sensation made me cry out-two of them separated by the thinnest barrier, their movements coordinating through my body. I could feel them against each other through that membrane, creating friction that sparked through every nerve.

"Perfect," Damien murmured, his hands spanning my waist. "Taking us both so well. Can you feel how full you are?"

"Yes," I sobbed, overwhelmed by the intensity. "So full I can barely breathe."

They stayed still for long moments, letting me adjust to having both of them inside me. The stretch was almost too much, walking the knife's edge between pleasure and pain. When they finally began to move, it was with careful coordination.

"Slowly," Daniel coached, his hand finding the small of my back. "Let her feel every movement."

They found their rhythm-one withdrawing as the other filled me, keeping me stretched and aching. Their coordination happened without words now, bodies reading each other through mine. Each stroke sent electricity racing through my nervous system, the dual stimulation more intense than anything I'd ever experienced.

"She's shaking," Damien observed, his thumbs stroking my hipbones. "Look how she takes us both."

"I knew she could," Daniel said with fierce pride. "She's stronger than she knows."

The others moved closer, drawn by the sight of me completely filled. James knelt beside the bed, his hand ghosting over my spine. "You're magnificent like this."

"Please," I whispered, though I wasn't sure what I was begging for.

"What do you need?" Marcus asked, his voice gentle.

"More," I breathed. "Everything."

Marcus moved to my head, offering his cock to my mouth. I took him eagerly, completing the circuit. Three cocks filling me, using me, claiming me completely. The sensation of being so thoroughly possessed sent shockwaves through me.

"That's it," Daniel encouraged, his thrusts becoming slightly deeper. "Show them how much you can take."

My mouth worked over Marcus while Daniel and Damien found a more complex rhythm. Sometimes they moved together, stretching me impossibly wide. Other times they alternated, keeping me constantly filled and stimulated. The dual penetration created sensations I had no words for-pressure and pleasure building in places I'd never known existed.

"Look at her throat," Alex observed, watching me take Marcus deeper. "She's swallowing him whole."

The praise made me moan around Marcus's length, the vibrations making him groan. His hands tangled in my hair, not controlling but anchoring, letting me set the pace while Daniel and Damien continued their careful assault on my other holes.

Carlos approached next, stroking himself as he watched. "May I?"

Marcus pulled back, giving Carlos access to my mouth. The transition was seamless-one cock replacing another while Daniel and Damien never broke their rhythm. Carlos was thicker than Marcus, stretching my jaw, making me work to accommodate him.

"Such a good girl," Carlos murmured, thumb stroking my cheek as I took him deep. "Taking everything we give you."

Others gathered around-not just watching but participating. James's hands found my breasts, squeezing and rolling my nipples between his fingers. Tom traced patterns along my spine while Alex's fingers combed through my hair. Lucas knelt beside Damien, his hand joining Daniel's on my back, both of them steadying me as the sensations threatened to overwhelm.

"She's close," Daniel observed, knowing my body's tells even after all this time. "I can feel it in how she's gripping me."

"Then let's help her along," Damien suggested, his angle shifting slightly to hit that perfect spot inside me.

The change in stimulation made me cry out around Carlos's cock. Every nerve ending was firing at once, pleasure building to impossible heights. When Lucas's fingers found my clit, rubbing in tight circles, I thought I might shatter completely.

"Let go," Daniel commanded, driving deeper. "Show everyone what you need."

The peak tore through me like lightning. My entire body seized, gripping everything that filled me. The sound that escaped was primal, muffled by Carlos but unmistakable. Pleasure rolled through me in waves, each surge building on the last until my vision freckled with spots.

"Fuck, she's milking me," Daniel groaned, his rhythm faltering. "Going to fill your ass, Olivia. Mark you where no one else has."

His cock pulsed, flooding me with heat in that unexplored space. The sensation triggered another orgasm, smaller but deeper, rolling through me like aftershocks. I could feel his release coating my inner walls, claiming me in the most intimate way possible.

Damien followed immediately, his own control snapping as my pussy clenched around him. "So tight," he gasped, adding his release to my sex, the combined fullness almost too much to bear.

