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Chapter 1

The elevator doors of the Bennett & Grayson Skybridge Tower parted with a whisper, as if the very building itself was holding its breath, waiting to see who would step into its gilded embrace. Sophie Laurent emerged, her heels clicking against the marble floor with a rhythm that was equal parts confidence and anticipation. The air was thick with the scent of polished wood, the faintest hint of leather, and something else—something electric, like the charged silence before a storm. She adjusted the gold-plated pen in her hand, the one Grayson had pressed into her palm earlier with a smirk that had sent a shiver down her spine. It was a peace offering, she told herself, or perhaps a warning. Either way, it felt heavy in her grip, the weight of it a reminder that this wasn’t just an audit. This was a test of wills, of boundaries, of the very limits of her self-control.

She had dressed with deliberate care that morning, her tailored blazer hugging her curves just enough to make her question whether she was preparing for a meeting or for *him*. The pencil skirt clung to her hips like a second skin, the slit running up the side teasing just enough to hint at what lay beneath. She hadn’t thought about Grayson when she chose her outfit—at least, that’s what she told herself. But now, standing in the lobby of his skyscraper, she couldn’t ignore the way her pulse quickened at the thought of seeing him again. The way his dark eyes would rake over her, slow and deliberate, like he was committing every inch of her to memory. The way his voice would drop into that rough, velvety tone that made her knees weak.

Lena, the receptionist, barely glanced up from her keyboard, her fingers flying across the keys with the efficiency of someone who had long since stopped caring about who walked in or out. Sophie exhaled, rolling her shoulders back, and made her way toward the elevators. The doors slid open with a soft *whoosh*, revealing the sleek, mirrored interior. She stepped inside, the reflection of her own nervous smile staring back at her. The elevator ascended with a smooth, almost silent glide, the city below blurring past like a dream.

When the doors opened again, it was on the 87th floor, Grayson’s private domain. The air here was different—thicker, warmer, laced with the scent of his cologne and something darker, something that made her skin prickle with anticipation. Clara, his assistant, didn’t even look up from her tablet as Sophie approached. *"He’s expecting you,"* she said, her voice flat, before gesturing toward the door at the end of the hall. Sophie’s fingers twitched against the pen in her hand. She knocked once, twice, before pushing the door open.

The office was a cathedral of glass and steel, the floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city like a painting—all sharp lines and endless possibility. Grayson sat behind his desk, his back to her, his tie loosened just enough to hint at the muscles beneath. His shoulders were broad, his posture relaxed, but Sophie knew better than to mistake that for indifference. He was always watching. Always calculating.

Beside him, Danielle Whitmore leaned against the windowsill, her arms crossed, her skirt riding up just enough to reveal the curve of her thigh when she shifted. The fabric was tight, hugging her hips in a way that made Sophie’s throat go dry. She had seen Danielle before—glimpsed her in meetings, caught the way Grayson’s gaze lingered on her just a second too long. But now, with the way her skirt rode up higher as she crossed her legs, Sophie couldn’t ignore the way her own pulse spiked.

*"Sophie,"* Grayson said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, *"come in. Sit down."*

She obeyed, her knees brushing the edge of his desk as she lowered herself into the high-backed leather chair. The moment her ass touched the seat, a deep, insistent vibration pulsed through the cushion, starting slow and steady before building in intensity. Sophie gasped, her hips jerking involuntarily, her thighs clenching around nothing. She bit her lip, her breath hitching as the sensation rolled through her, her body betraying her with a need she couldn’t deny.

Grayson turned, his sharp gaze raking over her like a tax audit—thorough, unrelenting, and leaving nothing unexamined. *"Ah. There we go,"* he murmured, his lips twitching. *"Now, let’s discuss your last quarter’s work."*

Sophie’s face burned. She knew what was coming. *He knew.*

The file in front of her was her own—her expense reports, annotated in bold red ink, the margins filled with notes that were equal parts mocking and intriguing. *"The penthouse suite in Monaco?"* Grayson tapped the page, his finger lingering just a second too long. *"The ‘consulting fees’ to ‘Ms. Laurent’s Yoga Instructor’?"* His voice was dry, amused, but there was an edge to it, something that made Sophie’s stomach twist. *"Tell me, Sophie, how exactly do you *stretch* those numbers?"*

Danielle exhaled through her nose, rolling her eyes—but not before Sophie caught the way her skirt rode up just a fraction higher as she shifted in her chair, the fabric clinging to her thighs like a promise. *"Oh, Grayson,"* she drawled, *"you’re going to make her squirm."*

Sophie’s fingers tightened around the pen, her knuckles whitening. *"It was a *team-building retreat*,"* she said, her voice steady despite the way her thighs trembled against the vibrating chair. *"In Monaco."*

*"Monaco,"* Grayson repeated, his voice dripping with amusement. *"How… *generous* of you to invite your *entire team*."* His gaze flicked to Danielle, who smirked, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the armrest of her chair. *"Wasn’t it, Danielle?"*

Danielle’s smirk turned wicked. *"Oh, absolutely. Sophie’s *very* inclusive."* She leaned forward just enough for her skirt to ride up another inch, the fabric straining against her thighs. *"Though I must say, I was more of a *private* retreat kind of girl myself."*

Sophie’s pulse spiked, her breath catching in her throat. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks, the way her body was betraying her, her hips lifting just slightly against the chair’s relentless vibration. *"I—I didn’t—"*

*"Oh, but you did,"* Grayson interrupted, his voice rough, dark. *"And that’s *very* interesting."* He slid the file toward her, his fingers brushing against hers, the contact sending another jolt of heat through her. *"Sophie, let’s talk about *liquid assets*."*

The remote in his hand was sleek, unassuming—until he pressed a button. The vibration in the chair intensified, Sophie’s back arching as her hips lifted off the seat, her thighs pressing together in a futile attempt to escape the sensation. She whimpered, her hands gripping the arms of the chair, her nails digging into the leather.

*"Now,"* Grayson said, his voice low, *"let’s see how well you can *balance* the books."*

Danielle slid the remote across the desk, her fingers brushing Sophie’s knee as she took it. The touch was electric, her skin burning where Danielle’s hand had been. *"First rule of auditing, Sophie,"* she purred, *"*never* let your assets sit idle."* She pressed a button, and the vibration shifted, focusing directly on Sophie’s clit through the thin fabric of her panties. Sophie gasped, her hips bucking against the cushion, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts.

*"Now,"* Danielle continued, her voice a dark whisper, *"let’s talk about *depreciation*."* Her free hand slid up her own thigh, her skirt riding higher with every breath, the fabric clinging to her skin. *"You see, Sophie, some assets need to be *used* to maintain their value."*

Sophie’s face flushed, her body trembling as the chair’s motor hummed beneath her. *"I—I can’t—"*

*"Oh, but you can,"* Grayson said, his voice firm, unyielding. *"And you will."*

Danielle’s thumb pressed against Sophie’s clit through her panties, her touch firm, unrelenting. *"Now,"* she ordered, *"let’s see how *flexible* you can be."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her body shuddering as the chair’s motor vibrated against her, the sensation too much, not enough, all at once. She cried out, her hands flying to Danielle’s wrist, her fingers digging into her skin as she rode out the pleasure. Grayson watched, his whiskey glass raised to his lips, his gaze dark with approval.

*"Very good,"* he murmured, his voice rough. *"Now, let’s discuss your *next quarter’s* performance."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. She looked up, meeting Grayson’s gaze—sharp, calculating, *hungry*. *"Sophie,"* he said, *"you’ve been *very* creative with your expenses. But creativity isn’t enough. You need to be *adaptable*."*

Danielle’s fingers trailed up Sophie’s thigh, her skirt riding higher as she leaned in, her breath hot against Sophie’s ear. *"And *flexible*,"* she whispered, her voice a dark purr. *"Very flexible."* Her hand slid beneath Sophie’s skirt, her fingers brushing the damp fabric of her panties. *"Mmm,"* she hummed, *"I think we should keep you here a little longer. Make sure you’re *fully* prepared for the next lesson."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Danielle’s fingers dipped beneath the waistband, her touch light but insistent, teasing her entrance. *"Now,"* Grayson said, his voice low, *"let’s see how well you can *multitask*."*

Danielle’s fingers curled around Sophie’s clit, her touch firm, her voice a whisper. *"Open your mouth."*

Sophie obeyed, her lips parting as Grayson’s cock appeared before her, already hard, already throbbing. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to. His gaze was enough—a silent command, a promise. Sophie took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as Danielle’s fingers worked her clit in time with her strokes. Grayson’s hand tangled in her hair, his grip firm but not cruel, his hips lifting just slightly as she took him deeper.

*"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"Now, take me deeper."*

Sophie moaned around him, her body trembling as Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her own orgasm building again. The chair’s vibration had slowed, but the sensation of Danielle’s touch was more than enough to keep her on the edge. Grayson’s hips lifted, his cock hitting the back of her throat, his breath ragged. *"That’s it,"* he groaned. *"Just like that."*

Danielle’s other hand slid beneath Sophie’s skirt, her fingers teasing her entrance, her touch light but insistent. *"You’re *so* wet,"* she praised, her voice a dark purr. *"I think you’re ready for the next lesson."*

Sophie whimpered as Danielle’s fingers breached her, her body arching as Grayson’s cock swelled in her mouth. *"Fuck,"* Grayson hissed, his grip tightening in her hair. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding as Sophie’s body milked her own pleasure. *"There we go,"* she murmured, her voice satisfied. *"Now you’re *really* flexible."*

Grayson pulled Sophie onto his lap, his arms wrapping around her as she trembled against him. The chair’s vibration had stopped, but the heat between them was undeniable, the air thick with the scent of sex and something darker, something that made Sophie’s skin prickle with anticipation. *"Sophie,"* he said, his voice rough with satisfaction, *"you’ve just earned yourself a promotion."*

Sophie looked up at him, her lips swollen, her body still humming with pleasure. *"What—what does that mean?"* she asked, her voice breathless.

