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Chapter 1

The elevator doors parted with a silent whisper, revealing the forty-first floor—a space so opulent it felt like stepping into the lair of a king. The air was thick with the scent of aged mahogany, polished marble, and something darker—something *male*, musky, and intoxicating. Mira adjusted the strap of her portfolio bag, her pulse quickening as she stepped forward. This wasn't just another corporate office. The moment she crossed the threshold, she knew. The floor was a symphony of power—sleek black desks arranged in precise rows, each one occupied by men and women who moved with the quiet confidence of those who knew their place in the world. Mirrors, framed in deep burgundy velvet, hung above every workstation, reflecting the space in a way that made Mira feel both exposed and *watched*. The polished marble floor reflected the ceiling lights, creating an endless expanse of black and silver that seemed to swallow her whole. Tall potted palms in ornate brass planters added touches of greenery, but they couldn't soften the predatory atmosphere that hung in the air. And then there was *him*. Damian Blackwood. He stood at the center of it all, perched on the edge of his desk like a predator surveying his domain. His suit was tailored to perfection, the fabric of his charcoal gray jacket clinging to his broad shoulders, the fabric of his tie—deep burgundy, matching the velvet frames—a little loose, the top two buttons of his crisp white shirt undone just enough to hint at the dark chest hair beneath. His dark hair was slightly tousled, as if he'd run his fingers through it in agitation—or perhaps in anticipation. When his gaze locked onto hers, Mira's breath hitched. His smile was slow, deliberate, the kind that promised secrets and sin. "Mira," he drawled, his voice smooth as whiskey over ice. "So glad you made it." She swallowed, nodding, and stepped forward, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The sound echoed, sharp and deliberate, as if announcing her arrival to the entire floor. The click-click of her heels seemed to punctuate the silence, each step bringing her closer to the man who was watching her with an intensity that made her stomach flutter. Damian stood, rounding his desk with the predatory grace of a man who knew exactly what he wanted. His presence was overwhelming—heat radiating off him in waves, the kind of dominance that didn't need words. He stopped in front of her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his body, the faint scent of his cologne—something dark, spiced, and dangerously addictive, with notes of sandalwood and something wild she couldn't name. His eyes, dark as midnight, swept over her with deliberate slowness, taking in every detail of her appearance—the way her navy blazer highlighted her curves, the modest length of her pencil skirt that still managed to look provocative, the neat bun at the nape of her neck that seemed to scream for his fingers to undo it. "Take a seat," he commanded, gesturing to the plush leather chair in front of his desk. Mira obeyed, sinking into the seat, her legs automatically parting just slightly as she settled. The position was innocent enough, but the way Damian's eyes flickered down to her thighs made her skin prickle with awareness. The leather beneath her was cool against her bare legs, and she resisted the urge to shift, to adjust to the unfamiliar sensation. Damian crouched in front of her, his fingers brushing the hem of her skirt—just a light, teasing touch that sent a jolt of electricity up her spine. "Sign here, please," he murmured, his voice a velvet threat, his eyes never leaving hers. A contract lay on the desk, thick and imposing, the pages filled with legal jargon. But the last few lines stood out in bold, unmistakable ink: **“Free Use Clause (FUC):** *The signee shall be at the disposal of Damian Blackwood, Esq., for any and all personal services, including but not limited to sexual acts, as required by the employer. Failure to comply shall result in termination of employment.*" Mira's eyes widened slightly as she took in the words, her fingers hovering over the document. Her heartbeat quickened, a mixture of fear and excitement warring within her chest. Seven years ago, she'd been a wide-eyed graduate, eager to make her mark in the world of corporate law. Now, here she was, considering a contract that would make her little more than a plaything for the powerful man before her. "Non-negotiable," Damian murmured, his voice smooth, his dark eyes holding hers captive. "The position comes with certain... requirements." His fingers traced a pattern on her knee, a light caress that sent shivers through her body. "I run a tight ship, Mira. My employees need to be... adaptable." His lips curved into a smirk, and for a moment, his gaze flicked down to the deep V of her blouse, where the lace of her bra was barely visible. "This is the level of commitment I expect." Mira's fingers trembled as she reached for the pen, the weight of Damian's gaze making her skin burn. She didn't fully understand what she was signing. She didn't even know she was signing. But the weight of Damian's gaze, the way his fingers still rested against her knee—it was intoxicating, a mixture of power and vulnerability that made her head spin. "Do you understand what you're signing?" he asked, his voice low, his breath warm against her skin. She swallowed, nodding, her throat dry. "I... I understand," she managed to whisper. Damian straightened, his smirk sharp. "We'll start with a little test," he said, his voice dripping with amusement. "See how well you follow instructions." Across the room, a shadow shifted. Victor Laurent. Tall, broad-shouldered, his dark hair cropped short, his presence just as commanding as Damian's. He stood near the mirrored wall, arms crossed, his gaze locked onto Mira with an intensity that made her stomach clench. His eyes, a startling blue, seemed to pierce right through her, as if he could see every secret desire she'd ever had. Victor Laurent was Damian's second-in-command, a man known for his ruthless efficiency and his penchant for... experimentation. The rumor mill said he was as dangerous as he was handsome, and as Mira watched him approach, she knew the rumors were true. "Mira," Victor said, his voice smooth, almost amused. "I've heard you're *very* adaptable." Damian's eyes flickered toward him, a silent exchange passing between them. Then Damian turned back to Mira, his voice dropping to a growl. "Strip." The word hit her like a physical force. Mira's fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants. Her cheeks flamed with embarrassment, but beneath that, a thrill of excitement coursed through her veins. The men watched—Damian's expression hungry, Victor's smirk slow, predatory. "That's a good girl," Victor murmured, his voice low, encouraging. Mira's fingers shook as she undid the final button, sliding the blouse from her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor. She could feel their eyes on her, tracing the curves of her body, the swell of her breasts beneath her lace bra, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. She took a steadying breath, her fingers moving to the zipper of her skirt. With a slow sigh of fabric, she let it fall to her feet, leaving her standing in her matching set of navy lace underwear—a bra that lifted her breasts, a pair of panties that left little to the imagination. "Come here," Damian commanded, his voice low and rough. Mira stepped closer, her body trembling with anticipation. He reached out, his fingers tracing the edge of her panties, the touch light but electric. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear. "You're already wet for us, aren't you?" he whispered, his voice a promise of pleasures to come. Mira bit her lip, nodding. "I... I don't know why," she admitted, her voice barely a whisper. Victor chuckled, low and dark, moving to stand behind her. "It's because you're a good girl," he murmured, his fingers brushing her bare arm. "And good girls get rewarded." Damian's hand moved to the clasp of her bra, his fingers deftly undoing it. The lace fell away, revealing her breasts to their hungry gazes. Her nipples, already hardened into tight peaks, seemed to beg for their touch. "Do you want us to touch you, Mira?" Damian asked, his voice a velvet caress. "Do you want us to show you what happens to good girls who follow orders?" Mira nodded, her body aching with need. "Yes," she breathed. "Please." "Bend over the desk," Damian ordered, his voice dropping to a growl that sent a shiver down her spine. She hesitated, glancing between them—Damian's smirk cruel, Victor's gaze dark with promise. "Do it," Damian growled, his patience wearing thin. Mira obeyed, pressing her palms against the cool wood of the desk, her back arching, her ass presented to them in a way that was both humiliating and exhilarating. The position was classic, submissive, yet it made her feel powerful in her own way, a willing participant in their game. The cool wood against her palms and the arch of her back made her feel exposed, vulnerable, and yet—*God*, it made her wet. More than she already was. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she waited, her breath coming in quick, shallow pants. Victor stepped closer, his fingers trailing down her back before settling on her hips, his touch warm and firm. "Open wider," he murmured, his voice low and hypnotic. "Let us see that perfect little cunt." Mira shivered, her thighs falling apart, her fingers gripping the edge of the desk. She could feel their eyes on her, tracing the curve of her ass, the bare skin of her thighs, the damp fabric of her panties clinging to her. She was already dripping, the heat between her legs growing with every command, every touch, every word. Victor chuckled, low and dark. "She's so eager," he murmured to Damian. "Isn't she?" "She will be," Damian replied, his voice a velvet promise. "Or I'll make her be." Victor's fingers traced the edge of her panties, the touch feather-light, making her arch her back further, pressing her ass toward him. "Good?" Victor asked, his voice barely a whisper, his lips close to her ear. Mira nodded, her body trembling. "Words, Mira," Damian commanded, his voice stern. "We need *words*." "*Yes*," she moaned, her voice raw with need. "*Please, let me be a good girl.*" Damian's smirk deepened, his hands coming up to grip her hips. The feel of his strong hands on her bare skin was electric, making her gasp. "Then you'll *make* us happy," he growled, his thumbs tracing patterns on her hips that made her body ache with anticipation. The game had begun.