Carlos pulled from my mouth just as his orgasm hit, painting my face and chest with thick streams of cum. The warmth on my skin mixed with the internal fullness, marking me inside and out.

They stayed inside me as others approached. The warmth of their releases leaked slowly from my well-used holes, trickling down my thighs in twin streams. But rather than feeling empty, I felt claimed, marked, thoroughly possessed in the most beautiful way.

James knelt by my head first, his cock already hard from watching my complete surrender. I opened my mouth eagerly, tasting his familiar musk as he slid between my lips. My jaw ached from Carlos's thickness, but I welcomed the stretch, the continuation of being filled and used.

"That's it," James murmured, his hand gentle in my hair. "You're incredible."

Alex stood beside him, stroking himself as he waited his turn. Tom approached more hesitantly until Carlos, now recovered, pushed him forward with an encouraging hand on his back.

"She wants this," Carlos said to the room. "Look at her-she's never been more herself than right now."

He was right. With the taste of cum still coating my tongue and more leaking from my thoroughly used holes, I felt more complete than ever. When James pulled from my mouth, Alex immediately took his place, fucking my throat with the same precision he applied to everything. Tom's hands found my breasts, squeezing and pulling at my nipples while Marcus returned to kiss my neck, leaving marks that would last for days.

The sensation of being the center of so much desire, so much need, was overwhelming in the best way. Someone's fingers-I couldn't tell whose-found my clit again, rubbing in tight circles that had me screaming around whoever's cock filled my mouth. The stimulation from every direction merged into one continuous wave of pleasure that seemed to have no beginning or end.

They rotated through me methodically-some in my mouth, some painting my skin with their release, each touch building something larger than pleasure alone. Every man who'd taken me since I'd started at the company came to add their mark, their touches reverent even in their hunger. This had become ritual, belonging made physical.

Lucas was particularly gentle when his turn came, his cock sliding between my lips with careful reverence. "You're perfect," he whispered, his hands framing my face. "Absolutely perfect like this."

His praise sent fresh heat through me, my body responding even in its exhausted state. When he came, he held my gaze, sharing the intimacy of the moment as he filled my mouth with his essence.

Alex was more demanding, using my throat with practiced efficiency while his hands gripped my hair. The contrast between his controlled exterior and the hunger in his eyes as he fucked my mouth sent shivers through me. He pulled back just before climaxing, adding his mark to my chest and face.

Tom was reverent, almost worshipful as he approached. His touch was exploratory, fingers tracing the cum already painting my skin before offering his cock to my eager mouth. When he came, it was with a broken groan that spoke to something deeper than physical release.

When Daniel and Damien finally withdrew, twin streams of warmth immediately ran down my thighs in thick rivulets. I collapsed onto the bed, utterly spent, my body still twitching with aftershocks. Their releases marked my chest and face, painted my thighs-evidence of being thoroughly taken by everyone who mattered. The taste of multiple men lingered on my tongue, their scents mingled on my skin.

But beneath the physical exhaustion was something else-a settling into myself I'd never felt before. Every part of me had been touched, wanted, appreciated. I was claimed not by one person but by the entire community I'd chosen to join. The thought sent a final, gentle wave of pleasure through my oversensitive body.

Daniel gathered me against him, uncaring about the mess. "Are you okay?"

"More than okay," I whispered, voice hoarse. "Finally myself."

Others brought towels and water while Daniel's arms stayed around me. The same aftercare I'd received before, but different with him here-partnership instead of possession, understanding rather than ownership.

"I love you," he said quietly, words meant only for me. "Not who you were, not who I wanted you to be. You, exactly as you are."

"I love you too," I admitted. "But differently than before. This can't be exclusive, Daniel. This is who I am now."

"I know," he said, pressing a kiss to my temple. "I'm not asking for exclusive. I'm asking to be part of it. To share this with you."

Around us, the Sanctuary had returned to its usual function. People cleaning up, recovering, tending to each other. But Daniel and I stayed wrapped together, finding our new equilibrium.

"Today will be interesting," I said, attempting levity.

"Every day here is interesting," he replied. "But we'll figure it out. Together, separately, however it works."

Lucas approached with electrolyte drinks, offering them with a smile. "That was beautiful. Both of you finding what you needed."