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous. *"It means,"* he said, *"you’re *exactly* where you belong."*

Danielle leaned in, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear, her breath hot against her skin. *"And the best part?"* she whispered, her voice a dark promise. *"This is only the beginning."* She pulled back just enough to meet Sophie’s gaze, her eyes dark with intent. *"Grayson has a *very* specific way of training his assets. And you, Sophie Laurent, are about to learn just how *valuable* you can be."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers tracing idle patterns against her skin. *"Danielle’s right,"* he murmured, his voice rough. *"You’ve got potential. But potential is only as good as what you’re willing to do with it."* His fingers brushed against her panties, the fabric damp with her arousal. *"And I think,"* he continued, his voice dropping to a whisper, *"you’re ready for the next level."*

Danielle’s hand slid beneath Sophie’s skirt again, her fingers teasing her entrance, her touch light but insistent. *"Tell me, Sophie,"* she purred, *"how do you like being *used*?"*

Sophie’s breath caught in her throat. *"I—I don’t—"*

*"Oh, but you do,"* Grayson interrupted, his voice firm. *"And you’re going to *love* it."*

Danielle’s fingers breached her again, this time pushing inside with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Sophie gasped, her body arching as Grayson’s cock pressed against her back, hard and unyielding. *"That’s it,"* Danielle encouraged, her voice a dark whisper. *"Take it. Take *all* of it."*

Sophie’s orgasm built again, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers joined Danielle’s, his touch rough, possessive. *"You’re *mine*,"* he growled, his voice rough with need. *"And you’re going to *learn* what that means."*

Sophie cried out as her orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as Grayson’s fingers worked her, his cock pressing against her back, his breath hot against her ear. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *take* what you’ve been given."*

Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding as Sophie’s body milked her own pleasure. *"There we go,"* she murmured, her voice satisfied. *"Now you’re *really* learning."*

Grayson pulled Sophie onto his lap, his arms wrapping around her as she trembled against him. The city sprawled out before them, endless and beautiful, but Sophie barely noticed. All she could feel was the heat of Grayson’s body, the way his fingers still traced idle patterns against her skin, the way Danielle’s breath was hot against her neck.

*"Sophie,"* Grayson said, his voice rough with satisfaction, *"you’ve just earned yourself a promotion."*

Sophie looked up at him, her lips swollen, her body still humming with pleasure. *"What—what does that mean?"* she asked, her voice breathless.

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous. *"It means,"* he said, *"you’re *exactly* where you belong."* He leaned in, his lips brushing against hers in a kiss that was equal parts possessive and promising. *"And the best part?"* he murmured, his voice rough. *"This is only the beginning."*

Danielle’s hand slid up Sophie’s thigh, her fingers tracing idle patterns against her skin. *"Oh, Sophie,"* she purred, *"you have *no* idea what’s coming next."*




Chapter 2

The glass doors of the rooftop break room slid open with a slow, deliberate hiss, the morning air thick with the scent of freshly ground coffee beans and something far more intoxicating—the faint, musky aroma of arousal that clung to the space like a second skin, rich and heavy enough to taste. Sophie stepped inside, her heels clicking against the polished concrete with a rhythm that matched the pulse of her own heartbeat. The moment she crossed the threshold, she felt it—the weight of every gaze in the room, hot and unapologetic, tracing the curve of her waist, the way her blazer hugged her hips like a second layer of skin, the way her skirt rode up just enough to tease the backs of her thighs. She had dressed with care this morning, knowing exactly what was expected of her, and now, standing in the center of their attention, she let herself savor the way their eyes darkened with hunger.

The table was already set—long, sleek, and unnervingly *alive*, the chairs arranged in a semi-circle around Grayson like a throne. The cushions hummed at a low, deliberate frequency, the vibration subtle at first but growing in intensity with every passing second, as if the furniture itself was alive, anticipating the way her body would respond. At the head of the table, Grayson Bennett stood, his tie loose, the top buttons of his shirt undone just enough to reveal the dark trail of hair leading down his chest, disappearing beneath the fabric like a promise. His smile was slow, predatory, the kind that made her stomach clench with a mix of fear and anticipation. *"Sophie,"* he drawled, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, *"right on time. I was beginning to think you’d forgotten our little *team-building seminar*."*

She had not forgotten. How could she? The memory of his fingers tangled in her hair, of Danielle’s lips brushing the shell of her ear as she came around Grayson’s cock, still burned behind her eyes, a phantom heat that made her thighs press together involuntarily. But she lifted her chin, her voice steady despite the way her pulse fluttered in her throat. *"I wouldn’t dream of keeping the partners waiting."*

Grayson’s gaze flicked over her, lingering just a second too long on the way her blazer clung to her hips, the way her skirt rode up just enough to tease the curve of her thigh, the way her blouse strained against the swell of her breasts. *"Oh, Sophie,"* he murmured, his fingers tapping against the table in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made the vibration beneath her intensify, *"you’ve been *very* naughty since our last meeting."* His voice dropped lower, rougher, as if the words themselves were a caress. *"I do hope you’ve been *practicing*."*

Sophie’s breath hitched. She had not. Not like this. Not with the kind of reckless abandon that made her body ache just thinking about it, her skin prickling with anticipation, her nipples hardening against the lace of her bra. But she would. For him. For *this*. For the way Grayson’s eyes darkened when she obeyed, for the way Danielle’s fingers traced lazy circles on the table, her nails sharp enough to leave marks, her voice a velvet threat that made Sophie’s core clench.

She took her seat, the moment her ass touched the chair sending a jolt of pleasure through her that made her bite her lip to stifle a moan. The cushion was *warm*, the vibration pulsing in time with her heartbeat, the motor humming beneath her like a living thing, the pressure building between her thighs until she could feel the dampness seeping through her panties. Grayson’s smirk deepened, his gaze raking over her with a hunger that made her shiver. *"Good girl,"* he purred, his voice rough with approval. *"Now, let’s begin."*

Beside him, Danielle Whitmore sat with her legs crossed, her skirt so short it was a wonder it stayed on at all, the lace of her stockings peeking out from beneath the hem like a promise. Her fingers traced lazy circles on the table, her touch deliberate, her nails sharp enough to leave marks if she chose. *"Sophie,"* she said, her voice a dark purr that made Sophie’s skin prickle, *"you’ve been *very* quiet since the last audit. Have you been *saving* yourself for us?"*

Sophie’s face burned, her cheeks flushing with heat as she swallowed hard. *"I—I don’t know what you mean."*

Danielle’s laughter was low, dark, a sound that sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine. *"Oh, but you do."* Her hand slid up her own thigh, her skirt riding higher with the movement, the lace of her stockings peeking out from beneath, the fabric so thin it was almost transparent. *"Grayson and I have been *discussing* your performance. And let’s just say… we’re *impressed*."*

Sophie’s breath came faster, her pulse roaring in her ears as she imagined what they might have been discussing—her gasps, her moans, the way her body had trembled around Grayson’s cock, around Danielle’s fingers. She had no idea what they were talking about. But she knew *exactly* what they wanted.

Grayson leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, his cufflinks glinting in the sunlight like a challenge. *"Sophie,"* he said, his voice rough with amusement, *"today’s lesson is on *liquidity*. Not just in finance—though that’s important too—but in *people*."* His gaze flicked to Danielle, then back to Sophie, his eyes dark with intent. *"And you, my dear, are *very* liquid right now."*

Sophie’s thighs clenched as the vibration beneath her intensified, the chair’s motor whirring louder, the heat between her thighs growing unbearable. She could feel the dampness between her legs, the way her panties clung to her, the way her body ached with need. *"I—I don’t understand,"* she stammered, her voice breathless.

Danielle’s fingers traced the rim of her coffee cup, her touch deliberate, her voice a velvet threat. *"Oh, Sophie,"* she mused, *"you’re *soaking* through your panties. Let’s see if we can *fix* that."* Her hand slid up her own thigh again, her skirt riding higher, higher—until the lace of her panties was fully exposed, the fabric damp with arousal, the outline of her folds visible beneath.

Sophie’s breath hitched, her body trembling as she watched Danielle’s fingers trace the edge of Sophie’s skirt, her touch light, teasing, her nails dragging against the fabric like a promise. *"Perhaps,"* she mused, *"we should *inspect* your *work*."*

Grayson’s hand moved to the small panel on the wall—not the thermostat, not the lights, but something else entirely. A screen flickered to life, displaying a live feed of the break room’s security camera. Sophie’s stomach dropped as she realized what she was seeing—a close-up of her own body, her legs parted just slightly, the vibration of the chair making her hips rock forward involuntarily. The camera zoomed in further, the angle shifting until it was focused solely on the damp fabric of her panties, the way they clung to her, the way her arousal glistened beneath.

*"Ah,"* Grayson said, his voice rough with amusement, *"I see you’ve already noticed our little *surveillance*."* His finger tapped the screen, and the angle shifted again, the camera now focused on Sophie’s face, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted, her breath coming in ragged gasps. *"I do hope you don’t mind sharing."*

Sophie’s pulse roared in her ears, her body trembling as she realized what was happening, what they were doing to her. She had no idea what to do. But she knew *exactly* what they wanted.

Grayson’s hand moved again, this time pressing a button on the remote in his pocket. The chair’s vibration shifted, the motor now focused directly on her clit, the pressure building, unbearable, the sensation so intense she could feel herself growing wetter, her body responding to their commands without hesitation.

*"Sophie,"* he said, his voice a dark command, *"you’re *soaking* through your panties. Let’s see if we can *fix* that."* His fingers traced the edge of her skirt, his touch light but insistent, his voice rough with need. *"Danielle’s right. You’ve been *very* naughty."*

Danielle’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of Sophie’s skirt, her touch firm, unyielding, her nails dragging against the fabric like a promise. *"Perhaps,"* she mused, *"we should *reallocate* these resources."* Her fingers hooked into the waistband of Sophie’s panties, tugging them down just enough to expose the damp fabric, the lace now transparent, the outline of her arousal visible beneath.

