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Chapter 1

The elevator doors slid open with a soft *ding*, releasing Lena Carter into the sleek, marble-floored lobby of *VexCorp Industries*. The air smelled of polished wood and expensive leather, the kind of scent that clung to power. Lena took a deep breath, trying to steady her nerves. She adjusted the strap of her oversized tote bag—packed with her PhD thesis on microeconomic trends—and smoothed her hand down the fabric of her tailored blazer, feeling the crispness of the material under her fingertips. The blazer, in a deep navy blue, was one of her few professional outfits, purchased specially for this moment. She had chosen a skirt that fell just below the knee, professional yet flattering, and a blouse with just a hint of lace at the collar. *First day at a real job. No more ivory towers.*

Marla, the receptionist, barely glanced up from her meticulously completed crossword puzzle. "Third floor," she said without looking up. "Mr. Victor Kane’s office. Don’t touch the red button."

Lena nodded, already mentally mapping the floor plan she had memorized down to the last detail. Her eyes scanned the lobby—modern art, sleek furniture, and an enormous water feature that burbled in the corner. *Efficient. Professional. No weak moments.* She reminded herself of this mantra as she approached the bank of elevators.

The third floor was a maze of glass and steel, the hum of conversation and the constant clacking of keyboards creating a steady backdrop. Lena followed the signs—*Executive Suite, Victor Kane*—until she reached a set of double doors marked with his name in bold, black letters. She straightened her spine, took one more breath, and knocked.

"Enter."

The voice was deep, smooth, and laced with an authority that made her stomach flutter. *Not fear. Not exactly attraction. Just… awareness.* It was a voice that commanded attention, and Lena felt her pulse quicken in response. She pushed the door open, her eyes adjusting to the bright light of the office.

Victor Kane stood behind his massive desk, one hand steepled under his chin as he studied something on a tablet. He was older—mid-forties, at least—with sharp, angular features, salt-and-pepper stubble that gave him a roguish look, and eyes that seemed to see right through her professional facade. His suit was tailored to his broad frame, the fabric clinging to his muscular shoulders like a second skin. The suit was a deep charcoal gray, immaculately pressed, with a crisp white shirt underneath and a tie in burgundy that drew attention to his strong jaw.

And then there was the other man.

Leaning against the far wall, arms crossed in a casual pose that somehow looked predatory, was a man who looked like he'd stepped out of a yacht club rather than a corporate boardroom. He had silver hair that was tousled just so, a smirk that promised both trouble and pleasure, and a pair of dark, assessing eyes that raked over her with the slow, deliberate appreciation of a man who had already decided she was his for the taking. He wore an expensive, lightweight suit in navy blue, with a crisp white shirt open at the collar, revealing a hint of tanned, muscular chest. On his wrist, she noticed a watch that looked both impeccably expensive and perfectly suited to his lifestyle.

"Ah," Victor said, not looking up from his tablet. "Lena. Right on time. Sit."

She obeyed, perching carefully on the edge of the chair like it might bite. The leather beneath her thighs was cool and smooth, a stark contrast to the tension coiling in her stomach. The chair was ergonomic, but she didn't dare relax into it. The scent of expensive cologne and something darker—leather, maybe, with a hint of cigar smoke—lingered in the air of the expansive office.

Victor finally looked up. His gaze was assessing, unreadable, like he was examining a particularly intriguing specimen under a microscope. "You're the new intern. PhD in economics. Tell me, Lena—do you know why I hired you?"

She swallowed, suddenly aware of how dry her throat had become. "You needed someone to modernize your financial models. My thesis on algorithmic trading—"

"Boring," the other man cut in, pushing off the wall to saunter toward her with a predatory grace. He dropped into the chair beside hers, close enough that his thigh brushed against hers, sending a jolt through her system. "I like girls who can keep up. *Intellectually*."

Lena stiffened, her professional mask slipping slightly. "I can keep up."

His smirk deepened, and he leaned in closer, his voice dropping to a purr that seemed to vibrate directly in her chest. "Oh, I don’t doubt it, sweetheart. But can you *take* what we’re offering?"

Her breath hitched, her heart pounding against her ribs. Heat flooded her cheeks in an instant, and she felt her professional composure beginning to slip. *This was harassment. This was—*

Victor’s voice cut through her flustered thoughts, sharp and authoritative. "Derek. Enough."

Derek—*Mr. billionaire, rival, whatever*—just laughed, a low and rich sound that seemed to wrap around her like silk. "Relax, Victor. She’s got fire. I like that." He reached into the inside pocket of his jacket and pulled out a small, sleek device. It was a vibrator, elegant and discreet, with a remote that he held up between his thumb and forefinger. "Consider it a welcome gift. You’ll need it."

Lena’s eyes widened involuntarily, her gaze fixed on the object in his hand. Her cheeks burned with a mixture of embarrassment and something else, something she couldn’t quite name. The vibrator looked expensive, made of polished silicone with subtle ridges and a small, glowing blue light at one end. It was both intimidating and intriguingly beautiful.

Victor’s lips twitched at the corners, his expression unreadable. "Derek, if you’re going to play, do it *after* the meeting."

Derek winked at her, a gesture that was both charming and utterly threatening, then tossed the vibrator onto her lap. It landed with a soft *thud* against her thigh, warm from his touch. The weight of it felt unexpectedly substantial, a tangible promise of what was to come. "You’ll see. You’ll need it."

Her stomach twisted into knots. *This was insane. Illegal. She should—*

Victor’s voice was suddenly sharp, commanding, and utterly different from the tone he’d used moments before. "Lena. Stand up."

She obeyed without thinking, rising to her feet with a grace she didn’t know she had. Her professional mask was firmly back in place, her expression one of calm confidence, even as her heart hammered against her ribs.

"Turn around," Victor instructed, his voice a deep rumble that seemed to vibrate through the air between them.

She turned, facing away from him, her back straight, her posture impeccable.

"Bend over the desk," he commanded, his tone leaving no room for argument.

Her pulse roared in her ears as she complied, leaning forward across the polished surface of his massive desk. Her palms pressed against the cool wood, her fingers curling slightly. The position left her exposed, her skirt riding up slightly, her back arched. She could feel the eyes of both men on her, assessing, appraising, and something else—something hunger that made her shiver despite herself.

Victor’s hand landed on her lower back, firm, unyielding, and warm through the thin fabric of her blouse. "You spilled coffee on me yesterday. Now you’re going to clean it up."

Her breath came faster, shallower. "I—I didn’t—"

"Didn’t what?" Derek’s voice was right beside her ear, a whisper that sent a shiver down her spine. "Make a mess? Oh, Lena. You’re going to make *so many* messes."

Victor’s fingers traced the waistband of her skirt, sending a jolt of electricity through her system. His touch was confident, possessive, and utterly in control. "Skirt off. Now."

Her fingers fumbled with the zipper of her skirt, her hands shaking slightly with nerves and anticipation. The fabric slid down her legs with a soft rustle, pooling around her ankles in a circle of navy blue. She was left standing before these powerful men in just her panties, a blouse, and her blazer. The air in the room felt suddenly cooler against her bare thighs.