Others echoed the sentiment. No jealousy, no possession-just celebration of connection, of boundaries crossed, of completion found.

Daniel helped me to the showers in the corner of the Sanctuary. He washed me carefully as early morning light began filtering through the high windows, hands gentle on sensitive skin. The intimacy of it, after such intensity, made me cry.

"What's wrong?" he asked, concerned.

"Nothing," I said through tears. "Everything's finally right."

He understood, holding me under the warm water until the tears passed. When we finally dressed-me in a spare dress from the Sanctuary's wardrobe since mine was ruined-something had fundamentally shifted. Not back to what we were, but forward to something new.

"Let's get breakfast," he offered. "Office doesn't officially open until nine."

"Okay," I agreed. "Then we come back."

"Together," he said. "This is our life now."

As we left the Sanctuary, Madison caught my eye, offering a knowing smile. She'd watched the whole evolution-from my desperate interview to this moment of completion. She moved closer, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead.

"You've become everything this place represents," she said softly. "The complete embodiment of choice, pleasure, and power. Watching you claim what you need has been beautiful."

Others echoed similar sentiments as we prepared to leave. Stella hugged me carefully, mindful of my tender skin. Nova pressed water into my hands, making sure I drank it all. Even Alex, usually so controlled, squeezed my shoulder with something approaching affection.

The elevator descended in comfortable silence. Daniel's hand found mine, not possessive but present. A connection that would exist alongside everything else, integrated into the life I'd chosen. His thumb traced circles on my palm, a soothing rhythm that matched my heartbeat.

Outside, Monday morning traffic was just beginning to build. Early commuters heading to their conventional jobs while we'd already lived a lifetime before 7 AM. The company was saved, my relationship with Daniel redefined, my understanding of myself complete. In an hour we'd return for the official start of the workday, but with Daniel as part of it now in a way that felt sustainable.

This morning, I was whole. Completely, perfectly, finally whole.

Daniel's car smelled the same-leather and his cologne-but everything else had changed. We drove through early morning streets toward a diner he knew, both processing what had just happened.

"That was your first time," he said quietly at a red light, dawn painting the buildings gold. "Anal. I was your first."

"You were," I confirmed. "Somehow that feels right. You getting to claim something after everything."

"I don't want to claim you," he said, then corrected himself. "Not like ownership. I want to be part of your life. However that looks."

"It looks complicated," I warned. "Especially once everyone's back in the office."

"We both work here. We know what that means."

We'd found something new in the ruins of what we'd been. Not conventional, not exclusive, but real. The workday would officially begin soon, bringing questions, negotiations, boundaries to establish.

This morning, I was complete. Marked and filled and held. After breakfast, we'd walk back into that office together-ready for whatever came next.

But for the first time since that desperate interview three weeks ago, I knew exactly who I was and what I wanted. The woman Daniel had called frigid was gone, replaced by someone who owned her desires completely.

Nothing would go back to how it was. And that was perfect.


⚜




Chapter 10: Six months later

⚜

The morning sun washed San Francisco's skyline through my corner office windows, casting geometric shadows across my mahogany desk. Director of Marketing at twenty-seven, overseeing campaigns for a company that had tripled in size. Still occupying our three floors of the high-rise, with expansion offices opening next quarter in Seattle and Austin. My nameplate on the door still caught my eye: Olivia Bennett, etched in brushed steel. The desperate woman who'd stumbled in six months ago was gone, replaced by someone who knew exactly what she wanted-and took it daily.

I adjusted my dress-emerald green silk clinging to my curves, nothing underneath-and reviewed the morning's agenda on my tablet. Three campaign reviews, a client call, and at 2 PM, something special: orientation for new recruits. Madison had asked me to handle the demonstration.

"Ready for today?" Daniel's voice came from my doorway. He stood in dark jeans and a button-down, Lead Developer now. We'd found our rhythm over these months-together but not exclusive, partners who understood each other's needs.

"The orientation?" I smiled, heat gathering low in my belly at the thought. "Can't wait."

He crossed to my desk, fingers tracing along my jaw in a gesture that still made me shiver. "Four new developers. Fresh out of college, Madison said. They have no idea what they're walking into."