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Danielle’s fingers brushed against her, her touch light but insistent, her voice a dark purr. *"You’re *so* wet,"* she murmured, her fingers tracing the outline of Sophie’s folds, her touch firm, unyielding. *"I think we need to *adjust* your *work environment*."*

Grayson’s hand moved to Sophie’s breast, his fingers pinching her nipple through the fabric of her blouse, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice rough with approval. *"And *very* responsive,"* he praised, his fingers sliding beneath the waistband of her panties, his touch hot against her skin. *"Now, let’s see how *loud* you can be."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s fingers slid between her folds, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice a dark command. *"Open your legs wider,"* he ordered, his fingers circling her clit, his touch precise, his voice rough with need. *"Let’s see how *wet* you can get."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr that made Sophie’s body tremble. *"That’s it,"* she praised, her fingers curling inside Sophie, her touch unyielding, her voice satisfied. *"You’re *so* tight. I think you’re ready for the next lesson."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers worked her clit, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice rough with approval. *"Sophie,"* he growled, *"you’re *perfect*."*

Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding as Sophie’s body arched against her, her hips rocking forward, her breath coming in ragged gasps. *"There we go,"* she murmured, her voice satisfied, her fingers moving faster, her touch relentless. *"Now you’re *really* flexible."*

Grayson’s hand moved to Sophie’s breast again, his fingers pinching her nipple through the fabric of her blouse, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice rough with approval. *"And *very* responsive,"* he praised, his fingers sliding between her folds again, his touch hot against her skin. *"I think we should *reward* you."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s fingers slid deeper inside her, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice a dark command. *"Come for us, Sophie,"* he ordered, his fingers working her clit, his touch precise, his voice rough with need. *"Let’s hear how *liquid* you can be."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr that made Sophie’s body tremble. *"That’s it,"* she praised, her fingers curling inside Sophie, her touch unyielding, her voice satisfied. *"Come for us."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as Grayson’s fingers worked her clit, his touch firm, unyielding, his voice rough with approval. Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding as Sophie’s body milked her own pleasure, her moans filling the room, her body trembling with release.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his fingers still working her clit, his touch firm, unyielding. *"Now, let’s discuss your *next quarter’s* performance."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, her skin slick with sweat, her body humming with pleasure. She looked up at Grayson, her lips swollen, her body still trembling, her voice breathless. *"What—what does that mean?"* she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous, his eyes dark with intent. *"It means,"* he said, *"you’re *exactly* where you belong."* His fingers traced the outline of her breast, his touch light but insistent, his voice rough with approval. *"And the best part?"* he murmured, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"This is only the beginning."*

Danielle leaned in, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear, her voice a dark purr that made Sophie’s body tremble. *"And we’ve only just started,"* she whispered, her fingers tracing the outline of Sophie’s folds, her touch light but insistent. *"Now, let’s see how *flexible* you can really be."*




Chapter 3

The fluorescent lights above the break room buzzed like a swarm of angry hornets, their harsh glow casting jagged shadows across the pristine white tile floor. The air smelled of bleach and something darker—something that clung to the back of Sophie’s throat like the ghost of a half-smoked cigar, mixed with the faint metallic tang of Danielle’s perfume, something dark and floral, like crushed roses left to steep in whiskey. Sophie stepped inside, the door sealing shut behind her with a final, deliberate *click*, the sound echoing like a gunshot in the sterile silence. She hesitated for a heartbeat, her fingers twitching against the clipboard tucked under her arm, before steeling herself and pushing forward.

Danielle was already there, perched on the edge of the long conference table like a queen surveying her kingdom, her legs crossed at the ankles, the hem of her pencil skirt riding high enough to tease the lace of her stockings. The fabric clung to her thighs like a second skin, the delicate garters digging into the soft flesh just enough to leave faint red marks—proof that she’d been *used* well before Sophie even arrived. Sophie’s pulse kicked up as she watched Danielle’s fingers tap restlessly against the clipboard in her hands, the sound sharp as a whip crack, each tap a promise of what was to come.

*"You’re late,"* Danielle said, her voice smooth, almost bored, but there was an edge to it, a current of something electric that made Sophie’s skin prickle. She didn’t look up, but Sophie could feel the weight of her gaze, dragging up her body like a physical touch—the way her blouse clung to the swell of her breasts, the way her skirt hugged her hips just a little too tightly, the way her stockings shimmered under the fluorescent light. *"Traffic,"* she lied, though the truth was she’d stood outside the door for three full minutes, her pulse hammering in her throat, debating whether to turn around and run. The door was still locked behind her, the key card reader blinking red, waiting for Danielle’s command before it would unlock again.

Danielle finally lifted her gaze, her dark eyes raking over Sophie with the slow deliberation of a predator sizing up its prey. *"Traffic,"* she repeated, as if tasting the word, savoring the lie. *"How… inconvenient."* She pushed off the table, her heels clicking against the tile like the rapid-fire staccato of a machine gun, each step deliberate, each movement predatory. Sophie’s breath hitched as Danielle stopped in front of her, close enough that Sophie could feel the heat radiating off her body, could smell the faint scent of her arousal—sweet and musky, like honey and sin. Danielle’s fingers hooked into the waistband of Sophie’s skirt, tugging it down just enough to expose the lace of her panties, the fabric damp with anticipation. *"Hmm,"* she murmured, her thumb brushing over the delicate fabric, the pressure just enough to make Sophie’s thighs tremble. *"I think we need to *adjust* your schedule."*

Sophie’s fingers tightened around the clipboard, her knuckles turning white. *"I—I don’t understand,"* she stammered, though she understood *exactly* what was happening. This wasn’t an audit. This wasn’t a meeting. This was a lesson. And Sophie was the student.

Danielle’s lips curled into a smile that didn’t reach her eyes, her voice a velvet threat. *"Oh, you will."* She gestured to the table, where a silver tray held an assortment of gourmet cheeses—brie dusted with herbs, sharp cheddar sliced into delicate rounds—and artisanal crackers arranged in perfect little piles, like offerings to some corporate goddess. A bowl of imported olives sat at the center, each one glistening with oil, arranged with surgical precision. *"Your first task,"* Danielle said, her fingers tracing the edge of Sophie’s blouse, her touch light but insistent, *"is to *spread*."*

Sophie blinked, her mind racing. *"Spread?"*

Danielle’s laughter was low, dark, and *knowing*. *"The *snacks*."* She tapped the clipboard in Sophie’s hands, then let her pen trail down Sophie’s body, stopping just above her knee, the pressure just enough to make Sophie’s legs buckle. *"Lay them out. *Evenly*."* Her voice dropped, her tone shifting from command to promise. *"And *you*."*

Sophie’s pulse roared in her ears, the sound drowning out everything else—the hum of the fluorescent lights, the distant chatter of the office beyond the break room door, the way Danielle’s perfume seemed to fill her lungs, thick and intoxicating. *"I—I don’t know how,"* she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Danielle’s fingers slid up Sophie’s thigh, her nails digging into the fabric of her stockings, the pressure just enough to make Sophie’s breath hitch. *"Oh, Sophie,"* she purred, her free hand hooking into the waistband of Sophie’s skirt. *"You’re *very* new at this."* With a sharp, deliberate tug, the fabric ripped, the sound loud in the quiet room, the hem of Sophie’s skirt falling to her ankles, leaving her in nothing but her blouse, her stockings, and the damp lace of her panties. *"Let’s *educate* you."*

Sophie gasped as the cool air hit her bare skin, her thighs parting instinctively as Danielle’s fingers traced the edge of her panties, her touch expert, relentless. *"Skirt *up*,"* Danielle commanded, her voice a dark whisper. *"Blouse *undone*. Legs *over the chair arms*."* She didn’t wait for Sophie to obey. Instead, her hands guided Sophie’s body, her touch firm, unyielding, her fingers digging into Sophie’s hips as she maneuvered her onto the table. The cold metal bit into Sophie’s back, the chair arms digging into her shoulders, her body arching slightly as Danielle’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of her panties, her touch hot and demanding.

*"Good girl,"* Danielle murmured, her breath hot against Sophie’s ear, her lips brushing the shell of Sophie’s ear as she spoke. *"Now, let’s *audit* your *assets*."* Her fingers breached Sophie’s folds, her touch precise, her thumb pressing against Sophie’s clit with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"You’re *so* wet already,"* Danielle praised, her voice rough with satisfaction. *"I think we need to *reallocate* these resources."*

Sophie’s back arched as Danielle’s fingers worked her, her touch relentless, her thumb circling Sophie’s entrance before slipping inside, her knuckles brushing against Sophie’s clit with every stroke. Sophie’s nails dug into the table’s edge, her body trembling, her breath coming in shallow gasps. *"P-Please—"* she whimpered, though she wasn’t sure what she was begging for. More? Less? Something else entirely?

*"Please *what*?"* Danielle’s voice was a dark chuckle, her fingers never stopping their relentless rhythm. *"Please *what*, Sophie?"*

Sophie’s legs trembled, her thighs shaking as Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch expert, her voice a dark purr. *"I—I don’t know!"* she cried out, her body arching off the table, her hips bucking against Danielle’s hand.

The door to the break room creaked open, and Grayson stepped inside, his whiskey glass halfway to his lips, the amber liquid sloshing over the rim. His gaze raked over Sophie—exposed, trembling, *used*—before flicking to Danielle, who stood beside the table, her own skirt riding up just a fraction higher, her fingers still buried inside Sophie’s body. Grayson’s lips curled into a smirk, his cufflinks glinting in the fluorescent light like the blades of a pair of scissors. *"I think we can *write off* this inspection as a *business expense*,"* he murmured, pulling a small, sleek remote from his pocket. *"Danielle, why don’t you *demonstrate* the benefits of *remote access*?"*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson pressed a button on the remote, and a deep, rhythmic vibration pulsed against her clit. She gasped, her body jerking as the sensation washed over her, her hips lifting off the table as the plug inside her pussy throbbed in time with the rhythm Danielle set with her own fingers. *"Oh, God—!"* she cried out, her voice echoing in the sterile room.

Grayson’s fingers tapped against the remote, the rhythm shifting—*faster*, *harder*, the plug inside Sophie’s pussy pulsing in time with the rhythm Danielle set with her own fingers. *"I think we should *document* this for future reference,"* Grayson smirked, his voice rough with amusement. *"After all, we can’t have our *assets* going to waste."*

The camera mounted in the corner of the room whirred to life, its red light blinking as it focused on Sophie’s flushed face, her thighs trembling, her body *spread* and *used* for the firm’s benefit. Sophie’s nails dug into the table’s edge, her body trembling, her breath coming in ragged gasps. *"P-Please—"* she whimpered, her voice barely audible over the hum of the camera and the relentless rhythm of her pleasure.

