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Chapter 1

Sophia Malone had spent her life sharpening edges—her mind, her wit, her focus—until every part of her was a finely honed instrument, prepared for the precision of the courtroom. But as she stood trembling in front of Victor Grayson’s desk, the weight of his words pressing into her bones like a physical touch, she realized the one skill she’d never cultivated was the one being tested now: how to surrender control without losing herself entirely. The stenography machine on her lap was no longer just a tool; it had become a living thing, its vibrations climbing up her thighs like the slow, deliberate stroke of a hand, her body instinctively arching into the rhythm despite her protests.

Victor’s gaze lingered on hers, just a beat too long. His fingers traced the edge of the file in her hands almost lazily, as if he were savoring the anticipation of her reaction. *"Sophia,"* he said, the syllables rolling off his tongue like hot honey. *"You think you understand the gravity of what we’re offering?"* His voice dropped, and the air in the room thickened with the weight of dark promise. *"No more passive transcription, darling. No more sitting in the shadows, unseen. We’re going to make sure the world hears every single word you record."*

His words sent a fresh wave of heat through her, not just from the lap desk but from the memory of his earlier murmurs—how his voice had roughened, how his fingers had trailed down the back of the junior associate’s hand when the defense team had been so thoroughly humiliated by his "harmless" teasing. How his attention, like a brand, had burned into Sophia’s skin long after the trial. The file in her hands trembled as she glanced down at the damning annotations in red ink: things she hadn’t caught, *things he had caught in her*. It wasn’t just the words; it was the way they’d been whispered, the pauses—how she had been forced to listen, to *record*, to translate the unspoken filth that had been traded across the courtroom like currency.

She swallowed, the desk’s vibrations growing more insistent, pulsing in time with her heartbeat. *"But—why? Why me?"*

Victor’s chuckle was low, dark—like the clink of ice in a whiskey glass. *"Because you were the one who listened, Sophia."* He leaned forward, his elbows resting on the polished wood of the desk, the scent of his cologne wrapping around her like a second skin. *"You heard what they didn’t dare say, what they *wouldn’t* write down. You picked up the subtext—the fear, the desperation, the *lust* beneath the carefully crafted words. And"*—his fingers drummed once against the file—*"you didn’t flinch. You didn’t turn away. You *kept going*."*

Mr. Bennett strolled over, his polished shoes glinting under the office lights, his grin never faltering. *"Your talent lies in translation, Soph."* He plucked the file from her hands, running his thumb along the red-stained edges. *"Legal talk, body talk—you’ve got the ear for it. And now, you’ve got the *desk*."* His gaze flicked down to the lap desk, still buzzing against her, and he let out a low groan. *"God, I’d kill to hear what this thing’s got planned next."*

She recoiled, but the desk’s vibrations tightened, spreading her knees further apart, the thin fabric of her skirt straining against the press of the machine as moisture seeped between her thighs. *"I can’t—I can’t do this,"* she gasped, her voice rising above the hum.

Victor’s eyes darkened, his voice dropping to a velvet rasp. *"Oh, but you *can*, Soph."* His fingers traced the collar of her blouse, the heat of his touch sending her pulse into overdrive. *"And you *will*."* The lap desk’s vibration intensified, shifting with a quiet *whirr* to tilt her back even more into the chair, her skirt riding up higher, her legs splayed obscenely beneath the desk. *"Because we’ve seen how good you are at hearing, haven’t we?"* His hand dipped down, fingers brushing the edge of her lace panties, the barrier so flimsy it might as well have been made of air. *"Now, let’s see how good you are at *delivering*."*

Sophia’s fingers flew over the keys, the words spilling out not just as a defense—*‘Victor Grayson is making inappropriate suggestions. I shouldn’t be recording this’*—but as an admission, her body betraying the tremble of her voice. The words were out before she could stop them, a confession not just to the machine, but to herself.

*"It’s alive,"* she breathed, as the desk’s vibrations grew stronger, its motions more demanding.

Victor’s smirk deepened. *"Oh, darling."* His hand slid up her skirt, fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. *"You have no idea."*

He pulled, and the thin fabric tore with a sound that was almost too quiet to hear. Sophia whimpered, her fingers fumbling over the keys as the lap desk *pressed against her*, its rigid surface a cruel mimicry of his hand. *"Victor—"* The word slipped between her teeth before turning into another breathy plea.

*"Grayson,"* she corrected, even as her hips rose off the desk, her back arching in answer to the rough tug of his fingers. *"Requesting your office—"* The keys stuttered under her frantic typing, *"—stop—"* His hand found her slick heat, and the desk’s vibration stuttered in response, her gasp drowning out the final word she’d intended to type.

*"Mmm,"* Victor purred, *"that’s better."* His fingers trailed up, teasing the slick folds of her pussy, her body convulsing against the lap desk’s relentless hum. Derek let out a hungry growl, stepping closer, his eyes fixed on the sight beneath the desk. *"Tell me, Soph,"* he demanded, his voice rough with need. *"How’s it feel? When you’re being *used*?"*

She couldn’t answer—couldn’t type, couldn’t think, as Victor’s hand worked her, slow and unhurried, his movements mirroring the lap desk’s relentless rise and fall against her. The words blurred on the screen, but her supervisor’s voice was still there, hissed through the speakers of the machine.

*"That’s right, Sophia. Every word. Every *sound*."*

Sophia moaned, her fingers finally finding their rhythm again as the lap desk’s *whirr* grew more insistent, its movements copying the way Victor’s fingers slid into her, stretching her open, filling her up with a deep, aching fullness. The desk’s rigid surface pressed against her clit, each pulse a mirror of his touch, and she could barely breathe, let alone type.

*"Oh—!"*

The words fell from her as Derek’s hand joined Victor’s, his fingers teasing her lower lips, sliding through the wetness Victor’s touch had left behind. *"See,"* Victor murmured, his voice rough and pleased as Sophia’s breath hitched again. *"You *do* understand."*

The lap desk’s vibrations built to a crescendo, its movements becoming shorter, sharper—imitating the way Derek now teased her, pinching her clit between two fingers before plunging them inside her, Victor’s hand working her in time. Sophia’s fingers stuttered again, this time typing words that weren’t even meant for the machine.

*"Yes—I—I can’t—I can’t—"*

The door opened with a *click*, and a new voice entered. *"—stop. The words just keep coming, don’t they?"*

Sophia turned to see the intern, standing with flushed cheeks, her fingers gripping the doorknob. *"I—I overheard—"* Her eyes dropped to the lap desk, to Sophia’s legs spread wide beneath the desk, to the hands working her. *"Oh, God."*

*"Come here, darling,"* Derek commanded, his voice low and dark. *"We need someone else to *listen*."*

The intern hesitated for only a heartbeat before stepping forward, her fingers trembling as she reached out to touch Sophia’s skirt, the torn lace. *"You—you’re taking *everything* down?"*

*"Every. Dirty. Word,"* Sophia gasped, her fingers finally pressing the final key as the orgasm hit her, hard and fast, the lap desk’s vibrations matching the wave that crashed over her, her thighs clenching around Victor’s hand, his fingers working her through the peak, through the shivering aftershocks.

