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Chapter 1

The elevator doors parted with a whisper, revealing a world Lena Carter had only dreamed of—polished marble floors, sleek black desks, and the hum of power that thrummed through the air like an electric current. *Voss Industries.* The name alone sent a shiver down her spine. She adjusted the strap of her briefcase, her fingers brushing against the edge of her resume—*Economics PhD, Harvard, Top 1% of Class*—as if it could shield her from the nerves clawing at her stomach. Her heels clicked against the marble, each step feeling both foreign and precarious in this corporate palace. The reception area was a panorama of modern luxury, with glass sculptures casting rainbow patterns across the walls and a water feature that babbled softly in the corner, providing a serene contrast to the intensity of the business being conducted around her.

*"You’ve got this, Lena,"* she muttered under her breath, her voice barely audible over the soft hum of the air conditioning. *"You're here to learn, not to impress."* The words sounded hollow even to her own ears. She had spent years preparing for this moment, but nothing in her academic career had prepared her for the sheer magnitude of Voss Industries. The receptionist, a woman with a razor-sharp bob and eyes that missed nothing, barely glanced up from her tablet. "Derek's expecting you," she said, voice clipped. "But don't go in there looking like you just walked out of a library. He *hates* that."

Lena blinked, her professional demeanor faltering for a moment. "He... what?"

The woman leaned in, her perfume sharp and expensive, a blend of jasmine and something distinctly masculine that took Lena by surprise. "Voss doesn't do *innocent*," she murmured, voice dropping to a whisper. "He's a predator, and you're walking into his den. You get me?"

Before Lena could process the implication, the door to Derek Voss's office swung open—not with a knock, but with a sharp *click*, as if someone had just unlatched it from the inside. And there he stood.

Derek Voss was *nothing* like she'd imagined.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. His dark suit clung to him like a second skin, the fabric stretched taut over his chest, the shoulders seemingly molded to his powerful frame. His sleeves were rolled up to reveal forearms corded with muscle, dusted with dark hair that matched his neatly trimmed beard. But it wasn't just his body that made her stomach flip—it was the way he *looked* at her. Like she was a puzzle he was already three steps ahead of solving. His eyes, a piercing blue that seemed to see right through her, swept over her from head to toe, taking in every detail—from the nervous way she was clutching her briefcase to the slight tremble in her knees.

And then there was the *other* thing.

Lena's gaze snagged on his hand—fisted around his cock, mid-stroke. Her breath hitched, her mouth suddenly dry as the desert. His office door was still open behind him, the blinds drawn, but the angle was *perfect*. She could see the thick length of him, the way his thumb swiped over the crown, already glistening with precome. A bead of sweat formed on her brow as she watched, fascinated and horrified in equal measure.

Derek didn't even flinch.

"Ah," he drawled, voice rough with amusement, yet somehow completely in control. "The famous Lena Carter. Took you long enough."

Lena's face burned. A fierce crimson crawled up her neck and settled in her cheeks. She should look away. She *should*. But her eyes were glued to the spectacle, her pulse hammering between her thighs with a rhythm that matched his slow, deliberate strokes. Her academic training, her years of preparation—none of it had equipped her for this moment. She stood frozen in place, her briefcase now feeling like a lead weight in her hand.

"S-sorry," she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper. "I got turned around."

"Mmm." He stroked himself slower, more deliberate with each pass of his hand. "Lost, little intern?"

She swallowed hard, the sound audible in the suddenly tense silence of the reception area. *Do not stare. Do not stare.* Her eyes, however, seemed to have a will of their own. They remained fixed on his hand, his cock, the way his Adam's apple bobbed with each breath he took. She could see the tension in his arm, the way his muscles bunched and released with every stroke.

Derek's smirk deepened, as if he could read the conflict playing out in her mind. "You like what you see?" he asked, his voice a velvet purr that sent an unexpected shiver down her spine.

Lena's mouth went dry. "I—I should go. I mean—"

"Or," he cut in, still stroking, "you could stay. Watch. Learn."

Her breath hitched. *Learn what?* The question echoed in her mind, but she was too mesmerized to voice it. Before she could answer, the office door swung shut behind her with a *click*. The sound was final. Irrevocable. It was as if the world outside his office had ceased to exist, leaving only the two of them in this charged atmosphere.

Derek's grin turned predatory, his eyes never leaving hers. "Kneel."

Lena's stomach dropped, her pulse skyrocketing. *No. No way. He can't—* The thought barely formed before his hand was on her shoulder, guiding her down. Not roughly—just *firm*. And before she could protest, she was on her knees in front of him, the plush carpet of his office cushioning her fall. His cock still in his grip, the scent of his arousal thick in the air, mingling with the subtle woodsy cologne he wore.

"Good girl," he murmured, voice a velvet purr that sent another shiver through her. "Now open."

Her lips parted before she could stop them, her breath coming in shallow bursts. Derek chuckled, low and dark, the sound vibrating through her. "That's right. You're already *mine*."

She couldn't believe what was happening. This was Derek Voss, a man who could buy and sell her alma mater twice over, and he was treating her like a prized possession. Her hands, which had been clutching her briefcase, now flew to his thighs for balance, her fingers digging into the expensive fabric of his tailored pants.

"Fuck," he groaned, hips jerking forward involuntarily. "That's it. Take it."

She did. She *took* him, her mouth stretching around his girth, her throat bobbing as he fed her more. His other hand cupped her jaw, tilting her head just right, and she whimpered around him, the sound muffled by his cock. Her own need was building between her legs, a throbbing ache that she couldn't ignore. She was *soaked*, her panties ruined, her clit aching for friction. The contrast of his control and her submission was intoxicating.

"Such a good little intern," he praised, voice rough with desire. "Such a *pretty* mouth."

She couldn't help it—she *wanted* to please him. Wanted to make him groan like this, wanted to see his control unravel. So she hollowed her cheeks, swirling her tongue around the sensitive underside of his shaft, savoring the salty taste of him. Derek's fingers tangled in her hair, his hips pistoning in shallow thrusts, setting a rhythm that she was eager to match. Her free hand clutched at his thigh, nails digging in slightly, marking him as he was marking her with this intense experience.

"Fuck, Lena," he growled, his voice a mixture of surprise and approval. "You're gonna make me come down your throat, aren't you?"

She moaned in agreement, the vibration causing him to groan again. Her own body was throbbing with need, her hips involuntarily moving against the carpet beneath her. She was *drowning* in sensation—his cock in her mouth, his hand in her hair, the scent of him, the way he *owned* her with every stroke.

Derek must have heard it—the way her breath hitched, the way her thighs trembled. His free hand slid down, fingers brushing over her knee before slipping beneath her skirt. The touch was electric, sending sparks flying through her veins. She gasped around his cock, her hips jerking forward without thought.

"Shh," he soothed, stroking her through the fabric of her panties. "Just relax."

But she *couldn't*. The way he touched her—firm, possessive, like she was *his*—sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body. Her back arched, her free hand clutching at his thigh as he circled her clit, slow and deliberate. The sensations were overwhelming, building to a crescendo that she knew would be explosive.

"Derek—" she whimpered, her voice muffled around him.

"Hmm?" He chuckled, his thumb finally brushing over her clit in slow, teasing circles. "What's that, little intern? Need something?"

She *needed* him. Needed his cock in her mouth, his fingers inside her, *anything* to ease the ache building between her legs. Her mind was spinning, her body aching with a need she'd never experienced before.

"Please," she begged, her voice breaking. "I—I need—"

"Tell me," he demanded, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down her spine. "Tell me what you *want*."

She hesitated, but the words spilled out before she could stop them. "I want you to *fuck* me."

The air in the room seemed to still. Derek's eyes darkened, his grip on her hair tightening just enough to make her whimper with anticipation. "Is that right?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

She nodded, her breath coming in ragged gasps. "Yes," she managed to say. "Please."

"Then *kneel* on the couch," he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

She didn't hesitate. She scrambled to her feet, her legs trembling as she turned and climbed onto the sleek black leather couch behind her. The position was *perfect*—her knees spread, her skirt riding up, her panties still damp with her arousal. The leather was cool against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat building inside her.

Derek didn't waste a second. He was on her in an instant, his hands gripping her hips as he yanked her panties aside. The first brush of his tongue against her clit made her cry out, her fingers clawing at the couch cushions. The sensation was overwhelming, intense, and absolutely exquisite.

"Derek—*fuck*—!" she gasped, her voice echoing in the quiet office.

He didn't stop. He *devoured* her, his tongue swirling around her clit before delving inside her, his fingers joining the assault as he curled them deep. He was relentless, his movements purposeful and possessive. She was *drowning* in sensation—his mouth, his fingers, the way he *owned* her with every stroke. The tension was building, coiling tighter and tighter in her belly.

"Come for me," he commanded, his voice rough against her sensitive flesh. "Now."

And she *did*.

Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, her back arching as she screamed his name, her thighs trembling around his head. Wave after wave of pleasure washed through her, leaving her a trembling, boneless mess. Derek didn't let up—he kept licking, kept *taking* her pleasure like it was his right, until she was completely spent, her body still humming from the aftershocks.

Only then did he pull back, his lips glistening with her release. Lena could only gasp, her body still thrumming with the intensity of her climax. Derek's smirk was *knowing*, satisfied, as he stood up and adjusted his pants.

Lena was still sprawled on the couch, her skirt hiked up, her legs spread just slightly, her body still thrumming from the intensity of her orgasm. Derek had *let* her come—*made* her come—and now he was standing by the window, pretending to look out, his pants still unzipped, his cock still half-hard. The next knock came a full ten minutes later, giving Lena just enough time to catch her breath and process the utterly surreal experience she had just had.

The door opened, and Lena's head snapped up. *Oh.*

Richard Sterling was *nothing* like Derek.