Victor’s palm slid up her inner thigh, the touch rough and demanding, a stark contrast to the polished professionalism of the office. "Panties too."

She hesitated for only a second, her mind racing with a thousand thoughts—professional consequences, personal boundaries, the sheer audacity of this situation. But the command in Victor’s voice was undeniable, and she found herself complying, hooking her thumbs into the delicate lace and sliding them down her legs. They joined her skirt on the floor, leaving her completely exposed from the waist down.

"On your knees," Victor instructed, his voice a low growl that sent a wave of heat through her.

She sank to the floor gracefully, the cool wood of the desk pressing against her cheek as she positioned herself. The scent of Victor was overwhelming now, a potent mix of his expensive cologne, the faint metallic tang of his belt buckle, and something else—something purely masculine that made her head spin. Her heart was pounding so hard she could hear it in her ears, a frantic rhythm that matched her racing thoughts.

Victor’s hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back until she was looking up at him. His eyes bore into hers, dark and intense, holding a promise of both pleasure and pain. "Open," he commanded.

She obeyed, lips parting slightly, her breath coming in shallow gasps. Victor’s cock was already out, thick and veined, the head glistening with a bead of pre-cum. He didn’t waste time, pushing forward with a slow, deliberate thrust that made her eyes widen. The first inch burned its way into her throat, and she gagged, a reflexive spasm that made her swallow around him. Saliva dripped down her chin, a telltale sign of her submission, and she felt a strange mixture of humiliation and arousal.

Derek’s voice cut through the haze of her shock. "Fuck, she’s *tight*."

Victor groaned, his grip tightening in her hair, pulling her head back just enough that she could breathe for a moment before pushing her forward again. "Swallow. All of it," he ordered, his voice rough with desire.

She tried, her eyes watering as he began to fuck her mouth with punishing force, his hips snapping forward with a rhythm that left her gasping for breath between thrusts. His cock was enormous, stretching her lips wide, and she could feel every ridge, every vein as he moved inside her. Saliva continued to drip down her chin and neck, a tangible sign of her submission to these powerful men. Her gag reflex fought against the intrusion, making her throat burn and her eyes water, but she forced herself to relax, to take what they were giving her.

Derek’s fingers found her clit through the fabric of her panties—the ones he had thrown onto her lap—and began rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. The sensation was almost overwhelming, a sharp contrast to the rough treatment of her mouth. "Such a *good* little intern," he murmured, his voice a dark purr that seemed to vibrate directly in her chest. "Taking his cock like a champ. You’re a natural at this, aren’t you?"

Victor’s breath was ragged, his movements becoming more frantic, more desperate. "You’re going to be *very* good at this, aren’t you, Lena?" he asked, his voice a mix of command and question.

She whimpered around his cock, her body betraying her with a pulse of heat that seemed to radiate from where Derek’s fingers were working. She couldn’t form words, could only make sounds of submission and need.

The door creaked open, and Lena froze, Victor’s cock still buried deep in her throat. She didn’t dare move, her eyes wide with shock and fear.

Derek’s smirk was pure devilry, a curve of his lips that promised both pleasure and pain. "Ah. Perfect timing."

A new voice—smooth, amused, and carrying its own kind of authority—cut through the tension in the room. "Well, well. If it isn’t Victor *and* Derek. And what do we have here?"

Lena’s eyes flew open, her gaze darting to the newcomer. A man she recognized as Mr. Whitmore, another high-ranking executive at VexCorp, stood in the doorway. His eyes swept over the scene before him—her on her knees, Victor’s hand in her hair, Derek’s fingers still teasing her through her panties—with a calm, almost detached assessment. He was dressed in an impeccably tailored suit, his presence commanding and powerful in its own right.

Victor didn’t even flinch, his hand never leaving her hair. "Mr. Whitmore. We were just—"

"Training the new intern," Derek finished, his voice dripping with innuendo and a hint of challenge. "She’s *excellent* at following orders."

Whitmore’s lips curled into a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. "I can see that," he said, his gaze locking onto Lena’s. His eyes were dark, intelligent, and held a knowing spark that sent a shiver down her spine. "You’re going to be *very* busy around here, aren’t you, Lena?"

She swallowed around Victor’s cock, her face burning with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. She felt exposed, vulnerable, but at the same time, there was a thrill to being the center of attention for these powerful men.

Victor’s grip tightened in her hair. "She is," he confirmed, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through the air.

Whitmore chuckled, a sound that was both amused and predatory. "Enjoy the rest of your *meeting*, gentlemen," he said, turning to leave. "I’ll expect a full progress report on the intern’s training later."

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving the three of them in a tense, charged silence.

Victor pulled out of her mouth with a wet *pop*, his cock glistening with her saliva. He took a moment to wipe his mouth with a handkerchief he produced from his pocket, then tucked himself back into his pants with practiced ease. "Derek," he said, his voice a growl that promised both pleasure and pain.

Derek pulled a bright red lollipop from his pocket, holding it out to her. "For the *good girl*," he said, his smirk softening slightly into something almost affectionate.

She took the lollipop, her fingers brushing against his as she did so. The sugar was sweet and soothing on her tongue, a stark contrast to the rough treatment she had just received.

Victor’s voice was a dark promise. "On the desk. Ass up."

She obeyed without hesitation, climbing onto the polished surface of his desk and positioning herself on all fours, her ass presented to them, her back arched. The cool wood against her palms was a grounding sensation amidst the whirlwind of emotions she was experiencing.

Victor’s palm came down hard on her bare ass, the sharp sting making her gasp. "You’re going to learn *very quickly* who’s in charge here," he said, his voice a low growl that sent a wave of heat through her.

Derek’s fingers found her again, this time slipping inside her without warning. He didn’t go slowly, didn’t ease into it—he simply pushed two fingers into her entrance, making her arch her back and moan. "And you’re going to *love* it," he whispered, his fingers beginning to move in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her breath catch.

Lena moaned, her nails digging into the wood of the desk, the sting of Victor’s hand melting away as Derek’s fingers worked their magic. She could feel her body responding, betraying her with a desperate need that she couldn’t control.

Victor’s hand slid between her legs, his fingers joining Derek’s. "You’re ours now, Lena," he said, his voice a dark promise that seemed to wrap around her like a physical touch. "And you’re going to be *very* good at taking what we give you."

She whimpered, her body trembling with a mixture of fear and desire. The dual sensations were overwhelming, and she found herself rocking back against their hands, seeking more of the pleasure they were giving her.

Victor’s voice was a dark promise. "Good girls get rewarded."

Derek’s thumb found her clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles that made her breath catch. "And bad girls get *punished*," he whispered, his voice a dark purr that seemed to vibrate directly in her chest.

Lena came with a sob, her body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her, so intense it was almost painful. Her muscles clenched around their fingers, her back arching as she rode out the orgasm. It was overwhelming, all-consuming, and when it finally subsided, she was left trembling and breathless.

Victor’s hand slid between her legs, collecting her release with his fingers. "Such a *good* first lesson," he murmured, his voice rough with desire.

Derek leaned down, his lips brushing her ear. "Now. Let’s see how *stupid* you can get," he whispered, a promise of more to come.