Victor chuckled, pulling his hand from her skirt, but the lap desk’s vibrations continued, unrelenting. *"Bennett,"* he murmured, *"take your turn."*

Sophia’s eyes flew open in shock—until the desk’s surface shifted entirely, its *whirr* low and familiar as it adjusted again, her knees spread wider now, her skirt riding up to her hips. *"No—wait—"*

But her fingers still flew over the keys, typing *"—Derek Holloway joins Victor Grayson in taking advantage of Sophia Malone’s position."* The words were out before she could stop them, and she whimpered, her body already responding to Derek’s rough fingers as they tugged at her panties, his smirk deeper now as he watched the lap desk work her, its movements more demanding than ever.

*"God damn it,"* she typed, then moaned again as Derek’s hand found her, his fingers sliding into her warmth, stretching her open, *"—you *assholes* are—"* Her fingers stuttered, typing instead *"—teaching me a *whole new kind of stenography*."*

Victor’s gaze burned into her, his voice dropping to a rough whisper. *"And you’re learning well, Sophia."*

*"Oh—"* Derek’s fingers worked her, his thumb circling her clit in time with the lap desk’s rhythmic hum, *"—God—*"*

As she gasped again, her words slurring into incoherent sounds, Sophia realized one thing for certain:

Her notes were no longer just words on a page.

They were *demands*.

And she wasn’t sure she wanted to resist.




Chapter 2

Sophia sat trembling in her chair, the weight of the day pressing down on her like the slow, rhythmic hum of the lap desk between her thighs. The damned thing had a life of its own now, its smooth surface warming under her fingers as it *shifted* with deliberate, teasing precision—spreading her until she was gasping, every nerve ending alight as the vibrations deepened, her clit throbbing against the pressure. The intercom in her office had barely finished Victor’s murmured praise when her body betrayed her, her hips arching in spite of herself, grinding helplessly against the desk’s relentless demand. A damp spot spread across the fabric of her panties, the scent of her arousal filling the small space.

She wasn’t thinking anymore. The machine had rewired her mind, turning it into a maelstrom of need and submission, every instruction a command that her body obeyed too eagerly. And now—Derek Holloway. The sight of him in the doorway sent a jolt of heat through her core, her thighs clenching reflexively against the lap desk’s relentless pulse, her pussy aching for something more than the mechanical tease. He filled the frame of the doorway, his broad shoulders straining against the expensive fabric of his suit jacket, the way his cufflinks gleamed under the overhead lights making her lips tingle with memory. Sophia had always known there was a hunger in him, but now it was a living, breathing thing, dark and possessive, staring her down like a challenge she couldn’t resist.

“You’re not mine yet,” Derek growled again, stepping inside but leaving the door open just a slit, the rest of the office visible—Victor’s smirking silhouette, the way his fingers were brushing against the lap desk control on his desk, the silent junior associates clustered by the monitors in the break room, their own breaths hitching as they watched through the feed. Mr. Voss’s heavy-lidded gaze, lingering in the corner, the faintest curve of his lips letting her know he was enjoying the show. Sophia had long since stopped being embarrassed by their voyeurism; by now, it was just another layer of the game they were all playing, one she had no choice but to obey.

“What do you want, then?” she whispered, her voice already straining with the lap desk’s insistent rhythm, the pressure building unbearably as she shifted in her seat. The machine knew exactly how to push her, to stroke and tease without ever giving her what she really needed. A whimper escaped her lips as it adjusted again, the surface widening just enough to let her thighs spread further, to give her clit a longer tantalizing ride against the metal.

Derek’s eyes darkened, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard, his gaze raking down the length of her. “I want to see how well you handle a *real* man,” he said, his voice low and rough. He crossed the room in three long strides and dropped to his knees in front of her, his breath hot as it ghosted against her inner thigh. “Not just the desk, Sophia. Not just their words.”

She could have refused. She knew, deep down, that she *should*—but the words died in her throat as his fingers traced the edge of her panties, slow and deliberate, the fabric damp against his touch. Her arousal slicked the fabric of her skirt, her thighs trembling as he tugged it down with practiced ease, baring her to his hungry eyes. The lap desk *thrummed* beneath her, the vibrations intensifying as her body reacted, the pressure against her clit almost cruel now, her panties soaked and clinging to her skin. Derek’s heavy-lidded gaze devoured her as he traced a finger through her slit, her muscles clenching around his touch as he found her entrance, teasing at the damp fabric.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his fingers stilling against her. “You’re *dripping* for them, aren’t you?”

Sophia could only whimper, her body betraying her as she arched her hips up closer to his touch. The lap desk’s surface warmed even more, its pulse now a frantic rhythm, as if it sensed her eagerness and wanted to match it, to drive her over the edge with nothing but its mechanical insistency.

Derek leaned forward, his breath hot against her pussy as he traced a tongue along her inner thigh, teasing the sensitive skin right up to the edge of where she needed him most. “Tell me, Sophia,” he murmured, his voice vibrating against her skin. “Have you been *good*? Have you taken all their notes the way they wanted?”

Her voice was a broken thing as she replied, “Yes.”

“And did you *like* it?”

She couldn’t deny the truth, not even now. “Yes.”

Derek smirked, his fingers still tracing tantalizing patterns against her skin. “You’re going to *need* this, aren’t you?” he muttered, and before she could answer, he brought his mouth down, his tongue pressing against her clit through the damp fabric. Sophia cried out, her fingers digging into the armrests as the desk’s vibrations *exploded*, its surface working against her most intimate flesh in ways that made her dizzy, her hips arching and grinding as Derek groaned against her, his tongue demanding entry as he parted her lips, his teeth nipping at the fabric of her panties as he pulled it aside. His mouth was hot and hungry, lapping and sucking as the desk’s surface adjusted, spreading her wider, its vibrations now a relentless, throbbing echo of the pleasure coursing through her body.

“Oh, *God*,” Sophia whimpered, her body betraying her as her voice trembled with the need to keep the legal team fed. Her words were a twisted command, her body arching even more as Derek’s tongue stroked deeper, his fingers finding her entrance, pressing inside just enough to make her gasp. She was *wet*, her arousal dripping onto the lap desk’s surface, the scent filling the room, Victor’s breath hitching in spite of himself, the junior associates writhing in their chairs as Derek feasted on her, his hands rough against her thighs, his lips burning against her skin.