*"Please *what*?"* Grayson stepped forward, his free hand sliding into his pants, his fingers wrapping around his cock as he watched Sophie writhe beneath Danielle’s touch. *"Please *what*, Sophie?"*

Danielle’s lips curled against Sophie’s ear, her breath hot and sweet. *"Please *what*, love?"* Her fingers tightened around Sophie’s hip, her voice a growl. *"You’re *doing* so well, Sophie. But I think we can *optimize* your performance."* She pressed another button on the remote, and the vibration shifted again—*deeper*, *more intense*, the plug inside Sophie’s pussy throbbing in time with the rhythm Grayson set with his own hand.

Sophie’s back arched, her body trembling as Grayson stepped closer, his cock pressing against her lips. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his voice rough with desire. *"Now *swallow*."* Sophie obeyed, her lips wrapping around his length, her tongue swirling around the head as Grayson’s fingers tangled in her hair, his grip firm, unyielding. *"Good girl,"* he praised, his hips pistoning, his cock hitting the back of her throat with every thrust. *"Now *take it*."*

Sophie’s body trembled as Grayson fucked her mouth, his fingers still tangled in her hair, his other hand gripping the remote, controlling the rhythm of her pleasure. Danielle’s fingers worked Sophie’s clit, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr. *"You’re *so* tight,"* she praised, her fingers curling inside Sophie’s pussy, her touch unyielding. *"I think you’re ready for the next lesson."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as Grayson’s cock hit the back of her throat, his fingers tightening in her hair. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"Now *swallow*."*

Sophie obeyed, her lips sealing around Grayson’s length as he pulsed inside her mouth, his release hot and thick against her tongue. Danielle’s fingers never stopped their relentless rhythm, her touch expert, her voice a dark purr. *"Good girl,"* she praised, her fingers curling inside Sophie’s pussy, her touch unyielding. *"Now, let’s see how *loud* you can be."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps as Grayson pulled away, his cock glistening with her saliva. Danielle’s fingers were still buried inside Sophie’s body, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr. *"Sophie,"* she said, her voice rough with satisfaction. *"You’re *very* talented."*

Sophie’s face burned, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. *"I—I don’t know what you mean,"* she whispered, though she knew *exactly* what Danielle meant. She knew *exactly* what they wanted.

Danielle’s laughter was dark, satisfied, her fingers still buried inside Sophie’s body. *"Oh, you do."* She stepped back, her skirt falling into place, though the damp spot at the crotch gave her away. *"Grayson and I have been *discussing* your *potential*."* She gestured to the camera in the corner, its red light still blinking, still recording. *"And I think we’ve found a *very* effective way to *motivate* you."*

Grayson adjusted his cufflinks, his gaze never leaving Sophie’s face, his voice rough with amusement. *"Sophie,"* he said, *"from now on, your *performance reviews* will be… *hands-on*."* He tapped the remote in his hand, and Sophie’s body jerked as the plug inside her pulsed again, the sensation sharp, almost painful. *"You’ll learn *quickly* what happens when you *displease* us."*

Sophie’s breath hitched, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers traced the edge of her blouse, his touch light but insistent. *"I—I don’t understand,"* she stammered, though she understood *exactly* what was happening. She was being *claimed*. She was being *owned*. And she was *loving* every second of it.

Danielle’s fingers slid up Sophie’s thigh, her touch firm, unyielding. *"Oh, you will,"* she purred, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear. *"Because *we* control the *assets*, Sophie. And right now, *you’re* the most valuable one in the room."*

Sophie’s thighs trembled, her body still humming with pleasure, her mind racing with the implications of what was happening. She had no idea what to do. But she knew *exactly* what they wanted.

Grayson’s voice cut through the haze of her desire, his tone leaving no room for argument. *"Sophie,"* he ordered, *"stand up."*

Sophie obeyed, her legs unsteady as she rose from the table, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm. The moment she was on her feet, Grayson’s hand wrapped around her wrist, pulling her toward him, his touch firm, unyielding. Danielle’s fingers trailed up her thigh, her touch light but insistent, her voice a dark purr. *"Now,"* Grayson said, his voice rough with desire. *"Let’s see how *flexible* you can be."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Danielle’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of her panties, her touch hot and demanding. *"Open your legs,"* she commanded, her voice a velvet threat. Sophie obeyed, her thighs parting as Danielle’s fingers breached her, her touch expert, her voice a dark purr. *"That’s it,"* Grayson murmured, his breath hot against her ear. *"Now, let’s see how *wet* you can get."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr. *"You’re *so* tight,"* she praised, her fingers curling inside Sophie’s pussy, her touch unyielding. *"I think you’re ready for the next lesson."* Grayson’s hand slid up Sophie’s thigh, his touch firm, unyielding, his fingers brushing against the damp lace of her panties. *"Sophie,"* he growled, his voice rough with desire. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Grayson’s hand moved to her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple through the fabric of her blouse, the pressure just enough to make her gasp. *"And *very* responsive,"* he praised, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"I think we should *reward* you."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of her panties, his touch hot and demanding. *"Now,"* he ordered, *"let’s see how *loud* you can be."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr. *"Come for us, Sophie,"* she commanded, her fingers curling inside Sophie’s pussy, her touch unyielding. *"Let’s hear how *liquid* you can be."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shuddering as Grayson’s fingers worked her clit, his touch expert, his voice a dark growl. *"That’s it,"* he praised, his fingers never stopping their relentless rhythm. *"Now, let’s discuss your *next quarter’s* performance."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, her mind racing with the implications of what was happening. She looked up at Grayson, her lips swollen, her body still humming with pleasure, her voice breathless. *"What—what does that mean?"*

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"It means,"* he said, *"you’re *exactly* where you belong."* He leaned in, his lips brushing Sophie’s ear, his voice a dark whisper. *"And the best part?"* He tapped the remote in his hand, and Sophie’s body jerked as the plug inside her pulsed again, the sensation sharp, almost painful. *"This is only the beginning."*

Danielle leaned in, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear, her voice a dark purr. *"Oh, Sophie,"* she murmured, her fingers tracing the edge of Sophie’s blouse, her touch light but insistent. *"You have *no* idea what’s coming next."* Her fingers slid beneath the waistband of Sophie’s panties, her touch hot and demanding. *"But you’re going to *love* it."*




Chapter 4

The door to Grayson’s office clicked shut behind Sophie with a finality that settled over her like a second skin, thick and suffocating in the best possible way. The air inside wasn’t just heavy with the scent of aged whiskey and polished leather—it was *alive*, charged with the kind of tension that made her skin prickle and her pulse thrum in places she hadn’t even known could ache. The office was a masterclass in controlled decadence: mahogany desks so dark they swallowed the light, shelves lined with books bound in cracked leather that whispered secrets of power and pleasure, and that faint, electric hum of ozone lingering in the air like the ghost of a storm that had just passed through. Sophie’s fingers twitched at her sides, her nails digging into her palms hard enough to leave half-moons in her skin. She had known this moment was coming. She had *dreamed* of it.

Grayson stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows, his broad shoulders filling the frame, the morning light carving shadows along the sharp angles of his jaw like a sculptor’s chisel. He hadn’t turned to face her yet, but she could *feel* him—every inch of him, from the way his tie hung loose around his neck to the way his fingers flexed at his sides, as if he were already imagining how they’d grip her hips later. The top buttons of his crisp white shirt were undone just enough to reveal the dark, dusting of hair leading down his chest, disappearing beneath the waistband of his tailored slacks. His belt buckle gleamed like a challenge, the metal cold and unyielding, just like the man himself. When he finally turned, his gaze locked onto hers, and Sophie’s breath hitched in her throat, her lungs burning for air that wouldn’t come.

*"Sophie,"* he rumbled, his voice a velvet threat wrapped around a blade. *"I trust you’ve been *studying*."*

She swallowed hard, her fingers tightening around the leather-bound ledger she’d clutched to her chest since stepping into the building. The weight of it was a poor substitute for the weight of his eyes on her, the way they raked over her body like a physical touch—lingering on the way her pencil skirt hugged the curve of her ass, the way her blouse strained just enough to hint at the lace of her bra beneath, the way her stockings clung to her thighs like a second skin. *"I—I reviewed the latest tax code revisions, sir,"* she managed, her voice barely more than a whisper. *"The deductions for remote asset management are particularly—"*

Grayson’s lips curled into a smile that didn’t reach his eyes, but it didn’t need to. His gaze alone was enough to make her knees weak. *"Good,"* he said, stepping forward with the kind of predatory grace that made her stomach clench. *"But I’m afraid we need to *apply* them."*

His hand slid into his pocket, and when he pulled it out, he held a sleek, silver device—a remote, no larger than a credit card, its surface etched with tiny, intricate gears that glinted in the light. Sophie’s breath caught. She knew what that was. She knew *exactly* what it could do.

*"Danielle will be your *instructor* today,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough with amusement. His gaze flicked to the corner of the room, where Danielle stood, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, her own skirt riding up just enough to tease the edge of her lace panties. The fabric was damp, the outline of her arousal unmistakable, a dark stain spreading across the delicate lace. Sophie’s stomach twisted into knots.

*"I—I don’t understand,"* she whispered, her voice trembling.

Danielle pushed off the wall with a slow, deliberate push, her heels clicking against the marble floor like the hands of a clock counting down to something inevitable. *"Oh, you will,"* she purred, sauntering toward them with a sway in her hips that was equal parts threat and promise. *"Grayson’s been *very* impressed with your *work ethic*,"* she said, her fingers trailing down the front of her blouse, testing the resistance of the fabric as if she were already imagining how easily it would give way later. *"But we both know you’re capable of *so much more*."*

Sophie’s pulse spiked, her heart hammering against her ribs so hard she was sure Grayson could hear it. *"I—I don’t—"*

Before she could finish, Grayson’s finger pressed against the remote’s surface, and the air itself seemed to *vibrate*. Sophie’s body jerked involuntarily, her hips bucking against the invisible force, her thighs clenching around nothing. Then she felt it—the plug inside her, the one they’d installed during her last *"performance review,"* pulsing to life with a rhythm that synced perfectly with the remote’s dial. It was deeper now, more intense, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure-pain through her core that made her whimper.