"Neither did I," I reminded him, catching his hand to press a kiss to his palm. "That worked out pretty well."

The morning blurred past in familiar rhythm. I approved three campaigns while Tom used my mouth during a client call, his fingers tangled in my hair as I reviewed metrics on my laptop, multitasking without thought. The voice on speakerphone had no idea their marketing director was on her knees, throat full. Lucas bent me over my desk between meetings, my cheek pressed to the quarterly reports as he pounded into me from behind, a quick release that sharpened my focus for the afternoon presentation. Warmth slid down my thigh as I pitched our new strategy an hour later. Each encounter centered me, cleared the noise, made the work flow.

At lunch, Madison found me in the break room fixing my lipstick. "The recruits are here," she said, red marks visible on her throat despite her blazer. "Nervous as hell. They're in Conference Room Nine."

"Any special instructions?" I asked, nipples tightening against silk.

"Legal handled everything this morning-health screenings and demo participation consent forms signed," Madison said. "They'll finalize full employment agreements after, but they're already cleared for this. Show them everything."

Conference Room Nine had been redesigned during our expansion-massive oak table polished to mirror shine, ergonomic chairs that adjusted for any position, switchable smart glass set to audience mode so people in the hallway could watch while we saw only our reflections. The air conditioning hummed steady, keeping the room cool despite what happened here daily. When I entered at 2 PM, four young men sat rigid in their chairs, trying not to fidget.

Madison stood at the head of the table, every inch the Head of HR despite the flush painting her cheeks and the slight tremor in her hands that suggested someone had used her thoroughly just before this meeting. Daniel waited by the window, afternoon light outlining his frame, that familiar hunger in his eyes making me clench involuntarily. My body knew that look, responded before my mind caught up.

"Gentlemen," Madison began, "welcome to Apex Dynamics. You've been recruited for your technical skills, but as I mentioned in your interviews, we have a unique company culture."

The software developer recruits ranged from barely twenty-two to maybe twenty-five, fresh from Stanford and Berkeley, lured by our compensation packages and revolutionary culture. Ryan: tall and lanky with oversized glasses that kept fogging as he tried not to stare at my breasts through the silk. Sam: rugby shoulders straining his button-down, thick hands clenched on the table like he was fighting not to reach for me. Jin: lean with an artist's grace, paint under his fingernails catching the light-weekend painter, weekday coder. Tyler: prep-school blonde with the kind of jaw that belonged in cologne ads, knuckles white on his water bottle, throat working as he swallowed repeatedly.

"This is Olivia Bennett, our Director of Marketing," Madison continued. "She'll be demonstrating our productivity enhancement program."

I stepped forward, letting them see everything-the silk dress clinging to curves, nipples pressing through fabric, the easy stance of someone who knew her body. "I was you once. Confused, nervous, no idea what I'd signed up for."

"What... what exactly is the program?" Ryan managed, Adam's apple working.

Instead of answering, I moved to the table's center and began unbuttoning my dress. "Female employees who opt in make ourselves available during work hours. We choose this. We want this."

Silk pooled at my feet. My body showed its use, wetness already slicking my folds.

"Holy fuck," Tyler breathed, then reddened. "Sorry, I-"

"Don't apologize," I said, climbing onto the table, spreading my legs open. "Daniel, show them how it works."

Daniel approached, belt clicking open. The recruits' eyes went wide. He positioned himself between my spread legs, then paused, waiting.

I lifted my hips in answer. "Take me."

He drove in with one stroke, my soaked pussy taking him to the hilt. I cried out, back bowing on polished wood, the table's edge biting into my ass. The familiar stretch of Daniel inside me grounded me in the moment-this demonstration, these watching eyes, this perfect exhibition of what we'd become.

Daniel set a deliberate rhythm-long strokes that let the recruits see everything. His cock vanished and reappeared, slick with my arousal. I watched their faces shift from shock to naked want.

"She's been used three times today," Daniel told them, maintaining his pace. "Tom during a call, Lucas over her desk, Carlos somewhere?"

"Elevator," I gasped as he bottomed out. "Couldn't wait."

Ryan's khakis tented. Sam shifted, adjusting himself. Jin's paint-stained fingers gripped the table. Tyler stared openly at where Daniel split me open.