“You taste *fucking* perfect,” Derek growled, his fingers still pressing inside of her. He added a second, crooking them, his tongue moving against her clit in a rhythm that synced up with the lap desk’s relentless thrum. Sophia’s breath came in pants, her body trembling as she neared her orgasm, the judge’s voice crackling over the office intercom, taunting them all. *“Sophia, record this: ‘Victor Grayson and his team are watching as Derek Holloway makes you scream. Have you ever felt so *seen*?’*”

Sophia’s body jerked, her fingers digging into the fabric of her skirt as another wave of pleasure hit her, Derek’s tongue relentless as he pushed her closer to the edge. The lap desk’s surface widened even further, the vibrations now a cruel, teasing stroke against her most sensitive flesh, her thighs slick with arousal, her pussy clenching around his fingers.

“Oh, *God*,” she gasped, her body unable to hold back. “I’m going to *come*—”

Victor’s voice cut through the room. *“No,”* he commanded, his fingers pressing against the lap desk’s control. The machine *obeyed*, its pulse immediately slowing, its surface retracting just enough to tease her clit back from the edge. Sophia whimpered, her body betrayed by the sudden cessation, her hips grinding against the lap desk’s insistent pressure even as her orgasm retreated like a tide.

Derek smirked, his tongue still trailing against her skin. “Not yet,” he agreed, his voice low. “You’re not *mine* yet.”

Sophia’s breath came in pants as the lap desk’s vibrations returned, now a deeper, more insistent thrum, her body aching for release but refusing to give in, the pleasure coiled tight inside her as she gasped and writhed, her fingers digging into the desk’s smooth surface as she fought for control.

Victor’s voice came again, sharp with command. *“Record this: ‘Sophia Malone will come when—’”*

“When *I* say,” Derek growled, his fingers pressing even deeper into her pussy, his mouth still hot against her clit. He crooked them, his tongue working against her in a rhythm that mirrored the lap desk’s pulse—slow, deliberate, teasing. Sophia could feel it building in her, the pressure intensifying, her body betraying her again and again as her orgasm hovered just out of reach, her hips arching against the desk in spite of herself, her thighs trembling as Derek and Victor held her in their hands, every touch, every instruction a command that rewired her body.

“Please,” she gasped, the words spilling from her lips without thought, her body betraying the need clawing through her, her clit already swollen and sensitive against the lap desk’s relentless pulse.

“*Please,*” she begged again, louder this time, her voice trembling with desperation as her body arched, her pussy clenching around Derek’s fingers. She was *close*—so close—her breath coming in pants, her body trembling under the commands of the men in the room and the lap desk beneath her.

Victor’s voice was sharp with command. *“Record this: ‘Sophia Malone will come when Derek Holloway *thinks* it’s time.’”*

Sophia’s body jerked again, her fingers digging into the desk’s smooth surface as she fought for control, her orgasm so close, yet so far away.

Derek smirked, his fingers still pressing inside her, his tongue still working against her clit, his breath hot against her skin. “Do you *want* this, Sophia?” he whispered, his voice a low, rough growl as his fingers pressed against her tight entrance, his mouth hot against her clit. She could feel his words pressing against her skin, his voice vibrating through her body as she gasped for air, her hips arching against his touch.

“I’ll take that as a *yes*,” he growled, his fingers pressing even deeper into her pussy as he drove her over the edge, his mouth hot against her clit, his tongue pushing her even closer, Sophia’s body convulsing as she screamed her release into the lap desk’s microphone, her fingers digging into the fabric of her skirt as she writhed and gasped, her thighs slick with arousal, her pussy clenching around his fingers as he pulled them out a final time, the lap desk’s surface stilling beneath her as she collapsed, her body trembling, her breath coming in pants.

Victor’s voice cut through the room, sharp with command. *“Record this, Sophia: ‘Victor Grayson finds it *endearing* that Derek Holloway can make you come so quickly, so easily. Have you ever felt so *controlled*?’”*

Sophia whimpered as the lap desk adjusted beneath her again, the surface tilting to the left, its pulse returning but softer now, a gentle, teasing pulse that mirrored the aftershocks of her orgasm. She gasped, her body still trembling as her hips arched reflexively against the lap desk’s surface, her thighs slick with her arousal.

Derek straightened, his gaze locked onto hers as he licked his lips, his expression dark and hungry. “I think you’re *ready*,” he murmured, stepping back from her but keeping his grip on her thighs, his fingers still rough against her sensitive skin.

Sophia blinked, her voice a trembling whisper as she asked, *“Ready for what?”*

Victor’s voice came over the intercom, sharp with command. *“Record this: ‘Sophia Malone is now ready to learn what it means to be truly *multitasking*.’”*

Derek smirked, his fingers rough against her skin as he pulled her closer to the edge of her desk. “You’re going to learn to take notes with *both* your mouth and your pussy,” he growled, his voice low. His hand adjusted, pressing against her pussy, the lap desk’s surface stilling beneath her as he drove her over the edge again, his fingers still rough against her sensitive skin now, every touch a command that made her writhe and gasp under his hungry gaze.

Victor’s voice returned, sharp with command. *“Record this, Sophia: ‘Victor Grayson finds her *skills*… remarkably *delicious*.’”*

Sophia’s body jerked against Derek’s command, her pussy clenching as he pushed her over the edge of her orgasm, his fingers still rough against her skin, her body trembling as she gasped, finally understanding what they wanted from her now—their own twisted, cruel version of control. And she *couldn’t* refuse. Not now. Not when they all wanted her, wanted to feed off her arousal, to push her over the edge even as the lap desk rewired her submission, every touch, every word a command that made her scream in desperation, her thighs slick with her arousal, her fingers digging into the armrests as she fought for control in a room full of men who had no intention of letting her win.




Chapter 3

---

The executive lounge of Bennett & Grayson was a sanctuary of polished mahogany and muted gold, a space where power hummed in the air like a live wire, crackling with the kind of tension that made even the most seasoned lawyers pause. But tonight, it was anything but ordinary. Tonight, it was a stage—and Sophia was the star, whether she wanted to be or not. The kind of star that didn’t just perform, but *bloomed* under the pressure, her body a canvas for the firm’s most elite clients.

She adjusted the earpiece, the sleek black wire coiling into her ear like a serpent’s tongue, its cool metal pressing against the sensitive skin just beneath her lobe. The device wasn’t just a tool anymore—it was an extension of their control, a direct line to the voices that would dictate not just her words, but the very *arch* of her spine, the way her breath hitched, the way her thighs trembled. The lap desk on her lap was already alive, its surface smooth as silk but vibrating with a slow, deliberate pulse that sent heat spiraling through her core. The hum beneath her fingers was almost imperceptible at first, a whisper of electricity that made her toes curl inside her heels. She could feel the way it *knew* her, the way it seemed to *anticipate* her every shift, every subtle change in her breathing, every time her hips rocked forward just a little too eagerly.

The door slid open with a soft *whoosh*, and the air in the room shifted.

