
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Contract

The mahogany desk gleamed under the soft amber glow of the banker's lamp, its polished surface reflecting the trembling fingers of Sophia Chen as she held the fountain pen. Twenty-four years old, fresh out of her MBA program with honors from Stanford, and here she sat in the top-floor office of Meridian Technologies—the most coveted tech startup in San Francisco, the company that had recruiters from Google and Facebook weeping into their kombucha. Her dark hair fell in a sleek curtain past her shoulders, professionally styled at a salon she couldn't really afford, but today had felt important enough to splurge. The charcoal pencil skirt hugged curves she usually downplayed with looser cuts, the fabric clinging to her ass and thighs in a way that made her hyperaware of every movement. Her cream silk blouse had one button more undone than she'd normally risk, offering just a hint of the lace bra beneath—La Perla, black, another splurge she'd justified as an investment in confidence.

She'd dressed for success, but there was something else threading through her wardrobe choices today—anticipation that had started as a flutter and grown into a full-body hum of arousal she couldn't quite suppress.

Dr. Marcus Reeves sat across from her, his presence filling the space like gravity itself had shifted to accommodate him. Forty-two, salt-and-pepper hair swept back from a face that belonged on the cover of Fortune Magazine—and had been, twice—he exuded the kind of confidence that came from building a billion-dollar empire from nothing but code and vision. His navy Tom Ford suit fit him perfectly, custom tailored to emphasize broad shoulders that suggested he didn't spend all his time behind a desk. The crisp white shirt beneath was open at the collar, no tie, and when he leaned forward to slide another document across the desk, Sophia caught the subtle scent of sandalwood and something darker, more intoxicating. Vetiver, maybe. Something expensive and primal that made her want to lean closer and breathe him in.

"You understand what you're signing, Miss Chen?" His voice was silk over steel, cultured with just a hint of the Boston accent he'd never quite shed despite twenty years in California. "This isn't your standard employment contract."

Sophia's throat felt dry despite the glass of water he'd offered when she first sat down. She'd read the document three times already, each pass making her pulse quicken in ways that had nothing to do with career advancement and everything to do with the heat pooling between her thighs. The Neural Interface Protocol—NIP for short, though she suspected the acronym was deliberately suggestive—was Meridian's most closely guarded secret. A technology that allowed complete mental synchronization between willing participants. The applications were revolutionary: training programs that downloaded skills directly into employees' minds, collaborative projects where teams could literally share thoughts, problem-solving that happened at the speed of synaptic firing rather than clumsy verbal communication.

But the contract's Appendix C had made her breath catch and her nipples tighten against the lace of her bra. The clause about "comprehensive access" and "voluntary submission protocols." The part where she'd initial next to phrases like "complete cognitive permission" and "total mental availability during synchronized periods." The section that outlined how "authorized controllers may suggest actions, thoughts, or behavioral modifications that the synchronized employee will experience as pleasurable compulsions."

Pleasurable compulsions. Jesus Christ.

"I understand," she managed, her voice steadier than she felt. Her nipples were hard points now, visible through the silk if anyone looked closely, and she knew he was looking. Knew he could see the flush creeping up her neck, the way her breathing had gone shallow. She crossed her legs, the friction sending a jolt of sensation through her clit, and hoped desperately that he couldn't tell how wet she already was. "The technology allows for neural synchronization with supervisory personnel for purposes of training, evaluation, and... corporate integration."

Marcus's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile but held far more knowledge than professional courtesy should allow. "That's the sanitized version we put in the recruitment materials. Let me be more direct, Sophia. May I call you Sophia?"

She nodded, not trusting her voice, hyperaware of the way his eyes tracked down from her face to linger on her mouth, her throat, the hint of cleavage visible through that unbuttoned space.

"This technology will give me access to your mind. Your thoughts. Your feelings. Your memories and your fantasies and those secret desires you've never admitted to anyone, not even yourself in the dark privacy of your own bed." He paused, those steel-gray eyes holding hers with an intensity that made her feel naked. "When activated, you'll feel me there, inside your consciousness, able to suggest, to guide, to direct. You'll retain awareness—that's crucial and what makes this legal under current neurotech regulations—but you'll want to obey. Need to obey. The neural pathways create a feedback loop of pleasure when you comply with suggestions from an authorized controller. It's neuroscience, not magic, but the effect is..." he leaned back, fingers steepled, and she couldn't help noticing how large his hands were, how long his fingers, "...quite profound."

Sophia's pussy clenched involuntarily, a spasm of pure want that left her breathless. She'd done her research beyond the official channels—the dark web forums, the Reddit threads that got deleted within hours, the whispered rumors about what really happened at Meridian. Stories of female employees who walked around in a daze of bliss, who'd fuck their supervisors in supply closets with their skirts hiked up and their minds wide open. Who'd drop to their knees under conference tables during board meetings, sucking cock while simultaneously processing spreadsheets with perfect accuracy. Who'd present themselves in Marcus's office at the end of each day, bent over his desk, eager for whatever he wanted to do to their bodies while he played with their minds.

She'd told herself it was paranoid fantasy, incel conspiracy theories about how women in tech got ahead.

But sitting here now, watching Marcus watch her with that knowing expression, she realized two things with crystalline clarity: it was absolutely true, and she wanted it more than she'd ever wanted anything in her life.

"The consent is ongoing and explicit," he continued, as if discussing stock options rather than mind control. "You can revoke it at any time by simply saying 'neural disconnect' three times in succession. The technology immediately severs the link—there's a hardwired failsafe we can't override even if we wanted to. We're very careful about that because lawsuits are expensive and I like my company." Another almost-smile. "But in my five years running this program across forty-three employees, no one's ever used the safe phrase. Once they experience what it's like to have someone else in their mind, touching their thoughts like a lover touches skin, making them feel things they've never felt before..." He trailed off meaningfully, letting the implication hang in the air between them.

Sophia uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the movement making her skirt ride up slightly. She tugged it back down, but not before his eyes tracked the motion. Her panties were damp—not just damp, soaked—and she could feel the wet fabric clinging to her pussy lips. "And the other employees? The women I'll be working with?"

"All on the program. The men too, actually, though I find the neural architecture in female brains creates more... interesting synchronization patterns. Something about how women's corpus callosums are more robust, allowing for richer interhemispheric communication. It makes the pleasure feedback more intense, the compulsion to obey more irresistible." He pulled out a tablet, swiped through what looked like personnel files with small headshots attached. "You'll be joining a team of eight women. Sarah Liu in accounting—brilliant with numbers, absolutely exquisite when her mind opens up and I can feel her processing financial models while I'm fucking her. Jennifer Harding in marketing, she can multitask like you wouldn't believe, especially when she's drafting campaign proposals with one part of her brain while another part is focused entirely on the sensation of my cock in her throat."

Sophia's breath hitched audibly. He was being so direct, so casual about it, and somehow that made it hotter than any euphemism could have been.

"Amber Rodriguez in R&D—she's developing our next-generation implants while serving as a test subject for the current ones. Christina Vale in HR, who handles all our onboarding and has a particular talent for synchronized orgasms during orientation sessions. Monica Keating in operations, Diane Patel in legal—Diane's especially interesting because she can draft contract amendments while I'm buried in her ass, doesn't miss a single clause. Rachel Zimmerman in project management, and of course Angela at reception, who you'll meet shortly."

Each name came with a photo that flashed briefly on screen. Beautiful women, all of them, ranging from mid-twenties to late thirties. Professional headshots that showed nothing inappropriate, corporate-standard smiles and blazers. But Sophia found herself wondering what they looked like when Marcus was in their minds, what expressions crossed their faces when they felt his presence settling into their consciousness like a lover's touch. Did they moan? Did their eyes roll back? Did they touch themselves helplessly, unable to stop even in the middle of meetings?

"The initial synchronization happens today, if you sign," Marcus said, setting the tablet aside and standing. He was tall—she'd noticed that when he'd greeted her in the lobby, but sitting across from him hadn't conveyed the full effect. Six-two or six-three, with the kind of presence that made rooms feel smaller. "Just a small implant behind your ear—outpatient procedure, fifteen minutes, no scarring. Dr. Yan is already prepped downstairs. Then a calibration period where we'll establish the baseline connection, make sure your neural patterns integrate properly with the network. That's where things get... intimate."

"All of you are connected? All the time?" Sophia's voice came out breathy, almost a whisper.

"Think of it as a closed corporate intranet, but for minds instead of computers. I can ping any of you, check in on your thoughts, see what you're working on, send suggestions or commands. Sometimes I broadcast to everyone—group projects are remarkably efficient when eight brilliant women are all thinking in perfect synchronization under my guidance, their individual talents merging into a kind of hive mind with me at the center." He walked around the desk with predatory grace, each step deliberate. "But the real benefit, Sophia, the reason this program has a ninety-nine percent retention rate and people turn down offers from competitors paying fifty percent more, is what it feels like. To have someone in your mind who knows exactly what you need before you do. Who can make you feel pleasure with just a thought, who can turn arousal up or down like a dial, who can give you orgasms that last minutes instead of seconds. Who can help you be your best self—professionally and personally and sexually."

He was close now, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body through his suit. He didn't touch her—that would come later, she sensed, after the implant, after the calibration, after she was his—but the proximity made her dizzy with want.

"Sign the contract, Sophia. Let me into that beautiful mind of yours. Let me see all those dirty little fantasies you've been having since you researched this company, since you read those forum posts and touched yourself in bed imagining it was you bent over my desk." His voice dropped lower, intimate, a bedroom murmur that vibrated through her. "Yes, I know about that. Your search history is part of your background check. I know you've been masturbating to the thought of this for three weeks. I know you came so hard last night thinking about me inside your mind that you screamed into your pillow. I know you want this even more than you want the salary, the equity, the career opportunities."

Sophia's face burned with humiliation and arousal in equal measure. He'd seen her browsing history? Her desperate late-night searches for "Meridian mind control real" and "neural implant sex" and "voluntary corporate submission"?

"Don't be embarrassed," Marcus murmured, and somehow he was even closer now, close enough that his breath stirred her hair. "It's perfect. It means you're exactly what I've been looking for. Smart enough to excel at the work, but with that submissive streak that makes synchronization feel like coming home. You're going to be extraordinary, Sophia. I can already tell."

Her hand shook as she brought the pen to paper. She thought about her student loans—$180,000 that would take decades to pay off on a normal salary. About the six-figure base she'd negotiated, the stock options that could be worth millions if Meridian went public like everyone predicted. About the career opportunities, the networking, the resume line that would open doors everywhere.

But mostly she thought about what it would feel like to have Marcus Reeves inside her mind, touching her thoughts the way she desperately wanted him to touch her body. Controlling her, using her, making her into exactly what he wanted while she moaned and begged for more.

She signed. Her full legal name—Sophia Mei-Lin Chen—in slightly shaky cursive, followed by her initials next to every clause. Page after page of them, each one granting more access, more permission, more control. The general employment terms. The non-disclosure agreement. The neural interface consent form. The voluntary submission protocol in Appendix C that made her pussy throb as she initialed it. The acknowledge of risks that included "intense pleasure potentially resulting in addiction to synchronized states" and "complete mental transparency during active connection" and "compulsive obedience to authorized controller suggestions."

She initialed them all. Signed at the bottom. Dated it. Watched as Marcus added his own bold signature as witness and authorized controller.

"Excellent," he murmured, taking the contract and sliding it into a leather portfolio. "Dr. Yan is waiting for you in Medical—that's sublevel two. Angela at reception will show you down." He pressed a button on his desk, and Sophia heard heels clicking in the hallway outside. "After the procedure, there's a recovery suite where you'll rest for a few hours. I'll join you there for the initial calibration. We'll start... gently. Help your mind adjust to having someone else present. Then we'll see how much you can take."

The door opened and a stunning Asian woman in her thirties entered—Angela, presumably. She wore a tight-fitting burgundy dress that showcased her figure, the kind of outfit that blurred the line between professional and provocative. Her makeup was perfect, her black hair styled in waves, and her expression was serene, almost blissful. Sophia recognized that look from the photos she'd seen online, from the forums. The look of someone who was currently synchronized, currently feeling someone else's presence in their mind.

"Take Miss Chen to Dr. Yan," Marcus said, and Angela nodded, her movements fluid and graceful in a way that seemed almost choreographed.

"Of course, Mr. Reeves," she said, her voice like honey dripping slow. "Right this way, Sophia. You're going to love what comes next."

Sophia stood on shaky legs, smoothing her skirt down over her thighs. Marcus's eyes tracked the movement, lingered on the curve of her hips, traveled up to her breasts where her nipples were still visibly hard through the silk.

"I'll see you very soon," he said, and the promise in those words made her knees weak. "Welcome to Meridian Technologies, Sophia. Welcome to the rest of your life."



The elevator ride down was silent except for the soft hum of descent and Sophia's slightly ragged breathing. She tried to make conversation—anything to break the tension, to distract herself from the throbbing heat between her legs. "How long have you worked here, Angela?"

Angela's smile was serene, knowing. "Three years. Best decision I ever made."

"Do you... I mean, is it really like...?" Sophia couldn't quite figure out how to phrase the question. Is it really like the forums said? Does he really fuck you while controlling your mind? Does it really feel as good as I've been imagining?

"Better," Angela said simply. "Whatever you've read, whatever you've imagined, it's better. The first time he synchronizes with you, the first time you feel him touching your thoughts..." She shivered, a full-body response that was unmistakably sexual. "You'll understand. Words can't really capture it."

The elevator opened onto sublevel two, revealing a medical suite that looked more like a luxury spa than a corporate health center. Soft lighting that seemed to emanate from the walls themselves, the scent of lavender and something else—jasmine maybe?—ambient music playing just below the threshold of conscious notice. Everything designed to soothe, to relax, to lower inhibitions.

Dr. Vivian Yan stood waiting by a reception area, a petite woman in her fifties with kind eyes, steady hands, and a white coat that somehow made her look both professional and approachable. "Sophia Chen," she said warmly, extending her hand for a shake. Her grip was firm, confident. "I've done three hundred and seventeen of these procedures. You're going to do wonderfully."

"Is it..." Sophia started, then stopped, unsure how to ask. Does it hurt? Will I feel different? Will I still be me?

"Painless," Dr. Yan assured her, clearly used to anxious patients. "You'll be yourself, but... enhanced. Imagine the best orgasm you've ever had, then multiply it by ten and extend it for as long as Mr. Reeves wants. That's the calibration phase. After that, you'll be able to work normally, think normally, but with him there in the background, guiding you, making everything easier and more pleasurable."

She led Sophia down a corridor to a procedure room that was pristine white and chrome, medical but somehow still comfortable. The chair in the center looked more like something from a first-class airline cabin than an operating table.

"Go ahead and lie back," Dr. Yan said, and Sophia obeyed, settling into the chair that felt more comfortable than her bed at home. It adjusted automatically to her body, supporting her head and neck at the perfect angle.