Chapter 2

The conference room door creaked shut behind her with deliberate slowness, the sound swallowed by the hum of the city outside, the distant pulse of traffic and laughter from other floors. Mira wiped her palms on the skirt Damian had forced her into, the fabric slick with the sweat that had begun to bead at her temples the moment she left his office. The skirt was shorter than what she normally wore, the hem line dipping precariously close to where her thighs met. She’d played the part of the eager intern so flawlessly, she almost believed it herself—until his fingers had brushed the inside of her thigh, lingering like a question he knew she couldn’t answer in his office. The lingering touch had sent a jolt through her body, her nerves making her movement stiff as she walked to Victor’s office now.

*Victor knew.*

And now they were in his territory.

Unlike Damian’s sprawling war room filled with data screens and team members, Victor’s space was intimate, suffocating. The long table between them could barely hold the weight of his presence—two high-backed chairs at the head, the rest empty, deliberately so. The walls were lined with deep red leather, the low, slanted lighting casting shadows that made every corner feel like a confession booth. A single, wide screen dominated the opposite wall, displaying nothing but a flickering, indistinct feed of Mira’s face from the moment she stepped into the elevator downtown. Her cheeks had flushed at the sight of the camera, but she’d done nothing to hide her growing wetness when Damian’s hand had rested on her knee in his office. She’d shifted in her seat, trying to press her thighs together, and Damian had noticed the movement, a slow grin spreading across his face.

Victor watched her from the edge of the table, his posture relaxed but the air around him anything but. He sipped coffee from a black, enamel mug—rarely had she seen him without one—and the steam curled between them, thick with the scent of roasted beans and something else: the bitter tang of restraint. His dark eyes followed her every movement, taking in the way her chest rose and fell with each nervous breath, the slight tremor in her fingers as she adjusted her torn blouse edges.

“You’re trembling,” he observed, his voice smooth, almost indulgent.

Mira’s throat locked. She had already kneeling for Damian, her body draped over his desk like an offering, her pussy swollen with Victor’s lingering gaze across the room. But this—this private, this controlled—it was worse. Better. Her mind flashed back to the moment in Damian’s office when she’d been on her knees, his cock thick in her mouth, her eyes meeting Victor’s through the glass partition. The way Victor had touched himself then, the way his fingers had stroked his own length while watching her, made her body ache with anticipation now.

“Do you know why we brought you here?” he asked, setting his mug down with a deliberate click. His hand slid around the back of his chair, fingers tapping against the wood—a rhythm that told her he was *practicing* patience, though his eyes gave away the hunger beneath that calm exterior.

She swallowed. The contract said *anything*. No limits. No boundaries. But did that mean *together*? The question lingered in the air between them, heavy with possibility.

His smile was slow, a razor’s edge. “Because Damian is… *generous*.” A pause. The way his mouth twisted suggested the word was heavy with irony. “But you? You’re mine.”

She should have denied it. Should have scoffed, clung to the fiction of her eager internship, of her compliance to Damian’s commands. But the truth was already humming through her veins, the way Damian’s fingers had tightened in her hair when she took him into her mouth, the unspoken challenge in Victor’s gaze when he’d murmured about her *perfect little cunt* in Damian’s office. Damian had given her to Victor in that single, possessive look, and now Victor was *going to use her* in ways she’d only imagined.