*"Oh,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough with amusement, *"I see you remember."* His hand drifted to the small, discreet panel on the wall—the one labeled *THERMOSTAT* in elegant script. The air-conditioning kicked on with a soft *hiss*, a cool breeze brushing against her exposed thighs, her damp panties. *"Too cold?"* he asked, his voice a low growl, his eyes dark with challenge. *"We can adjust."*

Sophie’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body betraying her with every twitch of her hips, every involuntary shift of her weight. *"N-No, sir,"* she managed, her voice barely audible.

Grayson’s fingers hovered over the panel, his gaze never leaving hers. Then, with a slow, deliberate flick, he moved to the *INTERCOM* button. *"Danielle,"* he said, his voice smooth, commanding, *"why don’t you *warm her up*?"*

Danielle’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile, her eyes dark with promise. *"With pleasure,"* she said, stepping forward with the kind of confidence that made Sophie’s stomach flip. *"Sophie,"* she began, her voice clipped but her eyes sharp, *"explain to me the *three pillars* of tax law."*

Sophie’s mind raced, her body betraying her with every twitch of her hips, every involuntary shift of her weight. The plug pulsed inside her, the vibrations syncing with the rhythm of her breath, her heart. *"Uh. Deductions, exemptions, and—"* She cut off as Danielle’s hand slapped against the armrest of the chair Sophie hadn’t even realized she’d sat in, her pen tapping against Sophie’s inner thigh with deliberate precision.

*"Try again,"* Danielle commanded, her voice a low growl. *"And *spread your legs*."*

Sophie obeyed, her thighs falling open just enough to expose the lace of her panties, the glint of the plug’s base peeking out from between her folds. The vibration intensified, her clit throbbing in time with the remote’s pulse, the sensation both excruciating and intoxicating. *"Deductions,"* she gasped, *"exemptions, and—"*

*"And *what*, Sophie?"* Danielle’s fingers trailed up her inner thigh, her touch light but insistent, her voice a low growl that sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine. *"You’re *so* close to *writing off* this lesson."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling with the effort of staying still. *"And *capital gains*!"* she cried, her back arching as Danielle’s fingers finally brushed against her clit, her touch firm, relentless. Grayson watched from the desk, his own hand sliding into his pants, his cock already hard, the outline of his arousal unmistakable against the fabric.

*"Very good,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"Now, let’s talk about *depreciation*."*

Danielle’s fingers worked faster, her other hand unbuttoning Sophie’s blouse with practiced ease, the fabric parting to reveal her lace bra, her nipples already hard and aching, pressing against the delicate fabric. *"You’re *so* close,"* she purred, her thumb pressing against Sophie’s clit with just enough pressure to make Sophie’s knees tremble. *"But first, you have to *earn* it."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her body shuddering as Grayson stepped forward, his free hand gripping her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands with just enough force to make her gasp. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his cock pressing against her lips, the tip already wet with precome. *"Now *swallow*."*

Sophie obeyed, her tongue swirling around the tip, her fingers trembling as she gripped his hips. The taste of him—salt and something darker, something that made her head spin—filled her mouth, and she moaned around his length, her hips bucking against the chair as Danielle’s fingers worked her clit in time with Grayson’s thrusts. His cock was thick, the veins pulsing beneath the skin, the heat of him overwhelming, intoxicating.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson groaned, his hips pistoning, his free hand sliding into his pocket for the remote. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *multitask*."*

He adjusted the dial, and the plug’s vibration intensified, the sensation pulsing through Sophie’s core with a rhythm that matched the way Danielle’s fingers circled her clit. *"Oh, *fuck*,"* Sophie whimpered, her nails digging into Grayson’s thighs as her body trembled on the edge. *"I—I can’t—"*

*"You *can*,"* Grayson growled, his voice rough with dominance. *"And you *will*."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her other hand unbuttoning her own blouse, the fabric parting to reveal her full breasts, her nipples hard and aching, the dark pink tips standing at attention. *"You’re *doing* so well,"* she praised, her voice rough with desire. *"But I think *I* need a *refresher*."*

Grayson’s gaze flicked to Danielle’s thighs, his hand sliding up her skirt, his fingers brushing against the damp lace of her panties. *"Perhaps we should *demonstrate* the benefits of *teamwork*,"* he murmured, his voice low and dangerous. *"Danielle, why don’t you *show* Sophie how it’s done?"*

Danielle’s breath hitched as Grayson’s fingers finally breached her panties, his touch rough, demanding. *"Oh, I think *she’s* getting the point,"* she panted, her fingers working Sophie’s clit in time with Grayson’s thrusts, her own hips bucking against his hand. *"But perhaps *I* need a *lesson*."*

Sophie’s orgasm ripped through her, her body shuddering as Grayson’s cock swelled in her mouth, his groan filling the room like a promise. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his hips pistoning. *"Now *swallow* every drop."*

Sophie obeyed, her tongue swirling around his length, her fingers trembling as she gripped his hips. The taste of him was intoxicating, the way he filled her mouth, the way he pulsed against her tongue. Danielle’s fingers worked faster, her own breath coming in ragged gasps as Grayson’s cock pulsed in Sophie’s mouth.

*"I think we’ve *both* learned our lesson,"* Danielle murmured, her skirt riding up just enough to expose the glistening lace of her panties, the damp spot spreading with every breath she took. *"Don’t you, Grayson?"*

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous, his eyes dark with satisfaction. *"Oh, I think *Sophie’s* learned hers,"* he said, pulling out of Sophie’s mouth with a wet *pop*, his cock glistening. *"But perhaps *you* need a *promotion*."* He pressed a gold-plated pen into Danielle’s hand, his gaze flicking to her thighs. *"Let’s discuss it over dinner."*

Sophie watched, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, as Danielle’s fingers trailed up her own thigh, her touch slow, deliberate. The remote hummed in Grayson’s hand, the plug’s vibration syncing with the rhythm of their breaths, the air thick with the scent of sex and power.

Danielle leaned in, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear, her breath hot against her skin. *"You’re *very* good at this, Sophie,"* she whispered, her voice a dark purr. *"But I think we can *optimize* your performance even further."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties, his touch rough, possessive. *"Oh?"* she managed, her voice barely a whisper.

Danielle’s laughter was low, dark, intoxicating. *"Oh, *yes*,"* she murmured, stepping back just enough to let Grayson’s gaze rake over her body. *"Grayson’s been *very* impressed with your *adaptability*."* She gestured to the small device in Grayson’s hand. *"But I think we can *enhance* your *focus*."*

Grayson’s fingers tapped against the remote, and Sophie’s body jerked as the plug’s vibration shifted—*deeper*, *more intense*, the sensation pulsing through her core with a rhythm that matched the beat of her own heart. *"That’s right,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough with approval. *"From now on, your *productivity* will be *directly* tied to your *pleasure*."*

Sophie’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body trembling with the effort of staying still. *"I—I don’t understand,"* she whispered, her voice trembling.

Danielle’s fingers traced the edge of Sophie’s blouse, her touch light but insistent, her voice a dark promise. *"Oh, you will,"* she purred, stepping closer, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear. *"Because *we* control the *assets*, Sophie. And right now, *you’re* the most valuable one in the room."*

Sophie’s thighs trembled, her body betraying her with every breath she took. She had no idea what to do. But she knew *exactly* what they wanted.

Grayson’s voice cut through the haze of her desire, rough and commanding. *"Sophie,"* he ordered, *"stand up."*

She obeyed, her legs unsteady as she rose from the chair, her body still humming with the aftershocks of her orgasm. The moment she was on her feet, Grayson’s hand wrapped around her wrist, pulling her toward him with a strength that made her gasp. Danielle’s fingers trailed up her thigh, her touch firm, unyielding, her nails digging into the sensitive skin just enough to make Sophie’s knees weak.

*"Now,"* Grayson said, his voice rough with approval, *"let’s see how *flexible* you can be."*

Danielle’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of Sophie’s panties, her touch light but insistent, her breath hot against Sophie’s skin. *"Open your legs,"* she commanded, her voice a low growl that sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine.

Sophie obeyed, her thighs parting as Danielle’s fingers breached her, her touch firm, relentless. *"That’s it,"* Grayson murmured, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the shell of her ear as he spoke. *"Now, let’s see how *wet* you can get."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch precise, demanding, her other hand unbuttoning Sophie’s blouse with practiced ease, the fabric parting to reveal her lace bra, her nipples hard and aching. *"You’re *so* tight,"* she praised, her thumb pressing against Sophie’s clit with just enough pressure to make Sophie’s knees buckle. *"I think you’re ready for the next lesson."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Grayson’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties, his touch rough, possessive. *"Sophie,"* he growled, his voice rough with approval, *"you’re *perfect*."*

Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding, her other hand sliding up Sophie’s back, her nails digging into the sensitive skin just enough to make Sophie arch against her. *"There we go,"* she murmured, her voice satisfied, her breath hot against Sophie’s neck. *"Now you’re *really* flexible."*

Grayson’s hand moved to her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple through the fabric of her blouse, his touch firm, unyielding. *"And *very* responsive,"* he praised, his voice rough with approval. *"I think we should *reward* you."*

Sophie’s breath hitched as Grayson’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of her panties, his touch rough, demanding, his other hand gripping her hip with enough force to leave a mark. *"Now,"* he ordered, his voice a low growl, *"let’s see how *loud* you can be."*

Danielle’s fingers moved faster, her touch relentless, her voice a dark purr that sent a shiver down Sophie’s spine. *"Come for us, Sophie,"* she commanded, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear. *"Let’s hear how *liquid* you can be."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body shuddering as Grayson’s fingers worked her clit, his touch firm, unyielding. Danielle’s fingers curled inside her, her touch unyielding as Sophie’s body milked her own pleasure, her cries echoing through the office, bouncing off the walls like a promise of more to come.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction, his breath hot against her ear. *"Now, let’s discuss your *next quarter’s* performance."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, her skin slick with sweat, her lips swollen from Grayson’s kisses. She looked up at him, her gaze locking onto his, her body still humming with pleasure. *"What—what does that mean?"* she asked, her voice breathless, her heart pounding in her chest.