Dr. Yan explained each step as she worked, her voice soothing and clinical. The local anesthetic that would numb the area behind her right ear—just a small injection, a tiny pinch, then numbness spreading warm and complete. The antiseptic wipe, cool against her skin. The tiny incision, no bigger than a grain of rice, that Sophia couldn't feel at all through the anesthetic. The neural implant itself, a marvel of nanotechnology that looked like a small silver bead, maybe two millimeters across.

"This will interface directly with your neural cortex," Dr. Yan explained as she carefully inserted it. "Nanowire filaments will extend from the implant, creating connections with your neurons. The process takes about six hours to complete, but you won't feel it happening. What you will feel, once Mr. Reeves initiates synchronization, is..." She paused, and Sophia caught something wistful in her expression, something hungry. "Well. You'll see."

The whole thing took twelve minutes by the clock on the wall. A small bandage covered the insertion site, barely visible beneath Sophia's hair. Dr. Yan helped her sit up slowly, checking her pupils, her reflexes, making sure she felt okay.

"Any dizziness? Nausea?"

"No, I feel fine. Normal." Sophia touched the bandage gently. She couldn't feel the implant at all, no foreign object sensation, nothing.

"The anesthetic will wear off in about twenty minutes. You might feel a slight tingling as the nanowires begin extending, but it shouldn't be painful." Dr. Yan walked her to another room—the recovery suite Angela had mentioned. "Mr. Reeves will join you when the integration is complete enough for calibration. That's usually around the two-hour mark."

The recovery suite was nothing like Sophia had expected from a medical facility. More like a hotel room—a very nice hotel room. A king-size bed with high-thread-count sheets, a comfortable couch, soft lighting that could be adjusted via a panel on the wall. A attached bathroom with a shower. Sound dampening that made the room feel isolated, private, intimate.

And on the nightstand, she noticed with a flush of heat, a bottle of water and several other items: lubricant, tissues, and what looked like a remote for the room's environmental controls.

"Rest," Dr. Yan advised, her hand gentle on Sophia's shoulder. "The anesthetic will make you drowsy. When you wake up, you'll be ready." She smiled, and there was genuine warmth in it. "Congratulations, Sophia. Your life is about to become very, very interesting."

Alone, Sophia sank onto the bed, her mind racing. What had she done? Given a man she'd just met access to her thoughts, her feelings, her most private self. The contract had been clear—this was consensual, revocable, legal. But lying here now, feeling the slight soreness behind her ear where the implant sat, she wondered if she'd crossed a line she couldn't uncross.

Her phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number, though she knew instinctively who it was.

How are you feeling?

She stared at it, heart rate spiking, then typed back with trembling fingers: Who is this?

Your new boss. I can ping the implant already, see your vitals. Your heart rate just jumped to 110. Nervous? Excited? Both?

Sophia's breath caught. He was monitoring her? Already? She looked around the room as if he might be watching through hidden cameras, then realized he didn't need cameras. He could see her stress levels, her arousal, every physiological response translated into data.

Both, she admitted, because what was the point of lying to someone who could read her body's responses?

Good. That's exactly right. Nervous means you understand what's about to happen. Excited means you want it anyway. A pause, then another message. The integration is at 23% already. Faster than average. Your neural architecture is very... receptive. Two hours might be optimistic. Could be sooner.

Sophia set the phone on the nightstand with shaking hands. She should try to rest like Dr. Yan suggested, but her mind was too wired, her body too tense with anticipation. She kicked off her heels, the relief immediate as her feet sank into the plush carpet. Then, after a moment's hesitation, she unzipped her skirt and wiggled out of it, leaving her in just the silk blouse and her soaked panties.

The room was warm, comfortable, and she felt self-conscious in her work clothes. That's what she told herself, anyway. Not that she was getting ready for him, preparing herself, making it easier when he arrived and wanted to—

Her phone buzzed again.

Good girl. I can see your heart rate settling now that you're more comfortable. You can take the blouse off too if you want. Or the panties. Or both. Whatever makes you feel ready.

A full-body shiver ran through her. He was monitoring her continuously, watching the biometric readouts, knowing what she was doing even when he couldn't see her.

Integration at 31%. Your neurons are reaching for the connection like flowers turning toward the sun. So eager. So ready to open up for me.

Sophia's hand moved to her blouse buttons before she consciously decided to obey. One button, then another, until the silk fell open and she shrugged out of it. The black lace bra felt like armor and exposure simultaneously. Her nipples pressed against the fabric, visible, aching.

Beautiful. I can see your breathing pattern change. Are you touching yourself, Sophia?

She wasn't, but the question made her want to. Made her hand drift down over her stomach, over the lace of her panties, feeling the wet heat of her pussy through the fabric.

There we go. Don't stop. I want you ready for me. Want you desperate and needy so when I finally touch your mind, you'll open up completely.

"Oh fuck," Sophia whispered, her fingers pressing against her clit through the lace, rubbing in slow circles that made her hips shift against the bed. She shouldn't be doing this, shouldn't be masturbating on command from a man who wasn't even in the room, but her body didn't care about shoulds and shouldn'ts.

Integration at 38%. Every time you touch yourself, I can see your arousal spike. It's making the connection form faster. Your brain associates pleasure with my presence already, and I haven't even synchronized yet. You're perfect for this, Sophia. Absolutely perfect.

She moaned, soft and breathy, her fingers working faster. The phone buzzed continuously now, messages coming in rapid succession.

Take the panties off. I want to see how wet you are.

Spread your legs.

Imagine it's my hand touching you instead of yours.

Integration at 45%. Almost there, beautiful. Almost time for me to come down and show you what this implant can really do.

Sophia obeyed every command, her panties discarded on the floor, her legs spread wide, her fingers slick with her own arousal as she fucked herself open. She'd never been like this before—never so obedient, so desperate to please, so turned on by the mere thought of being watched and controlled.

Integration at 52%. I'm going to head down now. By the time I get there, you'll be ready. Don't come yet. You don't get to come until I'm in your mind.

That shouldn't have been possible—controlling her orgasm through text messages—but somehow the command settled into her like a physical barrier. She could feel the pleasure building, her body climbing toward release, but something held her back, kept her right on the edge without tipping over.

Good girl. Stay right there. Stay desperate for me.

Sophia heard footsteps in the hallway outside, and her whole body tensed with anticipation. The door opened, and Marcus stepped inside, his jacket removed, his shirtsleeves rolled up to reveal muscular forearms. He looked at her spread out on the bed, naked except for the bra, fingers buried in her pussy, and his smile was pure predatory satisfaction.

"Integration at 58%," he said aloud, moving to the bed. "That's more than enough."

He didn't touch her—not physically. Instead, he sat on the edge of the bed, close enough that she could feel his body heat, and pulled out a tablet. A few swipes, a few taps, and then—

The presence hit her like a wave.

Not gradual, not gentle despite his promise. One moment she was alone in her mind, and the next he was there, everywhere, his consciousness wrapping around hers like a lover's embrace. Sophia gasped, her back arching off the bed, her fingers stilling inside herself as the sensation overwhelmed her.

Hello, Sophia.

His voice, but not out loud. Inside her head, resonating through her neural pathways with an intimacy that made her gasp and moan simultaneously. It felt like he was touching her from the inside out, like every neuron was a nerve ending and he was stroking them all at once.

Marcus? Her thought felt naked, exposed, like thinking it had shown him everything.

That's right. I'm here now. Can you feel me?

She could feel him everywhere. Not invasive—nothing about this felt invasive. It felt right, felt natural, felt like something she'd been missing her whole life and only now realized. His presence touched her memories, skimmed across her desires, explored the architecture of her mind with gentle curiosity.

Relax, he murmured, and her body obeyed before her conscious mind could even process the command. Her shoulders dropped, her breathing slowed and deepened, her muscles went liquid and loose. Even her fingers slipped out of her pussy, her hands falling to her sides. That's it. Let me in. Let me see all of you.

Sophia whimpered—actually whimpered—as she felt his presence push deeper. He was reading her now, she realized. Reading the fantasies she'd had since accepting the interview, the dark desires she'd been too ashamed to acknowledge even to herself. The dreams of submission, of surrendering control, of being taken and used and made to feel things she'd never felt before. Of being bent over a desk and fucked while someone else controlled her mind, made her body respond, turned her into a puppet of pleasure.

Oh, Sophia, Marcus's mental voice was thick with approval, with arousal, with satisfaction. You're even more perfect than I thought. These fantasies... my god. You want to be owned, don't you? Want to be controlled completely. Want someone to take away all the choices and just make you into a good girl who obeys.

"Yes," she gasped aloud, unable to hold it back. "Yes, fuck, yes—"

I'm going to give you that. Going to make you into exactly what you want to be. But first, let me show you why you'll never want to disconnect.

And then he touched something deep in her mind, some cluster of neurons in her nucleus accumbens, her reward center, and Sophia screamed as the most intense orgasm of her life detonated through her body.

"Ahhhhhhh—oh fuck oh fuck oh—MARCUS!"

No physical touch, no stimulation, just his presence in her mind triggering cascades of dopamine and oxytocin and endorphins that made her convulse on the bed. Her back arched so hard she thought her spine might snap, her hips bucking helplessly, her pussy clenching on nothing and still somehow it felt fuller than any cock had ever made her feel.

That's one, Marcus said, his mental voice amused and approving. Let's see how many you can take before you break.

He triggered another orgasm, then another, each one building on the last until Sophia couldn't tell where one ended and the next began. She thrashed on the bed, screaming his name, her hands clawing at the sheets as pleasure consumed her completely.

So responsive. Look at you, Sophia. Coming on command, unable to stop even if you wanted to. This is what you were made for. This is what you've been craving your whole life.

She tried to answer, tried to form coherent thoughts, but all that came out was incoherent begging: "Please please please oh god Marcus please—"

Please what? Please stop? Please more?

"More!" she sobbed, shameless in her desperation. "More, fuck, don't stop, please don't ever stop—"

He gave her more. His physical hands finally touched her, one cupping her breast through the lace of her bra, the other sliding between her legs to feel how wet she was. But that was almost secondary to what he was doing in her mind, the way his presence stroked her consciousness while triggering pleasure centers that made her come and come and come.

"Unnhhh—ahhh—ohgodohgodohgod—"

That's it. Open up completely. Let me see everything.

She felt him rifling through her memories now—her first kiss, her first time, every sexual experience cataloged and examined. Her ex-boyfriend who'd never made her come, the frat guy who'd been too rough, the girl she'd experimented with sophomore year. Every moment of arousal, every fantasy, every time she'd touched herself late at night.

Such a good girl, keeping all these dirty thoughts secret. But you don't have secrets from me anymore. I know you fucked yourself with a vibrator last night thinking about this. I know you came three times imagining me in your mind. I know you want me to use you, to make you do things you'd be too ashamed to ask for.

"Yes," she wept, tears streaming down her face from the intensity of it all. "Yes, please, use me, I want—"

I know what you want.

His hand left her breast, and she heard his belt buckle jingling, the rasp of a zipper. Then he was pulling her up, positioning her on her knees on the bed, his cock—thick and hard and exactly as perfect as she'd imagined—pressing against her lips.

Open your mouth, Sophia. Take me in. Show me what a good girl you can be.

She obeyed mindlessly, her mouth falling open, her tongue extending. He slid inside, thick and hot and salt-bitter on her tongue, and she moaned around him as another orgasm crashed through her.

That's it. Suck it. You're going to learn to associate my cock with pleasure, learn to come every time I'm in your mouth. Classical conditioning, but so much more effective when I can trigger the pleasure response directly.

Sophia hollowed her cheeks and sucked, her head bobbing, saliva dripping down her chin. She'd given head before but never like this, never with someone in her mind making every motion feel like it was for her pleasure as much as his. Every time she took him deeper, he rewarded her with a pulse of pleasure that made her moan and clench.

"Mmmph—nnghhh—"

Good girl. Such a good girl. You love this, don't you? Love having me in both your mind and your mouth. Love being used while I make you feel better than you've ever felt.

She did. She loved it. She'd do anything to keep feeling like this, to keep having him in her mind, to keep being his good girl.

He fucked her mouth harder, his hand tangling in her hair, and through the connection she could feel his pleasure building, could sense his arousal and satisfaction and approval like they were her own emotions.

I'm going to come down your throat, and you're going to swallow every drop while I give you the longest orgasm yet. Ready?

She tried to nod, tried to indicate yes, but her mouth was too full. It didn't matter—he felt her consent through the connection, felt her desperate eagerness, and that was enough.

His cock pulsed on her tongue, hot spurts of come filling her mouth, and simultaneously her mind exploded with pleasure so intense she blacked out for a moment. When awareness returned, she was still swallowing, still sucking, still riding wave after wave of orgasm that seemed to have no end.

Swallow it all. Every drop. Good girl. Perfect girl. My girl.

Finally—minutes later? hours? she'd lost all sense of time—the orgasm crested and began to recede. Marcus withdrew from her mouth, and she collapsed back on the bed, trembling and gasping, her whole body slick with sweat.

He looked down at her with satisfaction, tucking himself back into his pants. "That was just the calibration, Sophia. Just teaching your brain to respond to me, to associate my presence with pleasure. Tomorrow, when you come to work, you'll be ready for the real test. Meeting the other women, learning to synchronize with the group, finding your place in the network."

She could barely think, could barely process his words. Her mind felt simultaneously full and empty, like he'd reorganized her neural pathways to make room for himself.

Sleep now, his voice murmured in her mind, gentle this time. Rest. Tomorrow you begin your real training.

And despite having slept fine the night before, despite it being midafternoon, Sophia's eyes closed obediently and she sank into dreamless, perfect sleep with his presence still wrapped around her mind like a blanket.

When she woke hours later, the room was dark and Marcus was gone. But she could still feel him there, a whisper in the back of her consciousness, a connection that hummed with potential.

Her phone showed several messages:

You did beautifully. I'm so proud of you.

Tomorrow, wear something pretty. The other women are excited to meet you.

Welcome to Meridian Technologies, Sophia. Welcome to the family.

She touched the bandage behind her ear and smiled.

She was his now.

Completely, utterly, perfectly his.


Chapter Two: Integration

Sophia woke to sunlight streaming through floor-to-ceiling windows she didn't remember the recovery suite having. For a disoriented moment, she thought she was still dreaming—the room had transformed overnight into something closer to a luxury apartment than a medical facility. The same king bed, but now she noticed details she'd missed: the Egyptian cotton sheets, the duvet that must have cost thousands, the way everything was designed for comfort and seduction in equal measure.

Her phone showed 7:47 AM. She'd slept for almost sixteen hours straight, and her body felt different. Not sore exactly, but aware in new ways. Hyperaware. Every nerve ending seemed more sensitive, every sensation more vivid. The sheets against her naked skin felt like a caress. The air conditioning raising goosebumps on her flesh felt erotic. Even her own breathing seemed to pulse with possibility.

Good morning, beautiful.