Where Derek was all sharp edges and brutal efficiency, Richard was *effortless charm*. Silver hair, impeccably styled, a tailored suit that probably cost more than Lena's annual salary, and a smile that could melt glaciers. He stepped into the office, his gaze immediately flicking over Lena—still *flushed*, still *spread* on the couch, her appearance a clear indication of what had just transpired. His eyebrows lifted, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Well. This is a *surprise*."

Derek didn't even look up from the file he was now pretending to read, having tidied himself up while Lena was lost in thought. "Richard. Lena's new intern. Lena, this is Richard Sterling. He owns half this building."

Richard's grin turned *knowing*, his eyes never leaving Lena. "And the other half is *very* interested in you, I hear."

Lena's face burned. *He knows.* The realization sent a fresh wave of heat through her, and she quickly tried to pull her skirt down, but the movement only drew more attention to her disheveled state.

Richard sauntered closer, his movements graceful and predatory. He crouched down in front of her, his fingers brushing her cheek, light as a feather. "Such a pretty thing," he murmured, his voice smooth as honey. "So *submissive* already."

Derek finally looked up, his expression unreadable, a faint smirk playing on his lips. "She's got potential. More than we anticipated, actually."

Richard's smile turned *predatory*, his eyes locked onto Lena's. "Oh, I don't doubt it. Not at all." He leaned in even closer, his voice dropping to a whisper that only she could hear. "You're going to be *very* useful to us, Lena. Aren't you?"

She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly dry. "I—I don't understand."

Derek stood up, his imposing presence filling the room as he walked closer to them. "You will." His voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. "Soon."

Richard straightened, his gaze locked onto Lena's. "For now, little intern..." he began, his smile widening. "...fetch us some coffee. *On your hands and knees*."

Lena's breath hitched, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock, desire, and apprehension.

Derek's smirk deepened, a challenge in his eyes. "And don't forget the sugar," he added casually, adjusting his cufflinks with a practiced motion.

Richard's laugh was dark, delighted, and filled with promise. "Oh, this is going to be *fun*."




Chapter 2

Lena knelt on the cool tile floor of the corporate kitchen, her palms pressed flat against the smooth surface. The position was both humiliating and thrilling, her skirt hiked high around her waist as she waited to be noticed. The coffee maker hissed beside her, filling the air with a familiar warmth that did little to calm the nervous energy coursing through her body. Derek and Richard had made their expectations crystal clear—she was to remain in this position until they decided otherwise, her obedience a silent agreement to their demands.

Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the sensitive flesh still tingling from Derek's earlier ministrations. The memory of his tongue tracing circles around her clit, of his fingers slipping inside her tight channel, made her breath catch in her throat. The way he'd murmured "such a good little intern" while she'd squirmed beneath him was both degrading and intoxicating, leaving her with a constant ache between her legs that begged for more.

She shifted slightly, trying to find a more comfortable position without breaking the precise angle Derek had demanded. Her blouse was slightly rumpled, her hair probably a mess, and her panties—dear God, her panties—were completely soaked through with her arousal. The realization sent a fresh wave of heat to her cheeks, though she was alone in the kitchen for now.

The door to the executive offices swung open, the sound making her jump. Richard stepped out first, his polished Oxford shoes clicking against the tile floor. His tie was loosened, the top button of his dress shirt undone, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of the sculpted chest beneath. Behind him, Derek emerged, his expression unreadable as always, his hands tucked casually into his pockets as if nothing extraordinary had happened just minutes before.

"Well, well, well," Richard purred, his voice a velvet caress that sent shivers down Lena's spine. "Looks like someone's been waiting obediently."

Lena swallowed hard, her tongue suddenly thick in her mouth. "Y-yes, Sir," she managed to breathe, keeping her eyes lowered as Derek had instructed.

Derek's dark gaze swept over her, lingering on the curve of her exposed thighs, the damp spot on her panties. "Did you do as you were told?" he asked, his voice low and commanding.

"Yes, Sir," she replied, her voice barely a whisper.

Richard chuckled, moving closer to her, his shadow falling over her kneeling figure. "Good girl," he murmured, his fingers brushing against her cheek. "But I think you can do better than that."

Lena's heart raced as Derek approached, his movements fluid and predatory. He stopped directly in front of her, and without warning, his hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back so she was forced to look up at him.

"Stand up," he commanded, the words sending a jolt of electricity through her.

Trembling, Lena pushed herself to her feet, her legs wobbly from the position she'd held for so long. The coffee mug she'd been holding slipped slightly in her grasp, and Derek's lips curled into a smirk at her near-mistake.

"Careful," Richard warned, his voice laced with amusement. "We wouldn't want you to spill again, would we?"

The double entendre wasn't lost on Lena. Her breath hitched as Derek's grip tightened in her hair, his other hand sliding around her waist to steady her. Before she could process what was happening, he lifted her with surprising ease, her back pressing against the cold edge of the countertop.

"Fuck," she gasped as her legs instinctively wrapped around his hips, the coffee mug still clutched in her hand.

"Such a soaked little intern," Derek growled against her mouth before his lips claimed hers in a punishing kiss. His tongue forced its way past her lips, exploring her mouth with a possessiveness that made her whimper. She could feel his erection pressing against her stomach, large and demanding through his trousers.

Lena moaned into the kiss, her free hand gripping his shoulder for balance. The mug wobbled dangerously in her other hand, the hot liquid sloshing perilously close to the edge of the counter.

"Fuck, you're so wet," Derek murmured against her lips, his hand sliding between them to cup her through her skirt. His fingers traced the damp spot on her panties, and she could feel how saturated they were.

She whimpered, her hips rocking of their own accord, seeking more of his touch.

"She's perfect," Richard commented from behind her, his voice thick with desire. "Look at her—kneeling, soaking wet, practically begging for it."

Derek pulled back just enough to look at her, his eyes dark with lust. "You're going to be such a good girl for us, aren't you, Lena?" he asked, his voice rough.

She nodded, unable to form words. "Y-yes—"

"Yes, what?" Richard's voice was a velvet threat from behind her.

"Yes, Sir," she stammered, her voice already breathy with need.

Derek's smirk deepened. "Good," he said, setting her gently on the counter but keeping her legs wrapped around his waist. "Now, fetch."

Without hesitation, Lena slid off the counter, the mug still in her hand. She dropped to her knees again, her skirt riding up even higher to expose more of her thighs. The position was obscene—her legs spread just enough to reveal the damp spot on her panties, her blouse now slightly transparent from her position on the cold counter.

"Such a pretty little intern," Richard murmured, stepping closer to her.

Derek's hand slid into her hair, tilting her head back. "Now, smile," he commanded.

Lena complied, parting her lips slightly and letting her tongue dart out to wet them.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his thumb tracing her lower lip. "Now, open."

She obeyed, parting her lips wider, her breath hot against his fingers.

"Again," he commanded, his voice rougher now.

She stretched her mouth around his thumb, her tongue swirling around the sensitive pad.

"Fuck," Derek groaned, his hips jerking forward slightly. "Such a filthy little mouth."

Richard chuckled darkly. "She's hungry for it, isn't she?"

Lena whimpered, her free hand creeping between her thighs. Her fingers found the damp fabric of her panties, and she rubbed herself gently, seeking some relief from the aching need between her legs.

Derek's grip tightened in her hair. "No, don't," he commanded firmly.

Lena froze, her fingers stilling against her panties.

"Good girl," he praised, his thumb pressing against her lower lip. "Now, stand."

She pushed herself up on trembling legs, her body humming with unfulfilled desire. Derek's hand slid down her body, cupping her breast through her blouse. His fingers pinched her nipple just hard enough to make her gasp.

"Yes, Sir," she breathed.

Richard moved in behind her, his hand sliding over her ass, squeezing the firm flesh. "And you're going to love every second of it," he promised, his voice thick with anticipation.

Lena's breath hitched. Every second?

Derek's hand left her breast, sliding down to her waist. "Now, bend over," he commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Without hesitation, Lena bent forward, placing her hands on the counter and arching her back. Her skirt rode up her thighs, fully exposing her panties—the damp spot now obvious to both men.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his hand sliding between her legs. His fingers brushed against the soaked fabric of her panties, and she moaned at the contact.

"Derek—" she managed to say his name, her voice barely a whisper.

"Shh," he soothed, his fingers working her through the fabric before he pushed them inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

"Fuck," Richard groaned from behind her, his hand sliding over her ass again. "She's so wet."

Derek's grip tightened in her hair. "She's ours," he stated possessively, his fingers continuing their relentless pace inside her.

"She's ours," Richard agreed, his hand joining Derek's between her legs, his thumb circling her clit in perfect rhythm with Derek's fingers.

Lena's body was a live wire, every nerve ending sizzling with pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building, a tension deep in her belly that coiled tighter with each passing second.

"Come for me," Derek commanded, his voice rough with his own desire.

And she did. Her body shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in wave after wave of pleasure. She screamed Derek's name, her fingers clawing at the counter as her body convulsed with the intensity of her release. Derek didn't let up—he kept fucking her with his fingers, his thumb continuing to circle her clit, drawing out her pleasure until she was a trembling, boneless mess on the counter.

Only then did he pull back, his fingers glistening with her release. Derek's gaze was hot and possessive as he looked down at her.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Richard stepped closer, his hand sliding over her ass again. "Now, clean him," he commanded.

Lena's breath hitched. Clean him?

Derek's smirk was knowing. "On your knees," he ordered, and she immediately slid off the counter and onto her knees.

"Good girl," he praised, reaching into his pocket. "Now, open."

She parted her lips, her breath hot against the hand he held so close to her face.

"Again," he commanded, his voice rough.

She stretched her mouth around his fingers, her tongue swirling around them, tasting herself on his skin.

"Fuck," Derek groaned, his hips jerking forward slightly. "Such a filthy little slut."

Richard chuckled darkly. "She's perfect."