Grayson’s smile was slow, dangerous, his eyes dark with promise. *"It means,"* he said, his voice rough with approval, *"you’re *exactly* where you belong."*

Danielle leaned in, her lips brushing Sophie’s ear, her breath hot against her skin. *"And the best part?"* she whispered, her voice a dark purr. *"This is only the beginning."*




Chapter 5

The cold bite of the terrace railing dug into Sophie’s fingers, her knuckles white as she clung to it, her breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps. The wind whipped around them, carrying the distant hum of the city below like a low, pulsating rhythm—one that matched the relentless throb between her thighs. Grayson’s office had been a suffocating cage of shadows and sin, but this? This was an exhibition. A performance. And Sophie *loved* every second of it.

Grayson’s hand still gripped her hip, his fingers digging into the soft flesh just above the curve of her ass, his thumb tracing lazy circles over the damp lace of her ruined panties. The fabric had long since surrendered to the night’s demands, clinging to her skin like a second layer of arousal. His breath was hot against her ear, his lips brushing the shell as he spoke, his voice a dark, velvety purr that sent a fresh shiver down her spine. *"They’re watching, Sophie,"* he murmured, his fingers tightening just enough to make her whimper. *"And they’re *impressed*."*

Sophie swallowed hard, her throat dry despite the slick heat pooling between her legs. The executives—power brokers and hedonistic clients alike—lingered on the terrace, their murmurs low, their eyes dark with anticipation. The man with the gold tooth, the one Grayson had called *Midas*, stood slightly apart from the others, his arms crossed over his broad chest as he studied her. His gaze was heavy, possessive, like he already owned every inch of her. And maybe, in a way, he did.

Danielle stepped closer, her body heat radiating against Sophie’s bare calves, the damp press of her own panties brushing against Sophie’s skin. Grayson’s other hand slid upward, his thumb grazing the underswell of Sophie’s breast before slipping beneath the blouse she still wore—though it was barely more than a scrap of fabric now, gaping open to reveal the swell of her flesh. His fingers teased the lace of her bra, his touch light at first, almost playful, before his grip tightened, his nails scraping against the sensitive skin just below her collarbone.

*"Show them what you’ve learned,"* Grayson commanded, his voice rough with approval. His lips brushed the shell of her ear, his tongue darting out to taste the salt and sweat left there from all who had used her. *"Let them see why this little investment was worth every penny."*

Sophie’s breath hitched. She didn’t need to be told twice.

The gold-toothed man—*Midas*—stepped forward, his fingers already tracing the hem of her skirt. The fabric was thin, barely more than a whisper of silk, and his touch sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through her. He pulled the skirt up just enough that the lace of her panties was visible through the gaping slit, the remnants of her ruined underwear clinging to her skin like a promise. *"Very accommodating, isn’t she?"* His voice was rough, gravelly, like the creaking of an old door left ungreased for far too long.

Sophie didn’t answer. She didn’t need to.

Danielle’s fingers slid down Sophie’s side, her nails dragging against the bare skin of her abdomen before hooking into the waistband of her panties. *"Let’s see what Grayson’s been *training* you for,"* she purred, her voice sharp with amusement. The fabric gave way with a soft tear, the sound lost in the wind as Danielle’s fingers dragged the ruined lace down Sophie’s thighs, leaving her completely exposed to the terrace—and to the hungry eyes watching them.

Sophie’s fingers clenched against the railing, her nails biting into her palms as *Midas*’s calloused fingers dragged up her inner thigh. The sensation sent a fresh wave of slick heat pooling between her legs, her core throbbing with need. *"Spread for me,"* he growled, his voice low and rough, his breath hot against her skin. *"Let them see what they’re *getting*."*

Sophie obeyed, her thighs trembling as she let them fall open, each executive taking a moment to study what was revealed—her glistening, used cunt, the remnants of her panties still clinging to her skin like a second layer of arousal. The wind tugged at her, cool against her heated flesh, but she barely noticed. All she could focus on was the way *Midas*’s fingers traced the slick folds of her, his touch rough but just what she had been craving all night.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson approved, his voice rough with approval. *"Now, let them see what you’ve been *practicing*."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged pants, her body trembling on the edge of another ruinous orgasm. *Midas*’s fingers teased her entrance, his thumb lingering just below her aching clit, his touch deliberate, unyielding. *"We’ll get to that soon enough,"* he rumbled, his voice barely audible over the wind. *"But first, let’s see what you’ve *got*."*

Grayson’s hand tightened around her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple through the thin fabric of her bra, his thumb pressing down on the remote buried deep inside her. The sensation was instant, her body jerking as the implant pulsed to life, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. *"That’s right,"* he growled against her ear, his breath hot against her skin. *"Now, *perform*."*

Sophie’s nails bit into her palms as *Midas*’s fingers finally parted her, his touch rough but just what she had been craving all night. His thumb circled her clit with practiced precision, his fingers pressing into her core, the sensation so intense she could barely form words. *"S-Sophie,"* Danielle purred, her fingers tracing the bare skin of Sophie’s exposed abdomen, *"are you *enjoying* the inspection?"*

Sophie clutched at Grayson, her legs shaking as she tried to hold herself steady. *"Just—just letting them know what I’ve been *training* for,"* she gasped, her voice trembling.

*Midas*’s fingers worked inside her, his thumb pressing harder against her clit, his grip unyielding. *"Yeah?"* he growled. *"Bet you didn’t train for *this*."* His thumb shifted, slipping into her place, pressing against the implant as his fingers pressed into her core, the sensation so intense Sophie’s eyes rolled back in her head.

*"P-Performance evaluations* are just that—*evaluations*,"* she managed, her voice barely more than a whisper.

The executives chuckled, the sound low and approving, as Grayson’s hand tightened around her breast, his teeth scraping down the column of her throat. *"That’s right,"* he murmured against her skin, his lips brushing against the pulse that thrummed in her neck. *"But we’re not just *evaluating*, are we?"*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged pants, her body trembling on the edge of another ruinous orgasm. *"N-No, sir."*

*Midas*’s fingers worked in time with Grayson’s thumb, the remote’s pulse filling her with need that was so intense she could barely form words. *"Then what are we doing?"*

*"Monetizing,"* Grayson said, his voice rough and low.

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her, her body convulsing against *Midas*’s hand, her cries lost to the wind. Grayson’s grip on her breast tightened, his thumb pressing down on the remote, sending her higher again. *"That’s it, *asset*,"* he growled, his breath hot in her ear. *"Now let’s see what you *bring* to the table*."*

Danielle’s laughter cut through the haze of Sophie’s pleasure, her voice sharp and knowing. *"Grayson’s right. You *have* value."* She reached out a hand, her fingers grazing Sophie’s bare shoulder before sliding down to her nipple, which she pinched sharply through the fabric of Grayson’s shirt. *"But this—this is only the beginning."*

Sophie’s body arched, her thighs slick with her release as *Midas*’s thumb found the entrance to the implant, pressing just enough to make her wail. *"Sh-Shhe's *already* trained. You saw that."*

The man smirked, his gold tooth glinting in the dim light. *"Oh, I know,"* he growled, his voice low and rough. *"But I can *refine*."* Before Sophie could respond, his thumb pressed into her again, this time harder, his fingers finding the sensitive spot buried deep inside her core.

She shuddered, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as Grayson’s thumb shifted, pressing against the implant’s base with a deliberate slowness that made her cry out. *"That’s right,"* *Midas* growled, his hold on Sophie’s waist tightening, *"you’re *refined* now."* His free hand slid up her back, his fingers tracing the bare skin of her exposed shoulder blades before descending to her ass, his grip firm, possessive.

Sophie’s orgasm hit her again, harder, more brutal than before.

Liquid heat flooded her thighs, her body seizing as Grayson’s thumb worked the implant, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain. *"You’re *doing* so well,"* Danielle praised, her fingers trailing down Sophie’s side, lingering at her exposed waistband. *"Think Grayson’s *going* to let you *rest*?"*

*Midas*’s fingers shifted inside Sophie, his thumb pressing into her with a rhythm that matched Grayson’s own grip on her breast. *"N-No, sir."*

Grayson’s laughter was a dark, velvet purr against her ear, his fingers tightening around her nipple. *"Good girl."* His hand slid down her chest, his fingers finding the remote again, adjusting the vibration with a sharp twist. *"Now, let’s see how *well* you can *multitask*."*

Sophie’s body jerked again, her back arching as Grayson’s thumb pressed into the implant’s base while *Midas*’s fingers fucked inside her. Danielle’s fingers slid beneath the thin fabric of Grayson’s shirt, her nails scraping down his chest as she stepped in behind Sophie, her body aligning with Grayson’s. *"You’re *so* lucky,"* she whispered, her lips brushing against Grayson’s ear. *"To have a woman like Sophie *and* a man like this at your disposal."*

*Midas*’s fingers pressed deeper inside Sophie, his thumb working her clit in a brutal, relentless circle. *"Ain’t *nobody’s* disposal,"* he growled, his voice rough with amusement. *"This little thing’s got a *contract*."* His fingers shifted, his thumb pressing into the opening of her core again, this time harder, his hold on her ass tightening as he pulled her closer.

Sophie’s breath came in ragged pants, her orgasm a relentless thing that threatened to drown her. Grayson’s thumb worked the remote, the vibration inside her shifting, deepening, a new pulse that made her cry out. *"You’re *doing* so well under *pressure*,"* Grayson murmured, his breath hot against her neck. *"Now, let’s put you in the *position* to *earn*."*

*Midas*’s fingers pressed deeper inside her, his thumb working her clit in time with Grayson’s grip on the remote. Danielle’s fingers slid down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against his belt as she pulled him closer to Sophie. *"You’re *both* doing so well,"* she purred, her lips brushing against Grayson’s shoulder, *"but I think *this* might be where Sophie’s *true* potential lies*."*

Her hands slid down, her fingers finding the waistband of Grayson’s trousers, her nails scraping against the fabric of his waistband. *"Don’t you?"*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm a brutal, relentless thing as Grayson’s thumb pressed into the implant, the man’s fingers fucked her, and Danielle’s lips found Grayson’s neck, her tongue swirling against the pulse that thrummed in his throat. The executives watched, their murmurs low as they studied the scene, each man’s arousal growing with Sophie’s obedience.