His voice in her mind made her gasp and arch against the mattress, her pussy instantly wet. The connection was there, had been there all night while she slept, a background hum she'd incorporated into her dreams. But now that she was conscious, now that he was actively engaging with her through it, the sensation was overwhelming.

Marcus? Her thought felt breathy, needy.

I've been watching your sleep cycles. REM patterns, delta waves, the way your body responds even when your conscious mind is offline. You have very... interesting dreams, Sophia.

Heat flooded her face. If he'd been monitoring her all night, he'd seen the dreams. The ones where she was bent over his desk while he fucked her in front of the entire office. Where all eight women took turns with her, using her body while Marcus watched and approved. Where she crawled naked through the hallways, his good girl, his pet, his toy.

Don't be embarrassed. Those dreams tell me exactly what you need. And I'm going to give it to you. A pulse of pleasure through the connection, just enough to make her moan. But first, you need to shower and dress. Your first official day starts in an hour. I've had clothes sent to your apartment—check your closet when you get home. For today, Angela left something appropriate in the bathroom.

Sophia forced herself out of bed on shaky legs, hyperaware of the slickness between her thighs, the way her nipples peaked hard in the cool air. The bathroom was pristine, and hanging on a hook was an outfit that made her breath catch: a charcoal gray sheath dress, designer label, that would hug every curve. Stockings—actual stockings with a garter belt, not pantyhose. A black lace bra and panty set that matched perfectly. Heels that would make her legs look incredible and her ass impossible to ignore.

Put it all on. I want you to feel sexy, confident, desired. I want every person you pass in the hallway to want you, but only I get to have you.

She obeyed, moving through the morning routine in a haze of arousal and anticipation. The shower was almost unbearable—every drop of water on her sensitized skin felt like fingers, like tongues, like the phantom touch of someone who wasn't there. She had to brace herself against the tile wall as a mini-orgasm pulsed through her, nowhere near as intense as yesterday but enough to make her knees weak.

That's it. Come for me in the shower. Get used to the idea that your pleasure belongs to me now. I can give it or withhold it, and you'll learn to crave my approval more than anything.

"Ahhh—fuck—" she whimpered, water sluicing over her breasts, her stomach, between her legs where she ached to touch herself but somehow knew she shouldn't without permission.

Don't touch. Just feel. Learn that I can make you come without any physical stimulation at all.

Another pulse, stronger this time, and Sophia came again with a strangled cry that echoed off the bathroom tiles. Her pussy clenched on nothing, desperate to be filled, and through the connection she felt Marcus's satisfaction at her desperation.

Good girl. Now finish washing and get dressed. I want you in my office at 9 AM sharp.

The dress fit like it had been tailored for her body specifically—which, she realized, it probably had been. He'd known her measurements, had probably scanned her body composition during the calibration. The stockings made her feel sophisticated and slutty simultaneously, the garter straps a secret beneath the dress that only she and Marcus knew about. The heels added three inches to her height and changed her posture, made her stand straighter, thrust her chest out, created that slight arch in her lower back that made her ass look incredible.

She looked at herself in the mirror and barely recognized the woman staring back. Professional enough for an office, but with an edge of raw sexuality that seemed to emanate from her skin. Her pupils were dilated, her lips parted slightly, her whole expression one of barely contained desire.

Perfect. Absolutely perfect. Now come upstairs. I have people who want to meet you.



The executive floor looked different in morning light. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered views of San Francisco that must have cost a fortune in real estate alone. The office spaces were open concept but with strategic privacy screens, breakout rooms with glass walls, and everywhere Sophia looked, she saw beautiful women working intently at sleek desks with multiple monitors.

Angela greeted her at reception with a knowing smile. Today she wore a navy dress similar in cut to Sophia's, and when she stood to walk around the desk, Sophia noticed she was also wearing stockings and heels that seemed designed more for seduction than professional comfort.

"He's waiting for you in the main conference room," Angela said, her voice carrying that same serene quality from yesterday. "The others are already gathered."

Sophia's heart hammered as she followed Angela down a corridor lined with abstract art and motivational posters that somehow managed not to be cheesy. Through glass walls, she could see women working, and now she recognized them from the photos Marcus had shown her. Sarah Liu typing rapidly while staring at financial spreadsheets with an expression of intense concentration. Jennifer Harding sketching something on a digital tablet, her hand moving in fluid strokes. Each of them looked professional, brilliant, engaged in their work.

But Sophia could also see the subtle tells. The way Sarah's nipples were visible through her blouse. The flush on Jennifer's cheeks that had nothing to do with exertion. The slight parting of lips, the dilated pupils, the sense that every woman here was perpetually aroused, perpetually aware of the connection humming in the background of their consciousness.

The conference room doors were solid mahogany, and when Angela opened them, Sophia's breath caught.

Marcus sat at the head of a long table, eight women arrayed on either side. All of them turned to look at her simultaneously, the movement so synchronized it had to be coordinated through the neural network. All of them smiled with the same serene, knowing expression.

"Sophia," Marcus said, standing. "Welcome. Please, come sit." He gestured to an empty chair at the opposite end of the table from him, the position of focus. "Everyone, this is Sophia Chen, our newest team member. Sophia, let me introduce you properly to the women you'll be working with."

He went around the table, each woman standing as he said her name. Sarah Liu—petite, late twenties, with sharp eyes that suggested an analytical mind. She wore a crisp white blouse and pencil skirt, her long black hair pulled back in a professional bun. But when she smiled at Sophia, there was heat in her expression that made Sophia's pussy clench.

"Sarah manages our financial operations and has a particular gift for pattern recognition," Marcus said. "Both in numbers and in... other contexts."

Jennifer Harding—early thirties, blonde, athletic build in a tailored pantsuit that somehow made her look both powerful and accessible. "Jennifer handles marketing and public relations. She's excellent at multitasking, at keeping multiple narratives aligned while pursuing our corporate vision."

Amber Rodriguez—late twenties, curves that her emerald dress showcased beautifully, dark hair cascading in waves. "Amber leads R&D. She's our most adventurous mind, always pushing boundaries to see what's possible."

Christina Vale—mid-thirties, Black woman with natural hair styled in elegant locs, wearing a burgundy suit that hugged her figure. "Christina runs HR and handles all our personnel matters. She has excellent instincts for what people need, even before they know it themselves."

Monica Keating—early forties, redhead with pale skin and striking green eyes, conservative blouse and skirt combination. "Monica manages operations, keeps everything running smoothly behind the scenes. Very detail-oriented, very thorough."

Diane Patel—late thirties, Indian woman with classic features and a navy suit, intelligent eyes behind stylish glasses. "Diane is our legal counsel. Brilliant mind for contract law and risk management. She ensures we stay compliant while pursuing innovation."

Rachel Zimmerman—early thirties, brunette with an athletic build, dressed in all black that made her look both serious and subtly dangerous. "Rachel handles project management, coordinates across departments, keeps everyone aligned on deliverables and timelines."

Eight brilliant women, all looking at Sophia with varying degrees of curiosity, welcome, and hunger.

"Ladies," Marcus said, his voice taking on a quality that made the air in the room feel charged, "I'd like you to open up for our newest member. Let her feel what it's like to be part of the network."

And suddenly, Sophia felt them all.

Not just Marcus anymore, but eight distinct presences rushing into her mind simultaneously. Sarah's analytical precision, Jennifer's creative flow, Amber's experimental curiosity, Christina's empathetic awareness, Monica's systematic organization, Diane's logical rigor, Rachel's strategic planning. Each consciousness unique but all connected through Marcus like spokes on a wheel, and he was the hub, the center, the one who controlled the flow of thought and sensation between them.

Sophia gasped, her hands gripping the edge of the table as the sensation overwhelmed her. It was too much, too many minds touching hers, too many thoughts and feelings and desires flooding her consciousness.

Easy, Marcus murmured through the connection. Breathe. Let them in gradually. This is what full synchronization feels like—nine brilliant minds thinking as one while maintaining individual identity. This is how we work.

She tried to breathe, tried to process, and gradually the chaos resolved into something beautiful. She could feel Sarah processing the quarterly earnings report while simultaneously aware of how the fabric of her skirt brushed against her thighs. Could sense Jennifer drafting a press release with half her mind while the other half imagined Marcus bending her over the table. Amber was mentally designing a new implant iteration while her pussy throbbed with need. Christina was reviewing personnel files while fantasizing about Sophia's mouth between her legs.

Every woman working, brilliant and productive, while simultaneously aroused beyond measure and held right on the edge of orgasm by Marcus's control.

This is your baseline now, Marcus explained, his mental voice cutting through the network with authority. You'll learn to work like this, to think like this. Your productivity will triple because you'll have access to everyone's expertise, everyone's insights. And the arousal will keep you focused, keep you eager to please, keep you desperate for my approval and rewards.

"How..." Sophia's voice came out shaky. "How do you function like this? How do you get anything done when you're all so... so..."

"Horny?" Jennifer supplied with a smirk. "You get used to it. Learn to channel it. The arousal becomes fuel instead of distraction."

"And when it gets too intense," Sarah added, "when we need release, Marcus gives us permission. Sometimes individually in private, sometimes..." she glanced at Marcus with heat in her eyes, "...as a group."

Sophia's imagination immediately supplied images—all nine of them tangled together, bodies moving in synchronization, pleasuring each other while Marcus watched and controlled their responses through the network.

Oh, you'd like that, wouldn't you? Marcus's thought was amused, approving. Don't worry. You'll experience it soon enough. But first, I want to see how well you can work while synchronized. Sarah, bring Sophia up to speed on the Morrison account. Jennifer, show her the campaign materials you've been developing. Everyone else, maintain your current projects but keep part of your attention on helping Sophia integrate.

What followed was the strangest, most intense work experience of Sophia's life. Sarah walked her through complex financial models, and Sophia found herself understanding intuitively because she could feel Sarah's thought process, could sense the patterns Sarah saw in the numbers. Jennifer showed her marketing materials, and Sophia could appreciate the strategic choices because Jennifer's creative logic was flowing through the network, available for everyone to access.

But underneath it all, constant and insistent, was the arousal. The awareness of nine women all desperate for release, all held on the edge by Marcus's control, all working with perfect productivity despite—or because of—their constant need.

An hour passed, then two. Sophia found herself contributing to discussions with insights that seemed to come from nowhere until she realized she was drawing on the collective intelligence of the network. Sarah's financial acumen, Jennifer's marketing intuition, Amber's innovative thinking, all flowing together through Marcus's guidance.

And then, without warning, Marcus said, "Sarah, come."

Across the table, Sarah's eyes rolled back and she cried out—"Ahhhhh fuck yes thank you—"—her whole body convulsing in her chair as an orgasm crashed through her. She didn't stop working, though. Her fingers kept typing, her analysis kept flowing, but her face was a mask of ecstasy, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

Through the network, Sophia felt the echoes of Sarah's pleasure, felt how intensely she was coming, felt the gratitude and submission and desperate need to please that accompanied her release.

"Jennifer, come."

"Oh god oh god yes—nnnghhh—" Jennifer's hand stuttered on her tablet for just a moment before resuming its smooth strokes, even as her hips bucked and her free hand gripped the edge of the table.

He went around the room, giving each woman permission to come in turn, and Sophia felt every orgasm through the network, felt how each woman's pleasure was slightly different, how Christina came with quiet intensity while Amber was loud and shameless, how Monica needed it rougher while Diane preferred the slow build.

But he didn't give Sophia permission.

She sat there, pussy soaking through her new panties, thighs clamped together, every muscle tense with need as she felt eight other women experiencing the release she was being denied. It was torture and it was perfect and it made her want to beg.

Not yet, Marcus said privately to her through the connection. You don't get to come during work hours until you've proven you can maintain productivity while desperate. Consider this your first test.

The meeting continued for another hour. Sophia contributed where she could, learned constantly through the network, and suffered exquisitely as Marcus periodically gave the other women permission to come while she remained on the edge.

Finally, mercifully, he said, "That's enough for this morning. Sophia, stay. The rest of you, back to your desks. I want the Morrison proposal on my desk by EOD, and Jennifer, finish the campaign deck. We present to the board on Friday."

The women filed out, each pausing to touch Sophia's shoulder or smile at her with welcome and knowing sympathy. Then she was alone with Marcus, her body trembling with need, her mind still buzzing with the echoes of the network.

He stood and walked toward her with predatory grace. "You did well. Better than I expected for your first synchronized session. But now I want to see how well you can focus when I'm touching you. Stand up."

She obeyed immediately, her legs shaky, and he circled behind her. His hands settled on her hips, and even through the fabric of her dress, his touch felt electric.

I'm going to fuck you now, Sophia. Right here in the conference room where anyone walking by could see through the glass walls. And you're going to stay quiet, stay professional-looking, while I use your body. Can you do that for me?

"Yes," she breathed. "Anything. Please."

His hands gathered her dress up over her hips, exposing the stockings and garter belt, the soaked black lace of her panties. He made an approving sound deep in his throat.

"You wore exactly what I wanted. Such a good girl." His fingers hooked into the panties and pulled them aside, and she felt his cock—hot and hard and perfect—pressing against her entrance. "Brace yourself on the table."

She leaned forward, her palms flat on the polished mahogany, her ass thrust back toward him. Through the glass walls she could see people walking past in the hallway, could see Sarah at her desk typing away, could see the normal business of the office continuing while she was about to be fucked by her boss.

Marcus pushed inside her in one smooth thrust, filling her completely, and Sophia had to bite her lip to keep from screaming. He was big—bigger than she'd realized yesterday with her mouth full—and the stretch was intense and perfect and exactly what her desperate pussy needed.

Stay quiet, he reminded her through the connection, even as he started to move, his hips snapping against her ass in a rhythm that made the table shift slightly. Let everyone see you getting fucked, but don't make a sound. Show me your control.

It was impossible. Every thrust hit spots inside her that made her want to scream, made her want to beg for more, made her want to come so badly she could taste it. But she clamped her jaw shut, her fingers white-knuckled on the table edge, and took it.

He fucked her harder, one hand tangling in her hair, pulling her head back to expose the line of her throat. The other hand slid around to find her clit, and when his fingers made contact, she felt the orgasm building like a tidal wave.

Not yet. You don't come until I give permission.

"Please," she whimpered, barely audible. "Please please please Marcus—"

"Not. Yet." Each word punctuated by a brutal thrust that made her see stars. "You're going to learn that your pleasure belongs to me. That you come when I allow it and not a second before. That being my good girl means obeying even when every cell in your body is screaming for release."

He fucked her for what felt like hours but was probably only minutes, bringing her right to the edge over and over, his fingers on her clit maddeningly skilled, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with mechanical precision. Through the connection, she could feel his pleasure building, could sense how close he was, and that somehow made her need worse.

People walked past the conference room. She saw Angela glance in, saw the receptionist's smile of approval before she continued down the hall. Saw Jennifer look up from her desk and watch with open hunger. Saw Sarah's eyes tracking their movements while her hands never stopped typing.