Damian had given her to Victor in that single, possessive look.

And Victor was *going to use her*.

His boots hit the floor with quiet precision as he stood, the leather gleaming under the dim light. He stepped forward, each stride slow, deliberate, his tuxedo immaculate in the way every inch of him always was—a man who didn’t accept sloppiness in his professional life, nor would he tolerate it in his personal one. The way his tie was slightly loose, the top button of his crisp white shirt undone, was the only sign that this was anything but business. That small vulnerability made him more intimidating, somehow, as if he’d shed his professional persona to reveal something darker beneath.

“You’re going to learn something about *pleasing*,” he said, his voice a whisper that sent Mira’s heart hammering against her ribs. His fingers brushed the nape of her neck, a touch so light it might have been accidental. But the way his pupils darkened told her otherwise. That simple touch sent a wave of heat through her body, her nipples hardening beneath the torn fabric of her blouse.

Mira’s breath came faster, every nerve in her body alive for him. She remembered how he’d looked at her in Damian’s office, the hunger in his eyes, the way his fingers had traced the curve of her ass through her skirt, the possessive grip that had made her knees weak.

“First, you’ll show me how well you obey *alone*.”

Before she could protest, he gripped the fabric between her breasts and **yanked**. The lace hem of her blouse gave way in a single, sharp tear, the flimsy material splitting down the middle with a satisfying rip. The cups fell away in a sudden release of tension, her breasts exposed—full, swollen, the nipples already hard peaks begging for attention. They were perfectly round and heavy, the areolas a darker shade of pink that seemed to deepen with each ragged breath she took. Her stomach trembled visibly, a soft, concave curve leading down to where his fingers might trace next.

Victor’s eyes raked over her, his smirk approving. “Flawless body. I’m impressed.”

Mira’s fingers twitched toward the torn fabric, but his hand moved in an instant, pressing against her sternum. “Don’t,” he warned, the command sending a pulse of heat between her legs. She froze, thighs pressing together beneath the skirt, the wetness already betraying her. She remembered how Victor had watched her in Damian’s office, how his fingers had stroked his own cock while she’d taken Damian deep in her throat, the way his eyes had never left her face even as his hand moved with practiced strokes.

Victor’s other hand wrapped around the back of her neck, fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. He **squeezed**, not enough to be painful, but enough to make her body respond—her pussy clenching in anticipation. His thumb pressed against the pulse point in her neck, feeling the frantic rhythm of her heart.

“You won’t need *touching* for a while,” he murmured, lips dangerously close to hers. “You’ll just need to *watch*.”

He pushed her away—not forcefully, but with an insistent pressure that made her stumble back into the wall. His hand slid to her throat, **fingers tightening** just enough to make her head spin, the world narrowing to the way his thumb traced the edge of her pulse. She could feel the calluses on his fingers, the strength in his grip, the way he could so easily control her breathing, her movements, her very being.

“Look,” he ordered.

The camera mounted on the wall swung toward her, its red lens glowing like an evil eye. The feed on the screen was too blurry to make out, but Victor’s smirk told her it was *focused* on them, on *her*. The way his fingers flexed against her jaw told her *Damian was watching this as well*, perhaps even touching himself again as he had in his office. The thought made her thighs fall open slightly, her skirt riding up, revealing her **bare, slick cunt**. The silence in the room was a living thing, broken only by her ragged panting.

Victor’s gaze dropped between her legs, his smirk deepening. “Perfect.” His hand slid lower, **calloused fingers dragging against the sensitive skin** of her inner thigh. The light touch sent sparks through her nerves, reminding her of how he’d touched her in Damian’s office, how his fingers had traced patterns on her skin that had made her squirm with anticipation. “Now, I want you to *touch yourself*.”

She froze. How could she—with the camera, with *Damian*—?

His fingers **speared through her hair**, yanking her head back so hard she gasped. “I didn’t say *ask*.”

The wall behind her was cold. Unyielding. Her back arched against it as she reached down, her hands moving with clumsy need between her legs. Victor’s fingers, still tangled in her hair, **guided her**—pushing her head back harder when she hesitated, **forcing her to look at the screen** as her fingers parted her folds. She could see the blurred image of herself, her lips parted, her eyes half-closed with pleasure even as she hesitated.

He groaned, low and dark, when she found her clit, **circling it** with a whimper. “That’s it. *Play* with that pretty pussy like you know it’s going to be mine.”

The words alone were enough to make her gasp, a rush of heat flooding her already swollen cunt. Her thighs quivered against the edge of the table, the wood biting into her palms as she worked herself shamelessly over her own fingers. She remembered how Victor had looked at her in Damian’s office, the way his eyes had followed every movement of her lips around Damian’s cock, the way his own fingers had stroked faster and faster as she’d deep-throated her boss.

Victor’s breathing turned ragged. “You’re *such a good girl*, aren’t you?” His fingers **tracing her jaw**, dipping lower to **brush her throat**, her neck. “But you’re not *here* for yourself.”

She moaned, her hips thrusting against her own hand, her pussy throbbing with need. *How could they watch her like this? How could she kneel for Damian and still want Victor’s fingers inside her?*

His voice dropped, the growl sending a shiver down her spine. “You’re here for me.”

His hand pressed against her lower back, **forcing her forward** so she collapsed against the table, her breasts crushed against the cool wood, her fingers still working furiously over her clit. But the angle changed, her body now bent over in a way that left her ass exposed, her wetness spilling over her fingertips and dripping onto the polished surface below. The position made her feel vulnerable, on display, exactly as Victor wanted her.

Victor’s hand came down on her bare ass with a **sharp slap**, making her gasp, her fingers stumbling over her own folds. His palm **followed the sting**, kneading, **teasing her** with the promise of more. The skin tingled where he’d struck, heat spreading from the point of impact. She remembered how he’d spanked her in Damian’s office, the sharp crack of his hand on her flesh, the sting that had somehow translated into pleasure.