Madison gestured to my open laptop on the side table, where Slack notifications and email alerts continued pinging. A client approval came through mid-thrust, making me moan. "She doesn't miss a beat," Madison said, pulling up my productivity metrics on her tablet. "Highest ROI in the company, campaign success rate up 340%. All while taking an average of eight cocks per day. Watch and learn."

Daniel's pace quickened, my breasts swaying with impact. I found my clit, circling hard. "Close," I warned. "Watch."

The orgasm hit hard, my pussy clamping down as I screamed. Daniel fucked me through it, extending each wave until I shook. The recruits stared, transfixed.

Daniel pulled free at the last second, painting white strokes across my stomach and breasts. Ryan made a sound-half whimper, half groan.

"Now," Madison said as Daniel stepped back, "who's first?"

Silence. The four recruits stared-at each other, at me spread and dripping on the table, at Madison waiting.

"I know you're nervous," I said, sitting up but keeping my legs open. "I was terrified my first time. Now I run marketing and get fucked daily. Best decision I ever made."

Tyler stood first, hands trembling. "I want to. But I've never..."

"Come here," I said, extending my hand. His erection strained his khakis. "Been with anyone before?"

"A couple girlfriends," he admitted, face burning. "Not like this."

I reached for his belt, moving slowly. "This is different. Better. No games, no pretense." I freed his cock-thick, leaking. "Do you want to fuck me?"

"Yes," he breathed. "God yes."

"Since I walked in," he confessed as I stroked him. "Couldn't stop staring."

"Then take me," I said, lying back and guiding him forward.

His first thrust made us both groan-him from the wet heat enveloping him, me from his thickness stretching my already-sensitive pussy. He was girthier than Daniel, that blunt head dragging against my walls in a way that made my toes curl. His hands found my hips, tentative at first like he was handling crystal, then gripping with growing confidence as he realized I wouldn't break. Wouldn't want to break. The table creaked beneath us, a rhythmic complaint that mixed with our breathing.

"Fuck, she's so wet," he said, wonder breaking through. "I'm not going to last."

"That's fine," Daniel said, watching with satisfaction. "First time's always quick."

Tyler's rhythm broke as he neared the edge. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling deeper. He came with a shout, flooding my pussy. He stayed buried, panting, processing.

"Perfect," I told him, hands soothing his back.

When Tyler withdrew, his release ran out immediately, pooling on polished wood. That broke the spell. Ryan stood, then Sam, then Jin.

"One at a time," Madison said, voice rough with arousal.

Ryan approached, glasses fogging as he fumbled his belt. I helped, finding him longer but thinner, curving upward. "I've never-not like this-not with someone who just-"

"You want this?" I asked.

"God, yes."

I pulled him in with my legs. His curve found spots Daniel had missed, making me gasp. "Stop thinking. Feel."

He did. Nervousness became focus as he tested angles, methodical until he found the one that made me cry out. "There. Don't stop."

My second orgasm built fast-the watching eyes, the strangers taking me, Ryan's perfect angle. I came screaming, gripping him hard enough to trigger his release. He finished with broken thrusts, adding to what Tyler left.

Sam moved before Ryan finished withdrawing, lifting me from the table with rugby-trained arms like I weighed nothing. My feet left the ground entirely, release dripping onto the imported carpet. His voice came out deeper than expected, almost growling. "Can I try something?"

"Anything," I gasped.

He sat in one of the executive conference chairs, the leather creaking under our combined weight, positioning me on his lap facing out so everyone could see. The position left me completely exposed-legs spread wide, pussy dripping with two loads already, breasts bouncing as he adjusted his grip.

His cock matched his build-thick enough that I had to work down slowly, stretching to accommodate. Calluses rasped my waist as he guided me.

"Ride me," he said, hands steadying. "Let them see."

I rode him while they watched. My breasts swayed, still streaked with Daniel's release. His hands taught me his rhythm-slow rises, sharp drops that buried him deep. Everyone could see him vanishing into my dripping pussy, see me taking every inch.

Jin approached, artist's eye taking in the scene.

"Touch me," I begged. "Please."