Derek pulled his hand away, and Lena's eyes widened as she saw the cane—long, thin, and intimidating. Her breath caught in her throat, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her.

"What's that for?" she whispered, her voice trembling.

Derek's smirk deepened. "For mistakes," he replied simply.

"I—I didn't make any—" she started to protest.

"Not yet," Derek murmured, his hand sliding into her hair. "But you will."

Richard moved in behind her, his hand sliding over her shoulder. "And we'll be right here to watch," he promised, his voice sending shivers down her spine.

Derek's hand tightened in her hair. "Now, open," he commanded again, and this time it was the cane that he placed between her lips.

Lena obeyed, parting her lips and taking the cool leather between her teeth. She swirled her tongue around it, her eyes locked on Derek's as she performed this new, unfamiliar act of submission.

"Good girl," he praised, his free hand sliding down her body to cup her breast again. "Now, stand."

She pushed herself up on trembling legs, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of her previous orgasm. Derek reached into his pocket once more, and Lena's eyes widened as he revealed a thick, black vibrator.

"What's that for?" she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

Derek's smirk was wicked. "For training," he replied, his hand sliding over her shoulder.

"Training?" she echoed, confusion and desire mixing in her expression.

"Yes," Derek murmured, his hand sliding over her shoulder. "And you're going to love it."

Richard moved in behind her again, his hand sliding over her ass. "Now, bend over," he commanded.

Without hesitation, Lena bent forward, placing her hands on the counter and arching her back. Her skirt rode up, exposing her panties—still damp from her previous orgasm.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his hand sliding between her legs. His fingers brushed against her soaked panties, and she moaned at the contact.

"Derek—" she managed to say his name, her voice barely a whisper.

"Shh," he soothed, his fingers working her through the fabric before he pushed them inside her, curling just right to hit that spot that made her see stars.

"Fuck," Richard groaned from behind her, his hand sliding over her ass again. "She's so wet."

Derek's grip tightened in her hair. "She's ours," he stated possessively, his fingers continuing their relentless pace inside her.

"She's ours," Richard agreed, his hand joining Derek's between her legs, his thumb circling her clit in perfect rhythm with Derek's fingers.

Lena's body was a live wire, every nerve ending sizzling with pleasure. She could feel her orgasm building, a tension deep in her belly that coiled tighter with each passing second.

"Come for me," Derek commanded, his voice rough with his own desire.

And she did. Her body shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in wave after wave of pleasure. She screamed Derek's name, her fingers clawing at the counter as her body convulsed with the intensity of her release. Derek didn't let up—he kept fucking her with his fingers, his thumb continuing to circle her clit, drawing out her pleasure until she was a trembling, boneless mess on the counter.

Only then did he pull back, the vibrator still humming between her legs. Derek's gaze was hot and possessive as he looked down at her.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction.

Richard stepped closer, his hand sliding over her ass again. "Now, clean it," he commanded.

Lena's breath hitched. Clean it?

Derek's smirk was knowing. "On your knees," he ordered, and she immediately slid off the counter and onto her knees.

"Good girl," he praised, reaching into his pocket. "Now, open."

She parted her lips, her breath hot against the hand he held so close to her face.

"Again," he commanded, his voice rough.

She stretched her mouth around his fingers, her tongue swirling around them, tasting herself on his skin.

"Fuck," Derek groaned, his hips jerking forward slightly. "Such a filthy little slut."

Richard chuckled darkly. "She's perfect."

Derek pulled his hand away, and Lena's eyes widened as he revealed a black silk blindfold. Her breath caught in her throat, a mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her.

"What's that for?" she whispered, her voice trembling.

Derek's smirk deepened. "For focus," he replied simply.

"Focus?" she echoed, confusion and desire mixing in her expression.

"Yes," Derek murmured, his hand sliding over her shoulder. "And you're going to love it."

Richard moved in behind her, his hand sliding over her shoulder. "Now, put it on," he commanded.

Without hesitation, Lena took the blindfold, her fingers trembling slightly as she tied it around her eyes. The world went dark, and she took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart.

"Good girl," Derek praised, his hand sliding over her shoulder. "Now, obey."

And she did. Her body shuddered, her orgasm already building, her mind empty, her body theirs to command.

"Such a good little intern," Derek murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction.

Richard chuckled darkly. "And she's going to love every second of it."




Chapter 3

The blindfold was the final stroke—a suffocating darkness that drowned the world, leaving only the thick, humid scent of sweat and leather to guide her. Lena’s breath came in shallow pants, her fingers trailing along the smooth surface of the table in front of her, blind to where she was. The wooden grain under her fingertips was the only anchor to reality in this sea of sensation.

Derek’s office had been a revelation, but this? The penthouse playroom was something else entirely. The air was heavy with the weight of anticipation, the faint hum of the city outside feeling distant, irrelevant. Inside, the only sound was the rapid flutter of her pulse, the raspy inhale of Richard’s breath beside her, and the rough, commanding voice of Derek.

*"You’re ours now,"* he had growled the moment the blindfold settled over her eyes.

The words were more than just a statement. They were a promise, a claim staked on her body and soul, sealed with the way his fingers traced the curve of her collarbone, the way Richard’s touch lingered on her thighs long after the cane had fallen. She could feel the warmth of their presence, the heat radiating from their bodies closing in around her.

*"You’re ours."* The way his hand fisted in her hair, yanking her back before he kissed her, rough and bruising, his teeth grazing her lower lip. The way Richard’s other hand pressed the weight of the blindfold into place, his thumb lingering against her cheek before he let it fall, his touch almost reverent in its intensity. His breath was hot against her ear, sending shivers down her spine.

She was *kneeling* when they finally released her, her knees sinking into the plush carpet, her body still trembling from the last orgasm they’d wrung from her. The coffee room had been a cruel tease, the way they’d *used* her there, bending her over the counter, forcing her to empty herself just before Richard had dragged her back. She could still taste him on her tongue, the saltiness mingling with the sweet coffee that had been spilled across the counter during her frantic movements.

*"Such a *filthy* little mouth,"* Derek had said as he pressed his cock against her lips, his fingers already delving between her thighs. The memory of his words sent a fresh wave of heat to her core. His voice had been layered with approval and filthiness, making her feel both degraded and desired in the most exquisite way.

*"Always *hungry* for us,"* Richard had murmured, his hand fisting in her hair with just enough pressure to make her whimper. His fingers had traced patterns on her scalp, alternating between gentle caresses and firm pulls that sent tingles straight to her clit. Every touch was deliberate, every word intentional, designed to keep her teetering on the edge of desire and submission.

And now, here. In this room. Her bound wrists tugged against the cuffs as she shifted, the weight of the silk choker against her throat making her breath catch. She could feel the cool material against her pulse, a constant reminder of her position. She was still raw from Richard’s cock, still sensitive from the way Derek had fucked her with the cane, the way his fingers had stretched her open even now. The phantom sensation of the cane’s impact still lingered on her skin, a warm sting that intensified the throbbing between her legs.

*"Look at her,"* Richard’s voice was low, almost reverent. *"So *obedient*."*

Lena’s stomach clenched at the praise. She wasn’t just kneeling. She was *exposed*—no panties left, no barriers between her and whatever they wanted. The choker, the cuffs, the blindfold. She needed none of it. *But she loved it.* The vulnerability was intoxicating, the power they held over her body a complete thrill.

Derek’s footsteps were slow, deliberate, the scrape of his chair against the floor the only warning before his hand pressed against the back of her head, shoving her down until her face was flushed against the inside of her thighs. She could feel the heat of her own arousal against her cheek, the slickness evident even in the darkness.

*"There,"* he murmured, his touch lingering. *"A perfect little pet."*

Lena didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her tongue was too thick, her lips too swollen from Richard’s gag. Instead, she *moaned*, the sound muffled against the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs. The vibrations sent a wave of heat through her, her pussy *clenching* even as she was empty, yearning for something to fill her. Her hips instinctively rocked forward, seeking friction, any contact that might ease the ache building within her.

Richard’s hand skimmed up her calf, his fingertips trailing along the back of her knee, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Each touch was a small shock to her system, a reminder of who was in control and how completely at their mercy she was.

*"She’s *already* anticipating,"* Richard’s voice was low, almost reverent. *"I can see the tension in her body."*

Derek’s chuckle was dark, cruel. *"Always."*

And then his fingers were spreading her open, slick with her arousal from before. She gasped as he pressed the tip of his cock against her slick entrance, the blindfolded darkness making her entire focus narrow to the *feeling* of him—warm, thick, *dominating*. She could feel the stretch as he began to press inside, the slow, deliberate invasion that made her whimper with need.

*"Good girl,"* he praised, his thrust slow, deliberate, stretching her in a way that stole her breath. *"You’re taking us so well."*

Lena’s hips rocked back against him, her body already memorizing the way he felt inside her. The blindfold made it intimate, obscene—the way she could hear every rasp of his breath, every shift of their bodies in sync. She was *his,* and they both knew it. Her fingers curled into the carpet, gripping the fibers as he began to move more purposefully, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Richard’s hand pressed against her shoulder, his thumb flicking over her nipple. *"Fuck, your tits are *perfect*,"* he muttered, his voice rough with approval. He leaned down, brushing his lips against the curve of her breast, just below the choker. *"So responsive."* His tongue darted out, tracing a circle around her areola, making her arch into his touch. The combination of Derek’s thrusts and Richard’s attentions was overwhelming, the sensations too much to process all at once.

Derek’s thrusts picked up speed, his cock driving deep inside her, his hand fisting in her hair, pulling her back just enough to make sure he had full control. *"You’re *such* a good little intern,"* he growled, his voice layered with approval and hunger. *"So *filthy* for us."* Each word was punctuated by a thrust, his hips slapping against her ass with a sound that filled the room. Lena could feel the pressure building, her orgasm approaching with each powerful movement.