“That’s it,” he praised, the sound rough, commanding. “**Let me see you come.**”

She moaned helplessly, her body already teetering on the edge. Victor’s fingers gripped the back of her neck, **pushing her down** again as she whimpered, her pussy spasming with the first wave of her orgasm. She could feel the wetness spreading, her fingers coated in her own arousal, the table beneath her growing slick with her need.

“You’re *still* not a good girl,” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear as her body trembled around her own touch. His fingers **flicked against her clit**, making her scream, the pleasure too much, too fast, her orgasm **crashing over her** in a sudden, wet rush. The sound of her own cries filled the room, mingling with Victor’s dark chuckle.

He allowed her a moment—just enough to catch her breath before his fingers **yanked her hair again**, **forcing her back up**. Mira gasped, her cunt still throbbing, her fingers coated in her own slick. The fabric of her skirt was damp where it brushed against her sensitive skin.

Victor’s grin was wicked. “**Now**,” he said, **pulling her back by the skirt** so fast she stumbled. The torn blouse hung off her shoulders, the straps slack. He **spun her around**, shoving her back into the wall again, his hands now gripping her hips. The sudden movement made her head spin, her body still buzzing with the aftermath of her orgasm.

“You’re going to scream again,” he promised, **tearing the ruined fabric away** in one brutal motion. The sound of ripping fabric was loud in the quiet room. “But this time, it won’t be from pleasure.”

His fingers dug into her flesh, **palms pressing her back against the wall** as he **pushed her down**. Mira gasped, her hands flailing for purchase on the polished wood of the conference table. The edge bit into her knees, the cool surface a contrast to the wetness already gathering beneath her. She was bent over, her ass in the air, completely exposed to Victor’s gaze and whatever he had planned next. The position left her feeling vulnerable and excited in equal measure.

“You’re going to *hate* this,” he murmured, his hand sliding between her legs. His fingers **wove through her slick folds**, **testing her** with a roughness she hadn’t felt before—not from Damian, not from *anyone.* The sudden intrusion made her gasp, her body adjusting to his touch.

She froze, her breath catching.

Victor **chuckled darkly**, the sound vibrating through her. “Your pussy knows *exactly* what I meant.”

His fingers **brushed her entrance**, just a whisper, but enough to make her gasp. He **spread her open**, **two fingers pressing inside** with the kind of force that made her eyes water. The stretch was sudden, brutal, and her body **protested in a whimper** that was half pleasure, half pain. She remembered how Victor had taken her in Damian’s office, how his fingers had entered her while Damian watched, the way she’d felt so full, so completely possessed.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, **fingers curling deeper**. “**Take it.**”

His other hand **wrapped around her throat**, **palms pressing in** just enough to make her eyes flutter. The fingers inside her **twisted**, **finding that perfect, forbidden spot**, and his thumb **rubbed her clit** in rough, deliberate circles. The dual sensations overwhelmed her senses—his fingers inside her, his thumb on her clit, his hand controlling her breathing.

Mira’s cries were **muffled by the wall**, her body **arching against him**, her fingers **clutching his thigh**. She was dizzy with the way he **used her**, every touch a lesson in **obedience**, every command a reminder that he was the one in control. She thought of how Damian had watched in his office, how Victor had met his eyes across the room while his fingers had been inside her, the unspoken communication between them, the shared ownership of her body.

Victor’s laughter was **raw, triumphant**. “You’re *screaming* for me, aren’t you?”

She choked out a nod, her body **clenching around his fingers**, another wave of her orgasm **tearing through her**.

“**Words**,” he growled, **fingers tightening** inside her, **his thumb pressing harder**.

“*Y—yes!*”

His lips curved against her sweaty back. “Good answer.”

She collapsed against his fingers as her orgasm **flooded her**, the pleasure so intense it was almost pain. Victor **kept her there**, her body trembling, her pussy **clutching at him like her own hands might clutch at the air** begging for more. He didn’t remove his fingers, didn’t lessen the pressure, simply held her there in that moment of blissful agony.

Finally, he pulled his fingers out, **leaving her gasping, empty, still trembling** from her own obedience. The sudden absence of his touch made her feel strangely empty, her body craving more of his attention. She could feel his fingers, glistening with her arousal, and the thought of what was to come made her shiver.

“There,” he murmured, **brushing a stray curl from her forehead**. “That’s how we start.”

Mira shuddered as he **tugged the skirt from her hips**, **dropping it in a puddle at her feet**. She was naked for him, her blouse hanging uselessly against her shoulders, her body **used**—and yet, he wasn’t done. The feed on the screen **shifted**, zooming in closer, the lens now **trained on her slick, exposed pussy** like a gun sight. Victor’s smirk told her *Damian was watching*, perhaps even touching himself as he had in his office, a silent observer of their private performance.

“**Now**,” he said, **pulling her up by the arms**, “**see what you’ve really gotten yourself into**.”




Chapter 3

The penthouse was a **sanctuary of sin**, the kind of place where the air itself seemed to **thrum with anticipation**. Mira stood in the center of it all, the remnants of her **torn blouse** clinging to her skin like a second layer of vulnerability. The scent of **whiskey and leather** hung thick in the air, the kind of atmosphere that made her **pulse flutter in her throat**, her **breath shallow**, her **body already betraying her** before she could even think.

Victor had her by the wrist before she could take another breath, his grip **firm but not cruel**, his **fingers curling around her skin** like a promise. The way his **thumb brushed the inside of her wrist** sent a jolt of electricity up her arm, her **body already aching** from the way he’d used her in the conference room. She could still feel the **ghost of his fingers inside her**, the way they’d **stretched her**, **filled her**—and the way Damian had **watched**.

The bed was a **monstrous thing**, **black silk sheets** stretched taut over the frame, the pillows arranged in a way that suggested **ritual**. Victor guided her forward, his **hand pressing between her shoulder blades**, **forcing her down**. The mattress was cool beneath her knees, the texture of the sheets **smooth against her skin** as she crawled onto the center, her **back arching** in anticipation.