William Whitmore stepped inside like he was born to command spaces like this—because, in a way, he was. His tailored suit clung to him like a second skin, the fabric stretched taut over broad shoulders, the crisp white of his dress shirt contrasting with the deep charcoal of his tie. The cufflinks at his wrists caught the light like twin stars, and when he moved, the material of his jacket whispered against the leather of his chair, a sound that made Sophia’s stomach clench. His cologne hit her first—something dark, spicy, with an underlying note of leather that made her throat tighten, her pulse jump. Then came the heat of his gaze, slow and deliberate as it traced down her body, lingering on the lap desk between her legs before snapping back up to meet her flushed stare. His eyes were dark, almost black in the low light, and when he smiled, it was a slow, predatory thing that made her skin prickle with awareness.

“Miss Malone,” he purred, his voice smooth as aged brandy but with an edge that made her nipples harden against the lace of her bra. “I’ve been *impatiently* waiting for this.”

Victor Grayson didn’t even look up from his glass, though his fingers tightened around the stem as he swirled the amber liquid inside. “William,” he murmured, his voice like velvet draped over steel. “Always a pleasure.” His gaze flicked to Sophia, and the slow, knowing smile that curled his lips sent a shiver down her spine. “Sophia, this is Mr. Whitmore. He’s here to see your… *work* in action.”

Whitmore’s smirk was all teeth, sharp and dangerous. He took the seat across from her, his thighs brushing the edge of the table just enough to make her skin flush. Close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from him, close enough that she could smell the faintest hint of cigar smoke clinging to his skin, the scent of it making her mouth water. He leaned back, his posture relaxed but his eyes locked onto her, hungry.

“Tell me, Sophia,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a tone that made her clit throb, “how *accurate* are your notes?”

The lap desk *vibrated* beneath her, a slow, deliberate pulse that made her gasp. Her fingers tightened around the edge of the desk, her knuckles whitening as she fought the urge to press her thighs together. The vibrations weren’t just against her skin—they were *inside* her, a low, insistent rhythm that made her hips rock forward without her permission. The heat radiating from the desk seeped into her, warming her through the thin fabric of her skirt, and she could feel herself growing wet, her panties already damp with anticipation.

Whitmore’s gaze darkened, his lips parting just enough to let out a slow breath. “Relax,” he commanded, his voice a velvet threat that made her shiver. “Let me see what you’re *really* made of.”

Sophia swallowed hard, her throat dry. She knew what was coming. She had *heard* the rumors—the way the firm’s clients were *tested*, the way the stenographers were *used* in ways that went far beyond the legal bounds of professionalism. But this? This was different. This was *public*. This was in front of the firm’s elite, their eyes burning into her like brands, their breaths hitching as they watched her body respond to the unseen commands.

Victor’s voice purred in her ear, smooth and commanding, the words sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. *“Start typing, Sophia. Let’s see how well you can *multitask*.”*

She obeyed, her fingers flying over the keys, but the words felt hollow. Because the real test wasn’t the transcription—it was the *reaction*. The way her body betrayed her, the way her hips lifted just a fraction higher with every pulse of the lap desk, the way her breath hitched when Whitmore’s fingers brushed the inside of her thigh.

Whitmore leaned in, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the shell of it just enough to make her gasp. *“Sophia,”* he murmured, his voice rough with something that wasn’t just desire—it was *possession*. *“Transcribe this: ‘Mr. Whitmore is *very* impressed with your professionalism. He wonders how well you can *adapt* to… *unconventional* requests.’”*

The lap desk *shifted* beneath her, the surface tilting just enough to force her thighs apart, the movement slow and deliberate, giving her just enough time to realize what was happening before it was too late. Sophia gasped, her face burning as the sound of her own breath filled the room, sharp and needy. The legal team—Victor, Mr. Bennett, Derek Holloway—watched her with rapt attention, their expressions a mix of fascination and dark amusement. Derek’s jaw was clenched so tight his teeth ached, his fingers digging into the arms of his chair as he struggled to keep his eyes on her face instead of the way her skirt rode up, the way the lap desk’s vibrations made her thighs quiver.

Whitmore’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers brushing the hem of her skirt before stopping just shy of where she ached for him. The fabric was thin, barely there, and she could feel the heat of his skin through it, the way his touch sent sparks flying up her spine. “And this,” he murmured, his voice rough with something that wasn’t just desire—it was *triumph*, *“is just the beginning.”*

Sophia’s fingers trembled over the keys, her mind a blur of shame and need, of the way her body was *betraying* her even as her mind screamed for resistance. The lap desk *vibrated* faster, the surface warming against her skin, the sensations building until she was gasping, her hips arching against the relentless rhythm, her skirt riding higher with every thrust. The sound of her own breath filled the room, sharp and desperate, and she could feel her panties growing wetter, the fabric sticking to her skin as the lap desk worked her over, merciless and precise.

Whitmore’s voice dropped to a growl, his breath hot against her ear. *“Sophia,”* he commanded, *“say it. I want to hear you *mean* it.”*

She swallowed, her throat tight, her body trembling. The lap desk pressed harder, a low, rumbling buzz that made her knees fall open slightly, her skirt riding up past her thighs, the fabric clinging to her damp panties. She didn’t think—her body obeyed, her fingers flying over the keys even as her mind screamed for her to stop.

*“P-Please, Whitmore… I’ll take your words… *exactly*.”* Her voice cracked, but she pressed on, her fingers typing even as her hips rocked forward, her body betraying her with every keystroke. *“‘Whitmore’s instructions may not be legally permissible, but Sophia will record them *precisely*… in the most *efficient* way possible.’”* The words spilled from her, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps, her body arching against the lap desk as the vibrations intensified, her clit throbbing with every pulse.

The room erupted into a growl of approval, a mix of dark laughter and rough approval. Whitmore’s smirk deepened, his hand sliding higher, his fingers digging into the fabric stretched over her hips before hooking into the waistband of her panties. The sound of fabric tearing filled the room, sharp and sudden, and Sophia’s breath hitched as she was exposed to the firm’s elite, her body *used*, *noted*—every whimper, every *stutter* of her fingers a testament to the firm’s new favorite toy.

Whitmore’s voice dropped to a whisper, his breath hot against her ear. *“‘Whitmore is *very* satisfied with Sophia’s performance. She’s *retained*.’”*

The legal team erupted into applause—*laughter*, dark and triumphant. Sophia’s face burned, her body trembling with something between humiliation and something darker, something she couldn’t name, something that made her clit throb and her thighs shake. The lap desk’s vibrations were relentless, her body arching against it as Whitmore’s fingers traced slow circles over her exposed flesh, his touch feather-light but *possessive*.