She *was.* She was all of that—filthy, obedient, trembling beneath their hands. It was no longer a question of *if* but of *how much* they were going to ruin her for any other man. Every touch, every word, every command was another step in breaking down her defenses and rebuilding her as theirs.

*"Look at you,"* Richard murmured, his fingers trailing down her stomach, pressing against the choker between her thighs. *"You take Derek *so* well."*

Derek’s thrusts were like a piston, his cock sliding in and out of her with purpose, his grip tightening every time she arched into him. *"You’re *going* to come again,"* he promised, his voice rough with command. *"Not just once. Not just for me. But *twice*. Once for each of us. And you’re going to *beg* for it first."* The thought sent a thrill through her. She had never *begged*—not once. But now, with Richard’s hand trailing across her skin, his other fingers already pulling at her nipple through her shirt, she didn’t dare *refuse*.

So she did.

She moaned, the sound low and desperate, her hips rocking back against Derek’s thrusts. *"Please,"* she breathed, her voice muffled but *honest*. *"Please, I need—I want—"*

*"What do you want?"* Richard’s question was a velvet threat against her ear.

*"You,"* she gasped, her body *aching* for him already. *"I want you. *Inside* me."* Her hands reached back, fingers searching for Richard, needing to feel his skin against hers. Her defenses were completely down, her body humming with need for both of them.

Derek’s cock stuttered in her grasp, his hand tightening. *"Good girl."*

Richard groaned, his fingers already working between her thighs, his thumb circling her clit as he pressed into her with two fingers. *"She’s *already* soaked for me."* The pressure against her clit was perfect, the rhythm matching Derek's thrusts. Lena felt herself being driven higher and higher, the pleasure building to an almost unbearable intensity.

Lena didn’t even open her eyes. She didn’t need to. The way his thumb flicked just right was all she needed—*more*—more of him, more of their hands, more of the *feeling* that they were going to ruin her.

Derek’s thrusts were slow now, his cock sliding out of her just enough to make her *gasping* for him. *"Then beg for the rest,"* he growled, his voice rough.

Lena didn’t hesitate. She didn’t have to.

She *moaned*, the sound raw and desperate, her hips already rocking back against Richard’s hand, her fingers clawing at the carpet beneath her. *"Please,"* she begged, the word already dripping with need. *"Please—I need—I *want*—"*

*"Come for me,"* Richard commanded, his voice *rough*, *demanding*.

And she *did*.

Her body *shattered*, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her fingers *clawing* as pleasure ripped through her. She didn’t even scream—just a muffled whimper against the blindfold, her pussy *clenching*, already *empty*, already *yearning* for more. The waves of ecstasy rolled through her, leaving her breathless and trembling.

*"Good girl,"* Derek praised, his hand sliding between her thighs, his fingers already pressing against her entrance, already *filling* her.

Lena cried out as he slid deep inside her again, his cock *stretching* her, his other hand sliding up to her hair, *controlling* her. *"Now for me,"* he growled, his voice rough.

And she *did*.

She didn’t even fight it. She let the pleasure build again, her hips rocking back against Derek’s thrusts as he *owned* her. She was *his*—and she *wanted* this. Her fingers slipped down to her thighs, her nails digging into her own flesh as she rode the waves of pleasure.

*"Yes,"* she gasped, her hands slipping down to her thighs, her fingers already *spreading* her open for him. *"Yes—more—"*

*"More?"* Richard’s voice was low, dark. *"You want *more*?"* His hand slid up her back, fingers tracing patterns on her spine, sending shivers through her.

Lena’s breath hitched. She didn’t even know. She just knew she needed—*them*—more of their hands, more of their *demands*.

*"Richard,"* she whimpered, her voice already breaking with need.

*"Yes?"*

*"Please,"* she begged, her body already *aching*, already *wanting*. *"Please—"*

*"What do you want?"* Richard’s question was soft, cruel.

*"You,"* she gasped, her legs trembling, already *opening* for him. *"Please—*inside* me—"*

Derek’s hand slid down, his fingers *pressing* against her clit as Richard stood behind her. *"Good girl."*

And then he was *there*, his fingers sliding *inside* her, his thumb *flicking* her clit as Derek didn’t even stop thrusting, his cock driving deep inside her, his hand fisting in her hair, *controlling* her.

*"Fuck,"* Richard groaned, his voice rough. *"She’s *already* so wet."*

*"And she can take *both* of us,"* Derek murmured, his thrusts slow now, his cock pressing deep inside her.

Richard’s fingers *curled* inside her, testing, *filling* her as his other hand pressed against the small of her back, his thumb pressing against Derek’s cock just enough to make her *gasping* with the sensation.

*"Yes,"* Lena whimpered, her head falling forward, hair spilling around her. *"Yes—both of you—*please*—"*

*"Oh, we’re going to give you *pleasure*,"* Richard murmured, his fingers *stretching* her open. *"But first—"*

His hand left her, only to come back *harder*—the *cane*, *fresh*, already *swaying* in time with Derek’s thrusts.

*"No,"* Lena gasped, her hips still rocking back against Derek’s thrusts.

*"Yes,"* Derek growled, his hand tightening in her hair. *"Always *obey*."*

The *crack* of the cane against her thigh was sharp, bright, already sending fire through her. *"Oh—!"* She cried out, her body arching into the sensation.

*"Good girl,"* Richard murmured, his finger dragging across her pussy before delivering another sharp strike to her other thigh.

And then—*again*.

The cane *fell* against her ass, the *sting* bright enough to make her *moan*, her pussy already *clenching* around Derek’s cock with the mixture of pain and pleasure.

*"Please,"* she begged, her body *aching*, already *wanting* them both. *"Please—*both* of you—"*

*"Please *what*?"* Richard’s voice was dark, low.

*"Please—*both* of you—"*

*"In *you*?"* The question hung in the air, heavy with promise.

Lena didn’t hesitate. *"Yes,"* she gasped, her fingers already *spreading* her open. *"Please—*inside* me—*both* of you—"*

Derek’s hand left her hair, his fingers *curling* around her throat, his thumb pressing against her pulse. *"Good girl."*

And then Richard was *there*, his cock *pressing* against her slick entrance as Derek’s fingers *stretched* her open.

*"Fuck,"* Richard groaned, his voice already rough. *"She’s *ready*."*

Lena didn’t fight him. She didn’t even *hesitate.*

She took *both* of them—the way Derek’s fingers *stretched* her, the way Richard’s cock *pressed* deep inside her, the way Derek’s hand *fisted* in her hair, *controlling* her as Richard *used* her. There was a moment of tightness, a brief discomfort that melted into overwhelming pleasure as they filled her completely, their bodies surrounding hers in the most intimate way possible.

There was no space between them—no breath, no thought. Just *hands*, *hunger*, *pleasure*. Lena was enveloped by them, their strength surrounding her, their cocks filling her in ways that made rational thought impossible.

*"You’re going to come so *pretty* for us,"* Richard murmured, his voice rough.

*"Yes,"* Lena gasped, her body already *memorizing* the feeling of them—*both* of them, *inside* her. The dual sensation was almost too much to bear, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through her entire body.

And then she was *falling*, her body *shattering*, her orgasm already *crashing* over her as she took *both* of them, her nails *clawing* at the carpet as she screamed, her pussy *clenching* around them.

Derek didn’t even stop thrusting, his fingers *stretching* her open, his other hand *fisting* in her hair as Richard *used* her. His pace was relentless, his cock sliding in and out of her with purpose, his body pressing against hers with each movement.

*"Fuck,"* Derek growled, his voice rough with need. *"You're taking us so fucking well."*

*"Yes,"* Lena gasped, her body already *aching* with a fresh orgasm, the way Richard’s cock *pressed* deep inside her, the way Derek’s fingers *stretched* her open.

*"Come *again*."* The command was clear, and her body responded immediately.

And she did.

The second orgasm was even more intense than the first, her muscles tensing and releasing as waves of pleasure washed over her. She could hear her own cries, the sounds of their bodies coming together, the muffled curses as they both approached their own releases. Lena felt completely consumed by them, her identity dissolving into the pleasure they were creating together.

They moved as one, their bodies working in perfect synchronization to bring her to the brink of ecstasy again and again. Lena's world had narrowed down to this moment, this room, these two men who were claiming her so completely. As they both found their release, she felt a sense of belonging that she had never experienced before, knowing that in this moment, she was completely and utterly theirs.




Chapter 4

The elevator ride up to Derek’s private floor was a slow, suffocating descent into something Lena couldn’t name. Her thighs were still slick from the way Richard had made her come on his desk yesterday, his fingers curled inside her while Derek watched, his dark eyes burning with approval. She had *begged* then—begged for his cock, for Richard’s mouth, for anything to fill the hollow ache between her legs. And they had *given* it to her, one after the other, until she couldn’t walk straight.

Now, the air conditioning in the elevator bit at her skin, but it did nothing to cool the heat pooling in her core. She had *tried* to be good today—no lingering glances at Derek’s crotch when he leaned over his desk, no accidental moans when Richard brushed past her in the hallway. But the second she stepped into his office, the scent of him—leather and something darker, something *animal*—wrapped around her like a promise.

Derek didn’t look up from his laptop as she closed the door behind her. *"Lena."*

Just her name, said like a threat. The single syllable hung in the air between them, thick with implication. Lena’s breath caught in her throat, her fingers tightening around the manila folder in her hands. That voice—the way he said her name—it always did things to her insides. The office, which usually felt professional and imposing, now felt intimate and charged, like a private stage set just for the two of them.

*"Sir. I brought the quarterly projections. All cross-referenced with last year’s—"*

*"Put them down."*

Her pulse jumped. The command was so sudden, so *final*, that she didn’t even think—she just obeyed. The folder thudded against the desk with a satisfying thump, and she stood there, useless, her skirt riding up just enough to tease the edge of her lace panties. The cool air of the office brushed against her exposed skin, a stark contrast to the fiery warmth spreading through her chest. She knew exactly where this was going, and a part of her—perhaps the largest part—was desperately craving it.