And Lena, for the first time in her life, didn’t care about the professional consequences, the boundaries she had crossed, or the repercussions that might follow. In that moment, she only cared about the pleasure and the power these men were giving her, and she found herself eager for whatever came next.




Chapter 2

The office air was thick with the scent of bergamot and something far more animal—muscle, leather, and the faint, lingering trace of sweat from earlier. Lena’s thighs still trembled, the phantom memory of Victor’s rough fingers inside her clenching with each step she took toward his desk. She had expected a sharp reprimand, a stern lecture about professionalism, the kind of scolding that had been drilled into her by every overworked TA who ever graded her essays. But instead, the two men stood side by side, arms crossed, watching her with predatory focus that left her breath shallow and her pulse a frantic drumbeat between her legs.

Victor was the first to speak, but it wasn’t the measured tones of a CEO addressing a subordinate. He dropped the pretence entirely, leaning against the polished mahogany surface with the ease of someone who had never been told no. His voice was a rough velvet slide against her exposed nerves. "Come here."

Lena’s tote bag slipped from her shoulder as she approached. The strap twisted around her wrist with a soft *snap*, the sharp sting grounding her in the moment. *This wasn’t a dream. This was real. And she couldn’t stop—shouldn’t stop.* Derek’s fingers found the hem of her blouse, pulling it upward with deliberate slowness, exposing her stomach inch by inch. Her breath hitched. "I don’t think she’s ready to learn," he murmured, his voice a smooth glide down her spine. "First things first."

Victor straightened abruptly, his tone laced with something almost cruel. "Skirt. Off."

Derek’s chuckle was dark as Lena’s fingers fumbled with the zipper. The sound echoed as she shimmied the fabric down her hips, the cool air hitting her overheated skin like a slap. Her panties were already damp. Victor’s hands landed on her thighs, forcing them apart. "Fucking *soaked.*"

Lena’s back arched against the desk—*his desk*—as his fingers traced the delicate lace of her panties, rough enough to make her flinch but soft enough to force a wanton moan from her lips. "You’re going to have to do better than this," Derek said, his voice a sharp contrast to Victor’s caress. "If you want to play with the big boys."

Victor’s touch grew firmer, his thumb pressing against the thin barrier between her heat and his command. "Take them off."

Lena’s fingers trembled as she pulled the damp lace down her legs, kicking them off with a quiet thud. Her knees were weak, her clit throbbing in desperate rhythm. Victor’s fingers slipped between her folds. "Such a *desperate* little thing."

Her voice came out as a broken whisper. "*Yes.*"

Derek’s smile was cruel, his hand joining Victor’s. "I like desperate."

Victor’s palm landed on her hip, his grip bruising. His breath was hot against her ear. "You heard Derek. You’re not just *ours.* You’re *his* too."

Lena’s face burned at the wet, shameless sound of her own arousal. "I—I don’t—"

"Don’t *what?*" Derek’s voice was a sinful rasp as he tugged her hair. "Say *no*? Or say *yes*?"

"A-am I supposed—?"

Victor cut her off with a cruel twist of his fingers inside her, stretching her with a growl. His voice was a dark purr as he spoke into her ear, rough and commanding. "You’re supposed to—*take every inch we’re willing to give you.*"

The words should have filled her with shame, with fury. Instead, they made her *drip.* Derek’s chuckle was low, smug. He pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and wiped her arousal from Victor’s fingers before tossing it aside. "She’s *good.* We should finish what we started."

Victor’s fingers left her, and she nearly protested—until she felt the cold weight of the desk lamp against her cheek. "Turn over."

Lena obeyed, her body sinking into the plush leather of his desk chair, her ass and thighs bared to him. Victor adjusted her legs wider, his grip firm and unyielding, his lips pressing against the small of her back. "You’re going to take Derek first," Victor murmured, his voice barely audible over the rush of blood in her ears. "Because you’re bad at listening."

The sound of Derek’s belt hitting the floor was a sharp contrast to the softness of Victor’s touch. The zipper of his trousers slid with a smooth metallic whisper, and then—*fuck*—his cock was in her face, the tip already slick with precum. Lena’s mouth opened, her tongue darting out to taste the salty wetness. "Good girl," Derek rasped, his fingers tangling in her hair. "Such a *pretty* mouth."

Victor’s fingers found her slit again, rougher now, more demanding. "But her body—ah, *Lena.*" He groaned as Derek’s cock nudged her lips. "Derek first. Then I’ll take you again."

Her body trembled in desperate anticipation. Victor’s fingers slid inside her with wet, bruising precision while Derek’s cock pushed into her mouth, forcing her down as he gripped her hair, his hips snapping forward. She gagged, her eyes watering, her throat stretched to accommodate him.

"Fuck," Derek cursed, his thrusts growing erratic. "*So tight.*"

Victor’s fingers fucked her relentlessly, curling in a rhythm that made her gasp around Derek’s cock. "Lena, *please*—"

Her breath hitched—*please*?—as Derek’s grip tightened and Victor’s fingers found that rough, relentless spot inside her that made her *whimper.*

"Beg," Victor demanded, his voice rough.

*"Please—!"* Her voice came out in a muffled cry around Derek’s thick shaft.

Derek groaned, his thrusts losing their steady rhythm. "Oh, *yes.*"

Victor’s fingers twisted, pulling out before he landed another slap against her ass with a sharp crack. "Up."

Lena scrambled to her knees, her face pressed against the desk, her legs spread as Victor’s grip tightened on her hips. "Good," Victor muttered, his thumb brushing her clit. "Now—*come* for Derek while I fuck you."

Lena’s breath came in ragged sobs as Derek’s fingers found her abandoned clit, pressing against her with the same rough intensity Victor had. His cock was still buried in her throat, his moans echoing as he lost control. Victor’s thrusts were relentless, his cock slamming into her wet heat, his hips jerking forward as Derek’s fingers worked her over the edge. Her world exploded into pleasure—*no, two pleasures*—as her body clenched around Victor’s shaft while Derek’s thrusts turned erratic.

Victor groaned, his fingers digging into her skin. "Fuck, *yes.*"

Derek cursed, his hand fisting in her hair as his cock swelled and spilled down her throat. Her gag reflex fought, her eyes tearing, but she swallowed, her throat clenching around his length. Victor pulled out with a growl, his cum splashing against her thighs with a warm wetness. He wiped her with his fingers before pressing them into her mouth. "Taste what we own."

Her lips closed around his fingers, her tongue darting out to catch his scent, salty and rich, and the memory of it made her *drip* with need all over again. Victor’s tie loosened as he wiped his mouth, his voice low and threatening. "You’re going to be ours, aren’t you, Lena?"

She swallowed, her own cock—or maybe it was just Victor’s hand—*throbbing.* *"Yes,"* she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Victor’s chuckle was dark, amused. "Say it like you mean it."

Lena lifted her chin, her voice stronger. "I’m yours. Both of you."

Victor’s fingers traced her jaw, his eyes burning—*not with fury, but with something worse.* "Such a *good* little intern. I think you’ve passed today’s lesson."

Derek adjusted his pants, his smirk still in place. "But classes are *over,* right?" He grabbed the hem of her blazer, pulling it up her chest. "Victor, what’s the rule for bad girls who don’t get punished?”