His fingers found my nipples, skilled and precise despite the tremor in them. Sam filling me while Jin's artist hands worked my breasts pushed me toward another edge.

"She's close," Daniel said, pride evident. "Watch her face."

The orgasm crashed through me, body convulsing as Sam drove upward. He followed immediately, pulsing deep, adding his contribution. When he lifted me off, the combined release of three men ran down, marking my thighs.

Jin had stripped while I rode Sam, lean muscle and careful hands. His cock stood ready-elegant, precise like his fingers.

"Let me guide this?" he asked.

"Please do."

"On the table. Back. Open for me."

I spread myself on the table, cum-slick and open. Jin entered slowly, eyes on my face. "I want to watch you take me."

His rhythm differed from the others-pulling out entirely until I whimpered at the emptiness, pussy clenching on nothing, then sliding deep in one controlled stroke that sparked lights behind my eyes. He studied my responses like he was mixing colors on a palette, adjusting angle and depth based on my reactions. His thumb circled my clit in counterpoint to his thrusts. Each stroke was deliberate, considered, designed to pull specific sounds from my throat.

"Porn's nothing like this," he said, maintaining his careful pace. "You actually want us."

"Need you," I gasped, pinching my own nipples. "Need to be filled. Used. It's who I am."

"Then take this." His pace quickened, thumb pressing harder as he found that spot. "Come. Show me."

This orgasm went deeper-starting in my core, radiating until my fingertips sparked. The world went white-silent. Jin fucked me through it, extending each wave.

He pulled out to finish, marking me with deliberate strokes. White against flushed pink. I lay panting, thoroughly claimed.

"Gentlemen," Madison said, voice rough, "that's the program. Access when you need it, consent always, boundaries respected. Everyone here chose this."

The recruits stood half-dressed, dazed but hungry. Their eyes showed the future-using me when stressed, finding other willing women, working where desire had a place.

"Twelve women in our San Francisco office are opted in," Madison continued, "more joining as we expand to Seattle and Austin. Everyone has preferences. Olivia excels with groups. Nova prefers public spaces. Kira codes while being fucked. You'll learn."

I sat up, cum threading down my thighs. "Can you handle this?" I asked each recruit. "Your Director of Marketing needing your cock during strategy sessions? The CFO being fucked during your review? Work and pleasure merged?"

They nodded, converted. Tyler was hardening again. Ryan's gaze stayed fixed between my legs. Sam's hands flexed. Jin studied me with artist's focus.

"Then welcome to Apex Dynamics." Madison produced contracts. "Sign, and you begin immediately."

As they signed, Daniel approached with a warm towel, cleaning my chest and stomach while I left my thighs marked. "Perfect," he murmured against my temple. "Watching you guide them through that... I love you."

"Love you too." Then louder: "Who wants round two? Day's not over."

Four hands shot up. Madison laughed. "Pace yourselves. She's here every day. You'll get more action this week than all of college."

"Speaking of which," I said, standing on unsteady legs, "3:30 development meeting about the app launch. Ryan, Jin, you're on that team? Lucas usually fucks me during those, so you'll see how we multitask."

Their eyes widened. This was the job-technical discussions with live demonstrations, their Director taking cock while reviewing metrics.

I pulled on my stained dress, cum still wet on my thighs. Let everyone see. Badge of honor.

Tyler caught my arm as we left. "Thank you. For being patient."

"I was you once," I said. "Terrified. Unprepared. Now I can't imagine anywhere else. You'll see."

The afternoon delivered exactly as promised.By 6 PM, I'd genuinely lost count. Tom during the morning call, Lucas over my desk, Carlos in the elevator at lunch-his hand muffling my screams as floors ticked by. Then the orientation: Daniel's demonstration followed by Tyler's eager thickness, Ryan's perfect curve, Sam's overwhelming girth, Jin's artistic precision. Lucas again at the development meeting, harder and deeper than in the morning. Carlos taking me again in the supply closet, quick against the printer boxes. My body thrummed with constant use, that particular bone-deep satisfaction from being thoroughly taken. Evidence had dried on my thighs in layers, each encounter blending into the next.

Daniel found me gathering my things. "Dinner? Or Sanctuary first?"