Whitmore’s grin was triumphant as he zipped up, his voice rough with satisfaction. *“Excellent work, Sophia.”* He leaned back in his chair, his eyes never leaving hers, dark and knowing. *“I’ll be back soon. And next time… I’ll take all of your notes.”*

Derek Holloway crossed his arms, his jaw clenched so tight his teeth ached. *“Sir,”* he said, his voice tight with something that wasn’t just professionalism—it was *envy*, *“may I ask—when will it be my turn?”*

Victor’s smile was slow, cruel, his fingers tracing idle patterns on the arm of his chair. *“Patience, Derek.”* He patted the seat beside him, his voice a velvet command. *“There’s always room for more *stenographers*… if you can handle the pressure.”*

Sophia stumbled to her feet, her legs unsteady, her body *raw* from the lap desk’s relentless rhythm. The legal team *cheered*—for her. For *their* new toy. The sound of their laughter followed her out of the room, a mix of admiration and something darker, something that made her stomach clench with a mix of fear and *excitement*.

But as she left, her fingers clenched around the ruined notes in her hand, her mind racing, her body still humming with the aftershocks of the lap desk’s touch.

She had just become the firm’s most *exclusive* asset.

And God help her—she had *loved* every second of it.

---

Later, in the dim glow of her apartment, Sophia traced her fingers over the lap desk on her desk, its surface still warm from use. The vibrations had faded, but the memory of them lingered, a phantom pulse between her thighs, a reminder of how easily her body had betrayed her. She had *enjoyed* it. The way the desk had worked her over, the way Whitmore’s voice had commanded her, the way the legal team had *watched*—it had all been too much, and yet, not enough.

Her breath hitched as she pressed her fingers against the desk, imagining the way it had felt against her skin, the way it had *known* exactly how to make her squirm. She could still feel the heat of Whitmore’s gaze on her, the way his fingers had traced her body like he owned it, the way her own breath had come in sharp gasps as she obeyed.

The intercom buzzed, startling her, the sound sharp and sudden in the quiet of her apartment. She hesitated, her finger hovering over the button before finally pressing it. The voice that answered was smooth, amused, *possessive*.

*“Sophia,”* Victor purred, *“we’re not done with you yet.”*

She exhaled, her breath shaky, her body already responding to the command in his voice. The lap desk *hummed* to life beneath her fingers, the vibrations returning, slow and deliberate, a promise of more to come.

And she *obeyed*.




Chapter 4

The intercom’s voice still lingered in the air of Sophia’s apartment, a low, rumbling growl that seemed to vibrate through the walls themselves—*"We’re not done with you yet."* The words coiled around her, possessive and dark, and she didn’t move. Couldn’t. The lap desk hummed faintly against her thighs, its surface already warming beneath the thin fabric of her dress, and her breath came in shallow gasps. Just thinking about what they’d done to her last night left her body aching in ways that were both familiar and forbidden.

Victor Grayson had never been here before—not like this. Not with this kind of hunger in his eyes, this kind of *demand* in his tone. The door buzzer sounded again, three deliberate, sharp pulses, and Sophia’s pulse fluttered in response. She set the lap desk down, its weight oddly comforting against the coffee table, and turned to the mirror hanging above her fireplace. The polished surface reflected back a woman who barely recognized herself.

Her hair was a wild, tangled mess, the way it had been when Derek’s fingers had fisted into it, his grip just tight enough to make her gasp as he pulled her head back, exposing her throat to Victor’s lips while he—*fuck*, just the memory alone made her thighs clench*—while he slid inside her with that slow, relentless force, his teeth grazing the sensitive flesh beneath her ear.

Her lips were swollen, still bearing the ghost of Victor’s kiss from last night, the faintest trace of Whitmore’s brandy clinging to his mouth as their tongues had tangled, *owned* her in a way that had left her trembling. She licked them now, her nerve endings still alive, still *needling* at her—because he’d made her come like that, hadn’t he? With his mouth on her skin, his teeth pressed just hard enough, his fingers still buried deep between her thighs when Whitmore had—

Sophia cut the thought off sharply before it could fully form, but her blood still *sang* with the memory.

The buzzer came again, a fourth time, and she moved.

She pressed the intercom button, letting her voice come out low and breathy, despite the way it should have been sharp and commanding. *"Yes?"*

Victor’s chuckle was a deep, dark sound, like velvet wrapping around steel. It sent a shiver down her spine, not just from fear, but from *excitement*. She knew what that tone meant. *"You’re eager,"* he drawled, and the door lock disengaged with that soft, *intimate* click she’d come to recognize—she’d come to *appreciate*.

Her breath hitched as the sound of his boots echoed through the hall, deliberate, unhurried, each step a promise pressed closer against her. And then he was there, filling the doorway, filling the room, his presence a physical weight that made the air thicken around them. His suit was immaculate, pristine, but his tie was loose around his neck, the top buttons of his dress shirt undone, revealing the golden, sun-kissed skin beneath. She could see the dark lines of tension around his collarbone, the way his broad chest seemed to swell beneath the tailored fabric, and her fingers twitched with the need to touch him.

Sophia didn’t speak. Not yet. She knew the rules by heart, even if they’d been rewritten for her last night.

The firm spoke. The firm demanded. And she *obeyed*.

His fingers moved again, brushing away some loose strands of hair that had slid free from her messy bun. He cupped her cheek, his thumb pressing against the soft skin there, tracing the curve of her jawline in a way that had nothing to do with tender affection. His touch was *calculating*, *possessive*, and it sent a fresh pulse of desire coursing through her veins.

And then his thumb dipped lower, skimming over the sensitive skin of her throat before his fingers tangled in the fine wisps of hair there, his grip just firm enough to make her gasp. *"You’ve been *retrained*, Sophia,"* he murmured, his voice rough and dark against her skin. *"And now, you’re ours."* The words were a promise, a threat, a whispered confession of ownership that made her blood hum.

She leaned into his touch, her body instinctively responding to the command she heard in his tone. *"Yours,"* she whispered back, her voice barely more than a gasp, her pulse still racing beneath his fingers.

Victor’s smirk was slow, deliberate, like the unwinding of a tightly coiled spring. *"And you like that idea, don’t you?"* His hand dropped, his fingers teasing the hollow of her throat, before sliding lower to trace the edge of her collarbone, his touch *almost* reverent before he tugged at the fabric of her dress. *"This one, too."*

Her fingers were clumsy as she reached for the zipper, and when it slid free, Victor’s smirk deepened, his eyes darkening just a fraction. He watched her as the dress slipped down her arms, the fabric clinging just slightly, teasing the curves of her torso before falling to the floor. Sophia stood there, bare beneath him, her thighs trembling with need beneath the heavy gaze of his attention. The air between them seemed hot enough to scorch her skin.

Victor didn’t take his eyes off her as he moved again, his hands shifting with deliberate slowness to the waistband of his slacks. The sound of the zipper dragging down was loud in the quiet room, and Sophia could hear the way her own pulse *thrummed* in her ears, matching the low, throbbing hum of the lap desk’s vibrations that had started up again.