*"Open your mouth,"* Grayson commanded, his voice rough, his hands tightening around Sophie’s chest and hips.

She obeyed, her lips parting as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing into the implant, and Danielle’s lips worked against Grayson’s skin. His cock was hard, the tip pressing against her lips, already slick with precome. *"That’s it,"* Grayson growled, his breath hot against her ear. *"Now *swallow*."*

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her, her body convulsing as she took Grayson’s cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip as his fingers tightened around the remote. *"There we go,"* Grayson praised, his hips bucking, *"now you’re *really* understanding what *asset* means*."*

*Midas*’s fingers moved inside her, his touch brutal as Sophie’s body clenched, liquid heat flooding her thighs again. The executives watched, murmuring in approval, their own hands already moving toward their cocks as they waited for their turn. *"Ladies and gentlemen,"* Grayson announced, his voice carrying over the wind, *"meet our newest *highly* productive asset."*

Sophie’s fingers trembled as she gripped Grayson’s hips, her body arching as *Midas*’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing into the implant again. Danielle’s hand slid down Grayson’s chest, her fingers finding the waistband of his trousers, her nails scraping against the fabric as she pulled him closer to Sophie.

*"You’re *both* doing so well,"* Danielle said, her voice rough and low, *"but I think we should *celebrate*."*

*Midas* smirked, his fingers already pressing into Sophie’s aching core again. *"Yeah?"* His other hand slid up her back, his fingers threading through her hair. *"She’s *earned* more than a *settlement*."* His thumb shifted, pressing against the sensitive spot just below her clit, his fingers fucking her, the sensation so intense Sophie’s eyes rolled back.

Grayson’s thumb pressed into the remote again, sending fresh pulses through her body, his grip tight as he worked her, his cock already leaking, his breaths rough against her ear. *"She has."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing as she cried out, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while *Midas*’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base. *"That’s it,"* Grayson praised, his voice rough and low. *"Now, let’s *settle* this account."*

Danielle’s fingers worked Grayson’s cock, her nails scraping against his skin as she stepped closer to Sophie, her body aligning with Grayson’s. *"You’re *both* doing so well,"* she purred, her lips brushing against Grayson’s shoulder. *"This is only the beginning."*

Sophie’s body clenched, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers pressed into her core, his thumb working the implant, his cock swelling in her mouth. *"I—I d-don’t understand."*

Grayson’s laughter filled the air, rough and low, the sound sending a fresh wave of arousal through Sophie’s body. *"You *will*."* His hand tightened around the remote, sending her body to its knees again. *"Because *we’re* the *ones* who get to *decide*."*

Sophie’s thighs trembled, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers worked the implant while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her, Danielle’s lips working against Grayson’s skin. *"That’s *right*,"* Grayson growled, his thumb pressing into her core, his fingers tightening around the remote, the sensation inside her so intense it was almost unbearable. *"Now *present*."*

Sophie’s orgasm hit her again, her body convulsing as she screamed, her cries lost to the wind. Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, sending her body to a brutal new peak. *"There we go,"* he praised, his voice rough, his thumb pressing into her core, his fingers fucking her, his cock swelling in her mouth. *"You’re *the* most valuable *asset* in this room."*

Sophie’s body arched, her orgasm a relentless thing as she gasped, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips. Danielle’s fingers slid down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against his skin as she stepped closer to Sophie, her body aligning with Grayson’s. *"You’re *both* doing so well,"* she purred, her lips brushing against Grayson’s shoulder. *"Now, let’s *finalize* this *transaction*."*

*Midas* smirked, his fingers already pressing into Sophie’s aching core again. *"Yeah?"* His other hand slid up her back, his fingers threading through her hair. *"She’s *earned* more than a *settlement*."* His thumb shifted, pressing against the sensitive spot just below her clit, his fingers fucking her, the sensation so intense Sophie’s eyes rolled back.

Grayson’s thumb pressed into the remote again, sending fresh pulses through her body, his grip tight as he worked her, his cock already leaking, his breaths rough against her ear. *"She has."*

Sophie’s orgasm crashed over her, her body convulsing as she cried out, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while *Midas*’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base. *"You’re *doing* so well,"* Danielle praised, her fingers sliding down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against the buttons of his shirt as she freed his cock, taking his throbbing length into her hand. *"Now, let’s *see* if you can *multitask* better than *Sophie*."*

Sophie’s body arched, her orgasm crested again as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"show them *what* happens when they don’t *pay attention*."*

Sophie bit her lip, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips, her body trembling under the relentless strokes of *Midas*’s fingers. *"I—I think they know."* Her voice was a fragile thing as his fingers pressed into her, the sensation inside her so intense she was sure she’d never recover.

*Midas*’s laughter was a dark, low growl. *"Oh, *baby*."* His fingers shifted, his thumb pressing against the sensitive spot just below her clit, his fingers fucking her hard, his grip on her ass tightening. *"They *want* to know."*

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her again, her body convulsing as she screamed, her head falling back against Grayson’s shoulder. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his grip on the remote tightening, his thumb pressing against her core, his fingers fucking her, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Now, you’re *the* one they’ll *remember*."*

*Midas*’s fingers worked inside her, his thumb pressing against the implant again, his grip on her ass tightening as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against her core. *"Yeah?"*

Sophie’s body arched again, her orgasm a relentless thing as she gasped, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while *Midas*’s fingers worked her, Danielle’s tongue sliding around Grayson’s cock, making him groan. *"Y-Yes!"*

*Midas*’s fingers pressed deeper inside her, his thumb scraping against the sensitive spot just below her clit, his grip on her ass tightening as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base. *"Then *show* them what you’ve *learned*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a brutal, relentless thing that made her scream, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips. *"I—I’ve been *training*!"* Her voice was a fragile thing as Grayson’s fingers drove inside her, *Midas*’s fingers fucking her, the sensation inside her so intense she could barely breathe.

Grayson’s laughter was a dark, velvety thing. *"You *have*."* His hand tightened around Sophie’s breast, his fingers twisting the sensitive tip, his thumb pressing against the remote again, sending her body higher once more. *"But you’ll be *doing* more than just *training* now."* His lips brushed against her temple. *"You’ll be *performing*."*

Sophie’s orgasm crested, her voice trembling as she gasped out her pleasure, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips, *Midas*’s fingers fucking her hard, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening. *"That’s *right*,"* Grayson growled against her ear, *"you’re *the* most valuable *asset* in this company."* His thumb pressed deeper inside her, his fingers fucking her, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Now *prove* it."*

*Midas* smirked, his fingers already pressing into Sophie’s aching core again, his thumb dragging against the implant’s base, the sensation so intense her body jerked. *"That’s the *fuckin’* spirit*,"* he growled, *"now let’s *see* what this *asset* can *really* do*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested again, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while *Midas*’s fingers worked her. The executives watched, murmuring in approval, their hands already working their cocks as they studied the scene. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* best investment we’ve ever made*."*

Sophie gasped, her body arching as *Midas*’s fingers pressed deeper inside her, the sensation so intense she was sure she’d never recover. *"I—I know!"*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her, his other hand gripping her hair as his cock swelled in her mouth. *"But now,"* he murmured against her ear, *"you’re going to *show* them*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a relentless thing as she cried out, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips, her body trembling under *Midas*’s touch. Liquid heat flooded her thighs, her body clenching as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant again.

*"That’s it,"* Danielle praised, her voice sharp and low, her fingers sliding down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against the buttons of his shirt. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her core, while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her hard. *"I—I’ve been *training*! I can *d-do* this!"*

*Midas* grinned, his gold tooth glinting in the light, his fingers already pressing into her again. *"Yeah, *baby*."* His thumb scraping against the sensitive spot just below her clit, his fingers fucking her, his grip on her ass tightening. *"You’re *doing* so well."*

Sophie’s orgasm crested again, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’ve got a *client* waiting*."*

Sophie’s breath came in short, sharp gasps, her body trembling as she took Grayson’s cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip while *Midas*’s fingers worked her. *"I—I’m *ready*, sir."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her, his grip on her ass tightening. *"Good girl."* His hips bucking while Danielle’s tongue worked against his cock, her lips wrapping around the head. *"Now *show* them what you’ve *earned*."*

Sophie’s orgasm crested, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant while she took *Midas*’s fingers into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips wrapping around his knuckles. *"That’s it,"* *Midas* growled, his other hand gripping her hair, *"now you’re *understanding*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasms a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, the implant thrumming inside her, while she took *Midas*’s fingers into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips wrapping around his knuckles. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* grandest settlement of them all*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm crested, her body aching as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant again, as *Midas*’s own fingers found her lips, his thumb pressing against her tongue. *"I think they’re *gonna* love you,"* he growled, his eyes dark and knowing, *"I *know* I do*."*

Sophie took his fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, the implant thrumming inside her, the executives murmuring in approval. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *done* with training*."*

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her, her body convulsing as she screamed, her hands trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while he fucked her fingers, and she took *Midas*’s fingers into her mouth. *"This—this is our *settlement*,"* he growled, *"now *enjoy* it."*

She did.

Sophie’s body arched, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant, while she took *Midas*’s fingers into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head. *"S-Sophie,"* Danielle purred, her voice sharp and low, her fingers sliding around Grayson’s cock as she watched the scene unfold, *"you’re *doing* so well*."*

Sophie’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her mouth, his hold on her hair tightening. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* most valuable asset in this company—*no*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm crested, her body aching and trembling as Grayson’s hand tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening.