Damian stood in the doorway, his **cock already thick and heavy** beneath the fabric of his suit, his **eyes burning** as they raked over her. The way his **fingers flexed** at his sides told her he was **restraining himself**, and that only made her **pussy throb** with need.

Victor knelt behind her, his **breath hot against her neck**, his **hands sliding up her thighs**, **peeling the panties from her body** in a single, rough motion. The cool air hit her **slick, exposed cunt**, making her **gasps** echo through the penthouse.

“Look at you,” Victor murmured, his **fingers spreading her open**, **exposing her to the air**, to the **hungry gaze of the room**. “**So wet** for us.”

Mira’s **cheeks burned**, but she didn’t look away. She couldn’t. Not when Damian’s **cock pulsed** in his hand, the **veins standing out**, the **tip already glistening** with precome.

Victor’s **fingers slid inside her**, **two at first**, then **three**, **stretching her** in a way that made her **gasps** echo through the penthouse. Damian’s **hand fisted around his cock**, **stroking himself** with slow, deliberate movements, his **eyes never leaving her**.

“You like that?” Victor asked, his **voice a dark purr**. “**You like being used**?”

Mira moaned, her **body arching**, her **fingers curling against the silk ties**. “**Yes**,” she gasped, her **voice hoarse**, **desperate**. “**Please—**”

Victor **pulled his fingers out**, leaving her **empty**, **aching**. “**Please what?**”

She whimpered, her **body betraying her**, her **pussy throbbing** with need. “**More**.”

Damian’s **smirk was wicked**. “**Good girl**.”

Victor **spanked her**, the sound **sharp**, **echoing** through the room. Mira **cried out**, her **body jumping**, but the sting only **heightened the pleasure**, her **pussy flooding** with fresh wetness.

“You’re **such a slut**,” Victor growled, his **fingers digging into her hips**, **forcing her onto her hands and knees**. “**A little whore** for two men.”

Mira’s **breath came in ragged gasps**, her **body trembling** with need. Damian **stepped forward**, his **cock in his hand**, **sliding against her lips** with a **rough, possessive grip**.

“Open,” he commanded, his **voice leaving no room for argument**.

Mira **obeyed**, her **lips parting**, her **tongue flicking out** to **tease the tip**. Damian’s **fingers tangled in her hair**, **forcing her down**, **filling her mouth** with his **thick, heavy cock**.

Victor **chuckled**, his **fingers brushing her clit**, **circling**, **teasing**. “**Such a good little cocksucker**.”

Mira moaned around Damian’s length, her **body trembling** as Victor’s **fingers worked her into a frenzy**. She could feel the **heat** of Damian’s gaze, the way his **fingers tightened** in her hair, the way his **cock pulsed** against her tongue.

“You’re **going to take us both**,” Damian **growled**, his **voice rough with lust**. “**Together.**”

Victor’s **fingers slid inside her**, **preparing her**, **stretching her** for what was to come. Mira’s **pussy clenched**, her **body aching** with need, her **breath coming in sharp gasps** as she **took Damian deeper**, her **throat opening** for him, her **body trembling** with anticipation.

Victor **pushed her forward**, his **cock sliding against her slick folds**, **teasing her entrance**. “**You’re going to be a good girl**,” he murmured, his **voice dark with promise**. “**And you’re going to take us both.**”

Mira’s **pussy clenched**, her **body aching** with need. She could feel the **heat** of Victor’s cock, the way his **fingers dug into her hips**, the way his **breath was hot against her neck**.

Damian **pulled out**, his **cock glistening** with her saliva. “**On your back**.”

Mira **obeyed**, her **body trembling** as she **rolled onto her back**, her **arms still tied above her head**. Victor **knelt between her legs**, his **cock sliding against her entrance**, **teasing her**, **tormenting her**.

Victor’s cock was impressive—thick and veined, glistening with the precome that matched the glistening wetness between her thighs. She watched as he stroked himself, his fingers wrapping around his shaft with practiced ease, his thumb swiping across the head to spread the moisture.

“I’m going to fill you up,” Victor promised, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her chest. “Make you feel every inch of me.”

Mira’s pussy clenched at his words, her breath hitching as she imagined him sliding inside her, stretching her to her limits. The anticipation was almost unbearable, a delicious torture that made her squirm against the silk sheets beneath her.

Damian knelt beside her, his own cock at attention, his hand still moving slowly up and down his shaft. His eyes were dark with desire, fixed on her exposed body. “You look so beautiful like this,” he murmured, reaching out to trail his free hand along her thigh. “So ready for us.”

Mira moaned at his touch, her body arching toward him. The dual sensation of Victor’s eyes on her and Damian’s hand on her skin was almost overwhelming, a cocktail of pleasure that made her head spin.

Victor positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock brushing against her sensitive folds. “Ready for me?” he asked, his voice a dark whisper.

“Yes,” Mira gasped, her body trembling with need. “Please, Victor. I need you.”

“Good girl,” he murmured, pushing forward just slightly, stretching her opening. “Take me in.”

Mira felt him begin to enter her, the slow, deliberate stretch of her pussy accommodating his impressive size. She moaned, her body adjusting to the intrusion, the delicious fullness building with each inch he gave her.

“That’s it,” Victor groaned, his eyes closed in concentration as he buried himself deeper. “Take all of me.”

Mira’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as he filled her completely, his cock hitting a spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel every ridge, every vein of him as he began to move, slow and steady at first, building a rhythm that had her writhing beneath him.

Damian’s hand was still on her thigh, his thumb now brushing against her clit in time with Victor’s thrusts. “You feel so good around him,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “So tight. So wet.”

Mira could only moan in response, her body overwhelmed by the dual sensations. Victor’s cock filling her, stretching her, and Damian’s thumb working her clit, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.

Victor’s pace increased, his hips snapping forward with more force now, the sound of their bodies coming together filling the room. Mira’s moans grew louder, her body arching to meet each thrust, her fingers curling against the silk ties that bound her wrists.