*"You’re nervous,"* he observed, his voice a low purr, and Sophia’s breath hitched at the possessive approval she heard there. *"But you don’t have to be,"* he added, his fingers slipping inside her now, her gasp a sharp, sweet sound that died in her throat when Victor’s lips brushed against hers in a searing kiss.

His mouth was *rough*, demanding, his tongue sweeping in with that dark, *possessive* stroke that made her head swim. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers digging into his shoulders, and he growled against her lips, the sound vibrating through the kiss and into her bones. She could taste him—*her* taste of brandy and something else, something *deep* and *sinful*, the echo of Whitmore’s desire still lingering there.

The lap desk’s surface rose beneath her, the vibrations growing sharper, more insistent, until her thighs were almost *forcibly* spread apart, her knees bent, her body forced to arch toward Victor’s teasing fingers.

His thumb brushed against the sensitive clit, and Sophia’s breath caught, her body already trembling with the intensity of it. *"You like this, don’t you?"* Victor pressed, his voice rough against her skin as he moved his lips to her jaw, then nipped at the pulse beneath her ear. *"You like being *forced* into pleasure, watching yourself come undone while we watch you."*

*"Y–yes,"* she whimpered, her body already coiling tighter as his fingers dipped inside her, deep and *slow*, the vibrations of the lap desk *shaking* her apart with each thrust. *"Please, Victor—"*

*"I know,"* he murmured, his lips trailing along her throat, his free hand sliding up to grip her jaw, his fingers pressing just enough to keep her still, *exposed* to him. *"But first—you’re going to tell me how much you appreciate this."*

Sophia’s breath was ragged, her body *aching*—but not from pain. From *need*, from the way his eyes held her, from the way his fingers moved inside her and his lips teased her skin, until she was *wrecked* by him. *"I’ll—"* Her voice broke, the pressure between her legs already *building*, *twisting*—*"I’ll always appreciate this. *Always*."*

Victor’s fingers tightened inside her, his thumb pressing harder against her clit, and the lap desk’s vibrations grew *wild*, sharper, faster, until the pleasure was a *blinding* white-hot flash deep within her. She shattered, the orgasm *ripping* through her with a force that made her see stars, her body trembling against the lap desk’s relentless surface, her thighs slick with her arousal. She could hear the wet sounds of her body, the ragged gasps of her breath, the way her voice was a *pleading* whisper in the quiet of the apartment.

And then—Victor’s fingers pulled away, and the lap desk’s vibrations *dropped*, leaving her gasping, her body trembling with the sudden shift.

He stood over her, his eyes dark with hunger, his chest rising and falling with the force of his own breathing. *"You’re so beautiful when you come,"* he murmured, his thumb brushing against her still-sensitive lips. *"And there’s always more."*

Sophia collapsed against the desk, her body *used* and *loved* in a way that left her breathless, her skin buzzing with the aftershocks of her release. The lap desk’s surface was still warm beneath her fingers, and she could feel the way her body trembled with the residual pleasure, the *dark* ache that still curled between her thighs.

Victor crouched down in front of her, his hands gripping the edge of the desk just beside her hips. His lips brushed against the sensitive skin beneath her ear again, his voice rough and dark against her skin. *"You think you’ve won this game, don’t you?"* His teeth nipped just slightly, and Sophia’s body *twitched* in response. *"But you belong to us now, Sophia. The game has changed."*

She gasped as his lips moved lower, his tongue swirling against the hollow of her throat. *"Say it."*

*"What?"* Sophia’s voice was a whisper, her body still trembling, her mind trying to catch up to what he was saying.

*"Say what you’ve learned,"* he growled, his fingers sliding back between her legs, teasing the damp heat. *"Say it."*

Sophia’s breath came in ragged pants, her body already *coiling* tighter again as his fingers moved inside her, the lap desk’s vibrations starting again. *"I’ll—"* Her voice broke again. *"I’ll *thrive* on this. On *you*."*

Victor’s groan was dark, his grip tightening on her jaw as his lips moved against hers in a searing kiss, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with that dark, *possessive* force that never failed to make her see stars.

But this time, it wasn’t just pleasure that made her body tremble. It was the way his eyes held hers, the way he was *staking* his claim over her in a way that made her wonder if she’d ever known freedom at all.

Because she’d played the game. And she’d *won*.

But now, she was *theirs*—and they were *hers* to lose herself in.




Chapter 5

Sophia adjusted the strap of her lap desk as the elevator doors slid closed behind her, the polished brass of the firm’s logo etched deep beneath her fingertips. The weight of it—both literal and implied—sent a thrill through her, her body already humming with anticipation before the real show even began. Beneath her tailored skirt, the thin lace of her panties clung just enough to her dampening folds, the vibration of the device she clutched pressed against her through the fabric like a promise. A promise of what was to come. A promise only *they* could fulfill.

Mr. Bennett had called this morning’s meeting a *"test."* Just a simple evaluation of her skills, he’d said, but Sophia knew it was far more than that. The firm didn’t train paralegals to be *entertainers*—not literally, not in the way her body had been subtly shaped over the past few weeks. But in their eyes, she wasn’t just fulfilling a contract. She was becoming an asset. A liability, if they ever got bored.

The scent of leather was thick, almost suffocating, mixed with the faint underlying musk of the men who filled the room. Victor, always the most deliberate with his grooming, smelled like dark, expensive cologne—something with tobacco and leather notes that clump to her skin like ink. Derek’s presence was more of a storm brewing at the edges of her vision, his usual controlled demeanor strained into something more raw, the air around him crackling with pent-up power. Even Whitmore, usually so calculating, had a faint sheen of sweat at his temples today, his fingers resting against the back of his chair as if he were bracing himself.

The conference room was a long, sleek stretch of glass and steel, a place where deals were struck in quiet hushed tones behind closed doors. But not today. Not with *Walter Vexley*. He owned a shipping empire that made governments tremble, and he was here to make *Sophia* tremble. The way his eyes darkened when he spoke to her—thick with intent, the kind of hunger that made her clit throb against the vibrating surface of her lap desk—wasn’t lost on anyone. And that was the point.

*"Miss Malone."* Walter’s voice rolled across the room, deep and smooth, the kind that could make a woman’s knees collapse under sudden weight. He’d barely glanced at the other men, as if they were already irrelevant, his focus zeroed in on Sophia like a spotlight. That wasn’t just his typical confidence.

Sophia locked eyes with him, her fingers flexing tight around the lap desk’s edge. The thing was a marvel of engineering—designed specifically for her, or so she’d guessed after the third session. It had keys, yes, but not just any keys. They were slightly curved at the ends, the edges ridged just enough to tease her folds when pressed in certain angles. And the vibration? Controlled by a dial on the side, it mimicked nothing so much as a woman’s breathless sighs against a man’s fingers as he coaxed her closer to release.