Derek finally looked up, his gaze raking over her like a physical touch. It wasn’t just a glance; it was a thorough inspection, a slow perusal that made her feel naked despite her clothes. His eyes, the color of dark chocolate, lingered on her chest, the slight swell of her breasts visible above her blouse, then traced the curve of her waist before settling on her face.

*"You’re late."*

*"I—I’m not—"* She cut herself off. The words tasted like ash. She *was* late. By three minutes. Three *stupid* minutes that felt like an eternity now, under his piercing gaze. Her cheeks flamed, and she could feel her heart hammering against her ribs. He was right, of course. She was always running late lately, her mind too occupied with fantasies of what he might do to her, what he might say to her, to focus on punctuality.

His smirk was slow, deliberate, like a predator assessing its prey. *"Three minutes is a long time in this office, Lena."* He leaned back in his chair, the leather creaking under his weight in a way that sent a shiver down her spine. *"Especially when you’ve already been *punished* once."*

Her face burned as if he had slapped her. Yesterday’s spanking still stung—bright, lingering, a reminder of how *easily* he could bend her to his will. The memory of his hand coming down on her bare ass, the sharp sting that quickly melted into a warm, throbbing ache, flooded her senses. She had *loved* it. Had *craved* it. But admitting that would only make it worse, would only feed his ego and her submission.

*"I’ll make it up to you,"* she whispered, her voice betraying her. The words came out breathy, barely more than a sigh, and she could see the exact moment they registered. His eyes darkened, and the smirk deepened. He knew. He knew she was lying, that she didn’t want to make it up to him in the way he expected—with diligent work and strict obedience. She wanted to make it up to him with a different kind of service, one that had nothing to do with spreadsheets and everything to do with spread thighs.

Derek’s fingers, long and elegant, began a slow, thoughtful drumming against the armrest of his chair. The rhythmic tapping was a metronome to her racing heart, each tap a countdown to whatever he had planned.

*"Will you?"* His voice dropped, darker, more intimate, as if they were sharing a secret. *"Or will you keep testing me?"*

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Because the truth was, she *had* been testing him. Not out of defiance, but out of need. The way she had *accidentally* brushed her ass against Richard’s thigh in the hallway this morning, savoring the brief moment of contact, the way he had grasped her hip firmly in response. The way she had *bit* her lip when Derek mentioned the company retreat in the Bahamas during their morning meeting, imagining what they’d do to her on the private yacht, how they’d *share* her. The fantasy had played on a loop in her head all morning, making her wet and needy, and her innocent little gestures were her way of begging for more, for a sign that they were thinking of her too.

*"Lena."*

She flinched. His voice was a whip, sharp and sudden. The sound made her jump, and her gaze snapped back to his face. He was no longer leaning back, but sitting forward, his elbows resting on the desk, his hands steepled under his chin. The pose was one of supreme confidence, of absolute authority.

*"Get on the desk."*

Her breath hitched. *"Sir?"*

*"Now."*

She didn’t move. Not at first. A wave of rebellion, as small and insignificant as a ripple in a vast ocean, washed over her. A part of her—the logical, professional part that she was supposed to be—wanted to argue, to ask for an explanation, to demand to know why she was being treated like this. But that part was drowning in a sea of desire, in the overwhelming urge to please, to obey, to be used by this man who could make her feel more alive with a single look than anyone else ever had.

When his eyes darkened further, going from dark chocolate to nearly black, she *moved*. It was as if he had pressed a button, and her body simply responded to his command. Her knees hit the edge of the heavy oak desk with a thud before she even realized what she was doing. The wood was cold against her thighs, a stark contrast to the fire burning between them. The position was *obscene*—her skirt hiked up, her panties visible through the thin fabric, her blouse still buttoned but offering no real barrier to his view. She was exposed, vulnerable, and utterly at his mercy. And God help her, she loved every second of it.

Derek’s chair rolled closer, the sound of its wheels on the plush carpet almost silent, but she could hear it, could feel the vibration in the floor. His fingers, warm and strong, traced the curve of her knee. The touch was feather-light, almost nonchalant, but it sent jolts of electricity up her leg, pooling in her already aching core.

*"Such a *pretty* little intern,"* he murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her. *"Always so *eager*."*

His touch lingered, his fingertips tracing idle patterns on her skin. She should have been embarrassed. Should have *fought*. The thought of putting up a struggle, of demanding to be treated with respect, flashed through her mind, but it was fleeting. The way his voice dropped, the way his fingers *lingered*—it was too much. Too *good*. The tension in her body melted away, replaced by a delicious sense of anticipation. She was his plaything, his toy, and she had never felt so wanted, so desired.

*"Please,"* she breathed, the word escaping her lips without permission.

His chuckle was low, dark, a sound that seemed to resonate in her bones. There was a hint of amusement in it, but also something else—something that spoke of ownership and possession.

*"Please *what*?"*

He knew. He knew she was too turned on, too confused, too desperate to form a coherent request. He was playing with her, and she was letting him. She loved the way he drew out the moment, the way he made her wait, the way he made her beg.

*"I—I don’t know—"* The lie tasted bitter, but it was the only one she could manage. Her mind was a blank canvas, painted only with the sensations of his touch, the sound of his voice, the sight of his intense, knowing eyes.

*"You know *exactly* what you want."* His hand slid up her thigh, the movement slow and deliberate. The fabric of her skirt was no barrier at all; she could feel the heat of his palm through it. His fingers brushed against the damp fabric of her panties, the very spot where her body was screaming for his attention. The touch was fleeting, a ghost of a caress, but it was enough to make her gasp, to make her body arch involuntarily towards him. *"You want me to punish you again."*

The truth of his words hit her like a physical blow. Her body *reacted* before she could stop it. A whimper escaped her, a soft, breathy sound that she couldn’t contain. Her hips jerked forward, a restless, pleading motion, seeking more of his touch, more of his attention. She was a mess of contradictory desires—embarrassment at her own wantonness, shame at her eagerness to be punished, and a desperate, all-consuming need to be filled, to be used, to be owned.

Derek’s fingers tightened, grasping her thigh firmly. *"Greedy little thing."* He stood then, the movement fluid and graceful. His suit pants, tailored to perfection, strained against the bulge in his crotch, a visible testament to his own arousal, to his own desire for her. The sight made her mouth water, made her core ache with an almost painful intensity. He was a god among men, and she was his willing sacrifice. The thought sent a fresh wave of moisture to her panties.

*"Richard thought you might need this."* He reached into his desk drawer, a smooth, polished piece of furniture that seemed to hold endless delights and horrors. He pulled out a small, silver vibrator, its surface already warm from his touch. The device was elegant, sleek, with a few buttons that promised a variety of sensations. He held it up for her to see, letting her appreciate the sight before he tossed it onto the desk between them. The metal clattered softly against the wood, a sound that seemed somehow vulgar in this pristine, professional setting.

Lena’s breath hitched as he tossed it onto the desk between them. The vibrator, silver and promising, gleamed under the office lights. It was a beautiful, terrifying thing, and she couldn’t tear her eyes away from it. The thought of what he intended to do with it made her heart race and her palms sweat. The silver surface looked cold, but she knew from the heat radiating from it that it had been resting in his drawer, warming, touching the very spot where she now sat, waiting.

*"Go on. Show me how much you *want* this."*

She didn’t move. Couldn’t. The toy hummed softly when she picked it up, the vibrations teasing her through her skirt. She had seen such devices in stores, had imagined using them alone in her bed, but the reality was different. The reality was that her boss was watching her, his eyes hot with desire, and he expected her to perform, to satisfy him. The weight of that expectation was both thrilling and terrifying. Her fingers trembled as they wrapped around the smooth, cool surface of the vibrator.

*"I—I can’t—"*

*"Can’t or won’t?"* Derek’s voice was steel, sharp and unyielding. *"You’re going to wear that skirt all day, aren’t you? Soaking it with how much you *want* this."* He tapped the vibrator against her knee, a gentle but firm reminder of its presence, of its purpose. *"Or would you rather I call Richard in here? He’s *very* interested in seeing how well you take direction."*

A whimper escaped her before she could stop it. The mention of Richard was like a match to a powder keg. He was Derek’s partner, his equal in every way, and the thought of both of them watching her, both of them taking turns with her, was almost too much to bear. It was a fantasy she had indulged in countless times, a scenario that made her fingers slippery and her nights restless. Richard had made his interest clear on more than one occasion—lingering touches, suggestive comments, the way he looked at her when he thought she wasn’t paying attention. The way he had looked at her yesterday—like she was the most delicious treat he’d ever been offered. The way he had *fed* her candy while whispering filthy promises in her ear. *"Please,"* she whispered, her fingers trembling as she turned the vibrator on. *"I’ll be good. I’ll—"*

*"No."* Derek’s hand shot out, snatching the toy from her grip before she could even react. The sudden loss made her feel empty, deprived. His eyes flashed with something she couldn’t name—amusement, perhaps, or a flicker of dominance. *"You’re not in control here, Lena."* He pressed the vibrator to her clit through her skirt, the fabric doing nothing to dull the sensation. The vibrations hummed against her most sensitive spot, a relentless, insistent demand for pleasure that she couldn’t ignore. His thumb pressed harder against the vibrator, increasing the pressure, the intensity, until her body was a live wire, buzzing with electricity.