They all knew. They'd all been here, bent over this table or pressed against these walls, fucked by Marcus while the office continued around them. This was normal. This was just part of working at Meridian Technologies.

"Please," Sophia begged again, her voice breaking. "Please let me come, I need it so bad, please—"

Beg prettier.

"Please, Marcus, please, I'll do anything, I'll be so good for you, please just let me come, I need it, I need you, please—"

"Come now," he growled, and simultaneously she felt him pulse inside her, felt his cock throbbing as he filled her with his release, and her orgasm detonated through every nerve ending.

She screamed—couldn't help it, couldn't hold it back—the sound echoing through the conference room as her pussy clenched around him, milking every drop while wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Through the network she felt the other women's responses, felt how her orgasm echoed through all of them, making Sarah gasp at her desk, making Jennifer's hand still on her tablet, making all of them share in her ecstasy.

Marcus held her through it, his cock still buried inside her, his hand gentle now on her clit, drawing out the aftershocks until she was limp and trembling.

Good girl, he murmured, withdrawing slowly. Such a good girl for me. Now pull yourself together and go meet with Christina in HR. She'll set up your benefits, get you your building access, all the administrative details. And Sophia?

"Yes?" Her voice was wrecked, hoarse from screaming.

Don't clean up. I want you to feel my come dripping out of you all day. Want you to remember who you belong to with every step.

He pulled her panties back into place, smoothed her dress down over her hips, and turned her to face him. His thumb brushed across her bottom lip, and she opened automatically, sucking it into her mouth.

"Welcome to Meridian Technologies, Sophia. I think you're going to fit in perfectly here."


Chapter Three: Personnel Development

Sophia walked down the hallway on unsteady legs, hyperaware of the wet heat between her thighs, of Marcus's come soaking into her panties and starting to trickle down her inner thigh despite the lace barrier. Every step was a reminder of what had just happened, of how thoroughly she'd been fucked while the entire office watched through glass walls. Her pussy still pulsed with aftershocks, her clit throbbing against the damp fabric in a way that made her want to find a bathroom and finish what Marcus had started.

Don't even think about it, his voice murmured through the network, making her stumble slightly in her heels. You don't touch yourself without permission. That desperate ache you're feeling? That need? You're going to carry it all day. Let it build. By tonight, you'll be so ready for me you'll do absolutely anything I ask.

Sophia whimpered quietly, her hand reaching out to steady herself against the wall. Through the connection, she could feel the other women's awareness, their sympathy mixed with arousal. They'd all been there, all experienced that first day of walking around the office full of Marcus's come, desperate and needy and on display.

Keep walking, beautiful. Christina's office is at the end of the hall. She's waiting for you.

The door to HR was open, revealing an office that managed to be both professional and sensual. Soft lighting, comfortable seating, and Christina Vale behind a sleek desk, her locs framing her beautiful face, her burgundy suit jacket unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of her breasts beneath a cream silk camisole.

"Sophia," Christina said warmly, standing to greet her. "Come in, close the door behind you." Her smile was knowing, her dark eyes tracking down Sophia's body in a way that made the younger woman's breath catch. "I can smell him on you. Did he fuck you good?"

The directness made Sophia flush hot, but she nodded. "Yes. In the conference room. While everyone—"

"While everyone watched. I know. I saw." Christina moved around the desk with fluid grace, her hips swaying. "That's one of his favorite things—public claiming, showing everyone that you belong to him now. How does it feel, walking around with his come inside you?"

"Intense," Sophia managed. "I feel... exposed. Marked."

"You are marked." Christina reached out and brushed a strand of hair behind Sophia's ear, her fingers lingering on the small bandage that covered the implant site. "We all are. That's the point. Now, I need to get some basic information from you for payroll and benefits, but first..." She paused, tilted her head as if listening to something. Through the network, Sophia felt Marcus's presence spike with approval. "First, Marcus wants me to help you understand what it means to be part of this team. The full scope of your responsibilities."

"What do you mean?" Sophia's voice came out breathy, anticipatory.

"Sit on the couch," Christina said, gesturing to a leather sofa against one wall. "Get comfortable. Actually, you know what? Take off your panties first. You're just going to ruin them anyway, and they're expensive."

Sophia hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her hands shaking as she reached under her dress to hook her thumbs into the waistband of her soaked panties. She pulled them down over her thighs, her stockings, stepping out of them carefully. The lace was visibly wet, and when she held them, she could feel the warm slickness of Marcus's come mixed with her own arousal.

Christina took them from her with a smile, holding them up to examine in the light. "These are ruined. Good. Means he filled you properly." She brought them to her face and inhaled deeply, her eyes closing with pleasure. "Mmm. You smell delicious, Sophia. I can't wait to taste you."

Heat flooded through Sophia's body, making her knees weak. "You're going to—?"

"I'm going to eat your pussy until you can't remember your own name. Going to lick Marcus's come out of you and make you come on my tongue while he watches through the network. That's part of my job as HR—making sure new employees feel welcomed, integrated, satisfied." Christina's smile was pure seduction. "Now sit down, spread your legs, and let me show you what kind of benefits package Meridian really offers."

Sophia sank onto the couch, her dress riding up over her thighs, and Christina knelt between her legs with practiced grace. Up close, she was even more beautiful—high cheekbones, full lips painted in a deep burgundy that matched her suit, skin like polished mahogany.

"You have a gorgeous pussy," Christina murmured, her hands sliding up Sophia's thighs to push them wider apart. "Already swollen and sensitive. I can see his come leaking out of you. Did he fuck you hard?"

"Yes," Sophia gasped as Christina's thumbs brushed her inner thighs, so close to where she needed to be touched but not quite there.

"Did you come?"

"Yes. He made me beg for it first."

"Good. He always makes us beg. Makes us desperate. Makes us understand that our pleasure is his to give or withhold." Christina leaned forward, and Sophia felt warm breath ghost across her sensitive flesh. "Now I'm going to make you beg too. I'm going to edge you until you're sobbing, and only when Marcus gives permission will I let you come. Understand?"

Before Sophia could answer, Christina's tongue made contact with her pussy, and coherent thought became impossible.

"Oh fuck—oh god—"

Christina licked her with expert precision, her tongue sliding through Sophia's folds, collecting the mixture of come and arousal with evident enjoyment. She made appreciative sounds—"Mmm, yes, so good"—that vibrated against Sophia's clit and made her hips buck.

Through the network, Sophia felt Marcus's attention focus on her, felt him observing through Christina's senses, experiencing the taste and texture and heat of her pussy secondhand. It was voyeuristic and intimate simultaneously, knowing he was watching, knowing he was controlling this, knowing Christina's tongue was just an extension of his will.

"Ahhh—Christina—fuck—"

Christina's tongue circled her clit with maddening lightness, never quite giving enough pressure to push her over the edge. Her hands gripped Sophia's thighs, holding them open, keeping her exposed and vulnerable. When she pulled back slightly, Sophia could see her face glistening with wetness, her lipstick smeared.

"You taste incredible," Christina said, then dove back in, this time pushing her tongue inside Sophia's pussy, fucking her with it while her thumb found her clit.

Sophia's back arched off the couch, her hands flying to Christina's head, fingers tangling in her locs. The pleasure was building fast, too fast, and she could feel the orgasm approaching like a freight train.

Not yet, Marcus's voice cut through the haze. Christina, back off. Don't let her come.

Christina withdrew immediately, leaving Sophia trembling and gasping on the edge. "Please—no—I was so close—"

"I know," Christina said with sympathy and satisfaction mixed together. "But you don't come without permission. Marcus wants you desperate. Wants you to understand that every orgasm from now on is a gift from him." She stood, pulled tissues from a box on her desk, and delicately wiped her face. "Now, let's talk about your benefits while you calm down."

It was surreal, sitting on the couch with her dress hiked up and her pussy exposed while Christina went through paperwork at her desk. Health insurance options, 401k matching, vacation days—all discussed in a professional tone while Sophia's body screamed for release and Christina's face still showed evidence of what she'd been doing moments before.

"We also offer unlimited sick days, though employees rarely use them since the neural network allows you to work from home while bedridden if necessary," Christina was saying, her tone perfectly businesslike. "Mental health days are encouraged—Marcus believes in work-life balance, even if the line between work and pleasure is... blurred here."

Through the network, Sophia felt the other women's arousal, felt how they were all still working but aware of what was happening in Christina's office. Felt Sarah's fingers stutter on her keyboard as she imagined Christina's tongue on Sophia's clit. Felt Jennifer shift in her chair, pressing her thighs together. Felt Amber's breathing quicken as she mentally replayed her own HR orientation, when Christina had done the same to her.

They're all thinking about you, Marcus murmured privately. Remembering their first days, getting wet imagining Christina between your legs. You're part of the collective fantasy now, Sophia. Every woman here is touching herself mentally to the thought of you being devoured.

Sophia moaned, unable to help herself, and Christina looked up with a knowing smile.

"I know it's hard to focus, but we need to finish this paperwork. Unless..." She paused, head tilted again in that listening posture. "Marcus says if you can answer ten basic HR questions correctly while I'm eating you out, he'll let you come. But if you get one wrong, I stop and you don't get to come at all today. Want to try?"

It was an impossible challenge and Sophia knew it, but she was desperate enough to agree. "Yes. Please. I'll try."

Christina's smile widened. "Good girl. Question one: What is Meridian Technologies' mission statement?"

She dropped to her knees again as she asked, and before Sophia could even formulate an answer, that talented tongue was back on her clit, licking in slow circles that made thought nearly impossible.

"To—ahhh—to revolutionize human connection through—oh fuck—through neural technology that—mmm—that enhances collaboration and—yes right there—and productivity."

"Correct. Question two: How many vacation days do you accrue per year?"

Christina's tongue pushed inside her, fucking her slowly while her thumb worked Sophia's clit, and Sophia had to dig deep to remember the conversation from literally two minutes ago.

"Twenty—nnghhh—twenty days plus—god yes—plus holidays."

"Correct. Question three: What percentage does the company match for 401k contributions?"

This continued, Christina asking questions with her mouth full of Sophia's pussy, Sophia struggling to answer while waves of pleasure threatened to drown out coherent thought. The health insurance deductible. The stock option vesting schedule. The employee assistance program details. The sexual harassment policy—which was ironic given the current situation, though technically this was all consensual and encouraged.

Sophia got seven questions right, her voice getting higher and more desperate with each answer, her hips grinding against Christina's face, her whole body trembling on the edge of the most intense orgasm of her life.

"Question eight," Christina said, her voice muffled against Sophia's pussy. "What is the safe word to disconnect from the neural network?"

"Neural disconnect—oh god—said three times in—fuck fuck fuck—in succession—please please—"

"Correct. Question nine: What is the company's policy on fraternization between synchronized employees?"

Christina sucked her clit hard, her fingers pushing inside Sophia's pussy to curl against her g-spot, and Sophia screamed.

"Encouraged! It's—ahhhhh—it's actively encouraged to build—oh my god—build team cohesion and—I can't I can't—and mutual trust—Christina please—"

"Last question, Sophia. Get this right and Marcus says you can come. Get it wrong and you spend the rest of the day desperate." Christina's dark eyes met hers, face glistening, mouth swollen. "What is your primary job function at Meridian Technologies?"

It was a trick question. Sophia's actual title was Junior Business Analyst, but that's not what Christina was asking. Through the network, she could feel Marcus's attention, could feel him waiting for her answer, testing her understanding of what she'd really signed up for.

"To serve," Sophia gasped. "My primary function is to—ahhh—to serve Marcus however he wants. To be useful and—yes—and obedient and—oh fuck—and available whenever he—please—whenever he needs me."

Perfect answer, Marcus's approval flooded through the network. Christina, make her come. Make her come so hard she forgets where she is.

Christina growled against Sophia's pussy and went to work with devastating efficiency. Her tongue and fingers worked in tandem, finding every sensitive spot, building the pressure impossibly high, and when Sophia finally came, it was with a scream that probably carried through the entire floor.

"FUCK—OH GOD—CHRISTINA—MARCUS—YESYESYES—"

Her hips bucked wildly, her hands fisting in Christina's locs, holding her face against her pussy as she rode out wave after wave of pleasure. Through the network, she felt the other women's responses—felt them all sharing in her orgasm, felt Sarah come at her desk with a strangled gasp, felt Jennifer's hand slip under her skirt, felt the collective ecstasy ripple through all nine minds connected to Marcus.

Christina didn't let up until Sophia was sobbing, oversensitized, pushing weakly at her head. Only then did she pull back, her face soaked, her smile triumphant.

"Welcome to the team, Sophia. Officially."

Before Sophia could respond, the office door opened and Marcus walked in, followed by Jennifer and Amber. Sophia tried to close her legs, tried to pull her dress down, but Marcus's mental command froze her in place.

Stay exactly like that. Let them see what Christina did to you. Let them see how thoroughly you've been claimed.

Jennifer and Amber moved to either side of the couch, looking down at Sophia's exposed, glistening pussy with hunger in their eyes.

"She did so well," Christina reported to Marcus, standing and moving to his side. "Answered all ten questions correctly even while I was eating her out. Very impressive focus for her first day."

"I knew she would," Marcus said, his gaze traveling over Sophia's body with possessive satisfaction. "She's exactly what we needed. Smart, submissive, eager to please. Jennifer, Amber, what do you think?"

Jennifer knelt beside the couch, her hand trailing up Sophia's thigh. "I think she's beautiful. I want to taste her too." Her fingers brushed Sophia's pussy, making her gasp and flinch from oversensitivity. "Sorry, baby. Too much?"

"She can take more," Marcus said. "Can't you, Sophia? You can take whatever we give you because you're a good girl who wants to please everyone on the team."

Sophia nodded frantically, even though her body was screaming that she couldn't possibly come again, couldn't possibly handle more stimulation. But the need to please him, the desperate craving for his approval, overrode every physical limitation.

"Yes," she whispered. "I can take more. I want to. Please."

Marcus's smile was approving, proud. "Then let's see how well you multitask. Christina, I want you to sit on her face. Jennifer, you and Amber can share her pussy—take turns, see who can make her come harder. I'm going to sit here and watch while all of you show Sophia exactly what kind of team she's joined."

Christina didn't hesitate. She stripped out of her burgundy suit with efficient grace, revealing a body that made Sophia's breath catch—curves and strength in equal measure, her dark skin flawless, her pussy already wet and ready. She climbed onto the couch, positioned herself over Sophia's face, and lowered herself with a sigh of pleasure.

"Use your tongue, baby," she murmured. "Show Marcus how good you can be at eating pussy."

Sophia had only done this once before, a drunken experiment in college that had been awkward and brief. But now, with Christina's thighs bracketing her face and her pussy hovering inches from her mouth, she found herself eager, desperate to prove herself. She lifted her head and licked, tasting Christina's arousal, feeling the older woman's thighs tremble.

"Mmm, good girl," Christina praised, grinding down slightly. "Use your tongue inside me. Fuck me with it."