Victor’s voice was a velvet threat. "We get *creative.*"

Lena’s breath hitched as Victor’s fingers found her clit again, his touch rough as he spoke into her ear. "You have a *desperate* little hole for us, don’t you, Lena? I think we should fill it."

The desk chair creaked as Victor lifted her, her legs dangling in the air. Derek’s fingers found her hole, pressing against the slick wetness. "But Victor—*" His voice was a low rasp. "*—we’re not supposed to take her here. Again.*"

Victor’s palm landed against Derek’s chest with a sharp *thud*, pushing him back. "I’m *done* waiting."

His fingers pressed inside her with rough, punishing precision, dragging her wetness down her thighs. Lena’s breath was a sob as she felt the cold press of the desk lamp against her ass. *What… was… happening—?*

Victor didn’t waste time. He lined himself up, the thick head of his cock *burning* against her entrance. "You’re going to take *every* lesson we have to teach you, *Lena,*" he growled. "And you’re going to *love* them."

"Victor—*please*—" Her voice was a desperate moan.

"Begging?" His fingers twisted, spreading her open. "I like a girl who *knows* what she wants."

His cock pushed forward, stretching her wider than she ever thought possible, the intrusion *fierce*, his hips jerking against her as he impaled her with a deep groan. Lena cried out, her nails clawing at the desk, her body already trembling as he fucked her—*not with gentleness, but with raw, punishing command.*

His fingers twisted in her hair before he buried them in her scalp with a sharp tug. "Stay *quiet.*"

She swallowed, her body betraying her with a pulse of heat that matched his own. Victor’s thrusts grew faster, his cock slamming into her with a wet, desperate rhythm. "You’re such a *good* little intern," he growled, his voice rough. "Taking *every* lesson."

Derek’s chuckle was dark again, his fingers tracing her back. "You’re going to be a *prodigy*."

Victor’s voice was a snarl. "Shut up."

The world became a blur of flesh and pleasure, Victor’s thrusts growing erratic as he buried himself to the hilt and came with a guttural cry, his body jerking against hers as he filled her with his release. He stayed buried inside her for a long moment, his breath ragged and hot against her skin. Lena’s body still trembled as he pulled out, his cum dripping down her thighs. Victor’s fingers found her clit again, rubbing in rough circles, his voice a dark command. "You’re going to learn *everything.*"

Her body arched against his touch, her orgasm bursting over her like a freight train, her scream muffled against the desk as pleasure tore through her. Victor groaned, his fingers leaving her, his voice a rough growl. "Such a *good* little intern."

Lena whimpered as he lifted her from the desk, her body still humming with aftershocks. Her legs were weak, her ass burning with the need to take them both again. Victor adjusted his tie, a dark smirk playing on his lips. "Derek."

Derek turned from his spot by the window, his dark eyes burning. Victor was unreadable. "Get rid of the pantyhose."

Lena’s breath hitched—*what?*

Victor’s voice was firm, rough. "Now." His eyes locked onto hers. "Or you won’t be able to walk tomorrow."

She swallowed, her fingers trembling as she pulled the damp, discarded lace from her purse. Victor’s smirk deepened as she fumbled with the garters, his voice dropping. "*Beg*."

Lena’s fingers stilled. She hadn’t been told to beg yet—not like this. Victor’s voice was a dark command. "Beg us to take you."

She swallowed, her own voice trembling. "*Please.*"

Derek’s smirk was triumphant as he nodded. "Such a *good* little intern."

Victor’s fingers found her clit again before he gathered her close. Lena’s bare thighs slid against his as he lifted her onto his desk, her back arched against the polished wood. Victor’s voice was a dark caress against her skin. "You want more? You *ask.*"

Derek’s fingers found her opening, pressing against the slick wetness. "You need *us,* don’t you, Lena?"

Lena’s body trembled as she met Victor’s eyes, her voice breaking. "Yes."

Victor’s smirk was predatory, his voice a rough whisper. "Then say it."

"Take me." Her voice was barely audible. "Beg me not to stop."

Derek’s fingers pushed inside her, his thumb finding her clit in heavy, bruising circles. "You’re such a *good* little bottom."

Victor groaned, his grip tightening on her hips. "Beg again."

Lena’s breath was a sob, her body already trembling with the need to come. "*Please*—"

Victor’s fingers found her clit, his touch rough as he spoke into her ear. "Say it."

"*Take me.*" Her words were raw, desperate. "*Use me.*"

Derek’s chuckle was dark, satisfied. Victor’s thrusts were punishing, his cock sliding into her with rough precision, his grip bruising as he lifted her and impaled her, again and again. Their bodies moved as one, two men taking her with relentless demand, her moans echoing as pleasure built, sharp and desperate.

Victor’s fingers twisted in her hair with a sharp tug. "You’re *ours,* Lena."

She cried out, her body convulsing as her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her nails scratching at the desk as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. Derek’s fingers worked her relentlessly, his thumb pressing against her clit in rough, bruising circles as he spoke into her ear. "And we’re going to fuck you *so many* times you’ll never even think about leaving."

Victor groaned, his cock slamming into her, his voice a snarl. "That’s right."

Lena’s orgasm dragged on, her body trembling with every thrust, every rough touch. When she finally came down, she let her head drop against the desk, her breath ragged, her voice trembling. Victor adjusted her skirt, his voice rough. "You’re dismissed. But Lena?"

She swallowed, her eyes meeting his. Victor’s smirk was dark, pleased. "Don’t *forget* the lesson."

Derek’s fingers found her chin, lifting it as he spoke into her ear. "We’ll be waiting."

Lena’s body trembled, her legs weak, her mind racing, her clit *aching* for more. She had just been *fucked* by her boss. And she *wanted* more.




Chapter 3

The penthouse was a fortress of indulgence, its walls lined with dark wood and gold trim, the air thick with the scent of expensive whiskey and something darker—something that clung to Lena’s skin like a second layer of arousal. The plush carpet beneath her bare feet felt decadent, almost sinful against her soles as she walked naked through the sprawling space. She had been brought here after the office, after the desk, after the way Victor had *used* her, after the way Derek had watched with that hungry grin, his dark eyes tracking every whimper, every desperate gasp. Now, she was alone in the bedroom, the door locked behind her, the collar around her throat still warm from Victor’s fingers, the leather cool and constricting against her skin.

She should have been terrified.

Instead, she was *dripping*, her thighs slick with anticipation, her clit throbbing from the vibrator Derek had slipped into her panties during the elevator ride up. The hum of it was a constant reminder—*you’re not in control anymore.* The thought should have filled her with panic, but all it did was make her *moan*, her fingers tightening around the edge of the vanity as she stared at her reflection in the full-length mirror. Her breathing came in soft little pants, her chest rising and falling with each exhale, her nipples tight and aching.

Her hair was a mess, tangled from Derek’s rough fingers in the car, her lips swollen and red from Derek’s passionate kisses, her blouse still half-unbuttoned from the way Victor had *torn* at it in the office. She looked *used.* And god help her, she *loved* it. Her reflection showed a woman transformed—eyes glazed with desire, cheeks flushed with embarrassment and arousal, a small smile playing on her lips. She recognized herself, but it was as if she were looking at a stranger—a sexy, submissive stranger who thrived on being manhandled.