*"In this *city*."*

Sophie’s orgasm shattered her again, her body convulsing as she screamed, taking Grayson’s fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as *Midas*’s own fingers fucked her pussy. *"I think we’ve *all* found what we were *looking* for."*

Grayson’s thumb pressed harder against the implant’s base, his fingers fucking her mouth while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her cunt, the sensation inside her so intense she was sure she’d never recover. *"Sophie,"* Grayson growled against her ear, *"you’re *the* grandest settlement of them all*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm crested again, her body trembling as she gripped Grayson’s hips while he fucked her mouth, and *Midas* worked her cunt. *"I—I know."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s base as *Midas*’s fingers drove inside her, his grip on her hair tightening. *"You *do*."* His hips bucking as *Midas*’s cock pressed against Sophie’s lips, his tip slick with her own arousal. *"Now, let’s *finalize* this *transaction*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm a relentless thing as she took *Midas*’s cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head while Grayson’s fingers fucked her mouth, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base. *"That’s *right*,"* he growled, *"now *show* them what you’re *worth*."*

The executives watched, murmuring in approval as their palms slid down the length of their cocks, their hands already reaching for Sophie’s thighs, her hips, her exposed cunt. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’ve been *an* asset—and now, you’re *the* asset*."*

Sophie took *Midas*’s cock deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as Grayson’s fingers fucked her mouth, his thumb pressing against the implant, sending her to a new peak. *"I—I’m here for you."*

*Midas* smirked, his fingers already tightening in her hair. *"Then *show* me what *Midas*’s gold* looks like."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base as *Midas*’s fingers fucked her mouth, his cock already stroking her throat. *"Yeah,"* he growled, *"let’s *see* what this little thing can *bring* to our next *quarter*."*

Sophie shuddered, her body convulsing as she took Grayson’s fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her pussy, his cock already stroking her throat. *"I’ll try."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas*’s fingers worked her, his cock already fucking her throat. *"You *will*."*

Danielle’s fingers slid around Grayson’s cock, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him, her voice sharp and low. *"This is *only* the beginning."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm crested again, her body trembling as she took *Midas*’s cock deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head while Grayson’s fingers fucked her mouth, the sensation inside her so intense she was sure she’d never recover.

*Midas* smirked. *"Yeah?"*

Sophie gasped, the edges of Grayson’s fingers and *Midas*’s cock pressing into her mouth and her pussy. *"Yeah."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation intensifying, his thumb pressing hard against the implant’s sensitive spot as *Midas*’s fingers drove inside her. *"Good girl."* His hips bucking against her lips, his cock already leaking into her mouth, his thumb working the remote’s sensitivity. *"You’re *the* most valuable asset in this company."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as she took Grayson’s cock deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head while *Midas* worked her. *"I’ll *do* anything."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base as Danielle’s free hand slid under the hem of Sophie’s skirt, her fingers brushing against the exposed skin of Sophie’s ass. *"I know."* His thumb pressing against Sophie’s core, his fingers fucking her mouth, *Midas*’s fingers fucking her throat. *"Now *prove* it."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm a brutal, relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, as *Midas* fucked her throat, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll—I’ll try!"*

*Midas*’s laughter was sharp and low. *"Yeah?"* His other hand gripping her hair, *"then *show* us what you’re *made* of."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s thumb pressed harder against the implant’s base, his fingers fucking her mouth while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her throat. *"I’ll *show* you."*

The executives watched, murmuring in approval, their hands already pressing against Sophie’s exposed body as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base as she took *Midas*’s fingers into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head. The sensation inside her was relentless, her orgasm a brutal thing that made her sob, her body convulsing as Grayson and *Midas* worked her.

*"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* grandest settlement *ever*."*

She shuddered, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, *Midas* fucking her mouth, liquid heat flooding her thighs. *"I—I know."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core as *Midas* fucked her throat. *"Good."* His hips bucking against her lips, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Now, let’s *see* how *long* you can *last*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, the implant thrumming inside her, as *Midas* drove into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote. *"I know."*

His voice sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas* fucked her throat, his fingers driving deep. *"This is *only* the beginning."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a brutal thing as Grayson’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s base while *Midas* fucked her mouth. *"I’ll *do* anything."*

Danielle’s fingers slid around Grayson’s cock, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him, her voice sharp and low. *"I know."*

Her hand slid between Grayson’s legs, her fingers already tracing the smooth outline of the remote in his palm. *"Now, *show* them what they’re *missing*."*

Sophie’s orgasm crested again, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas* fucked her throat, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"I’ll *try*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her core as *Midas*’s fingers drove deep. *"You *will*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm a relentless thing as she gasped, her lips wrapped around Grayson’s fingers, her tongue swirling around the head while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her mouth. *"I’ll *show* you."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s opening as *Midas*’s fingers drove deep into her throat. *"Yeah?"*

Sophie nodded, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base, while *Midas* drove into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. *"Yeah."*

*Midas* smirked. *"Then *show* us."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core while *Midas* fucked her throat. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Danielle’s fingers slid down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him. *"I know."*

Her hand tightened between Grayson’s legs, her fingers finding the waistband of his trousers. *"Now, *show* us what this little *asset* can *really* do*."*

Sophie took Grayson’s fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as Grayson’s thumb pressed against the implant’s base, *Midas*’s fingers fucking her throat. *"I—I’ll *do* anything!*"

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her clit, his fingers fucking her mouth. *"I know."* His hips bucking against hers. *"Now *come*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again with unbridled, relentless pleasure.

She was *their* asset.

She was *exposed*, *used*, *presented*—

A highly productive piece of machinery

Built by Grayson’s hands and *Midas*’s investment.

Her body shuddered, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, as *Midas* drove into her throat, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll make you,"* she gasped, *"make you *proud*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive spot while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her throat. *"I know."* His voice was velvet, sharp with command. *"Now *come* for us.*"*

Sophie’s orgasm crested, her body convulsing, her cries echoing over the city far below.

The executives murmured in approval, their hands already working their cocks as they studied the scene. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *done* with training*."*

She took Grayson’s fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as his thumb pressed against the implant’s base, *Midas*’s fingers driving into her throat. *"I know."*

Danielle’s hand slid between Grayson’s legs, her fingers already tracing the smooth outline of the remote in his palm, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers. *"Now, *show* them what they’ve *invested* in*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core, while *Midas* drove deep into her throat. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her clit, sending her body to a new peak. *"I know."* His lips brushed against her temple. *"Now, *prove* it."*

Sophie’s body arched, her orgasm crested again, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, as *Midas* drove into her throat. *"I’ll *show* you."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her clit, sending her body to a new peak. *"I know."* His lips brushed against her temple. *"Now, *prove* it."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a brutal, relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, as *Midas* drove into her throat. *"I’ll *show* you."*

The executives watched, murmuring in approval, their hands already working their cocks as they studied the scene. *"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* grandest settlement *ever*."*

She shuddered, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, *Midas* fucking her mouth, liquid heat flooding her thighs. *"I—I know."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core as *Midas* fucked her throat. *"Good."* His hips bucking against her lips, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Now, let’s *see* how *long* you can *last*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, the implant thrumming inside her, as *Midas* drove into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote. *"I know."*

His voice sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas* fucked her throat, his fingers driving deep. *"This is *only* the beginning."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a brutal thing as Grayson’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s base while *Midas* fucked her mouth. *"I’ll *do* anything."*

Danielle’s fingers slid around Grayson’s cock, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him, her voice sharp and low. *"I know."*

Her hand slid between Grayson’s legs, her fingers already tracing the smooth outline of the remote in his palm. *"Now, *show* them what they’re *missing*."*

Sophie’s orgasm crested again, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas* fucked her throat, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"I’ll *try*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her core as *Midas*’s fingers drove deep. *"You *will*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm a relentless thing as she gasped, her lips wrapped around Grayson’s fingers, her tongue swirling around the head while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her mouth. *"I’ll *show* you."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s opening as *Midas*’s fingers drove deep into her throat. *"Yeah?"*

Sophie nodded, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s base, while *Midas* drove into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. *"Yeah."*

*Midas* smirked. *"Then *show* us."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core while *Midas* fucked her throat. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Danielle’s fingers slid down Grayson’s chest, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him. *"I know."*

Her hand tightened between Grayson’s legs, her fingers finding the waistband of his trousers. *"Now, *show* us what this little *asset* can *really* do*."*

Sophie took Grayson’s fingers deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head as Grayson’s thumb pressed against the implant’s base, *Midas*’s fingers fucking her throat. *"I—I’ll *do* anything!*"

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her clit, his fingers fucking her mouth. *"I know."* His hips bucking against hers. *"Now *come*."*

Sophie’s body convulsed again with unbridled, relentless pleasure.

Her body was *theirs*—exposed, used, *presented*—

A highly productive piece of machinery

Built by Grayson’s hands and *Midas*’s investment.

Her body shuddered, her orgasm a relentless thing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, as *Midas* drove into her throat, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll make you,"* she gasped, *"make you *proud*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive spot while *Midas*’s fingers fucked her throat. *"I know."* His voice was velvet, sharp with command. *"Now *come* for us.*"*

Sophie’s orgasm crested, her body convulsing, her cries echoing over the city far below.

The executives murmured in approval, their hands already working their cocks as they studied the scene.

*"Sophie,"* Grayson murmured against her ear, *"you’re *the* grandest settlement *ever*."*

She shuddered, her body convulsing as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening, *Midas* fucking her mouth, liquid heat flooding her thighs. *"I—I know."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core as *Midas* fucked her throat. *"Good."* His hips bucking against her lips, his cock already leaking into her mouth. *"Now, let’s *see* how *long* you can *last*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers fucked her, the implant thrumming inside her, as *Midas* drove into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote. *"I know."*

His voice sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her, his thumb pressing against the implant’s opening as *Midas* fucked her throat, his fingers driving deep. *"This is *only* the beginning."*

Sophie’s body convulsed, her orgasm a brutal thing as Grayson’s fingers worked her, his thumb pressing harder against the implant’s base while *Midas* fucked her mouth. *"I’ll *do* anything."*

Danielle’s fingers slid around Grayson’s cock, her nails scraping against the buttons of his trousers as she worked him, her voice sharp and low. *"I know."*

Her hand slid between Grayson’s legs, her fingers already tracing the smooth outline of the remote in his palm. *"Now, *show* them what they’ve *invested* in*."*

Sophie’s body shuddered, her orgasm crested, her body trembling as Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, his thumb pressing against her sensitive core, while *Midas* drove deep into her throat. *"I’ll make you *happy*."*

Grayson’s fingers tightened around the remote, the sensation inside her intensifying, his thumb pressing against her clit, sending her body to a new peak. *"I know."* His lips brushed against her temple. *"Now, *prove* it."*
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