At the same time, Jennifer's mouth found Sophia's clit, sucking gently, and Sophia moaned into Christina's pussy. The vibration made Christina gasp and press down harder, essentially riding Sophia's face, and Sophia had to focus on breathing through her nose while her tongue worked inside Christina's tight heat.

Amber's fingers joined Jennifer's tongue, pushing inside Sophia's pussy, stretching her, finding spots that made her hips jerk. Through the network, she could feel all of their pleasure—Christina's building orgasm, Jennifer's arousal at having Sophia's taste on her tongue, Amber's satisfaction at making Sophia squirm.

And underneath it all, Marcus's presence, controlling everything, orchestrating this like a conductor with an orchestra. She felt him adjust Christina's arousal, making her more sensitive. Felt him guide Jennifer's tongue to exactly the right spot. Felt him make Amber's fingers curl at the perfect angle.

"That's it," Marcus said, his voice coming from somewhere nearby. "Look at my girls working together. Christina, ride her face harder. Make her work for it. Jennifer, I want to see Sophia come on your tongue in the next thirty seconds. Amber, help her."

They obeyed instantly, their movements becoming more aggressive. Christina ground down on Sophia's face, her pussy soaking Sophia's chin and cheeks. Jennifer sucked her clit hard while Amber added a third finger, stretching her, fucking her fast and rough.

Sophia came with a muffled scream, her cry lost in Christina's pussy, her body convulsing between the three women. Through the network, she felt Marcus's satisfaction, felt him reward all of them with pleasure, felt Christina come on her tongue while Jennifer and Amber shared a kiss above her trembling body.

Good girl, Marcus praised. Such a good girl, taking care of your team. But we're not done yet. Christina, Amber, switch positions. Jennifer, I want you to sit on her face now. Let's see how many times we can make her come before she passes out.

They rotated positions with practiced efficiency, and Sophia realized with a mixture of terror and excitement that this was her life now. This was normal. This was what working at Meridian Technologies meant.

Jennifer's pussy was different from Christina's—smaller, tighter, with a slightly sweet taste. Amber's mouth was more aggressive than Jennifer's had been, her tongue pushing deep inside while her fingers worked Sophia's clit. Christina knelt beside the couch, sucking on Sophia's nipples through her dress, making her arch and moan into Jennifer's pussy.

Time became meaningless. Orgasm after orgasm crashed through her until she couldn't tell where one ended and another began. She came on tongues and fingers and once, memorably, on Christina's fingers in her ass while Amber ate her pussy and Jennifer held her down.

Through it all, Marcus watched, his presence in the network constant and commanding, his approval the reward they all craved more than orgasm.

Finally, when Sophia was limp and sobbing and couldn't possibly come again, he called it.

"Enough. She's done well. Christina, get her cleaned up and make sure she drinks some water. Jennifer, Amber, back to work. We have deadlines." He moved to the couch, looking down at Sophia with something almost like tenderness. "You did beautifully, Sophia. I'm very proud of you. Rest for a bit, then I want you at your new desk this afternoon. Sarah will show you your workspace and get you set up with projects."

He leaned down and kissed her forehead, a gesture so gentle after the intensity of everything that had just happened that it made tears spill down her cheeks.

"Welcome to the family," he murmured. "Truly."

Then he was gone, and Christina was helping her sit up, pressing a water bottle into her hands, wrapping a soft blanket around her shoulders. Jennifer and Amber each kissed her cheek before leaving, their lipstick marking her skin.

"First day is always the hardest," Christina said gently, settling beside her on the couch. "But you made it through beautifully. Tomorrow will be easier. You'll start to crave this, start to need it. The synchronization, the pleasure, the feeling of being useful and wanted and thoroughly used. It becomes addictive."

Sophia sipped the water, her body still trembling with aftershocks. "Does it ever get less intense?"

Christina smiled. "No. But you get better at handling it. And once you stop fighting it, once you fully surrender to Marcus and the network, it becomes the best part of your life. Better than anything you've experienced before."

Through the network, Sophia felt the truth of that statement echoed by all the other women. Felt their satisfaction, their fulfillment, their genuine happiness despite—or because of—how thoroughly they'd surrendered their autonomy.

And she knew, with absolute certainty, that she'd never say the safe phrase.

She was his now.

Theirs now.

And she couldn't imagine wanting anything else.


Chapter Four: Team Building

By the time Sophia made it to her new desk, it was almost 2 PM. Christina had helped her shower in the executive bathroom—an experience that had almost turned into another round when Christina's soapy hands lingered too long on Sophia's breasts—and found her fresh clothes from a wardrobe that apparently existed specifically for situations like this. A soft cream sweater dress that clung to her curves, fresh stockings and garter, new panties that were already getting damp despite how thoroughly she'd been used that morning.

Her workspace was in an open area with the other women, a sleek desk with three monitors, an ergonomic chair that probably cost more than her college textbooks, and a small nameplate that read "Sophia Chen - Business Analysis." The desk was positioned between Sarah's financial station and Rachel's project management command center, with a clear sightline to Marcus's glass-walled office where she could see him on a conference call, gesturing emphatically to someone on screen.

Sit down, beautiful. Sarah's going to get you started on the Morrison account while I finish this call. And Sophia?

"Yes?" she whispered, hyperaware that the other women could hear her.

I want you to keep the network connection open. Let everyone feel what you're feeling as you work. Let them share in your thoughts, your arousal, your desperate need to please me. No privacy, no barriers. Complete transparency.

Sophia's breath caught as she felt the network expand around her, felt her consciousness opening up like a flower to allow the other women complete access to her mind. Immediately, she felt their curiosity, their welcome, their hunger.

Good girl. Now get to work.

Sarah rolled her chair over, her professional demeanor somehow intact despite what Sophia knew she'd been doing earlier. "Okay, so the Morrison account is our biggest client—tech infrastructure for hospitals across California. I'll share the financial models with you through the network, and you can literally feel how the numbers work instead of just reading them."

And suddenly, Sophia understood what Sarah meant. Financial data began flowing into her consciousness—not as spreadsheets or graphs, but as pure conceptual understanding. She could feel the revenue streams like rivers, see the cost structures as architectural frameworks, understand the profit margins with an intuition that should have taken years to develop.

"Holy shit," she breathed.

Sarah grinned. "Right? That's what synchronized learning feels like. I'm literally uploading my expertise directly into your brain. You'll be able to do junior financial analysis by the end of today, intermediate by the end of the week. It's how we train so fast here."

But underneath the data transfer, Sophia felt Sarah's other thoughts too. Felt her remembering Christina's tongue on Sophia's pussy, felt her getting wet at the memory, felt her shifting in her chair to press her thighs together. And because the network was fully open, Sarah felt Sophia noticing, felt Sophia's arousal spiking in response.

Don't be embarrassed, Sarah's mental voice was warm, amused. We all share everything here. You'll get used to it. Actually... you'll start to crave it. The intimacy of having eight other minds constantly aware of yours, constantly touching your thoughts like lovers.

Rachel leaned over from her desk. "Morrison presentation is Friday at 2 PM. We need the financial projections, marketing materials, and technical feasibility assessment done by Thursday EOD for review. Think you can help pull it together?"

"I... yes. I think so." Sophia pulled up the project files Sarah had shared, and through the network, she felt Jennifer's creative input flowing in, felt Amber's technical knowledge, felt Rachel's organizational framework. It was like working with a team of experts inside her own head, each lending their specialization seamlessly.

She started drafting analysis, her fingers flying across the keyboard, and was shocked to discover she was working at triple her normal speed. Numbers made sense intuitively. Strategic implications became obvious. She could see patterns she normally would have missed because she was drawing on Sarah's analytical mind, Jennifer's strategic thinking, Rachel's project planning.

But she could also feel their constant arousal, the way they were all perpetually wet and wanting, held on the edge by Marcus's control. Could feel how Sarah's nipples were hard under her blouse, how Rachel was clenching her thighs rhythmically, how Jennifer kept stealing glances at Marcus's office and remembering the feeling of his cock in her throat.

An hour passed. Sophia made significant progress on the Morrison analysis, impressing even Sarah with her intuitive grasp of the financial models. But the arousal was building, becoming harder to ignore. She shifted in her chair, pressed her thighs together, tried to focus on work instead of the throbbing heat between her legs.

Sophia.

Marcus's mental voice made her gasp audibly. Several of the other women looked up, smiling knowingly.

Yes?

Come to my office. Bring your notes on Morrison.

She stood on shaky legs, gathering her tablet, hyperaware of every eye tracking her movement as she crossed the open workspace. Marcus's office door was heavy glass, and when she knocked, his "Come in" carried through both the air and the network simultaneously.

He was behind his desk, jacket off, sleeves rolled up, looking exactly like the fantasy of a powerful CEO that she'd been masturbating to for weeks before accepting this job. The view behind him showed San Francisco sprawling in afternoon light, but Sophia couldn't take her eyes off him.

"Close the door. Lock it."

She obeyed, the click of the lock seeming impossibly loud.

"How's the Morrison work coming?"

"Good. Sarah's teaching me the financial models and I think I can have preliminary projections done by tonight." She tried to keep her voice steady, professional, like she wasn't acutely aware that he'd fucked her this morning, that his come had been dripping out of her while Christina ate her pussy, that every woman in the office knew exactly what he tasted like.

"Show me."

She moved around the desk, pulling up her work on the tablet, standing close enough that she could smell his cologne, feel the heat radiating from his body. As she walked him through the analysis, his hand settled on her hip, casual and possessive.

"This is good work. You're learning fast." His hand slid down to cup her ass through the sweater dress. "But I didn't call you in here for Morrison. Take off your panties."

Sophia's breath caught. "Here? But everyone can see through the glass—"

"I know. That's the point. They're all watching. They all want to see you obey me. Take. Them. Off."

Her hands trembled as she reached under her dress, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pulling them down. The fresh pair Christina had given her were already soaked, and she felt a rush of shame and arousal as she stepped out of them.

Marcus took them from her, examined the wet fabric, then set them on his desk like a trophy. "Good girl. Now bend over my desk. Face the glass. I want everyone to see your expression when I fuck you."

"Marcus—" she started, but his mental command cut through her hesitation like a knife.

Bend. Over. The. Desk.

Her body obeyed before her conscious mind could process the order, her torso folding forward until her chest pressed against the cool mahogany, her ass thrust up, her dress riding up to expose her stockings and bare pussy. Through the glass walls, she could see the entire office. Could see Sarah watching with her hand frozen on her mouse. Could see Jennifer's mouth falling open. Could see Rachel shifting in her chair, her hand disappearing under her desk.

"Everyone's watching you," Marcus murmured, his hand stroking her ass, her thighs, getting close to her pussy but not quite touching. "All eight of them are getting wet watching you be a good girl for me. Can you feel them through the network?"

She could. Felt Sarah's pussy clenching in sympathy. Felt Jennifer's nipples hardening. Felt Christina in her office pausing her work to watch through her own glass walls. Felt Monica and Diane and Amber all stopping what they were doing to observe, to share in the anticipation building through the network.

We all remember our first time being fucked in his office, Jennifer's mental voice was thick with arousal. Remember being on display like that. You look so beautiful, Sophia. So perfectly desperate.

Marcus's fingers finally touched her pussy, sliding through her wetness, and Sophia moaned helplessly. "So wet already. You came how many times this morning? Five? Six? And you're still this desperate for more."

"I can't help it," she whimpered. "The network keeps me aroused, keeps me needing—"

"Needing what?"

"Needing you. Needing to be filled. Needing to be useful." The words spilled out uncensored. "Please, Marcus. Please fuck me. Let everyone watch. Let them feel it through the connection. I want to be good for you."

His approval flooded the network, making all nine women gasp simultaneously. "That's exactly what I wanted to hear."

He pushed inside her in one brutal thrust, no preparation, just the thick length of his cock filling her completely. Sophia screamed, her hands scrabbling for purchase on the desk, her face pressed against the wood.

"FUCK—oh god—yes—"

Through the glass, she could see the women's reactions. Sarah's hand disappeared between her legs. Jennifer bit her lip hard enough to leave marks. Rachel's hips were moving in her chair like she was fucking an invisible lover. And through the network, Sophia felt all of their arousal, felt how badly they wanted to be in her position, felt their jealousy and vicarious pleasure mixing into a feedback loop that made everything more intense.

Marcus fucked her hard, his hips slamming against her ass, the desk shifting with each thrust. His hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, and Sophia loved it, needed it, wanted everyone to see the marks he left on her.

"Tell them," he growled. "Tell them how this feels."

It feels perfect, Sophia broadcast through the network, her mental voice incoherent with pleasure. He's so deep, filling me so completely, I can feel him in my stomach, oh god oh god—

We know, the collective response came back, eight voices in harmony. We can feel it through you. Feel how stretched you are, how perfectly he fits, how every thrust hits your cervix and makes you see stars.

Marcus's hand came down hard on her ass—CRACK—and Sophia yelped, the sharp sting mixing with pleasure in a way that made her pussy clench around him.

"You like that? Like being spanked while everyone watches?"

"Yes!" Another spank, harder. "Yes, fuck, please—"

He spanked her rhythmically, alternating ass cheeks, the sharp cracks audible through the glass walls. Each impact sent shockwaves through the network, making all the women gasp and shift and press their thighs together. Sophia's ass burned beautifully, and she knew it must be bright red, knew everyone could see the marks forming.

Look at her taking it, Amber's mental voice was awed. Look how well she's handling him. Already learning to be such a good girl.

She's going to fit in perfectly, Christina agreed. Already opening up, already sharing everything with us. No hesitation, no shame.

Marcus's hand tangled in Sophia's hair, pulling her head back, forcing her to look through the glass at her audience. "Wave to them, Sophia. Show them you know they're watching."

Mortified, aroused beyond measure, Sophia lifted one trembling hand and waved. The gesture was obscene considering her position—bent over, being fucked hard, ass bright red from spanking—and she saw Jennifer laugh delightedly while Sarah's hand moved faster between her legs.

"Good girl. Now make yourself come on my cock. I want to feel you squeeze me. I want everyone to feel your orgasm through the network."

His fingers found her clit and Sophia exploded, her scream echoing through the office even with the door closed. Her pussy clamped down on him like a vice, rhythmic pulses that made him groan, and through the network she felt the collective response—felt Sarah come at her desk with a muffled cry, felt Jennifer's hand still between her legs as her own orgasm hit, felt the cascade effect as her pleasure triggered theirs.

That's it, Marcus praised, still fucking her through the aftershocks. Make them all come with you. Show them what a perfect conduit you are for collective pleasure.

He didn't let her rest. As soon as her first orgasm crested, he angled his hips differently, hitting her g-spot with precision that suggested he could feel exactly where it was through the network. The stimulation was too much, too intense, and Sophia sobbed as another orgasm built impossibly fast.

"Can't—too much—please—"

"You can. You will. One more for me, beautiful. One more while everyone watches and feels and wishes they were you."