“You’re going to come for us,” Damian commanded, his voice rough with need. “Come all over Victor’s cock.”

As if on command, Mira felt the orgasm building, a surge of pleasure that started in her clit and radiated outward. She cried out, her body convulsing as waves of ecstasy washed over her, her pussy clenching around Victor’s cock.

Victor groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release. “Fuck, Mira,” he growled. “You feel incredible.”

Damian’s hand on her thigh tightened, his thumb pressing harder against her sensitive clit, prolonging her orgasm until she was gasping for breath, her body trembling with the intensity of it.

Victor pulled out, his cock glistening with her juices, and Damian positioned himself at her entrance. “Now for me,” he murmured, pushing inside her in one smooth motion.

Mira’s breath caught at the new sensation, Damian’s cock feeling different from Victor’s—slightly thinner but longer, hitting a different spot inside her. He began to move, his hips rolling in a way that sent sparks of pleasure through her body.

Victor knelt beside her, his hand replacing Damian’s on her clit. “You like that?” he asked, his fingers moving in circles, building the pleasure again.

Mira could only nod, her body already sensitive from her previous orgasm, the sensations threatening to overwhelm her. Damian’s thrusts grew deeper, more insistent, his eyes locked on hers as he drove her toward another peak.

“Come for me,” he commanded, his voice rough with need. “Come all over my cock.”

Mira’s body responded to his words, the orgasm crashing over her with unexpected force. She cried out, her body convulsing as pleasure racked through her, her pussy clenching around Damian’s cock.

Damian groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his own release. “Fuck, Mira,” he growled. “You’re incredible.”

Victor’s fingers never stopped moving, drawing out her pleasure until she was a trembling, gasping mess beneath them, completely spent and utterly satisfied.




Chapter 4

The leash around Mira’s neck tightened just enough to remind her she wasn’t free anymore—not that she wanted to be. The soft silk fibers pressed into her skin with each breath, a constant, comforting sensation that spoke of ownership and surrender. She knelt on the black silk rug, her bare ass barely lifting from the cool surface, the temperature doing nothing to cool the inferno building between her thighs. The office door had been shut with a firm, definitive click, sealing them all inside Damian’s private domain, where the air was thick with the scent of cigar smoke mingling with Damian’s signature spiced cologne. It was a heady combination that seemed to wrap around her senses, preparing her for what was to come.

Victor positioned her with his usual military precision, adjusting her body until she was exactly where he wanted her. Her legs were spread wider than was comfortable, the leash pulling taut with each breath she took, her wet cunt already weeping with anticipation and dripping down the insides of her thighs in glistening streams. The humid warmth of her own arousal coated her skin, a physical manifestation of her submission that neither man could ignore. Damian stood behind her, his expensive Italian loafers tapping against the hardwood floor in a rhythmic pattern that seemed to count down the moments until he would claim her as his own.

“Look at you,” Damian murmured, his voice a low, velvety purr that sent shivers down her spine. His fingers, long and manicured, trailed leisurely down the length of her back, leaving a path of goosebumps in their wake. The sensation was electric, a jolt of pleasure that made her inner muscles clench involuntarily. “All tied up and ready.”

Mira’s pussy clenched in response to the dark amusement in his voice. She didn’t answer, couldn’t—not with Victor’s strong fingers still tangled in her hair, forcing her chin up at an uncomfortable angle. His free hand traced the delicate curve of her hip with feather-light touches that made her whimper softly. The contrast between the firm grip on her hair and the gentle caress of her hip sent conflicting signals to her nervous system, creating a delicious tension that left her breathless and aching for more.

“She won’t speak without permission,” Victor said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her body. “But she’ll listen.” His fingers twisted in the leash, yanking her forward with just enough force that her breasts pressed against the smooth, polished edge of Damian’s massive oak desk. The cool surface brushed against her already sensitive nipples, sending a shockwave of sensation through her body. She gasped, the sound catching in her throat as her pussy throbbed in response to the dual sensations of restraint and stimulation.

Damian’s large hand cupped her ass, his palm warm against her cool skin. His thumb pressed gently against the puckered hole of her back entrance, a place she hadn’t yet learned to submit to. Mira’s body stiffened instinctively, her breath hitching. It was territory unfamiliar and slightly frightening, yet the way his other hand slid between her legs, parting her swollen lips and finding her dripping slit, his fingers curling into her wet heat, said he wasn’t asking—he was taking.

“Relax,” he commanded, his voice a dark whisper against her ear that made her insides melt. “You’ll take me just fine.” His cock pressed against her ass, hot and demanding, already hardening further at the thought of what was to come. Victor’s fingers, meanwhile, dug into her hair, forcing her back as Damian lined himself up, the head of his impressive cock already pushing against her tight, virgin entrance.

Mira’s pussy pulsed in response, her inner walls clenching as if trying to pull him toward her, begging for his touch in their own silent language. Victor’s breath was hot against her neck, his fingernails scraping delicately across her skin as Damian began to push inside, his cock stretching her ass in a way that made her entire body tremble with the unfamiliar sensation. Her voice broke in a choked moan, a sound that seemed to hang in the air between them.

“Fuck,” Damian hissed, his cock sliding deeper, filling her completely in one slow, deliberate stroke. “You’re so tight.”

Victor’s fingers glided around her throat, testing the tension while his eyes burned with intensity as he watched Damian fuck her ass with those slow, deliberate strokes. “Scream for us,” he murmured, his voice a command that sent another wave of heat through her. “Beg for permission.”

Mira’s moans turned into a desperation that consumed her, her pussy aching with a need that couldn’t be voiced. As Damian began to pound into her with a rough, possessive rhythm, her body responded in waves of pleasure and pain that blurred together. “Please—” she gasped, her voice hoarse with need, her breath ragged and uneven. “Sir—”

Damian’s free hand fisted in her hair, pulling her back until she was stretched between them both, her body a taut line of submission. “Sir what?”