Her back arched off the desk as pleasure coiled tight in her belly. *"Oh—oh *fuck*—"*

*"That’s right."* Derek’s free hand tangled in her hair, yanking her head back so she was forced to meet his gaze. The sudden, sharp pain was a counterpoint to the pleasure, a perfect balance of sensation that made her whimper and gasp. Her vision was filled with his face, his strong jaw, his intense eyes, the slight parting of his lips. He was beautiful, impossibly so, and he was the one in control, the one giving her this pleasure, this pain. *"You’re going to come for me, aren’t you? Right here on my desk?"* His thumb pressed harder against the vibrator, the pressure almost too much, a sharp, bright point of pleasure that bordered on pain. *"Beg for it."*

Lena’s vision blurred. The world collapsed to the point where his thumb met her body, where his fingers gripped her hair, where his eyes burned into hers. Everything else—the office, the desk, the time of day—faded away, leaving only this moment, this sensation, this man.

*"P-please, Sir—"*

*"Louder."* His grip tightened, the sharp sting a reminder of his command. *"I want Richard to hear you."*

The words tore from her throat, raw and desperate, a cry for release that she couldn’t hold back. *"Please, *please*—I need to come—"*

Derek’s mouth crashed onto hers, swallowing her whimpers, her pleas, her very breath. The kiss was rough, demanding, a claiming of her mouth as he had claimed her body. His tongue was hot, insistent, exploring her with a hunger that matched her own. And when she came, it was with his name on her lips—*"Derek!"*—a cry of surrender and ecstasy that echoed in the quiet office. Her body trembled, her muscles convulsing with the force of her orgasm, as he forced her to ride out the waves, the vibrator still pressed firmly against her clit, his hand still tangled in her hair. Her skirt rode up, her thighs slick with arousal, her body on full display for his enjoyment. She was laid bare in every sense of the word, and she had never felt more exposed or more alive.

When she finally collapsed against the desk, gasping, Derek pulled back just enough to study her. His eyes were dark with satisfaction, his lips red and swollen from the kiss. His gaze traveled over her, taking in the sight of her flushed skin, her heaving chest, the damp patch on her skirt. He looked like a king surveying his conquered territory, and she was his land, his subject, his prize.

*"Good girl."* His fingers traced the wet spot on her skirt, a gentle, almost tender caress that contrasted sharply with the rough handling of seconds before. The word "good girl" washed over her, a wave of warmth that settled in her chest. In that moment, there was no one else in the world but them, no other approval that mattered. *"Now. Get on your knees."*

Lena didn’t hesitate. Her legs, still weak from her orgasm, carried her to the floor between his spread thighs. She slid off the desk, her movements unsteady, and dropped to the floor, her knees finding a comfortable spot on the plush carpet. The vibrator was still in his hand, and he used it to toy with her—teasing her nipples through her blouse, dragging it over her lips, making her suck it like a cock. The cool, smooth surface was a stark contrast to the heat of her body, and the vibrations sent new shivers of pleasure through her, keeping her on edge, keeping her aware of his power over her.

*"Such a greedy little thing,"* Derek murmured, his voice rough with arousal. *"You’re going to be *so* useful around here."*

The door creaked open. The sound was faint, almost lost in the haze of her pleasure, but it was unmistakable. Lena froze, her breath catching in her throat as Richard stepped inside. His presence was a physical force, a sudden shift in the atmosphere of the room. His dark eyes, the same color but somehow warmer than Derek’s, were already locked onto her—kneeling, flushed, her skirt hiked up, her lips swollen from the vibrator. He smirked, a slow, predatory curl of his lips that made her belly clench. He adjusted the bulge in his pants, a casual, confident gesture that spoke volumes. Richard was not a man to be trifled with, and he was clearly enjoying the scene before him.

*"Well, well. Looks like someone’s already been *trained*."* Richard’s voice was a low rumble, smooth and amused, a perfect complement to Derek’s sharper tone. He stepped further into the room, his eyes never leaving her, and closed the door behind him with a soft click. The sound was final, sealing the three of them in this private, erotic moment. Lena felt a rush of heat, a mix of embarrassment at being caught and excitement at what was to come.

Derek chuckled, a low, rich sound that vibrated through her. He tossed the vibrator aside, the metal clattering against the desk before coming to rest. *"Just getting started, Richard."* He crooked a finger at Lena, a simple, irresistible command. *"Come here."*

She crawled forward on her hands and knees, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her ribs. The carpet was soft under her palms and knees, a luxurious comfort that contrasted with the pounding of her heart. Richard’s shoes appeared in her line of sight, polished and expensive, and for a moment, she was acutely aware of her own appearance—kneeling on the floor, her blouse unbuttoned, her skirt hiked up, a mess of desire and submission. But the look in Richard’s eyes—hot and approving—banished any lingering self-consciousness. He found her beautiful, desirable, and that knowledge was intoxicating.

Derek’s hand fisted in her hair, tilting her head back so she was forced to meet his gaze. The firm grip was grounding, a reminder of the chain of command, of who was in charge. *"Open."*

She obeyed without hesitation, her mouth stretching around his cock. The taste of him was salty and intoxicating, a flavor she had come to crave. He was thick and hard, a testament to her effect on him, and she took him in as far as she could, her lips wrapped around his shaft, her tongue working the sensitive underside. Richard’s shoes shifted, and then his voice, smooth and amused, filled the room.

*"Such a pretty little slut, aren’t you, Lena?"* His fingers tangled in her hair from the other side, his touch different from Derek’s—softer, more exploratory, but just as commanding. He guided her deeper, his hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm that she quickly matched. *"Look at you—*our* perfect intern."*

Derek groaned, his hips jerking forward, driving his cock deeper into her throat. *"That’s it. Take it like a good girl."*

Lena moaned around Derek’s cock, the vibrations of the humming vibrator still echoing in her memory, the scent of Richard’s cologne—spicy and masculine—wrapping around her like a promise. She had *wanted* this. Had *craved* it. The fantasy had been a private indulgence, a secret pleasure she had explored in the solitude of her apartment. And now, it was reality, and it was better than she had ever imagined. She was surrounded by them, owned by them, and she had never felt more alive, more desired, more *herself*.

Richard’s hand left her hair, and Lena gasped as Derek pulled back, his cock glistening with her saliva. *"Enough for now."* His voice was rough, commanding, filled with a promise of more to come. His eyes, dark with lust, flicked to Richard, a silent communication passing between them. Lena could feel the unspoken words, the plans being made for her body, for her pleasure.

Derek’s hand pressed against the small of her back, guiding her onto the desk again. The wood was cool against her heated skin, a welcome contrast. *"On your back. Legs spread."*

She obeyed, her thighs falling open, her pussy already *aching* for them. Her panties, damp with her arousal, were a thin barrier to the cool air of the office. Richard’s fingers skimmed up her calf, his touch feather-light, a teasing caress that made her shiver. *"Such a *good* girl,"* he praised, his voice rough with approval. *"So *obedient*."*

Derek’s hand slid between her thighs, his fingers already *spreading* her open. *"And so *wet*."*

Lena moaned as his fingers pressed against her clit, the sensation already too much, too intense. *"Please,"* she begged, her hips rocking up to meet his touch, desperate for more, desperate for release. The pleasure was a sharp, bright point of light against the backdrop of her desire, and she wanted to drown in it, to burn in it.

*"Please *what*?"* Richard’s voice was a dark whisper, his fingers joining Derek’s, *teasing* her inner lips, *stretching* her open, preparing her for what was to come.

*"Please—*more*—"*

*"More?"* Derek’s fingers *circled* her entrance, his thumb *circling* her clit, a double assault on her senses that left her gasping, writhing on the desk. *"You want *both* of us?"*

Lena’s breath hitched. The question was a command, a statement of intent, and she knew the answer before the words even formed in her mind. *"Yes,"* she gasped, her body already *yearning* for them, *aching* to be filled, to be used, to be *theirs*. The thought of both of them, of their combined strength and skill, was almost too much to bear, but she wanted it, she needed it, she craved it with every fiber of her being.

Richard’s hand slid up her thigh, his fingers *teasing* her inner lips, *stretching* her open, making her ready for him. *"You’re going to take us *so* well,"* he murmured, his voice rough with approval, rough with desire. *"You’re going to be our perfect little toy."*

Derek’s fingers *pressed* inside her, his thumb *circling* her clit as Richard’s hand *stretched* her open, preparing her for his invasion. *"Fuck,"* Richard groaned, his voice already rough, already strained with arousal. *"She’s *ready*."*

Lena didn’t even fight it. She didn’t even *hesitate.* The desire was too strong, too overwhelming, to resist. She took *both* of them—the way Derek’s fingers *stretched* her, the way Richard’s cock *pressed* against her entrance, the way Derek’s hand *fisted* in her hair, *controlling* her as Richard *used* her. There was no space between them—no breath, no thought. Just *hands*, *hunger*, *pleasure.* The desk was hard under her back, a reminder of the reality of the situation, of the impropriety of it all, but she didn’t care. In that moment, nothing mattered but the sensation of being filled, of being taken, of being owned by these two powerful men.

*"You’re going to come so *pretty* for us,"* Richard murmured, his voice rough with need, his hips beginning a slow, steady rhythm that she quickly matched. His cock was thick and hard, a perfect fit for her, and she could feel every inch of him as he slid in and out, *using* her, *pleasuring* her.

*"Yes,"* Lena gasped, her body already *memorizing* the feeling of them—*both* of them, *inside* her, filling her, completing her. The sensation was overwhelming, a cocktail of pleasure and pain that she couldn’t get enough of. Derek’s fingers *stretched* her, *deeper*, *harder*, and Richard’s thrusts grew more forceful, more demanding, a perfect symphony of sensation that threatened to overwhelm her.

*"Fuck,"* Derek growled, his voice rough with need, his fingers *stretching* her open, his other hand *fisting* in her hair. *"You’re *ours*."*

Richard groaned, his fingers *curling* inside her, his thumb *flicking* her clit in perfect time with his thrusts. *"Fuck, she’s *perfect*."*

Lena didn’t even open her eyes. She didn’t need to. She could *feel* them—the way their hands moved across her skin, the way Derek’s breath hitched as he thrust inside her, the way Richard’s fingers *stretched* her in just the right way, hitting spots she didn’t even know she had. Her body was a live wire, a bundle of nerves screaming for release, and she was on the edge, teetering on the precipice of something immense, something life-changing.