"Dinner," I decided, though I clenched at 'Sanctuary.' "Those recruits wore me out."

"Good additions," Daniel agreed, helping with my coat. "Week from now they'll be taking you like veterans."

"Can't wait." I meant it. "Remember that first all-hands? Nova sucking you while I presented?"

"I was an idiot." He pulled me close. "What we had before was just possession. Watching you be yourself, supporting what you need, sharing you-this is what love actually looks like."

We left together through the main lobby, passing Nova on her knees at the reception desk with Sam's cock down her throat, her pink dress hiked up as she fingered herself. She gave me a thumbs up without breaking rhythm. Madison's corner office light still blazed-muffled moans and the rhythmic slam of furniture suggesting she was being thoroughly used while finishing the day's HR reports. The whole building thrummed with this perfect balance-sex and spreadsheets, pleasure and productivity, professional success and constant satisfaction.

In the elevator, Daniel pressed me against the wall, kissing deep. I tasted myself on him. "Six months since you walked in desperate."

"Best interview ever," I said, grinding against him.

"Know what's best?" Daniel asked in the parking garage. "Seattle, Austin, then everywhere. What you're doing here changes everything."

I considered that as we drove. Desperation had become discovery. Job loss transformed into freedom. From nobody to Director of Marketing, taken daily, loved properly, myself at last.

"Regrets?" Daniel asked.

"One." I smiled at his concern. "Should've found this sooner."

He laughed, squeezing my thigh. "Decades ahead. Available, used, satisfied. Can you handle it?"

I thought of those four recruits, nervous to hungry in an hour. How many more would follow? How many would learn what I'd learned?

"I can handle anything. My name's on the door, my body's available by choice. That's all the proof anyone needs."

"And?"

"Tomorrow I do it again."

City lights streaked past the car windows in long amber trails. Behind us, Apex Dynamics continued its beautiful rhythm-meetings braided with moans, quarterly reports punctuated by orgasms. The building thrummed with the radical idea that pleasure and productivity weren't opposites but partners.

I'd walked in desperate, empty, traditional. Now I knew exactly what I was.

Director by title. Available by choice. Revolutionary by accident.

Tomorrow I'd walk back through those glass doors at 8 AM sharp, ready for whatever-or whoever-needed me. Tom in the elevator. Lucas during standup. The new recruits testing their confidence. I'd take them all, gratefully, hungrily.

Tomorrow in that same elevator, silk would cling to my thigh where the day marked me. Daniel's thumb would trace the evidence, understanding what I'd become. What we'd all become.

The future waited ahead of us-wet and willing, expanding city by city, one revelation at a time. And I'd be there for all of it, legs spread, mind sharp, completely myself at last.

Six months to transform. A lifetime to perfect it.

I couldn't wait.


⚜

Thank You for Reading!

⚜

I hope you enjoyed this story! As an independent author, your reviews mean the world to me and help other readers discover my books.

If this story gave you butterflies, made you blush, or kept you reading past your bedtime, would you consider leaving a review? Even just a few words about what you liked would be incredibly helpful.

You can find all my books, follow me for new releases and leave reviews at:

https://www.amazon.com/author/evelyn-wild 

Thank you so much for your support. It truly makes all the late-night writing sessions worth it!

With gratitude,
Evelyn Wild
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Free Use Maid
Available on Amazon
Welcome to the Sky Villa, where service means surrender. Hired as a maid in the glittering penthouse of Las Vegas’s Pinnacle resort, I quickly learned my duties went far beyond cleaning—my body became an amenity for Marcus, his elegant wife Eliza, and their powerful guests. Each encounter, from the first lingering touch during my uniform fitting to being shared at high-stakes parties, stripped away my inhibitions and awakened a hunger I never expected. In this world of luxury and pleasure, I discovered just how much I craved being the Free Use Maid.


The Free Use Nurse
Available on Amazon
Desperate for a fresh start after her divorce, Grace finds the perfect nursing job in Pine Creek—with a salary too good to be true. The reason? The female staff serve the doctors in ways that transcend medicine. As Grace surrenders to commanding Dr. Blackwood's "free use policy," she discovers pleasures she never knew existed. But when their arrangement faces exposure, how far will she go to protect the life she never knew she needed?