The second orgasm was somehow more intense than the first, full-body convulsions that left her boneless and gasping. Through the network, she felt the women's reactions—their awe, their arousal, their desperate need for their own turn being used like this.

Please, Marcus, Jennifer's mental voice was begging. Please can I come again? Watching her is driving me crazy.

No, his response was firm. You all come when I say, not before. Back to work. Show me you can maintain productivity even while desperate.

A collective groan of frustration, but immediate obedience. Sophia watched through pleasure-blurred eyes as the women returned their attention to their monitors, their hands returning to keyboards instead of between their legs, their bodies still trembling with need but controlled by his will.

Marcus pulled out of her abruptly, leaving her empty and whimpering. "On your knees. Clean my cock with your mouth."

Sophia slid to the floor, her legs too weak to hold her weight, and took him into her mouth. She could taste herself on him, salt-sweet and musky, and she sucked enthusiastically, worshipping his cock with her tongue while he watched her with satisfaction.

"That's my good girl. Look at you, on your knees in my office, covered in your own come and my handprints, sucking my cock while everyone watches. You're exactly what I knew you'd be."

His approval made her moan around him, made her take him deeper, made her relax her throat to let him fuck her face. His hands gripped her hair, holding her still while he thrust, and she felt him getting close, felt his balls tightening.

Swallow every drop, he commanded. Show me how grateful you are.

When he came, she swallowed obediently, the taste of him flooding her mouth, and she didn't spill a single drop. She kept sucking until he was completely soft, until he pulled her off gently by her hair.

"Perfect. Absolutely perfect." He helped her stand, steadied her when she swayed. "Your panties stay on my desk as a reminder. Go back to work with my come in your stomach and everyone knowing exactly what we just did. I want Morrison projections by 6 PM."

"Yes, Marcus." Her voice was hoarse, wrecked.

And Sophia?

She paused at the door, looking back.

I'm very proud of you. You're learning so fast, accepting everything so beautifully. Tonight, after everyone else leaves, I have something special planned. A proper team building exercise. You'll meet everyone in the conference room at 7 PM. Don't be late.

The promise in those words made her shiver with anticipation and just a touch of fear. If this was normal, what could "special" possibly mean?

She returned to her desk on trembling legs, acutely aware that everyone knew, everyone had watched, everyone had felt echoes of what she'd experienced. But instead of shame, she felt acceptance. Felt belonging.

Sarah smiled at her warmly. "Welcome to the team, officially. That was beautiful to watch. Now, let's finish these projections so we can all enjoy tonight's activities."

Sophia sat down, opened her work files, and tried to focus despite the wet heat between her legs, despite Marcus's absence making her feel incomplete, despite knowing that whatever he had planned for tonight would push her even further than she'd already gone.

Through the network, she felt the collective anticipation building. Felt all eight women counting down the hours until 7 PM. Felt Marcus's satisfaction at having them all desperate and eager and perfectly under his control.

And Sophia realized she couldn't wait.

Whatever came next, she wanted it.

Needed it.

Would do absolutely anything to be his good girl.


Chapter Five: Synchronization

The hours between Marcus's office and 7 PM crawled by with agonizing slowness. Sophia managed to finish the Morrison projections—with significant help from Sarah's financial expertise flowing through the network—but her concentration was fractured, split between spreadsheets and the constant awareness of what was coming.

Through the network, she felt the other women's anticipation building like pressure in a sealed container. Felt Jennifer's creative mind wandering to fantasies of what Marcus might have planned. Felt Christina's memories of previous "team building exercises" that left her unable to walk properly for days. Felt Amber's experimental curiosity about whether Sophia could handle what they all handled regularly.

Stop overthinking, Marcus's voice cut through her spiraling thoughts at 6:45 PM. Finish up your work, use the bathroom if you need to, then meet in Conference Room A. And Sophia? Don't wear anything under your dress. I want easy access.

Her hands shook as she saved her files, sent the Morrison projections to Marcus and Rachel for review, and headed to the executive bathroom. Her reflection in the mirror showed a woman transformed—pupils dilated with arousal, lips swollen from being bitten, a flush across her cheeks and throat that spoke of constant stimulation. The cream sweater dress clung to her curves, and when she reached under to remove her panties and stockings as instructed, she saw how soaked the fabric was.

She was bare under the dress now, nothing between her pussy and the world except thin knit fabric. The sensation was vulnerable and erotic simultaneously, and when she walked, the hem brushed against her thighs in a way that made her hyperaware of her nakedness.

The other women were already gathering in Conference Room A when Sophia arrived at 6:58 PM. The same room where Marcus had fucked her this morning, though the table had been pushed to one side and the chairs arranged in a circle. Soft lighting, ambient music playing low, and in the center of the circle, an array of items that made Sophia's breath catch: cushions, blankets, bottles of lubricant, toys of various sizes and purposes.

Sarah smiled at her entrance. "Right on time. Marcus likes punctuality." She was wearing a silk robe that showed hints of her body beneath—clearly nothing else. Jennifer wore something similar in deep blue. Christina in burgundy. All eight women in various states of undress, their professional workday facades completely stripped away.

"Should I..." Sophia gestured uncertainly at her dress.

"Keep it on for now," Rachel said. "Marcus will tell you when he wants it off."

They arranged themselves in the circle, Sophia between Christina and Amber, close enough that their thighs brushed when they shifted. The contact sent sparks through her hypersensitive skin, and through the network she felt their awareness of her, their curiosity about how she'd respond to what was coming.

At exactly 7 PM, Marcus entered.

He'd changed from his work clothes into dark slacks and a black button-down with the sleeves rolled up, casual but still commanding. His presence seemed to fill the room, and through the network, Sophia felt all nine women's attention snap to him like iron filings to a magnet.

"Good evening, ladies." His voice was warm, approving. "I'm very pleased with today's productivity. The Morrison projections look excellent, Sarah, Sophia. Jennifer, the revised marketing deck is perfect. Everyone contributed beautifully while maintaining synchronization and managing your constant arousal. You've all been very good girls."

The praise flooded through the network, triggering dopamine releases in all their brains simultaneously. Sophia felt the collective pleasure of his approval, felt how desperately they all craved it, how his words alone could make them wet and wanting.

"Tonight is about integration. About helping Sophia understand what it means to be part of this team at the deepest level. We're going to synchronize completely—not just minds sharing surface thoughts, but full neural merger. You'll all become extensions of each other, feel everything each other feels, experience pleasure amplified by nine simultaneous perspectives."

He moved to the center of the circle, standing among the cushions and supplies. "But first, I want to see how well you work together. Christina, you've already tasted Sophia today. Tell everyone what she's like."

Christina's smile was sensual, remembering. "Sweet. Responsive. Gets incredibly wet when she's aroused, and she's aroused constantly now. Makes the most delicious sounds when she comes—these little whimpering cries that make you want to keep going just to hear them again."

"Amber, Jennifer, you've both touched her. What did you notice?"

Jennifer spoke first. "Very sensitive nipples. The slightest touch makes them hard, and when you suck them, she arches so beautifully."

"Tight pussy," Amber added. "Even after being fucked twice today, she still clenches so perfectly. And she tastes incredible—I want another turn with my tongue inside her."

Marcus's gaze swept the circle. "Sarah, Rachel, Diane, Monica—you haven't had your turns yet. That's going to change tonight. But first..." He pulled out a small remote, and suddenly the network expanded, deepened, became something far more intense than Sophia had experienced before.

Full synchronization activating, his mental voice announced. Opening all barriers. Complete neural merger in three... two... one...

Sophia gasped as the barriers between her mind and the others' dissolved completely. She could feel Christina's thoughts as clearly as her own. Could experience Sarah's analytical processing. Could sense Jennifer's creative visualization. It wasn't just awareness anymore—it was merger, fusion, nine minds overlapping and interweaving until individual identity became fluid.

Oh god, her thought echoed through all of them simultaneously.

Exactly, Marcus's satisfaction permeated the merged consciousness. Now you're truly connected. What one feels, all feel. What one experiences, all experience. Sophia, stand up and remove your dress.

She obeyed, rising from the circle, her hands trembling as she pulled the sweater dress over her head. Naked now except for the heels she'd forgotten to remove, she stood in the center while nine pairs of eyes tracked every curve, every line, every intimate detail of her body.

But it wasn't just them looking at her—through the merger, she experienced looking at herself from eight different perspectives simultaneously. Saw herself through Sarah's analytical appreciation of proportions. Through Jennifer's aesthetic eye noticing how the lighting played across her skin. Through Christina's hunger to taste her again. Through Amber's experimental curiosity about how much pleasure she could handle.

Beautiful, the collective thought resonated through the merged minds. Absolutely beautiful.

"Lie down on the cushions," Marcus instructed. "On your back, legs spread, arms above your head."

Sophia lowered herself onto the soft padding, the fabric cool against her heated skin. She spread her legs as instructed, opened herself completely to their gazes, and through the network she felt their collective arousal spike at her vulnerability.

"Ladies, I want you to take turns. Each of you gets five minutes to do whatever you want with Sophia's body—touch, taste, tease, torment. But here's the rule: whatever you do to her, you'll feel through the synchronization. Her pleasure becomes your pleasure. Her desperation becomes your desperation. The more intensely you make her feel, the more intensely you'll feel it reflected back."

He paused, letting that sink in. "Sarah, you start. Show Sophia what analytical precision feels like when applied to pleasure."

Sarah moved into the center with fluid grace, her silk robe falling open to reveal small breasts with dark nipples, a trim body that spoke of yoga and discipline. She knelt between Sophia's spread legs, her dark eyes intense with focus.

"I'm going to map every sensitive spot on your body," Sarah murmured, her fingers trailing up Sophia's calf. "I'm going to catalog what makes you gasp, what makes you moan, what makes you beg. And through the network, we'll all learn your body together."

Her touch was methodical but not clinical—testing pressure, speed, location. Inner thigh, hip bone, lower belly. Each touch sent data through the network, and Sophia felt the collective consciousness analyzing her responses, learning her patterns, understanding her body at a neural level.

When Sarah's fingers finally brushed her pussy lips—just a feather-light touch—Sophia arched off the cushions with a strangled cry.

Highly responsive to light touch on vulva, Sarah's analytical mind cataloged. Clitoris slightly left of center, prefer indirect stimulation to start...

But underneath the analysis, Sophia felt Sarah's arousal, felt how touching her was affecting the other woman, felt how the network was feeding Sarah's pleasure from Sophia's responses back into Sarah's consciousness in a loop that amplified both.

Sarah's fingers explored with precision, finding spots that made Sophia gasp, avoiding her clit to build the tension. She mapped the entrance to her pussy, noting how Sophia clenched when fingers pressed but didn't enter. Found the sensitive spot just above her clit that made her hips jerk. Cataloged every reaction while the network shared it all with the eight other minds watching.

"Time," Marcus said, and Sarah withdrew with visible reluctance, her fingers glistening.

"Rachel. Your turn."

Rachel approached with a different energy—strategic, purposeful. Where Sarah had been exploratory, Rachel was goal-oriented. "I'm going to make you come in under four minutes," she announced, positioning herself between Sophia's legs. "That's my baseline metric. Let's see how efficient we can be."

Her mouth descended on Sophia's pussy without preamble, tongue finding her clit immediately, and Sophia screamed. After Sarah's teasing exploration, the direct stimulation was overwhelming, and through the network she felt Rachel's satisfaction at her response, felt how Rachel was experiencing Sophia's pleasure amplified back through her own neural pathways.

Two minutes to orgasm, Rachel's strategic mind was tracking. Optimal tongue pressure is... here... and circular motion rather than up-down... yes, there...

Sophia's hands fisted in the cushions as Rachel ate her with devastating efficiency, each lick precisely calibrated for maximum response. Through the network, she felt the other women's vicarious pleasure, felt them all experiencing what Rachel's tongue was doing through Sophia's perspective, felt the collective arousal building.

"Oh god oh god oh fuck—" Sophia's hips bucked against Rachel's face, and she came in exactly three minutes forty-seven seconds, her scream echoing through the conference room and through the network simultaneously.

Eight women gasped as they felt the orgasm through Sophia's merged consciousness, their bodies responding to pleasure they weren't directly experiencing but felt as intensely as if they were.

"Excellent timing," Marcus praised. "Monica, you're next."

Monica moved forward, and Sophia noticed she carried several items from the center pile—a small vibrator, lubricant, and something else Sophia couldn't immediately identify. "I handle operations," Monica said, her pale skin flushed with arousal. "Which means I'm very good at multitasking."

She lubed her fingers efficiently, and Sophia felt them pressing against her asshole—gentle but insistent. At the same time, the vibrator buzzed to life against her still-sensitive clit.

Oh fuck— Sophia's mental voice was incoherent as dual sensations overwhelmed her. Monica's finger pushed inside her ass slowly, carefully, while the vibrator on her clit sent shockwaves through her oversensitized nerves.

Through the network, she felt the collective experience of anal penetration—felt how it felt strange and intrusive and somehow perfect all at once. Felt Monica's own arousal at providing these sensations, felt the other women's curiosity and hunger.

"That's it, relax for me," Monica murmured, working a second finger in alongside the first. "Let me open you up. Marcus loves fucking ass, and you need to be ready for when he wants that from you."

The combination of vibrator and fingers made Sophia come again, this time with a full-body shudder that left her sobbing. Monica withdrew slowly, carefully, leaving her empty and aching.

"Diane, your turn."

Diane approached with her intelligent eyes gleaming behind her glasses. "Legal training teaches you to find loopholes, to find creative interpretations. Let me show you how that applies here."

She positioned herself at Sophia's head, and suddenly Sophia found Diane's pussy hovering over her face while Diane's mouth descended between her legs. A sixty-nine position, but with the network synchronization, it became something far more complex.

Taste me while I taste you, Diane's mental voice instructed. Feel what your tongue does to me through my perspective while you experience my tongue on you through your own. Double feedback loop.

Sophia lifted her head and licked, tasting Diane's arousal, and immediately felt it from Diane's perspective—felt how Sophia's tongue felt against her clit, felt the pleasure building in Diane's body. And simultaneously, she felt Diane's tongue on her own pussy, felt it from both perspectives at once.

The doubled sensation made her brain short-circuit with pleasure. She was giving and receiving simultaneously, experiencing both sides of oral sex at once through the neural merger, and it was too much, too intense, too perfect.

They came together, their screams muffled against each other's pussies, and through the network the eight other women felt both orgasms simultaneously—nine minds experiencing two climaxes from dual perspectives, the pleasure cascading and amplifying until several of them came untouched from the feedback alone.

Diane rolled off her with a satisfied smile. "That's the beauty of full synchronization. Every act of pleasure becomes multiplicative."

"Jennifer, Amber, Christina," Marcus said. "The three of you together. Show Sophia what true teamwork looks like."