*"You’re *ours*,"* Richard murmured, his voice dark, reverent, filled with a possessiveness that made her heart swell. His hips jerked forward, a sudden, deep thrust that sent shockwaves of pleasure through her. He was big, so big, and she could feel every ridge, every vein, every pulse of him as he claimed her.

*"Yes,"* she gasped, her body *aching* for more, *aching* for release. *"I’m yours."*

Derek’s fingers left her clit, and for a moment, she felt a sense of loss, a sense of emptiness. But then he was guiding Richard’s cock, *pushing* it deeper, *faster*, *harder*, a silent command for both of them. Richard’s thrusts became a frantic rhythm, a desperate quest for his own release, and with every push, every pull, he brought her closer and closer to her own.

*"Come for us,"* Derek commanded, his voice a rough whisper against her ear. His fingers found her clit again, *circling*, *pressing*, a relentless demand for her climax. *"Come for us right now."*

And just like that, she shattered. Her body *exploded* in a supernova of sensation, a wave of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Her back arched off the desk, her nails *clawing* at the wood, her mouth open in a silent scream as she came, her pussy *clenching* around Richard, *milking* him, *begging* him for his release.

Richard groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure ecstasy, and she could feel him *throbbing* inside her, *swelling*, *spilling* his seed deep within her. The feeling was primal, possessive, and it sent her over the edge again, a second wave of pleasure crashing over her as she rode out their shared climax.

When they finally stilled, panting and spent, Lena was a boneless pile of flesh on the desk, her body throbbing, her mind in a blissful haze. Richard pulled out of her, and she felt the sudden, shocking loss of his presence. Derek’s hand, however, remained on her, a gentle, soothing caress that grounded her, brought her back to reality.

*"Such a good girl,"* Derek murmured, his voice soft, almost tender. His fingers traced the curve of her hip, a gentle, reverent touch that contrasted sharply with the rough handling of moments before. *"You took us so well."*

Lena could only manage a weak, breathy *"Thank you, Sir."*

Richard stepped back, a satisfied smile on his face. He adjusted his clothes, tucking his shirt back into his pants, a casual, confident gesture that spoke of his power and his control. He looked at her, a look of pure appreciation and possession, before turning to Derek and nodding once.

*"She’s perfect,"* Richard said, his voice a low rumble of approval. *"Absolutely perfect."*

Derek’s hand moved from her hip to her cheek, a gentle, almost tender touch that made her heart ache. He looked at her, his eyes soft, his expression unreadable. *"You’re *ours*, Lena,"* he said, the words a promise, a claim, a future. *"You belong to us."*

And in that moment, looking at the two men who had just pleasured her, who had claimed her, who had shown her a world of sensation she had never known existed, she knew it was true. She was *theirs*. She was Derek’s, she was Richard’s, and she had never been happier.




Chapter 5

The penthouse was still too quiet, the kind of silence that made Lena’s skin prickle with awareness. She had spent the last three days with Richard and Derek, learning firsthand what it meant to belong to two men—two men who didn’t just want her body, but her obedience. Every command, every touch, had been a lesson in submission, in the way pleasure could warp into something so much darker, so much hungrier. And now, as the sunrise painted streaks of gold across the floor, she lay between them, still tangled in the silk sheets, her limbs heavy with the aftermath of last night.

Richard had been the first to wake, his fingers already tracing lazy patterns up her spine, his breath hot against her ear. "You didn’t say ‘goodnight’ before collapsing."

Lena whimpered—she knew that tone. It wasn’t teasing. It wasn’t even a command. It was a test.

Derek’s voice cut through the morning haze, still half-asleep but sharp with amusement. "Guess she forgot in the middle of all that screaming."

Lena’s face burned, but not from shame. From the memory of it—the way they had worked her, shared her, as if she were a canvas and every stroke of their hands was a masterpiece. The way Richard’s fingers had curled inside her while Derek held her hips down, his cock hammering into her ass, their combined weight pinning her to the mattress as they took turns bending her to their will. The way she had come and come again, her voice raw with pleasure, her body trembling under theirs. She could feel the phantom ache between her legs, the lingering sensation of being stretched to capacity, of being claimed by two men who knew exactly how to make her body sing with pleasure and pain.

She swallowed hard, her gaze flickering between them, and realized they were watching her—really watching her—not just with the lazy, satisfied hunger of men who had just spent the night making her scream, but with something else. Something sharper. Something that made her want to squirm under their intense scrutiny.

Richard’s smirk deepened. "No, Sterling." His fingers stilled against her back. "That’s not it. She’s learning. And what she’s really learning is how good she gets when we’re not even looking."

Derek sat up slowly, the sheets falling away from his chest, the smooth planes of muscle shifting as he moved. His cock was half-hard, an angry, thick vein pulsing with promise. "Three orgasms in a row last night," he murmured, more to himself than to her. "And she still begged. Like a little slut who couldn’t catch her breath."

Lena’s stomach twisted—not because of the filth in his words, but because they were true. She hadn’t even known she could come that many times in one night, but they had wrung every single one from her. Her body had become a puppet in their hands, responding to their every command, to every touch, to every filthy word that escaped their lips. And when she had finally collapsed, exhausted and breathless, Richard had whispered in her ear, "You’re going to get used to this. To us. To being our good girl, even when we’re not here."

She shivered now, remembering the way his voice had slithered against her skin like smoke, the way that whispered promise had settled in her bones. "That’s the thing, isn’t it, Lena?" Derek’s fingers trailed down her chest, his thumb brushing against her nipple through the damp silk. "We’re not always here to tell you what to do. Not always here to spank you, to fill you."

Her breath hitched. "What do you mean?"

Richard’s fingers curled around her throat, not tight enough to hurt, but enough to make her remember. The way he had held her as he fed his cock into her mouth, the way his grip had never faltered, never doubted that she’d take his control without hesitation. "We mean," he growled, the sound vibrating through his chest and into her back, "that you’re going to have to prove it to us."

Derek leaned forward, his mouth hot against her neck. "She’s going to have to be us."

Lena frowned, confusion warring with arousal in her chest. "What—what do you mean?"

"Exactly what I said." Richard’s hand slid lower, his fingers teasing the edge of her panties, still damp from last night. "We’re going to see if you can earn your place as our little slut. Not just when we’re here, demanding you take your punishment. Not just when we’re between your legs, bending you to your knees." His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties and tugged them down her thighs in one slow motion, exposing her to the cool morning air. "We’re going to see if you want it. If you choose it."

Derek’s teeth sank into her collarbone, making her gasp. "We’re going to give you a little… freedom."

Lena’s pulse spiked. The word made her want to bolt, but the way Derek’s teeth grazed against her skin kept her rooted in place, kept her captive to their will. "F-freedom?"

"Yes." Richard’s finger trailed through her folds, her body reacting before she could stop it—her hips arching as his touch became too much. "You’re going to be alone for the next twenty-four hours. No commands. No punishments. Just… you."

Her breath caught. "Alone?"

"Well." Derek’s teeth sank into her collarbone, making her gasp. "Not entirely. The house will still be full. Meetings scheduled. Expectations." His hand slid up to her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple through the silk. "But you’re not going to be here for any of it."

Lena turned her head, her eyes catching Richard’s. He was watching her, his dark eyes unreadable, but his cock—still hard and leaking against her thigh—spoke volumes. "You’re going to be in the warehouse."

"Th- The warehouse?" she stuttered, the word tasting strange on her tongue.

The warehouse was a space below the penthouse, off-limits to anyone but the building’s maintenance staff and the most trusted security personnel. It was where the club’s special stock was kept—where the most exclusive toys, the most intimate items, were stored until they were needed. Or sold.

And it was where they had first taken her. Where Richard had tied her to the chair and Derek had taught her what it meant to be used.

"Exactly." Derek purred, his fingers tracing the damp trail between her legs, his touch sending shivers through her entire body. "The warehouse. No one’s going to bother you there. Just you, the toys, and whatever choices you make for yourself."

Lena’s mind raced, her body already aching for them, for the promise of control, of the way they had made her feel—small, stretched, completely theirs. But the warehouse. The toys. "What if I—" She swallowed hard. "What if I don’t know what to do?"

Richard’s chuckle was low, dark. "Oh, you’ll know." His hand slid between her thighs again, his fingers teasing her entrance, his touch sending waves of pleasure through her. "You’re going to spend your day in the chair. Remembering every time we touched you. Every time we made you come." His finger pushed inside her, slow and deliberate, as Derek kissed a path down her breastbone. "And when you’re sated… when you’re begging…" Richard’s fingers curled inside her, hitting the same spot that had made her scream last night. "We’re going to see how well you follow."

Lena’s breath hitched. "Follow what?"

Richard didn’t answer. He showed her, his fingers moving deeper, his thumb circling her clit. "You’re going to wear that collar every second you’re not with us." His finger twitched inside her, the sensation sending a shockwave of pleasure down her spine. "And when you wear it…" His fingers pushed in and out of her, slow and deliberate, mimicking the feel of a cock. "You’re going to be it."

Derek’s fingers left her breasts, his hand sliding between her thighs to join Richard’s. "You’re going to prove it," he murmured, his voice rough, his fingers already stretching her open wider, preparing her for another round. "You’re going to prove that you can be the good girl we need you to be, even when we’re not there to remind you."

Lena’s head fell back, her body reacting before she could stop it—her thighs falling open, her hips arching to meet their touch. "God—" she gasped, the words already dying on her lips. "G-God, p-please—"

"Please what?" Richard asked, his voice low and commanding. "Please make you come? Please make you beg? Please make you take us deeper?"

"Yes," Lena breathed, her body trembling with anticipation. "All of it. Please."