The door clicked open.

Lena didn’t turn. She knew it was him—Derek, always so *sure* of himself, always so *certain* that she would obey. His footsteps were silent on the plush carpet, his presence a shadow before she even heard him speak. She could feel his eyes on her, feel the heat of his gaze as it roamed over her exposed body. Her fingers trembled where they gripped the vanity, her heart pounding in anticipation of his touch.

*"You’re already wet for me, aren’t you?"* His voice was a dark purr, a low rumble that vibrated through her bones. His fingers traced the collar at her throat before he yanked it just enough to make her gasp. *"Victor’s little slut."*

He came to stand behind her, his body heat radiating against her back. She could smell him now—the clean scent of his cologne mixed with something uniquely male, something that made her mouth water. His hands slid up her sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts, sending shivers of pleasure through her. He was taking his time, savoring this moment, and Lena found herself savoring it too, her body melting into his touch.

*"Such a pretty little thing,"* he murmured, his fingers tracing the lace of her panties before he hooked them with a sharp tug. *"But you’re so *smart.* Too smart for your own good."* His voice dropped, rougher now, darker. *"And that’s a problem."*

Lena’s breath hitched. *"Wh-what do you mean?"*

Derek didn’t answer. Instead, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a small, silver device—a remote. *"I think it’s time we fixed that."*

Before she could react, he pressed a button.

The vibrator inside her *roared* to life, the hum vibrating through her core, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit. Lena *screamed*, her knees buckling, her hands flying to her pussy. *"Oh god—!"*

Derek caught her before she fell, his arms wrapping around her waist, holding her upright. *"That’s it,"* he growled, his lips pressing into the curve of her neck. *"Take it. Take it all."*

She *couldn’t stop.* The pleasure was too much, too *intense*, her hips jerking forward, her fingers digging into her own thighs. *"I—I can’t—!"*

*"You can,"* Derek insisted, his free hand sliding up her thigh, pushing her skirt up until his fingers found her folds. *"You’re going to come for me. Right now."*

And she *did.*

Her orgasm hit her like a freight train, her back arching, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her. She *blacked out*, her vision swimming, her body trembling in his arms. Her pussy clenched repeatedly, milking the empty air where his cock should have been. She felt like she was floating, like her body was no longer her own, but a vessel for pure sensation.

When she came back to herself, she was sprawled across the bed, her legs still twitching, her pussy *dripping.* Derek was kneeling beside her, his hand still holding the remote, his expression satisfied, almost amused. He watched her with those dark, knowing eyes, his cock already hard and pressing against his slacks. She could see the outline of it, thick and impressive, and her mouth watered at the thought of taking it.

*"Good girl,"* he repeated, stroking her cheek with the back of his hand. *"Now you’re ready for the next lesson."*

Lena whimpered, her voice already shifting, higher, softer. *"Wh-what’s next?"*

Derek smirked, reaching into the nightstand and pulling out a small, clear bottle. *"Now, my dear… we make you *stupid.*"*

The transformation began with the milkshake.

Derek had her sit on the edge of the bed, her legs spread just enough to see the glistening wetness of her pussy, her skirt hitched up around her waist. He handed her the glass, thick and creamy, the straw already bent at an angle, the milkshake inside rich with vanilla and something *thicker*—something that made her mouth water just looking at it. She could smell it now, the sweet scent mixed with something more potent, something that promised to make her feel *good*—really, really *good.*

*"Drink,"* he commanded, his voice firm, leaving no room for disobedience.

She obeyed. She took the glass in both hands, the cold glass warming in her palms. The first sip was sweet, cool, *perfect.* It tasted like heaven, like pure pleasure in liquid form. The second made her moan, the sound coming from deep in her throat. By the third, she was *gulping*, the liquid spilling down her chin, her fingers, her thighs. Derek didn’t stop her. He just watched, his eyes dark with hunger, his hand adjusting the bulge in his pants. He was enjoying this, enjoying the way she was losing herself in the taste, in the sensation.

*"More,"* she begged, her voice already slipping into that *dumb* little girl tone she’d only ever heard in cartoons. *"I want more."*

Derek chuckled, taking the glass from her and setting it aside on the nightstand. *"You’re going to get more. But first…"* He reached into the nightstand again, this time pulling out a pair of soft, leather cuffs. *"You’re going to stay just like that."*

Lena should have been horrified. Should have fought him. Instead, she *whimpered*, her hips lifting as he clicked the cuffs around her wrists, attaching them to the bedpost with a soft *snick.* The leather was cool against her skin, constricting but comfortable. She tested the restraints, pulling against them, but they held firm. She was trapped, at his mercy, and the thought sent another wave of arousal through her.

*"Good girl,"* he praised, his fingers trailing down her thigh, over her knee, up the inside of her leg. *"Now… let’s see how well you take orders."*

He didn’t make her wait.

Derek stripped off his slacks, his cock springing free, thick and veined, already leaking at the tip. Lena’s eyes were drawn to it, her mouth watering. He was beautiful, all hard lines and powerful muscles. Her pussy ached to feel him inside her, to be filled by that impressive length.

He didn’t waste time. He *pushed* her back onto the bed, spreading her legs wide, and *slammed* into her in one smooth motion.

Lena *screamed*, her back arching, her fingers curling into fists around the leather cuffs. *"Oh god—!"*

*"Shh,"* Derek soothed, his hips snapping forward, his cock *filling* her, *stretching* her. *"Just feel it."*

And she *did.*

The pleasure was *overwhelming*, her body *molding* around him, her pussy *clenching* around his cock with every thrust. He was so big, so deep, hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She was *drowning* in sensation, her mind *fogging* with every *slap* of skin, every *grunt* from Derek’s throat. His balls slapped against her ass with each thrust, the sound a delicious rhythm that matched the pounding of her heart.

*"You’re so fucking tight,"* he groaned, his fingers digging into her hips, holding her in place as he *fucked* her. His face was a mask of concentration, his eyes on her face, watching her reactions. *"Victor’s little slut… taking my cock like a good girl."*

Lena could only *whimper*, her voice already *slurring*, her words *mumbling* as she tried to form a response. *"Y-yes—oh god, yes—!"*

Derek *loved* it.

He *fucked* her harder, his cock *pounding* into her, his balls *slapping* against her ass. Lena’s orgasm built, *slow*, *unrelenting*, her body *coiling* tighter and tighter. She could feel it coming, a wave of pure ecstasy that was about to crash over her. The leather cuffs bit into her wrists, grounding her, making her feel every sensation more intensely.

*"I’m gonna come—!"* she *screamed*, her pussy *clenching* around him, her back *arching* off the bed, her toes curling.

Derek *roared*, his cock *pulsing* inside her, his release *filling* her, *flooding* her. He *collapsed* on top of her, his breath ragged, his body *heavy* against hers. She could feel his heart pounding against her chest, his skin slick with sweat. They were both covered in a fine sheen, their bodies perfectly intertwined.