“Let me come—” she whimpered, her body convulsing around the thick cock filling her ass. The sensation was overwhelming, a tormenta of ecstasy and pain that left her dizzy and disoriented.

Victor’s thumb pressed against her throat, cutting off her air just enough to heighten every other sensation, making her aware of every point of contact, every touch, every fill. “Sob,” he commanded, his voice a low growl that resonated deep in her core. “Beg.”

Damian pushed hard, his cock burying deep inside her, and Mira’s pussy gushed in response, her juices leaking down her legs in a warm river of surrender. Her body finally gave in, her orgasm ripping through her in a wild, shuddering wave that left her trembling and gasping for air.

“Yes—” she screamed, the sound tearing from her throat, her ass tight around Damian’s cock as his fingers dug into her scalp. With a rough groan that shook through his entire body, he pulled out, his cock hot and slick with her tight warmth, leaving ropes of come painting her ass and the leash in glistening white streaks.

Victor didn’t waste a moment. He knelt behind her, his pants already undone, revealing his cock—thick, heavy, and straining. As he lined himself up with her dripping pussy, he murmured against her ear, “You’re going to take me now. And you’re going to remember whose you really are.”

His cock pushed inside her, stretching her, filling her with a deep, demanding thrust that made her gasps echo through the room. Damian watched from his chair, his fingers trailing lazily over her skin, his wicked smile growing as he observed the raw passion unfolding before him. “She’s so fucking wet,” he chuckled, his eyes following the way Victor’s cock pulsed inside her with each thrust. “I’m going to make sure she stays that way all weekend.”

Victor’s fingers dug into her hips, holding her firmly in place as he pounded into her with relentless force, each sharp thrust making her nails scrape against the polished surface of the desk. Damian leaned forward, his lips brushing her nipple, teasing and tormenting her as he unbuckled his belt, the distinctive sound of metal snapping filling the air like a warning shot.

“Good girl,” Victor praised, his voice rough with desire as his hips snapped forward, driving his cock deeper inside her. “Now you’re going to take him too.”

Mira barely had time to gasp before Damian’s cock was at her lips, his fingers fisting in her hair and forcing her head down. She obeyed without hesitation, her tongue flicking out to tease the tip, tasting the hint of her own juices mixed with Damian’s scent on him, the slick heat that had left her ass just moments before.

Victor twisted the leash, pulling her back until she suffered, her throat struggling around Damian’s thick length as Victor’s cock pushed deeper inside her pussy, filling her to the brim. But the sensation was so intense, so overwhelmingly pleasurable that she didn’t resist. Her pussy clenched around him, her breath hitching as Damian’s cock buried into her throat, his fingers digging into her scalp with each thrust.

They used her like that—Victor fucking her pussy while Damian forced her head onto his cock, her body trembling between them, her skin slick with sweat, her moans muffled against Damian’s thick length. Each time she tried to break free, Victor would yank the leash, reminding her of her place, of the rules they had established. This dance of dominance and submission became their rhythm, a symphony of pleasure and pain that built with each passing moment.

Finally, Victor pulled her forward, forcing her to her knees. Damian pulled out, his cock still slick with their combined arousal, ropes of come dripping onto her breasts, mixing with the sweat that glistened on her skin. “Clean me,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for interpretation. “Clean every last drop.”

Mira opened her mouth obediently, her tongue flicking out to capture the glistening ropes of come, tasting the bittersweet flavor of their passion as Damian pulled her close, his cock gliding along her tongue. Victor knelt behind her, his own cock pressing against her wet, swollen lips, which were still throbbing from the intense pleasure they had already given her.

“She’s a good little slut,” Damian said, his fingers still tangled in her hair as he looked down at her. “But she’s ours.”

Victor pushed inside her, filling her mouth just as Damian pulled her back onto his cock, their commands blending into one as their bodies moved in a rough, delicious rhythm that left Mira breathless and trembling between them. “That’s it,” Damian whispered, his thumb brushing her cheek tenderly. “You’re ours.”

And Mira whimpered, because she knew—she knew it was true. They had claimed her, body and soul, and she belonged nowhere else. Her body trembled between them, her moans blending with their grunts of pleasure, her juices dripping onto the polished floor in a puddle of submission.

They used her like that—rough, demanding, unapologetic. She was their toy, their property, their plaything, and she had never felt so alive, so desired, so completely owned. And as they continued to take their pleasure from her, she knew with absolute certainty that this was only the beginning of their deliciously wicked games.




Chapter 5

The morning sun was relentless, bleeding through the heavy curtains of Damian’s office like molten gold, casting long, dancing stripes across Mira’s naked body. She lay sprawled on the leather couch, a picture of delicious helplessness, her skin glistening with a thin sheen of perspiration. The black silk cage encasing her most intimate parts was a constant reminder of her position—locked, open, and utterly at their mercy. The key to her freedom rested in the pocket of Victor’s tailored coat, and she could feel its presence like a phantom touch, a constant reminder that her control was not her own.

Mira’s thighs glistened with her own arousal, a testament to the long, bruising night she had just endured. Her pussy was swollen and aching, the delicate tissues still vibrating faintly from the collar Damian had fitted her with last night. The hum of the device was a constant presence, a reminder that they could pleasure—or torment—her with the simple touch of a button.

She was sore in places she hadn’t known existed, the sharp sting of the flogger still humming just beneath her skin. Her ass tightened with every small movement, the muscles protesting from the attention they’d received. The silk straps of the cage were fine enough to be almost invisible, but they held her open to their gazes, preventing any escape. The leash wrapped around her throat tightened slightly as she shifted, a constant connection to her owners.

Victor watched her from behind his desk, his boots clicking against the marble floor as he finished a phone call. The belt to his pants was undone, the waistband straining against the thick ridge of his cock. The bulge beneath the crisp white fabric was impossible to ignore, a promise of what was to come. When he finally hung up, he set the phone down with a slow, deliberate motion, his eyes darkening as they raked over her prone form.