The Free Use Wife
Available on Amazon
Four top executives. One willing wife. When Josie's husband offers her to his executives to save their failing company, she discovers an unexpected truth—she craves being shared. What begins as sacrifice becomes addiction as she's passed between powerful men, but success comes at a price. Caught between marriage vows and darkening desires, Josie must decide how far she'll go to satisfy her newfound hunger for being freely used.


Free Use Town
Available on Amazon
After losing her job in Seattle, twenty-two-year-old Daisy accepts a mail carrier position in the remote mountain town of Haven Valley, Montana, where her revealing uniform and the community's Federal Free Use Act mean her duties extend far beyond delivering packages. As she transforms from shy outsider to the town's most sought-after service provider, each delivery becomes an opportunity to discover desires she never knew existed—until innocent newcomer Harper joins her route and Daisy must guide another woman through the same awakening that changed her life forever. Note that this novella has a very high heat rating and is lighter on plot than my other works!


Free Use Wedding
Available on Amazon
One tropical island wedding, endless possibilities for pleasure. Bridesmaid Cora discovers Azure Resort’s free use policy, where guests are always available for pleasure. As she surrenders to the island’s sensual freedom, her boundaries dissolve and her desires awaken—especially when her ex-boyfriend witnesses her transformation. By the end of the celebration, Cora must decide whether to return home changed or stay and help others embrace the same liberation.


Free Use Flatshare
Available on Amazon
In the heart of Brooklyn, Emma Knox finds a housing solution with a single condition: be available to her flatmates on demand. Three professional men—dominant and irresistible—transform her from career-focused to willing participant with just the signal of her bracelet. As urgent desires and jealousy collide, Emma discovers her primal nature while balancing between being shared and being claimed.


Free Use Island
Available on Amazon
When anthropology student Maya is abandoned on a remote island for six weeks, she discovers the tribe's sacred tradition of women freely surrendering to men's desires—a primal custom that awakens an intensity within her she never knew existed, leaving her torn between returning to civilization or embracing a new life of uninhibited pleasure that feels more like home than anything she's ever known.


Free Use Ski Season
Available on Amazon
I came for the snow, but stayed for the heat. When a blizzard traps me at Evergreen Lodge, I discover the staff's secret tradition - "sharing the warmth" means women are available to all men. Despite my shock, my body responds with undeniable desire. Soon I'm wearing the red consent armband, learning the lodge's rules in every shadowy corner. Each encounter strips away my inhibitions until I crave being shared. Snowed in and marked, can I handle the heat that now consumes me?


First Time at the Swingers Resort
Available on Amazon
One weekend can shatter inhibitions and ignite desires you never knew existed. Riley and David thought they were escaping their routine life for a simple getaway, but an invitation from adventurous friends leads them to Elysium—an exclusive resort where clothing is optional, and every sexual fantasy is on the menu.


Free Use Swingers Spa
Available on Amazon
Frustrated with dating, Alice craves deeper connections. When her friend suggests "The Free Use Swingers Spa," Alice discovers a world where inhibitions vanish and desire rules. Plunged into intense sensuality, will she embrace this uninhibited pleasure? Follow Alice's journey of self-discovery in a place where conventional boundaries no longer exist.


Free Use Hotel
Available on Amazon
I needed a job, and the Seraphina Hotel offered good money and a unique "atmosphere" - but I soon discover this Mediterranean island resort operates on a different kind of service where staff are expected to be... available. Can I handle the constant attention and free use culture, or will I tap out before my initiation is complete?
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I'm Evelyn Wild. I recently crashed out of a soul-crushing office job and I'm trying my hand at writing. I've always been an avid reader, and I wanted to see if I could write about some of the things that really get my imagination going.
My stories explore themes of power dynamics, freedom, and the thrill of letting go. I'm fascinated by situations where the usual rules don't apply, and deeper instincts take over. I'm interested in exploring the intense, and sometimes challenging aspects of relationships, because that's what interests me.
This is new territory for me. I'm exploring my own interests, pushing my creative boundaries, and sharing it all with you. It's a journey of self-discovery, fuelled by a desire to break free from expectations. Maybe my stories will help you break free, too.
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