For a long moment, they just *lay* there, Lena’s heart *hammering*, her mind *swimming.* She felt boneless, liquid, like she could melt into the mattress and disappear. Derek’s hand rested on her hip, his fingers gently stroking her skin. It was a tender, almost reverent touch, a stark contrast to the rough way he had just taken her.

Then Derek rolled off her, his smirk returning. *"Not bad, little bimbo."*

Lena *giggled*, her fingers reaching for her pussy, already *aching* again. The leather cuffs still held her wrists, reminding her of her position, her submission. *"More?"*

Derek chuckled, reaching for the remote. *"Oh, we’re just getting started."*

---




Chapter 4

The penthouse smelled of something richer now—cigar smoke, the metallic tang of Victor’s belt buckle, the faint, musky scent of Lena’s submission. It was an intoxicating cocktail of dominance and desire, one that Lena couldn’t help but inhale deeply as her heart raced against her ribcage. She hadn’t been cuffed to the vanity again, but her wrists still bore the faint red marks from the leather restraints Derek had used after the humiliation in the office. The collar around her throat was new, sleek black leather, pressing just enough to make her swallow when Victor traced the edge with a thumb.

*"Look at you,"* Victor purred, his voice rough as gravel and infinitely more dangerous. His eyes, the color of storm clouds, drilled into hers, holding her captive without a single touch. *"All dressed up for our next little game, aren’t you?"*

Lena whimpered, the sound barely audible, her fingers tightening around the silk sheets beneath her. The cool fabric provided a stark contrast to the heat pooling between her thighs. She hadn’t been allowed to touch herself since they left the office—not since Victor had snapped the vibrator from her panties mid-orgasm, that sudden, cruel pleasure snatching so deliciously away. He’d stuffed it into Derek’s desk drawer with a smirk that had sentimental Lena’s insides into knots of frustration and longing.

*"That’s for later, pet. Much later."*

Now, she was spread-eagled across Derek’s bed, a willing sacrifice on the altar of their desires. Her blouse was torn open, the delicate lacy black bra straps barely holding her heavy tits in place, the cups threatening to spill over the soft mounds of flesh. The tie gag was gone, replaced by the new collar, the leather thick and unyielding, a constant reminder that she was no longer her own person but a possession to be used and admired. Her skirt had been cut away, leaving her in only the satin stockings and garters they’d dressed her in, her legs trembling under the weight of their expectant stares. Derek slid his palm over her exposed thighs, his fingers dipping between her folds, tracing the glistening wetness already coating her.

*"Still so responsive,"* he murmured, his thumb pressing into her clit with just enough pressure to make her whine softly. *"You’ve been a *very* good girl for us, Lena."*

The praise sent a jolt of electricity through her body, straight to where his fingers worked their magic. Her hips bucked involuntarily, seeking more contact, more pressure, more of whatever these men would give her.

Victor kicked the door shut behind him, the sound final and absolute. His heels clicked against the hardwood floor, each step bringing him closer to the bed where Lena lay trembling. He reached into his pocket, pulling out a small silver key with a leather strap looped around it, the metal catching the dim light of the room.

*"W-what do you mean?"* Lena managed to choke out, her voice barely a whisper, thick with anticipation.

Derek didn’t answer. Instead, he leaned forward, capturing her mouth in a kiss, his tongue forcing past her lips, rough and demanding. He tasted of whiskey and power, and Lena melted into it, her body arching off the bed, pressing against the solid weight of his chest.

*"You don’t get to decide anymore,"* he growled against her lips, his voice vibrating through her entire being.

Victor’s chuckle was low and dangerous as he stepped between her legs, his cock already hardening against his black slacks. He reached for the cuffs at her wrists, clicking them open before he tugged her to the edge of the bed, forcing her to her knees.

*"Such a pretty little thing,"* Derek murmured, his hand sliding up her hip, fingers teasing the edge of her ass, sending shivers of delight through her. *"You belong to both of us now, don’t you?"*

Lena whimpered again, her eyes wide, fingers clawing at the sheets. *"Y-yes—oh god, yes—!"*

The admission sent a pulse of satisfaction through both men. Victor’s fists clenched, his voice dropping to a hungry groan. *"Good."* His eyes, dark and intense, never left hers as he yanked the garters loose, ripping the stockings from her completely. She was left completely bare, completely vulnerable in the heat of the room, exposed to their hungry gazes.

*"Now show us who you *really* want to please."*

She didn’t hesitate.

She crawled forward, her knees pressing into the plush carpet, the soft fibers a gentle contrast to the burning need between her thighs. Her pussy was already dripping with arousal, a fact that wasn’t lost on either man. Her nipples were hard and aching, standing at attention as Derek watched her with a smirk that turned into something darker—hungrier—as she stopped just in front of him, her breasts heaving with each ragged breath, her mouth parted in a silent plea.

*"Fuck, she’s eager,"* Victor growled, fisting his own cock through his slacks, the denim fabric straining against his growing erection.

Derek grunted in agreement, his hand sliding into her hair, tugging just enough to make her gasp and her eyes flutter closed for a moment. *"Open."*

She didn’t have to be told twice.

Lena’s tongue darted out immediately, her lips stretching around the thick head of Derek’s cock. He wasn’t hard yet, but his veins pulsed beneath her, his length already twitching with anticipation. She worshipped him with her mouth, her teeth scraping gently against his sensitive skin, her hair falling forward to frame her face as she bent to suck him deeply, her cheeks hollowing out with the effort.

Victor stepped behind her, his fingers circling her wrists, tracing the tender skin with a soft, teasing touch that sent shivers up her spine. *"Derek’s already got your mouth. You going to let *me* have the rest?"*

She panted, her eyes watering but clear with desire, her hands reaching back, fingers hooking into his belt loops as she pulled him closer.

Victor grinned, tugging her up by her hair, forcing her onto her back before he stripped his pants off, his thick cock springing free, already slick with pre-cum. His cock was impressive, matching Derek’s in size, both men well-endowed and ready to use her.

*"Good girl,"* he praised, kicking her legs wide, dropping to his knees between them, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her inner thighs. *"You’re *ours* to use,"* he growled, his voice thick with possession.

*"Derek was just getting started,"* he continued, tapping her chin, his finger tracing the edge of her lips. *"Now *gag* on both of us while he spanks you into submission."*

Lena didn’t have time to protest.

Derek yanked her collar, forcing her onto her back again, spreading her legs wide. Victor grinned, lining his cock up with her mouth, pushing into her throat while Derek stuffed two fingers deep inside her pussy, pumping them in and out.

*"Good girl,"* Derek grunted, *"you *take* it so well."*

She couldn’t breathe, her chest heaving, her nipples rubbing against the soft sheets. Derek spanked her ass, hard enough to make her cry out, the sharp sting mixing with the pleasure of Victor’s cock in her throat and his fingers in her pussy.

*"Ow—ow—fuck!"* she whined, her pussy clenching in empty need.

Victor fucked her face, his balls slapping against Derek’s, the two men moving together like they’d been training for this. *"You’re *our* perfect little slut,"* he growled, *"aren’t you?"*

Lena could only nod, her saliva dripping down her chin, her clit already throbbing with unfulfilled need.