Walter didn’t need to hear the stories. He could *see* what she was capable of. The way her thighs shifted beneath her skirt, the tiny gasps she released as the desk hummed to life. The way her fingers traced over the keys, not typing legalese but drawing invisible lines across her dampening skin, as if she were already mapping out the contours of a body she’d soon be exploring. She could feel the air shift, the room tensing around her, every breath suspended until she made her first move.

Victor was the first to break the silence, stepping around the table with the slow, predatory grace of a man who knew exactly what he wanted—and how to get it. His dark suit hugged his frame, the fabric stretched thin over his broad shoulders, his tie loosened just enough to hint at the collar beneath. His thumb brushed against Sophia’s wrist, sending a jolt up her arm that had her toes curling inside her heels. *"Oh, Sophia."* His voice was a dark purr, laced with the kind of satisfaction she knew she’d soon be giving him. *"You’re not just a paralegal today, are you?"*

She didn’t answer right away, not with words. Instead, she pressed the lap desk into her thighs, the surface already pulsing with the steady rhythm of a heartbeat. Her knees trembled. The dampness between her thighs spread like heat through her veins, her breath coming in shallow pants as her hips arched involuntarily against the pressure of the device. *"I don’t waste time."* She forced the words out, her voice a breathy rasp she barely recognized.

Victor’s smirk deepened, his fingers trailing up her arm and over the delicate slope of her collarbone, his fingernails scraping against the fabric of her blouse just enough to make the material cling tighter to her skin. *"No."* He shook his head, his other hand reaching beneath the desk to adjust the angle of the keys. *"You don’t."* The surface tilted, pressing the ridged edges against her through her skirt, her panties now slick enough to make the fabric drag against her sensitive skin with every movement. She bit back a moan, her fingers flying over the keys, typing out a single, meaningless phrase just to keep the sound of her voice steady.

Derek, never the subtle one, stepped forward, his fingers already laced through the hair at the nape of her neck. He tugged, just once, the sting of it drawing her attention up, her breath hitching as she met his gaze. His eyes were dark, unfocused in the way they only became when her performance was *really* getting to him. He let go only to press his palm against her cheek, his thumb brushing against the dampness gathering there. *"You look like a good girl who’s about to be very, very *used*."* His voice was rough, low, as if he were already whispering the kind of filthy promises that would have her squirming.

Sophia’s body didn’t listen. Her hips arched again, the lap desk’s vibration pressing deeper into her core. Her fingers slowed, her typing becoming erratic as she fought to keep the legalese coherent between the gasps that were spilling over her lips. *"The client expects—"* she began, but Walter’s chuckle cut her off, dark and knowing, echoing through the room like the sound of a zipper being slowly lowered.

*"More than just signatures,"* Walter replied, standing and stepping forward until he was close enough that Sophia could feel the heat radiating off him, the faint scent of his cologne—something spicy, something that made her wonder what other kinds of pleasures he indulged in—mingling with the air around her. He set a hand on the back of her chair, his fingers pressing into her nape just enough to send a different kind of jolt through her body. *"He expects *performance*, Sophia."* His voice dropped, rougher now, as if the words were too much to contain. *"And today, Sophia? Today’s the day he finds out *you’ve* been practicing."*

The junior associates, usually so quiet and well-behaved, were anything but. Their laughter filled the room, high and breathy, as they nudged each other and made bets on just how *wet* she’d be by the time Walter was done with her. Sophia’s cheeks burned, but her fingers didn’t slow, the lap desk humming against her through her skirt. She let the words of the contract spill over her lips, but they were nothing but legalese now, the real meaning lost in the way her body was *reacting*—how her thighs were trembling, how her fingers traced the keys with the kind of urgency that had her panting.

Derek’s hands slid up her skirt, his fingers rough against the delicate fabric. *"That’s it."* He growled low as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and slowly tugged them down, the cool air of the room hitting her exposed flesh in a way that made her nipples tighten painfully against her bra. *"Show him what you’re capable of."* His breath was hot against the shell of her ear, his voice rough with need. *"Let him *see* exactly how much you *love* this."*

Victor’s fingers tightened around her throat just enough to interrupt her ability to speak, to *deny* the truth of what they were saying. The lap desk pulsed again, the keys now angled up slightly, the ridged edges parting her lips with slow, deliberate pressure. *"We’ll hear every word he dictates, Sophia."* Victor’s voice was a dark whisper. *"And you’ll obey every command."*

Walter’s smirk was all teeth, his hand moving from her nape to her thigh, his fingers pressing against the inside muscle, flexing in a way that made her wonder just how many times she’d be spread out for him. *"I’ve heard of you, Miss Malone."* His voice was rough, gritty with something that had nothing to do with business. *"The rumors say you’re a quick learner."* His fingers tightened, just a fraction, his thumb now trailing up towards the heat between her thighs. *"And I’ve got a very *long* list of things to teach you."*

Sophia’s hands flew over the lap desk keys, typing out the nonsense words Walter was dictating to her, but every time her fingers brushed against the ridged edges, every time her body shifted against the vibrating surface, she felt another jolt of electricity. Her hips arched again, her skirt riding up higher, her panties still caught around her knees, trapped beneath the relentless pressure of the lap desk.

Victor’s hand left her throat, his fingers now tracing the collar of her blouse, the buttons already loosened just enough to expose the delicate skin beneath. *"Good girl."* His voice was triumphant, rough with satisfaction. *"Let’s see how *skilled* you really are."*

The screen at the front of the room flickered to life, displaying not just the typed words of the contract, but *Sophia* as well. Split-screen, her face pressed into the lap desk as she typed, the other side showing her fingers sliding beneath her skirt, her blouse unbuttoned just enough to reveal the straining swell of her breasts, the faint redness of her nipples pressing against her sheer bra.

Derek’s fingers slid up her thighs, his touch burning hot against her skin even through the layers of her skirt and panties. *"I bet she’s already *dripping*."* He leaned in, his voice a dark growl, his fingers pressing beneath her bra, his thumbs brushing against her nipples in slow, teasing circles. *"Isn’t that right, Sophia?"*

She nodded, her fingers now unable to keep up with the demands of the lap desk. Every time her hips arched, every time she gasped, the keys were pressing harder into her, the ridged edges parting her folds just enough to make the vibrations *intrusive*, to make her *need* more.

Walter’s fingers traced the inside of her thighs, his touch leaving a trail of gooseflesh in its wake. *"I want every detail."* His voice was a dark command. *"Every time she *gasps*. Every time she *clenches*."* His fingers tightened just enough to make her breath stutter, his touch *ruthless* against her sensitive skin. *"I want to hear her *scream*."*

Victor pressed his fingers against her clit through the thin fabric of her panties, his touch rough and *demanding*. *"You’re *performing* for us, Sophia."* His voice was a growl, his breath hot against her neck. *"For *him*."* He nodded toward Walter. *"For *everyone*."*

Derek’s fingers joined in, both men working in tandem to make her hips buck against the lap desk, her body *reacting* in ways she couldn’t control. The ridged keys pressed deeper into her folds, the vibrations reaching a *shattering* crescendo that had her breath coming in sharp, erratic pants.