"Beg for it," Derek growled, his fingers pressing against her clit, his thumb circling her entrance. "Beg for us to make you come."

Lena’s mind went blank, her body taking over. "Please," she whispered, her voice hoarse with need. "Please make me come. Please let me feel you inside me. Please—"

Her plea was cut short as Richard’s fingers pushed deeper, his thumb pressing harder against her clit, and Derek’s free hand found her breast, his fingers pinching her nipple. The combined sensations were overwhelming, and Lena’s body convulsed, an orgasm tearing through her with shocking intensity. Her back arched off the bed, her mouth opening in a silent scream as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending.

Richard pulled back slowly, watching her as she rode out the waves of her climax. "Good girl," he murmured, his fingers trailing through her wetness, her body still trembling from the pleasure. "Now. Go get dressed. We’ve got a day ahead of us."

Lena blinked, her vision still clearing as she met his gaze. "A day?"

"Yes." Derek stood, his cock now fully erect, its head flushed with arousal. "A day where you’re going to earn your collar."

Lena shivered, her body already responding to the promise in his words. She climbed out of bed, her limbs unsteady, her gaze falling to the floor—where the collar lay, discarded after their last bout.

"Leave it," Richard murmured, his voice a dark velvet. "For now."

Lena’s fingers itched to reach for it, but she obeyed—she always obeyed—and headed for the bathroom.

The water was still cold as she stood under the showerhead, her fingers tracing the curve of her breasts, the dip of her waist. She could feel them—the way they had fucked her, the way they had owned her. The way Richard’s fingers had pushed inside her, the way Derek’s teeth had sunk into her collarbone. The memory of their hands on her body, their voices in her ears, their cocks deep inside her, sent fresh waves of arousal coursing through her veins.

She reached for the collar in the bottom drawer of her dresser, her fingers closing around it. It was heavy, cold, and solid—a perfect symbol of her submission to them. As she buckled it around her neck, she felt a sense of rightness settle over her, a feeling of belonging that she hadn’t known before them.

"I’ll show you," she whispered, her voice already hoarse with need and anticipation. "I’ll show you how much I belong to you."

"Good girl," Richard’s voice slithered against her ear, hot breath fanning across her skin, making her jump. She hadn’t heard him approach. "Now. Get to the warehouse. Slowly."

Lena obeyed, her fingers clenching around the collar as she closed the door behind her.

---

The warehouse was a cavernous space below the penthouse, the air thick with the scent of leather, latex, and something darker—something that made Lena’s pulse race. The smells were familiar, each one bringing a specific memory to the forefront of her mind.

The scent of leather—she remembered the first time Richard had strapped her to the chair, the way the cold buckles had dug into her wrists, the way her helplessness had made her body burn with need. The smell of latex—it reminded her of the first time Derek had used a strap-on on her, the way the shiny material had looked obscene against her pale skin, the way the fake cock had felt so much larger than Richard’s or Derek’s real ones, stretching her to her limits and beyond.

The third scent—she couldn’t place it, but it made her heart pound against her ribs. It was something chemical, something that suggested new toys, clean lubricants, and the possibility of being used in ways she hadn’t yet experienced.

The chair was waiting for her, strapped to the center of the room, the high back a mockery of her submission. She knew what this meant. She had learned it here, the first time Derek had brought her down, the first time he had shown her what it meant to be his.

Now, she approached it, her fingers tracing the soft leather of the restraints, feeling the imprints of her own body from the last time she had been here. She remembered the way they had stretched her, the way they had made her take them both at once, the way she had screamed their names until her throat was raw.

She sat down in the chair, her hands reaching automatically for the restraints at her wrists. She buckled them, the familiar click sending a shiver down her spine. Then she buckled the ones at her ankles, feeling the leather tighten around her skin, holding her in place.

She knew what was coming next. She had been here before, with them. But today was different. Today, she was alone. Well, not alone—she could feel their presence in the room, in the air, in the very scent of the warehouse. They were watching her, she knew it, even though they weren’t physically there. They were always watching.

"Our little slut is ready to play," Richard’s voice echoed in her mind, and Lena shivered, her nipples hardening beneath her blouse. She could almost feel his fingers on her, tracing the curve of her waist, the soft skin of her inner thighs.

Derek’s voice followed, deeper, rougher, more commanding. "She needs to be reminded who owns her. Who decides when she comes, when she begs, when she takes more than she thinks she can handle."

Lena’s body reacted to their imagined voices, her pussy growing wet, her hips squirming against the cool leather of the chair. She could feel the collar around her neck, heavy and warm, a constant reminder of her place, of her submission to them.

She reached for the controls on the armrest, the ones that adjusted the chair’s position. With a push of a button, the seat tilted back, spreading her legs wider, making her feel more exposed, more vulnerable. With another push, the restraints tightened slightly, holding her more firmly in place.

"Good girl," Richard’s voice seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at once. "You remember how this works."

Derek’s voice was gruffer, more demanding. "Don’t you? Don’t you remember how to please us?"

"Yes," Lena breathed, her voice barely a whisper. "I remember."

And she did. She remembered everything—the way they had used her, the way they had made her take them both, the way they had made her come until she was too exhausted to do anything but lie there, a boneless, sated mess. She remembered the way they had talked to her, the filthy words they had whispered in her ear, the way they had treated her like a possession, their property to do with as they pleased.

She reached for the next set of controls, the ones that would bring the toys into play. She hesitated for a moment, remembering the last time she had been here, the way they had strapped her to the chair and made her take them both, the way they had made her scream their names.

A small screen on the armrest lit up, displaying a menu of options. Lena’s fingers hovered over the selections—vibrators, dildos, paddles, plugs. She knew what each one was, knew what it would feel like to have it inside her, on her, making her come, making her hurt, making her feel like nothing but their good little slut.

She selected a vibrator, a powerful one that would make her come in seconds. As it hummed to life, she guided it to her clit, gasping at the sudden, intense sensation. She remembered the last time they had used this on her, the way Richard had held her hips down while Derek had fucked her ass, the way they had worked her until she was a writhing, screaming mess, her body taking pleasure from both of them at once.

"Does that feel good, Lena?" Richard’s voice was a low growl in her ear, even though she was alone. "Does that feel like ours?"

"Yes," she gasped, her hips bucking against the vibrator. "It feels like yours."

"Good girl," Derek’s voice was rougher, more demanding. "Now, make yourself come. Give us what we want."

Lena obeyed, her fingers working the vibrator faster, her hips grinding against the chair, her body quickly building toward the edge. She remembered the way they had watched her, the way their eyes had burned into her skin, the way they had encouraged her to take more, to feel more, to be more for them.

"Come for us, Lena," Richard’s voice was a command. "Come like our good little slut."

Lena’s body obeyed, the orgasm tearing through her with surprising force. She screamed their names, her body bucking against the restraints, her pussy clenching around nothing, wishing it were one of them, or both of them, filling her, stretching her, making her theirs completely.

As the tremors subsided, Lena looked around the warehouse, her eyes landing on a new addition to the collection—the strap-on they had used on her last time she was here. It was larger than the one they had used, thicker, with more realistic veining. Lena’s pussy clenched at the sight of it, her body already craving the feeling of being stretched, of being used, of being taken by them, even if they weren’t physically here.

She watched on the screen as the strap-on approached, the harness around its base suggesting it could be worn by someone just as easily as it could be used on her. Lena’s mind raced with possibilities—could she use it on herself? Or was she meant to be used by it? The uncertainty was thrilling, the anticipation making her pussy even wetter than before.

"Don't be afraid, little slut," Derek’s voice was a low rumble. "You know what to do."

Lena nodded, her fingers trembling as she reached for the harness. She slid it on, the cool leather and straps fitting snugly against her body. The dildo pressed against her stomach, a foreign sensation that was both strange and exciting. She looked down at herself, at the cock now attached to her body, and felt a surge of power, followed quickly by a wave of submission. She was wearing their tool, their instrument of pleasure and pain, and she knew exactly what they would expect of her.

"Make yourself come," Richard’s voice was a command. "Use it like we would use it on you."

Lena hesitated for only a moment before turning around and bending over the arm of the chair. The dildo pressed against her pussy, and she gasped at the sensation, the foreign feeling of having something so large at her entrance. She had taken them both before, but this was different—this was her doing it to herself, with the knowledge that they were watching, that they would approve.

She pushed forward, her body resisting at first before giving way, the dildo sliding deep inside her. Lena moaned, the sensation overwhelming, the feeling of being filled so completely sending waves of pleasure through her. She remembered the way they had taken her, the way Richard had held her hips down while Derek had fucked her ass, the way they had worked her until she was a writhing, screaming mess.

"Fuck, yes," Derek’s voice was rough with approval. "Take it deep, Lena. Take it like our good little slut."

Lena obeyed, her hips grinding against the chair, her body taking the dildo deeper, the sensation building with each thrust. She remembered the way they had talked to her, the filthy words they had whispered in her ear, the way they had made her feel like nothing but their possession.

"Good girl," Richard’s voice was a low growl. "That’s what we like to see. That’s what we need from you."

Lena’s body responded, her pussy clenching around the dildo, her hips moving faster, her breaths coming in ragged gasps. She could feel the orgasm building, the pressure mounting until she couldn’t take any more.

"Come for us, Lena," Richard’s voice was a command. "Come like our good little slut."

Lena’s body obeyed, the orgasm tearing through her with surprising force. She screamed their names, her body bucking against the chair, her pussy clenching around the dildo, the sensation so intense it was almost painful. She collapsed forward, the dildo still inside her, her body trembling with the aftermath of pleasure.

As she lay there, spent and sated, Lena looked up at the screen, wondering what they would say next, what they would ask of her next. She was theirs, completely and utterly, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


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!

cover.jpeg
LENA‘MARKS

e
]

PENTHOUSEJPET
MADE FOR PLAY