*"Good,"* Derek grunted, pulling his fingers out, leaving her empty and gasping. *"Then you’ll *take* what we give you."*

Victor ignored the sound she made, his cock still buried deep in her throat. *"Now,"* he panted, *"you’re going to *beg*."*

She should have been angry. Should have fought them, screamed, demanded answers. But the only thing she wanted was more. The only thing she could think about was the way their cocks filled her, the way they forced her to take them, the way it made her melt.

Lena pulled Victor’s cock deeper, her gagged whines muffled around him, her fingers clawing at Derek’s thighs.

*"Fuck—"* Derek hissed, his own cock now leaking against her chest. *"You’re so *desperate*."* He reached between her legs, his finger pressing into her clit, circling it slowly, tormenting her.

Lena’s entire body trembled, her orgasm building with every stroke, every thrust, every spank. *"I—I need—*!"* she gagged, her words slurring as Victor pounded her throat.

"*Need* what?"* Victor growled, his cock hitting the back of her throat, making her choke softly.

*"Both of you—*!"* she whimpered, her voice breaking as Derek slapped her clit, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through her.

*"Say it,"* Victor panted, his release already close.

*"Please—*!"* Lena moaned, her fingers reaching for Derek’s cock, her throat aching from Victor’s rough treatment. *"I need you *inside* me—*!"*

Derek yanked her collar, forcing Victor back, forcing her onto her hands and knees again. *"Now,"* he growled, *"you’re going to *crawl* while we *fuck* you."*

Lena obeyed, crawling forward, her knees slipping on the sheets, her pussy dripping with anticipation. Derek yanked her hair, forcing her onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Victor grinned, lining his cock up with her pussy, pushing into her in one smooth motion.

*"Oh—*" Lena cried, her back arching, her body stretching around Victor’s cock.

*"Shh,"* Derek panted, his hand sliding up her thigh, his finger pressing into her clit again. *"Just *take* it."*

Victor fucked her with slow, deep strokes, his balls slapping against her ass, each thrust making her whimper. *"Such a *good* little slut,"* he groaned, *"aren’t you?"*

Lena could only scream in confirmation, her pussy clenching around him, her orgasm already building.

*"Not quite yet,"* Derek whispered, his finger still tormenting her clit. *"But you’re going to *learn*."*

Victor exploded first, his cock pulsing deep inside her, his cum filling her pussy, overflowing between her cheeks, his release hot and sticky.

*"Yes—*" Lena choked, her body already aching for Derek’s cock.

*"Not yet,"* Derek growled, his finger slipping inside her pussy, pushing her cum around, making her whine in frustration.

*"Please—*!"* she breathed, her body begging for more.

Derek grinned, lining his cock up with her mouth, pushing into her throat, forcing her to take him while Victor was still inside her pussy.

*"Oh god—*!"* Lena gagged, her pussy clenching around Victor’s remaining cock, her throat aching from Derek’s rough thrusts.

*"Good girl,"* Victor praised, his cock dripping with her mixed cum and saliva. *"Now you *belong* to both of us."*

Derek pounded her throat, his release already close, his fingers tangled in her hair, his knees pressing into the bed.

*"I—I’m gonna—*!"* Lena panted, her pussy clenching, her orgasm finally tearing through her, her body shaking with the force of it.

Victor pulled out, his cock dripping with her cum and arousal. *"That’s it,"* he growled, rapping her collar, *"come for us, pet."*

Lena cried out, her voice breaking as Derek spilled his cum down her throat, filling her with each hot, sticky pulse.

She collapsed between them, breathless, her body trembling, her mind already floating with pleasure. Derek rolled off her, his chuckle dark as he traced the new collar around her throat.

*"Victor,”* he panted, *"you think she’s *ready* for the next lesson?"*

Victor grinned, reaching for the key as Lena whimpered, her fingers trying to rub her pussy, already aching again.

*"Not yet,"* Victor murmured, tucking the key back into his pocket. *"But she’ll be *soon*."*

Lena shivered, her body begging for more, her mind already softening with every touch, every threat, every promise.

Because she was learning. She was learning that she belonged to them. That she was stupid, submissive, and perfect.




Chapter 5

The penthouse elevator descended with a slow, deliberate hum, the numbers above the door flickering from *32* down to *G*—the ground floor, where the lobby of *Derek Holdings* pulsed with the kind of polished chaos that only existed in places where money talked and women were currency. Lena stepped out in the silk robe they’d draped over her shoulders, the fabric whispering against her bare skin with every movement. The robe, a seductive shade of crimson, was expensive and thin, designed to tease rather than conceal. Beneath it, her body was on full display for anyone who cared to look—a fact that sent a thrill of excitement through her veins.

The leather collar around her neck bit into her skin, a constant reminder of her status. It was wide and black, adorned with silver rivets that glinted under the lobby lights. Attached to it was a silver chain that dragged against her throat like a leash, the weight and sensation reminding her of her place. The collar wasn’t just for show; it was a symbol of ownership, of complete and utter submission. Her breath caught in her throat as she remembered Victor’s hands tightening it just before she left, his fingers brushing against her skin as he fastened it securely.

She hadn’t been allowed to put on panties. The chastity belt was still locked tight around her waist, the smooth steel pressing against her skin, a constant, frustrating reminder of her unfulfilled desires. The key was hidden somewhere in Victor’s pocket, a teasing thought that made her clench her thighs together under the thin fabric of the robe. The milkshake they’d forced her to drink before leaving had left her lightheaded, her lips sticky with the sugary residue, her pussy already throbbing with the kind of need that made her movements deliberately provocative.

Derek had told her to walk—no, *strut*—like she owned the place. Like she was someone’s property, not just anyone’s, but *theirs*. So she did. She swayed her hips with practiced grace, each step a deliberate show of confidence and vulnerability. Her bare feet made silent contact with the marble floor, the cool surface providing a stark contrast to the warmth of her body beneath the robe. Her fingers traced the edge of the collar, the gesture both testing its limits and drawing attention to it. The lobby was all glass and steel, the kind of place where men in tailored suits carried briefcases that could buy cities, and women were either ignored or admired—never both at the same time.

Until now.

A man in a dark gray suit, his tie loosened just enough to look intentional, leaned against the reception desk, his eyes tracking her like she was the only thing in the room worth looking at. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with a jawline sharp enough to cut glass, and when he pushed off the desk, the way his trousers strained against his thighs made Lena’s breath catch. There was a predatory hunger in his gaze that sent a shiver down her spine.

"Miss Carter," he said, his voice smooth, mocking, like he already knew exactly what she was.

Lena stopped, her robe parting just enough to reveal the bare curve of her hip, the thin strap of the chastity belt glinting against her skin. "Mr. Langley," she purred, her voice dripping with honeyed disdain, the kind of tone she’d practiced in front of the mirror while Victor watched from the doorway, smirking as she licked her lips. "I wasn’t expecting you."

He chuckled, stepping closer, his finger tracing the edge of her collar—not touching her, but close enough that she could feel the heat of his breath against her neck. "Neither was I. But business is business, and you, Miss Carter, are a very expensive proposition."