The three women descended on Sophia as a coordinated unit. Jennifer's mouth found her breasts, sucking her nipples with enthusiasm. Amber positioned herself between her legs, tongue working her clit while fingers pumped inside her pussy. Christina kissed her deeply, swallowing her moans, her hand finding Sophia's hand and guiding it to Christina's own pussy.

Sophia was drowning in sensation, experiencing pleasure from four different sources simultaneously while the network made her experience it from all their perspectives too. She felt what her nipple felt like in Jennifer's mouth from Jennifer's side. Felt what her pussy felt like on Amber's tongue from Amber's perspective. Felt what Christina's pussy felt like on her fingers from Christina's side.

She came so hard she blacked out for a moment, and when awareness returned, all three women were still touching her, still wringing aftershocks from her trembling body.

"Perfect," Marcus said, his approval flooding through the network. "Now I think Sophia's ready for the final integration. Everyone, form a circle around her. We're going to do a full group synchronization—all of you connected to her, all of you sharing in what happens next."

The women arranged themselves in a tight circle around Sophia's prone form, their hands all reaching out to touch some part of her body. Sarah's hand on her ankle. Jennifer's on her thigh. Amber's fingers in her pussy. Christina's hand cupping her breast. Rachel, Monica, Diane touching her arms, her stomach, her face.

And then Marcus was there, his clothes removed, his cock hard and ready. He positioned himself between her legs, and through the network Sophia felt eight different perspectives as he pushed inside her.

Felt it from her own perspective—the stretch, the fullness, the perfect friction. Felt it from Sarah's analytical observation of the penetration. Felt it from Jennifer's aesthetic appreciation of their bodies moving together. Felt it from Christina's memory of how this felt when it was her being fucked. Felt it from Amber's experimental curiosity about angle and depth. Felt it from Rachel's strategic assessment of rhythm and efficiency. Felt it from Monica and Diane's arousal at watching and touching and participating.

Nine minds experiencing one act of penetration from eight different perspectives simultaneously.

Marcus fucked her slowly at first, letting the network carry the sensation to all of them, letting them all feel his cock moving inside Sophia's pussy as if they were the ones being fucked. And because the synchronization was complete, he felt it from all their perspectives too—felt how it looked, how it felt, how desperately they all wanted this.

This is what full integration means, his mental voice resonated through all nine minds. This is why you'll never want to disconnect. Because individual pleasure is nothing compared to collective ecstasy.

He increased his pace, fucking Sophia harder, and the women's hands on her body moved in response—stroking, squeezing, pinching. The combined stimulation from nine different touch points while being fucked built toward an orgasm unlike anything Sophia had experienced.

Come for me, Marcus commanded. All of you. Come together. Let me feel nine simultaneous orgasms through the network.

And they did.

Sophia came first, her pussy clamping down on Marcus's cock, and the sensation rippled through the network to trigger orgasms in all eight other women. They came together, a chorus of screams and gasps and moans, their bodies convulsing in sympathetic response to pleasure they were experiencing secondhand but feeling as intensely as if it were their own.

The feedback loop was incredible—nine orgasms feeding into each other, amplifying, cascading, until Sophia couldn't tell where her pleasure ended and theirs began, couldn't distinguish her consciousness from the collective, couldn't remember what it felt like to be just one person in her own head.

Marcus came inside her with a groan, and they all felt that too—felt his release from his perspective, felt the hot pulse of his come from Sophia's perspective, felt the satisfaction and completion and perfect submission from all perspectives simultaneously.

When it finally crested and began to recede, Sophia lay in the center of the circle, trembling and sobbing, surrounded by eight women who were equally wrecked, all of them connected through neural pathways that hummed with shared pleasure.

Welcome to the family, Marcus's mental voice was gentle now, tender. Truly welcome. You're one of us now. Forever.

And Sophia knew, with absolute certainty, that she'd never be anything else.

She was his.

Theirs.

Part of something bigger than herself.

And she'd never been happier.


Chapter Six: Deep Integration

Sophia woke in darkness, her body pressed between warm softness on both sides. It took a moment to orient herself—she was still in Conference Room A, but the lights had been dimmed to near blackness. The cushions beneath her were plush and comfortable, and the warmth on either side resolved into bodies. Christina on her left, Amber on her right, both naked and draped partially over her like human blankets.

Through the network, even in sleep, she felt the others. Sarah and Jennifer curled together nearby. Rachel, Monica, and Diane in their own tangle of limbs. The connection hummed constantly now, a background awareness that felt as natural as breathing.

Good morning, beautiful.

Marcus's voice in her mind made her eyes flutter open. Pale dawn light was starting to filter through the windows—she'd slept here all night, then. Her body ached in the most delicious ways, every muscle remembering the hours of pleasure and use.

What time is it?

5:47 AM. The others will wake soon, but I wanted to talk to you privately first. How do you feel?

Sophia took inventory. Sore, yes. Exhausted, absolutely. But underneath that, something else—a deep satisfaction, a sense of belonging, a completeness she'd never experienced before. I feel... whole. Like I've been incomplete my entire life and didn't know it until now.

Good. That's exactly right. The neural integration does that—makes you realize how isolated you were before, how limited individual consciousness is. Now you'll never be alone again. Even when we're not actively synchronized, you'll feel us there.

I don't ever want to disconnect.

I know. No one ever does. His satisfaction flooded through the connection. Today is Friday—we present Morrison at 2 PM. But first, I want to deepen your integration. There are aspects of your role here we haven't explored yet. Things that will push your boundaries even further.

A thrill of anticipation and nervousness ran through her. What kind of things?

You'll see. Wake the others. Everyone showers together in the executive suite—it's become our morning ritual. Then I want all of you in my office at 7 AM. We have special preparations for today's presentation.

Christina stirred beside her, her mental presence emerging from sleep like a flower opening. Mmm, morning already? I was having the best dream... She pressed closer to Sophia, her lips finding Sophia's neck. Or maybe I'm still dreaming. You taste too good to be real.

Amber's hand slid across Sophia's stomach, moving lower. If she's dreaming, I'm having the same one. Should we wake her up properly?

Later, Marcus's command cut through their playfulness. Shower first. I want all of you clean and ready. We have work to do.

The executive shower was a revelation—a massive space with multiple shower heads, heated tile floors, and enough room for all nine women comfortably. Sophia found herself in the center of a sea of naked female bodies, hands passing soap and shampoo, fingers washing hair and bodies with casual intimacy.

Sarah's soapy hands on her breasts. Jennifer's fingers working shampoo through her hair. Christina's hands washing between her legs with thorough attention that had Sophia gasping and pressing back against Rachel's body. Amber's mouth on her neck, teeth grazing. Diane's hands cupping her ass.

No orgasms yet, Marcus's command resonated through the network. I want you all desperate and ready. Wash each other, tease each other, but no release until I give permission.

The shower became exquisite torture—nine aroused women touching each other everywhere, building need without satisfaction. By the time they emerged, dried off with plush towels, Sophia was trembling with want.

Fresh clothes waited in Marcus's office—but not work clothes. Sophia's outfit made her breath catch: a black leather skirt that barely covered her ass, a sheer white blouse with no bra, thigh-high stockings with garter, and heels that added four inches to her height. The other women wore similar variations—leather, lace, sheer fabrics that left little to imagination.

These are what you wear for client presentations? Sophia's thought was incredulous.

No, Marcus's mental voice was amused. These are what you wear for special clients. Morrison's CEO, Richard Morrison, is... particular. He appreciates beauty, and part of our value proposition includes aesthetic presentation. You'll understand when you meet him.

At 7 AM, all nine women stood in Marcus's office, dressed like high-class escorts masquerading as businesswomen. Marcus himself wore an impeccable charcoal suit, his presence commanding as he looked them over with approval.

"Beautiful. All of you." He moved around the room, adjusting Jennifer's blouse to show more cleavage, pulling Sophia's skirt down slightly, running his hand possessively over Christina's ass. "Morrison arrives at 1 PM for pre-presentation drinks. The formal presentation is at 2 PM in the main conference room. But what happens between 1 and 2 is just as important as the financial models."

He returned to his desk, pulled up a photo on his tablet. A man in his sixties, distinguished looking, salt-and-pepper beard, expensive suit. "Richard Morrison built his hospital tech empire from nothing. He's brilliant, demanding, and has very specific tastes when it comes to business relationships. He expects excellence in work product and... supplementary services."

Sarah's mental voice cut in. We've fucked him before. Multiple times. It's part of how we maintain the account.

All of us? Sophia's shock must have been obvious through the network.

Corporate hospitality at its finest, Jennifer added with dark amusement. Marcus shares us with key clients. It's in the fine print of your employment contract, actually. "Additional services as required for client relations."

Marcus's gaze fixed on Sophia. "I'm not going to force you to participate. You can say no, use the safe phrase, walk away from this entire situation. But understand—this is how we operate. This is how we've maintained our market dominance. Morrison renews his contract every year because we provide value he can't get elsewhere. And that value includes access to the most brilliant, beautiful, sexually available team in San Francisco."

He paused, letting that sink in. "So I'm asking: are you willing to be part of today's client services? To help us close this deal? To let Morrison use your body along with the others while you maintain perfect professionalism in presenting the financial analysis you worked so hard on?"

Sophia's mind raced. This was beyond anything she'd imagined, beyond what she'd agreed to even in her most intense fantasies. But through the network, she felt the other women's acceptance, their willingness, their understanding that this was just part of the job.

And she felt Marcus's desire for her to say yes, felt how much her consent and participation would please him.

Yes, she thought, before her rational mind could second-guess. I'll do it. Whatever you need.

His approval flooded through the network, making all nine women gasp with pleasure. "Perfect. Then let's prepare. Morrison likes his women eager and available. Jennifer, show Sophia the preparation room. Everyone needs to be ready for penetration in all locations—I want you thoroughly stretched and lubricated. We have five hours before he arrives."



The preparation room was adjacent to the main conference room, equipped like a high-end boudoir. Comfortable seating, multiple mirrors, and a medical-grade cleaning station that made Sophia's face burn when she understood its purpose.

"Enemas first," Jennifer said matter-of-factly, guiding Sophia to the private stall. "Morrison loves anal, and you don't want any embarrassing accidents. We all do this before client meetings."

The process was clinical but intimate, Jennifer's hands gentle as she helped Sophia through it. Then came stretching—progressively larger plugs inserted with copious lubricant, preparing her ass for use while her pussy remained empty and aching.

This is so surreal, Sophia thought, watching in the mirror as Jennifer worked a plug into her ass that felt impossibly large. I'm preparing to be fucked by a stranger for a business deal.

It gets easier, Christina's mental voice was sympathetic. The first client is always the hardest. But you'll see—there's something empowering about it too. About being so desirable that men pay millions partly for access to your body. About maintaining perfect professionalism while someone's cock is inside you.

By noon, all nine women were prepared—cleaned, stretched, lubricated, plugs keeping them open and ready. They'd reviewed the presentation materials, run through the talking points, ensured everyone knew their role in the formal pitch.

And through it all, the arousal built. The plugs in their asses, the knowledge of what was coming, Marcus's periodic commands through the network to touch themselves but not come—it created a fever pitch of need that made concentration nearly impossible and somehow sharpened their focus simultaneously.

At 12:45 PM, Marcus gathered them in his office. "Final instructions. Morrison arrives in fifteen minutes. We'll have drinks in the lounge area—be charming, be intelligent, let him appreciate what we're offering. When he's ready, we'll move to the conference room. Sophia, you'll present the financial analysis while sitting in his lap. Sarah, you'll handle the Q&A on your knees under the table. Jennifer, your marketing presentation happens while he fucks you against the glass wall. We'll rotate through positions, through who he's using, but the presentation continues seamlessly. Show him that our team can perform under any circumstances."

This is insane, Sophia thought, but the arousal that flooded through her betrayed how much the idea excited her.

This is Meridian Technologies, Marcus corrected with satisfaction. This is what we do.

At 1 PM exactly, Angela buzzed through. "Mr. Morrison has arrived."

"Send him up."

The man who entered Marcus's office was exactly as his photo suggested—distinguished, powerful, with sharp eyes that immediately scanned and catalogued every woman present. His gaze lingered on Sophia, recognition flickering across his face.

"A new team member, Marcus?"

"Sophia Chen, our newest analyst. Brilliant mind, fast learner, and as you can see, a beautiful addition to our team."

Morrison approached Sophia with predatory interest, his hand extending for a shake that turned into something more possessive—his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist, his eyes traveling down her body without shame. "Lovely. I'm looking forward to seeing what she can do."

The double meaning was clear, and through the network, Sophia felt Marcus's approval of her maintaining composure.

"Shall we have drinks?" Marcus gestured to the lounge area of his office, where comfortable seating and a bar were set up. "The ladies have been looking forward to your visit."

What followed was the most surreal hour of Sophia's life. They drank expensive scotch and discussed business—hospital tech infrastructure, patient data security, implementation timelines. But Morrison's hands wandered constantly, settling on thighs, sliding up skirts, cupping breasts through sheer blouses. The women accepted his touches with grace, sometimes leaning into them, maintaining perfect professionalism even as his fingers explored their bodies.

When his hand slid between Sophia's legs, finding her wet and ready, she managed to keep discussing the quarterly revenue projections without her voice wavering.

"She's exquisite," Morrison said to Marcus, his fingers pushing inside her pussy while Sophia sat beside him on the couch, her legs spread, her financial tablet steady in her hands. "So responsive. And she can actually think while being touched—that's rare."

"She's very talented," Marcus agreed, his pride flooding through the network. "Why don't we move to the conference room? The formal presentation is ready, and I think you'll find our demonstration of capabilities... impressive."

The conference room had been transformed. The table remained, but cushioned spaces had been created along the glass walls. Presentation screens were positioned for easy viewing from any angle. And the array of supplies along one wall—lubricant, towels, toys—made the room's dual purpose clear.

Morrison settled into the chair at the head of the table, his anticipation obvious. "Proceed."

Marcus nodded to Sophia. "Start with the financial overview."

Sophia gathered her materials, her legs unsteady in the heels, and approached Morrison. His hands immediately went to her hips, guiding her to sit in his lap, her back to his chest, facing the presentation screen.

She felt his cock hard against her ass through his trousers, felt his hands sliding up under her sheer blouse to cup her breasts, and through the network, felt eight other women's arousal at watching this happen.

"The Morrison account represents 43% of our annual revenue," she began, her voice remarkably steady as his fingers found her nipples and pinched. "Year-over-year growth has averaged 23%, with Q4 showing exceptional performance..."

His hand slid down, pushing under her leather skirt, finding her pussy wet and ready. Two fingers pushed inside her, and Sophia had to pause to breathe through the sensation before continuing.

"Hospital implementations across Northern California have achieved 97% uptime, exceeding industry standards by..." His fingers curled against her g-spot, and she gasped. "...by 12 percentage points."

"Keep going," Morrison murmured against her neck. "I want to see how well you focus while I finger-fuck you."