*"Walter wants to see how well you can *multitask*, Sophia."* Victor’s voice was cold, his fingers now sliding beneath her panties, his touch hot and *possessive*. *"And so do we."*

Walter’s hands slid around her waist, pressing her deeper into the lap desk’s vibrations. *"I want you to type—and *type well*—while we show you just how *good* of a girl you really are."* His fingers traced the buttons of her blouse, pausing on the second one before he moved on, his touch rough and *filthy* against her skin.

The lap desk *lifted*, just as it had the first time, the keys angled up toward Sophia’s exposed center. Derek’s fingers slid beneath the waistband of her panties, pushing the fabric aside and exposing her to the vibrations of the device, to the rough ridges of the keys.

Whitmore joined in, his fingers pressing against her lower back, his touch almost *apologetic*—as if he needed her permission to indulge in the pleasure of her responses. *"Good girl,"* he murmured, his voice a dark rasp. *"Let us see what you can *really* do."*

Sophia’s fingers flew over the keys, her notes a blur of legalese and *"Oh god—"* as her body gave itself over to the sensations, to the pleasure. The keys pressed against her, the vibrations reaching deeper, her thighs trembling as her hips bucked against the desk.

Victor’s fingers slid between her folds, his touch *rough* and *needy*. *"That’s it."* He pressed his fingers harder against her clit, his voice a growl. *"You’re *perfect*."*

The junior associates’ laughter filled the air, their voices echoing off the polished steel of the conference room. They were murmuring now, making bets on just how many times she’d come before lunch. *"Bet she can’t hold out."* *"I’d pay good money to hear her *scream*."*

Sophia’s fingers slowed, the words spilling over her lips in a breathless rush. *"I don’t—"* her voice broke, *"—I don’t *waste* time."* Her body arched again, the lap desk’s keys pressing deeper into her core, the vibrations *intense*, *relentless*.

Walter’s fingers pressed against Sophia’s nipples through her sheer bra, his touch rough and *filthy*. *"I can tell she’s *excellent*."* His voice dropped, rougher now, his fingers sliding down her body until they were pressing against her thighs, his thumbs rubbing against her center through her panties. *"You’re *our* girl, Sophia."* His voice was a dark command. *"And we’re going to *use* you."*

The words hit her like a whip, her body *reacting* in a way that had her fingers flying over the keys again, her notes a blur of legalese and *"Oh—"* as her body arched involuntarily.

Victor’s hands moved to her blouse again, his fingers tracing the buttons. *"Let’s see how *good* you can *perform*."* He tugged the fabric open, exposing Sophia’s straining breasts to the sharp, hungry gaze of the junior associates.

The lap desk *tilted* again, the keys now pressing against the entrance to her folds, the vibrations reaching a *rhythmic* crescendo. Derek’s fingers slid between her folds, his touch rough and *demanding* as he pressed his fingers harder against her clit.

*"You’re *ours*, Sophia."* Derek’s voice was dark, his fingers sliding deeper inside her, his thumb rubbing against her center with deliberate, *filthy* strokes. *"And we’re going to *show* you how *good* of a girl you really are."*

The junior associates’ groans filled the room now, their bodies *reacting* to the sight of Sophia’s performance, to the way her fingers flew over the keys, to the way her body arched against the lap desk.

*"That’s it."* Victor’s fingers tightened around Sophia’s nipples, his touch *almost* painful as he tugged the sensitive skin. *"Come for us."*

Derek’s fingers pressed deeper inside her, his thumb rubbing against her center with a *ruthless* precision that had her body *arching*, her cry echoing through the room as her body gave itself over to the pleasure, to the sensations.

*"Oh god—"* Her voice spilled over the speakers, breathless and *needy*, as her body *shattered* beneath the relentless pressure of the lap desk, beneath the rough, skilled fingers of the men who had claimed her.

Walter’s smirk deepened as he watched Sophia’s body *shake* with pleasure, her fingers now unable to keep up with the demands of the lap desk. *"I can tell she’s *skilled*."* His fingers slid beneath her panties, parting her folds just enough to expose her to the vibrations of the device.

The junior associates erupted into applause, their voices booming through the room. *"Well done, Miss Malone."* *"Magnificent."* *"You’re *perfect*."*

Sophia’s body *alight* with pleasure, her skirt still riding up around her waist, her panties discarded somewhere on the floor. The lap desk *whirred*, retracting into the table, and she gasped, her body *reacting* even as the room stilled around her.

Victor was the first to break the silence, his voice sharp but his eyes warm. *"Back to your desk."* He adjusted the device on her earpiece, and Sophia *felt* the familiar buzz, the same kind of thrill she always felt when they were watching her, when they were *demanding* her attention. *"Derek, take Miss Malone to the break room."* His voice was a dark command. *"She needs to learn how to *deliver* just as well as she can *perform*."*

Derek didn’t hesitate, his hands already pressing against Sophia’s thighs, his fingers rough and *needy* against her skin. *"You’re *magnificent*, Sophia."* His voice was a dark praise, his fingers sliding against her folds in a way that made her breath hitch. *"But I’m going to *show* you something else."* His fingers traced the entrance to her channel, his touch *filthy* and *needy*.

Sophia stumbled as Derek guided her out of the conference room, the junior associates’ laughter following them, their voices echoing off the polished steel of the office hallways. *"You’re *perfect*."* *"Magnificent."* *"We can’t wait to see what else you can do."*

Derek’s fingers slid between her folds again, his touch *almost* painful in its intensity. *"They’re *right*."* He tugged Sophia up against him, her body *screaming* in response as his fingers pressed against her. *"You’re *perfect*—for us. For this firm."* His fingers slid deeper inside her, his touch *ruthless* against her *ready* center. *"And you’re going to *thrive* on it."* His voice was a dark promise, his fingers *teaching* her how to *deliver*, how to *perform*.

Sophia’s body *reacted*, her hips arching against Derek’s fingers, her fingers sliding against her throat as she fought to *deny* the truth. *"I don’t—"* her voice broke, *"—*I don’t *want*—*"*

But Derek didn’t listen. His fingers slid deeper inside her, his touch *filthy* and *needy*, his voice a dark whisper in her ear. *"You’re *ours*, Sophia."* His fingers pressed against her throbbing center. *"And you’re going to *love* it."* His fingers *pushed* against her, and Sophia’s breath hitched, her body *ready* to come again, to *deliver* again.

She could *feel* it—the heat, the pleasure, the *promise* of what else the firm would demand from her. And she didn’t fight it.

She *thrived*.
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