Lena tilted her head, her lips parting just enough to let him see the gloss of lipstick—Victor’s doing, applied while she was spread out on Derek’s desk, her legs hooked over his shoulders, her pussy dripping onto the polished wood. "And yet, here you are," she said, wrapping her fingers around the chain, pulling it just tight enough to make her swallow hard. "What’s your play, Mr. Langley?"

He grinned, his eyes darkening as they dropped to her chest, where the robe had slipped open, revealing the swollen curve of her breast, the nipple already hard from the cold air and the thrill of the encounter. "I think you know."

Victor and Derek had prepared her for this. They’d told her to be *hungry*, to let him see how much she wanted it—how much she wanted *them*. So when Langley reached out, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of her waist, she didn’t flinch. She leaned into his touch, her breath hitching as his thumb traced the edge of the chastity belt.

"You’re *locked up*?" he murmured, his voice rough with something—not just desire, but *recognition*. "Victor and Derek put that on you?"

Lena bit her lip, her fingers tightening around the chain. "They *own* me now," she said, her voice soft, obedient, the kind of tone that made men harden in their seats. "But I’m *yours* to play with."

Langley’s eyes flashed, his hand sliding up her thigh, his fingers dipping beneath the robe, teasing the sensitive skin just above her pussy. "And what do *you* want, Miss Carter?"

She whimpered, her body already *aching*, her clit throbbing with unfulfilled need. "I want you to *use* me," she breathed, her voice breaking just slightly, like she was begging for mercy. "I want you to *fuck* me like I’m nothing but a *hole* for your cock."

Langley growled, his hand tightening around her thigh, his finger pressing into her clit through the thin fabric of her robe. "Greedy little thing, aren’t you?"

"Only for you," she moaned, her hips rocking forward, rubbing against his hand, her pussy already *soaked*. "Please—"

The receptionist cleared her throat, and Langley pulled his hand back, his smirk turning predatory. "My office," he said, turning on his heel, expecting her to follow.

Lena obeyed, her robe swaying with each step, her fingers tracing the leather collar as she watched his ass in those expensive trousers. The office was all dark wood and polished leather, the kind of place where deals were made—and bodies were broken.

Langley closed the door behind them, his back to her, his shoulders tense as he poured two glasses of whiskey. "Sit," he ordered, handing her one.

She didn’t sit. Instead, she crawled onto the desk, her knees sinking into the leather, her robe riding up, revealing the bare curve of her ass, the thin strap of the chastity belt glinting in the low light. "Like this?" she asked, her voice throaty, flirty, desperate.

Langley set the glass down, his hands gripping the edge of the desk, his knuckles white. "You’re *playing* with fire, Miss Carter."

"I know," she whispered, her fingers trailing down her stomach, teasing the edge of the chastity belt. "But I *like* it hot."

He stepped forward, his finger tracing the leather strap, his touch light, almost reverent. "Victor and Derek let you do this?"

"They *made* me," she corrected, her voice soft, submissive. "They *taught* me how to be *good* for you."

Langley’s breath hitched, his hand sliding up her thigh, his finger pressing into her pussy, teasing her clit through the thin fabric. "And are you?"

"Yes," she whimpered, her hips rocking forward, begging for more. "I’m *so* good."

Derek and Victor had told her to *let him think he was in control*. That she was just another whore, another plaything—but they were watching from the shadows, listening through the hidden speakers, their cocks already hard at the sound of her begging.

So when Langley yanked her off the desk, his hands gripping her hips, his finger still buried in her pussy, she didn’t fight. She let him spin her around, let him bend her over the desk, her robe riding up, her ass bare, her pussy *dripping* onto the polished wood.

"You’re *soaked*," he growled, his finger circling her clit, his thumb pressing into her asshole, teasing her, tormenting her.

"I—I need—" Lena panted, her fingers clawing at the desk, her body *aching* with empty need.

"Need *what*?" he taunted, his finger slipping inside her, filling her, stretching her.

"You—" she whimpered, her voice breaking. "I need *your cock*."

Langley chuckled, his hand sliding up her back, his finger tracing the leather collar. "And what about *them*?" he asked, his voice rough. "What about Victor and Derek?"

"They’re *watching*," she moaned, her pussy clenching around his finger. "They *want* me to *beg* for you."

He growled, his hand tightening around her hip, his cock pressing against her ass, hard and thick, leaking pre-cum onto her bare skin. "Then *beg*."

Lena didn’t hesitate. She arched her back, her ass pushing back against him, her voice breaking as she whimpered, "Please—*fuck me—*I need it—*I need *you*—*"

Langley roared, his hands gripping her hips, his cock slamming into her pussy in one rough, deep thrust, filling her, stretching her, making her scream. "Oh—*oh god—*" Lena cried, her fingers clawing at the desk, her body *shaking* with the force of his thrusts.

"You like that?" he growled, his hands sliding up her back, his fingers tangling in her hair, yanking her head back. "You like being *fucked* like a *whore*?"

"Yes—*yes—*" she sobbed, her voice breaking, her pussy *clenching* around his cock, her orgasm already building.

"Then *take* it," he ordered, his cock pounding into her, filling her, ruining her.

Lena came, her body *convulsing*, her screams echoing through the empty office, her pussy *milking* his cock, her mind *floating* with pleasure. Langley growled, his release already close, his hands tightening around her hips, his cock *pulsing* deep inside her.

"Fuck—*fuck—*" he grunted, his cum filling her pussy, overflowing between her cheeks, his release hot and sticky.

Lena collapsed onto the desk, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body *trembling* with aftershocks. Langley pulled out, his cock dripping with her cum and arousal, his smirk turning predatory. "You’re *good* for business, Miss Carter."

"I know," she panted, her fingers tracing the leather collar, her mind already *floating* with pleasure.

"Victor and Derek *own* you now?" he asked, his voice rough.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice soft, obedient.

"And *you* belong to *me*?"

Lena shivered, her body *aching* with unfulfilled need. "Only if you *want* me," she breathed.

Langley chuckled, his hand sliding up her thigh, his finger tracing the edge of the chastity belt. "Oh, Miss Carter," he murmured, "I *definitely* want you."

The door to the office swung open, and Victor and Derek stepped inside, their suits immaculate, their smirks *knowing*. "Enjoying yourself, Langley?" Victor asked, his voice smooth, mocking.

"Very much," Langley replied, his eyes never leaving Lena’s.

Derek stepped forward, his hand sliding up her back, his finger tracing the leather collar. "She’s *ours*," he said, his voice rough. "But we *share*."

Langley grinned, his cock already hardening again. "I look forward to it."

Lena whimpered, her body *begging* for more, her mind already *softening* with every touch, every threat, every promise. Because she was *learning*. She was *learning* that she belonged to all of them. And she *loved it*.


Hey there! Thank you for being a supporter of literature! 
Your support not only helps out me, but so many other sexy and talented writers out there. 
I think you would love the community I've put together with my newsletter… at 1200+ strong there are so many people out 
there who really enjoy the topics I write about. Did I mention you get a free 5 book bundle just by joining for free?! Maybe I'll see you there ;) 
Just click here - I WANT MY FREE 5 BOOK BUNDLE!
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