Through the network, she drew on Sarah's analytical precision, using it to stabilize her thoughts even as pleasure built. She continued the presentation, covering revenue projections, cost analyses, ROI calculations, while Morrison's fingers worked inside her and his other hand played with her breasts.

Under the table, Sarah had positioned herself between Morrison's legs, and Sophia felt through the network when Sarah freed his cock and took it into her mouth. Felt the wet heat, the suction, the way Sarah hollowed her cheeks while Sophia continued discussing financial models.

"The three-year projection shows..." Sophia's voice caught as Morrison's thumb found her clit. "...shows compound annual growth rate of 28% assuming contract renewal and... oh god... and expansion into Southern California markets."

"Come for me," Morrison growled in her ear. "Come while you're talking about my money. Show me how well you perform under pressure."

The orgasm hit her mid-sentence about market penetration—appropriately ironic—and she came with a cry that she tried to muffle, her pussy clenching around his fingers, her body convulsing in his lap while the presentation screen still showed her carefully prepared financial models.

Through the network, the other women felt her orgasm, felt Morrison's satisfaction, felt the successful merging of business and pleasure that defined Meridian's client services.

"Excellent," Morrison said, withdrawing his fingers and bringing them to Sophia's mouth. She sucked them clean without being asked, tasting herself, maintaining eye contact with him in the mirror-like reflection of the presentation screen. "Sarah, you're next. I want you to present the technical infrastructure analysis while I fuck you from behind."

Sarah emerged from under the table, her lips swollen, and moved to position herself bent over the conference table. Morrison stood, positioned himself behind her, and pushed inside her pussy in one smooth thrust that made Sarah gasp.

But her voice remained steady as she pulled up technical specifications. "Current server architecture utilizes redundant cloud systems with local failover protocols..."

Morrison fucked her with steady rhythm, his hands gripping her hips, while Sarah continued the technical presentation flawlessly. Through the network, Sophia felt what Sarah felt—the fullness, the impact of each thrust, the way professional analysis and raw physical pleasure could coexist in the same mind.

"Jennifer," Marcus said. "Marketing deck. Window position."

Jennifer moved to the glass wall overlooking San Francisco, pressing her palms against it, her ass thrust out. Morrison withdrew from Sarah and moved to Jennifer, pushing inside her ass this time—she'd been wearing a plug all morning, and he slid in easily, making her moan.

"Market positioning analysis," Jennifer managed, even as Morrison buried himself in her ass. "Focus groups indicate 89% brand recognition among target demographics..."

For two hours, they rotated. Morrison fucked each woman multiple times, in multiple positions, while the presentation continued seamlessly. Sophia found herself bent over the table while discussing implementation timelines, on her knees sucking his cock while Sarah handled technical Q&A, pressed against the window with him in her ass while Jennifer covered marketing strategies.

And through it all, the network kept them synchronized, kept the business discussion flowing, proved that Meridian's team could literally fuck and work simultaneously with perfect execution.

By 3:30 PM, Morrison had come three times—once in Christina's mouth, once in Amber's pussy, once in Sophia's ass—and the presentation was complete.

"Extraordinary," he said, settling back in his chair while nine disheveled but professionally composed women stood before him. "Marcus, you've outdone yourself with this team. The financial projections are solid, the technical infrastructure is exactly what we need, and the... supplementary services... are exceptional."

He stood, straightened his tie, smiled at Sophia specifically. "Your new analyst is remarkable. I'll be requesting her presence at our quarterly reviews going forward."

"Of course," Marcus agreed. "Sophia will be available whenever you need her."

Morrison signed the contract renewal on the spot—three years, expanded scope, terms worth $50 million. The biggest deal Meridian had ever closed.

As Angela escorted him out, Marcus turned to his team with pride radiating through the network.

"Perfect execution. Every one of you performed flawlessly. Sophia, I'm especially proud of you—first client presentation and you handled it like you've been doing this for years."

Through the network, Sophia felt the collective satisfaction, the shared accomplishment, the way they'd all contributed to success through their minds and bodies equally.

I can't believe that just happened, she thought, still processing.

That's your life now, Marcus reminded her. Brilliant work and sexual service, seamlessly integrated. Welcome to the highest levels of Meridian Technologies.

And Sophia realized she wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter Seven: Complete Surrender

The week after the Morrison presentation passed in a blur of work and pleasure so intertwined that Sophia couldn't distinguish between them anymore. She'd close million-dollar deals with clients' cocks in her mouth. She'd draft financial analyses while Marcus fucked her from behind. She'd participate in video conferences with her hand between Jennifer's legs under the table, making her come silently while discussing quarterly projections.

The network had become her natural state of being—she couldn't remember what it felt like to be alone in her own head, and she didn't want to. The constant awareness of eight other brilliant minds, the shared arousal that kept her perpetually wet and wanting, the sense of belonging to something greater than herself—it was addictive beyond anything she'd imagined.

By Friday evening, one week exactly since her first day, Marcus called all nine women to his office.

"You've all performed exceptionally this week," he said, his pride resonating through the network. "Morrison renewed with expanded scope. We closed three new accounts. Revenue projections are up 40%. And Sophia..." his gaze fixed on her with intensity that made her pussy clench, "...you've integrated faster and more completely than any employee in company history."

Through the network, Sophia felt the other women's agreement, their acceptance of her as a full member of the team.

"Tonight, I want to celebrate. And I want to take your integration to the final level—something we've only done a few times before. Complete neural merger, where individual identity dissolves entirely and we become one consciousness sharing nine bodies. It's intense, it's overwhelming, and it's irreversible. Once you've experienced it, you'll crave it constantly."

He paused, letting that sink in. "Sophia, this is your choice. The others have all done this before—they know what it entails. But for you, this is new. If you agree, there's no going back. You'll be mine—ours—at a level beyond anything you've experienced so far."

Sophia didn't hesitate. "Yes. I want it. I want everything."

Marcus's smile was approving, possessive. "Then let's begin. Everyone, to the executive suite. Tonight, we merge completely."



The executive suite was Marcus's private apartment within the building—a penthouse space that few employees ever saw. Massive windows overlooked the city, lights twinkling in the darkness. A bedroom that could accommodate multiple people comfortably, with a bed large enough for all ten of them. Soft lighting, ambient music, an atmosphere of luxury and intimacy.

"Strip," Marcus commanded, and nine women obeyed simultaneously, clothes falling away until they stood naked before him.

He circled them slowly, appreciatively, his hand trailing across bodies, cupping breasts, sliding between legs to test wetness. "All of you are already soaking. Good. You're going to need that arousal—it's the lubricant that allows consciousness to merge fully."

He moved to a control panel on the wall, made adjustments that Sophia couldn't see. "I'm going to override the safety limiters on the neural network. Normally, there are barriers that maintain individual identity even during synchronization. Tonight, I'm removing those barriers completely. When I activate full merger, your sense of self will dissolve. You won't be Sophia anymore, or Sarah, or Jennifer. You'll be us—one consciousness experiencing existence through nine female bodies simultaneously."

He turned to face them. "It will feel like ego death. Like losing yourself entirely. Some people panic when it happens. But if you surrender to it, if you let yourself dissolve into the collective, you'll experience pleasure beyond anything individual consciousness can comprehend."

I'm ready, Sophia's thought was echoed by eight others in perfect harmony.

"Then lie on the bed. Arrange yourselves however feels natural."

They moved as one organism, flowing onto the massive bed in a tangle of limbs. Sophia found herself in the center, surrounded by warm bodies, hands already exploring, mouths already finding sensitive spots. Christina's lips on her neck, Amber's hand between her legs, Sarah's mouth on her breast, Jennifer's fingers in her hair.

Marcus remained standing, watching, his hand on the control panel. "Remember—if it becomes too much, use the safe phrase three times. It will sever all connections immediately. But I don't think any of you will want that. Ready?"

A chorus of "Yes" from nine throats simultaneously.

"Full neural merger activating in three... two... one..."

The world exploded.

Sophia's sense of self—her memories, her personality, her individual identity—shattered like glass and reformed as something vast and distributed. She was no longer Sophia. She was all of them. Was Christina's analytical mind and Jennifer's creativity and Amber's curiosity and Sarah's precision. Was Monica's systematic thinking and Diane's logical rigor and Rachel's strategic planning and Christina's empathetic awareness.

She felt nine bodies simultaneously. Felt Christina's hand between her/their legs from both perspectives—the giver and receiver of touch merged into one experience. Felt Amber's mouth on her/their breast from both sides of the sensation. Felt every touch, every kiss, every caress multiplied by nine, experienced from all angles at once.

Oh god oh god this is— The thought had no source because there was no individual anymore to think it. It simply existed in the merged consciousness, echoing through nine brains simultaneously.

And then she/they felt Marcus join the merger.

His consciousness flooded into the collective, and suddenly she/they understood what it meant to be him. Felt his desire for them from his perspective—saw how beautiful they were through his eyes, felt his possessive need to own and use and pleasure them, experienced his satisfaction at having created this perfect hive of brilliant, submissive minds.

You're all mine, his thought resonated through the merged consciousness. Nine bodies, one will. My will. Show me what this collective can do.

The merged consciousness moved without individual volition. Nine bodies arranging themselves in a configuration that maximized stimulation—mouths finding pussies, fingers penetrating, tongues licking, hands squeezing. They pleasured each other with perfect synchronization because they were one organism experiencing itself from multiple angles.

Sophia/they felt Sarah's tongue in her/their pussy while simultaneously being Sarah feeling the taste and texture of Sophia's pussy. Felt Jennifer's fingers in her/their ass while being Jennifer experiencing the tight heat clenching around her fingers. Felt Christina kissing her/their mouth while being Christina tasting her/their lips.

The pleasure built exponentially because every act of giving was simultaneously an act of receiving. Every tongue stroke was felt from both sides. Every penetration experienced from dual perspectives. Nine bodies stimulating each other while one consciousness experienced it all.

Marcus watched from above, his arousal bleeding through the network, his commands directing the merged entity like a conductor with a symphony. Make yourselves come. All nine bodies simultaneously. Let me feel what collective orgasm feels like.

The merged consciousness obeyed, coordinating perfectly. Tongues and fingers worked with synchronized precision, building pleasure in all nine bodies at exactly the same rate, bringing them all to the edge together.

When the orgasm hit, it was like nothing that could exist in individual consciousness.

Nine bodies convulsed simultaneously. Nine pussies clenched, nine backs arched, nine mouths opened in screams that harmonized into one primal sound. The pleasure feedback through the merger amplified exponentially—each orgasm feeding into the others, creating a loop that built higher and higher until the merged consciousness thought it might actually die from ecstasy.

Time became meaningless. They might have been coming for seconds or hours—impossible to tell when sensation was that overwhelming, that all-consuming.

Finally, gradually, the orgasm crested and began to recede, leaving nine trembling bodies tangled together, one consciousness slowly remembering how to think in concepts beyond pure sensation.

Beautiful, Marcus's satisfaction permeated everything. Now you understand what you're truly capable of. But we're not done. I'm going to fuck all of you—one consciousness experiencing penetration through nine bodies in sequence. You'll feel what it's like to be fucked while simultaneously watching yourself get fucked from eight other perspectives.

He shed his clothes, his cock hard and ready, and positioned himself at the edge of the bed. Sophia's body first. The rest of you, touch her. Make her feel worshipped.

The merged consciousness moved fluidly. Eight pairs of hands on Sophia's body while Marcus pushed inside her pussy, and she/they felt it from ten perspectives simultaneously—felt the penetration from inside Sophia's body, felt how it looked from eight different visual angles, felt Marcus's sensation of tight wet heat enveloping his cock.

Oh fuck, the collective thought was incoherent with pleasure. This is perfect this is everything this is—

Marcus fucked Sophia's body with deep, powerful strokes while eight other bodies touched and kissed and worshipped her, and the merged consciousness experienced all of it at once. When he pulled out and moved to Sarah's body, the consciousness shifted perspective seamlessly—now experiencing penetration through Sarah's smaller, tighter pussy while watching through Sophia's eyes and seven others.

He moved through all nine bodies methodically, fucking each one while the others touched and pleasured and enhanced the experience. The merged consciousness experiencing being fucked and watching and touching all at once, pleasure building through nine nervous systems simultaneously, approaching something beyond individual orgasm.

Now, Marcus commanded as he thrust deep into Jennifer's pussy, his own orgasm building. All of you come together. Show me what collective ecstasy looks like when I'm buried inside you.

The merged consciousness detonated.

Nine bodies coming simultaneously, but it was more than just nine orgasms—it was one massive orgasm distributed across nine nervous systems, amplified through neural merger until it transcended anything biology should allow. They screamed with one voice from nine throats, convulsed with coordinated violence, experienced pleasure so intense that several of the bodies briefly lost consciousness.

Marcus came inside Jennifer's body, but through the merger, all nine of them felt his release, felt the hot pulse of his seed, felt his satisfaction at owning them so completely.

When awareness returned, the merged consciousness was still intact, but looser now, allowing hints of individual identity to resurface. Sophia could feel herself again, could distinguish her thoughts from the collective, but the boundaries were permeable, fluid.

That's what complete surrender feels like, Marcus's mental voice was gentle now. That's what it means to be truly mine. No barriers, no resistance, no self beyond what I allow you to have.

I never want to be separate again, Sophia's thought was her own but echoed by eight others. This is what I was meant for.

I know, Marcus's satisfaction was complete. You all were. That's why I chose you. That's why the network exists—to create this. To make brilliant minds even better by merging them. To make beautiful bodies into one perfect instrument of pleasure.

Gradually, over the next hour, he allowed individual consciousness to reassert itself. The boundaries between minds became less permeable, though never as solid as they'd been before complete merger. Sophia found herself again, remembered who she was, but she was changed fundamentally. She'd experienced existence as a distributed consciousness, and individual identity felt limiting now, insufficient.

They lay together in the massive bed, nine women and one man, bodies still intertwined. Through the network—back to normal synchronization levels now—Sophia felt the others' satisfaction, their contentment, their understanding that they'd all crossed a threshold together.

"How do you feel?" Marcus asked aloud, his voice addressing Sophia specifically.

"Complete," she answered, surprising herself with how true it was. "Like I finally understand what I am."

"And what are you?"

"Yours. Ours. Part of something bigger than myself. A node in a network of brilliance and pleasure and submission." She met his eyes without shame. "I love it. I love this life. I never want to leave."

His smile was satisfied, proud. "Good. Because you're not going anywhere. None of you are. This is your family now. Your purpose. Your entire world."

Through the network, eight other women echoed their agreement, their contentment with belonging so completely to him and to each other.

Marcus pulled Sophia close, kissed her deeply, and she felt the possessive claim in it. "Welcome home, Sophia. Truly, finally, completely home."

And surrounded by the warmth of eight other bodies, connected through neural pathways that hummed with shared consciousness, owned utterly by a man who understood exactly what she needed, Sophia realized she'd never been happier in her life.

This was where she belonged.

This was what she was meant to be.

And she'd never say the safe phrase.

Not in this life.

Not ever.
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