Damian’s office door was ajar, just enough to let the damp, smoky scent of his cologne drift in. He stepped out with the predatory grace of a panther, his tailored slacks hugging his powerful thighs. His open-necked shirt left just enough room to catch glimpses of the dark hair trailing down his chest. His shiny loafers stopped right at the edge of the desk, the tips nearly touching Mira’s parted knees.

Victor raised his eyebrows, his thumbs hooked into his belt loops. “Mira didn’t sleep well,” he stated, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine.

Damian smirked, sitting beside her on the couch. His fingers traced the edge of the cage that kept her so utterly helpless and open. “No,” he agreed, his voice a dark velvet that curled around her like the tightness in her throat. “But neither did you.”

Mira’s body clenched involuntarily at the way they spoke about her as if she wasn’t even in the room—not that she had ever been anything more than a plaything between them. Her fingers twitched against the leash, but the cage’s door was locked, and she couldn’t escape this conversation, even if she wanted to.

Victor stepped closer, the collar’s vibration hitching slightly as he stroked her jaw with the back of his hand. “She’s been a good girl,” he murmured, the lie hanging thick in the air. “But good girls don’t let their cocks sleep.”

Damian leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. His fingers slipped beneath the cage to tease the strap of her collar. “I think one of us is going to have to wake hers up,” he smirked. “Before she gets too comfortable.”

Mira’s pussy throbbed in response, her inner walls clenching at the unspoken dominance in their words. She didn’t answer, couldn’t—not with the leash preventing her, not with the two men looming over her like shadows she could never outrun.

Victor knelt before her, his hands gripping the cage’s door. With a sharp twist, he forced it open, but he didn’t free her—oh, no, that would be too merciful. His fingers curled around her throat, squeezing just enough to make her gasp, her pulse pounding beneath his touch.

“Open your mouth,” he ordered, his voice a deep, commanding growl that brooked no argument.

She obeyed, her tongue flicking out instinctively, moist with anticipation that hadn’t been there before.

Victor undid his pants, his cock springing free with a thick, heavy snap. The head glistened with precome, a testament to his arousal. He pressed it against her lips, his fingers forcing her jaw open wider.

“Lick it clean,” Damian commanded from behind her, his thumb pressing against the receiver of her collar. His other hand trailed down her stomach, sending shivers through her entire body. When she whimpered, he tapped her nipple with a fingertip, then tweaked the sensitive bud, making her gasp. “And this isn’t just a challenge anymore.”

Victor’s fingers dug into her hair, pulling her forward—not enough to choke her, just enough to make her gasps come faster, her pussy dripping with unspoken need.

“She’s our prize,” Victor stated, his cock pressing against her tongue, his breath rough against her slick face. “And prizes aren’t meant to be passive.”

Mira’s tongue glided over the thick head, tasting the salt of his skin, the heavy weight of his command. She made a sound, her throat tight, her voice a whimper that made them both chuckle.

“That’s it,” Damian murmured, leaning against her back, his chest pressing against her shoulders. “Such a good slut.”

Victor’s fingers tightened their grip on the receiver, the vibration of the collar intensifying, fucking her lips as he pressed harder, his cock pushing past her resistance and filling her mouth completely.

“You’ll make her look like this all week,” Damian continued, stroking the thin metal cage that still surrounded her wrists, his eyes burning with possession. “Stuck here, dripping for us, moaning for us—even when she’s supposed to resist.”

Victor pulled out, leaving Mira gasping, her pussy aching with unfulfilled need. He tugged the leash, forcing her onto her hands and knees, her skin sliding against the soft leather of the couch. The position left her completely open and exposed, a fact that was not lost on her.

Damian cracked his knuckles, watching with predatory interest as Victor slid a plug from his pocket. He pressed it against her wet slit, the tip teasing her entrance before pushing inside, filling her tightness until she was clenching around the deep intrusion.

“Now,” Damian said, reaching for a hairbrush on the desk. Instead of using it on her soft locks as she expected, he ran the bristles through his own dark hair. “And now, she’ll scream for me.”

Victor’s fingers gripped her hips, his cock already pressing against her wet entrance. “And now, she’ll scream for me,” he corrected, his voice a dark threat.

He didn’t wait.

His cock pushed inside her, stretching her, filling her completely, and Mira’s body clenched around him, her voice breaking in a sharp, desperate sound. The sensation was overwhelming, the stretch almost painful, but the pleasure was undeniable.

But Damian smirked.

He sat on the edge of the couch, his cock free, thick, and hot as he forced it against the open side of her cage. Mira’s wrists pressed together, her pussy pulsing around Victor’s thrusts as Damian fucked her wrists, his cock sliding, his precome dripping against her locked skin.

“Fuck,” Victor groaned, his fingers digging into her thighs, forcing her open wider, his strokes deep and fast. “You didn’t even try to fight him.”

Mira whimpered, her pussy throbbing, her body aching for something neither of them was willing to give her.

Damian leaned in, his lips brushing her ear. “Tonight,” he murmured, his voice a dark silk against her skin, “you’ll be on the desk, your pussy dripping for both of us.”

Victor pulled out, leaving her gasping, her legs trembling. Damian undid his belt, his cock springing free in a slow, deliberate motion. Mira lifted her chin, her voice a desperate plea. “Please—”

Victor tugged the leash, forcing her back. “Not yet.”

Damian smirked, gripping his cock, slicking the thick head with his fingers. “He’ll be hard all day, watching you,” he said, sitting back, his cock glistening. “And every time you think of disobeying… he’ll be right here.”

Mira knew she had lost. The challenge was a cruel joke, and they weren’t playing fair. She was sore, desperate, and trapped between their desires, the leash pulling her, the cage holding her, and the knowing, possessive gazes that stripped her of any remaining resistance.

Victor tugged the leash again, forcing her back onto Damian’s cock. “Tonight,” he growled, his voice a dark threat, “you’ll be good.”

Damian laughed, pushing her down further, his cock filling the tight space of her captive throat. “We’ll make sure of it,” he murmured, his fingers tangling in her hair.

And Mira screamed, not for pain, but for the pleasure neither of them would let her keep. The game was on, and she was already theirs.
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