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Chapter 1

The moment the elevator doors sealed shut with that smooth, luxurious *whoosh*, Lena felt the air shift around her like a living thing—thickened, charged, impossible to ignore. She took a deep breath, her fingers pressing tighter against the portfolio’s sleek leather, the weight of it almost a comfort compared to the way her heartbeat had already begun its insistent staccato against her ribs. The polished brass wall opposite her reflected the dim glow of the elevator’s lighting, casting the two men into an amber haze that made them look like statues of power, waiting to be worshipped.

Grayson was the first to turn, his broad back to her as he leaned against the gleaming metal, and Lena’s eyes drank in the sight of him without meaning to. The tailored charcoal suit clung to his frame like a second skin, the fabric stretched taut over his shoulders, the cut of his pants betraying the strong line of his thighs. The faint scent of his cologne—something deep, masculine, with just a hint of leather and expensive woods—drifted toward her, making her nostrils flare. She’d worked in this building for nearly two years, but being alone with Grayson never failed to make her pulse jump like this, as if she were a teenager again, sneaking glances at the captain of the football team. His dark brown hair was swept back just enough to hint at control, to show off the sharp angles of his jaw before they softened into the unruly stubble of the evening. Lena swallowed, her thighs pressing together in a silent plea for relief.

Beside him, Bennett moved with a grace that seemed almost predatory, even in the confined space. His suit was a lighter shade of blue than Grayson’s, perfectly tailored to showcase the width of his shoulders and the narrowness of his waist. Lena had seen the way his shirtsleeves strained when he tightened his grip on her wrist in last year’s meeting, how the muscles of his arms flexed with an effortless strength. But tonight, the fabric seemed to *dare* her—his tie loosened, his top button undone, the collar gaping just enough to reveal the faintest shadow of ink beneath the crisp white cotton. His smirk was a promise, slow and deliberate, as if he *knew* exactly what she was thinking, exactly how her mind was betraying her body by imagining the things she knew she shouldn’t.

The portfolio trembled in her grip, the weight of it suddenly laughable against the way her own limbs shook with anticipation. Grayson’s gaze was a deliberate stroke, slow and searching, as he raked his eyes up her legs, pausing just long enough to make her breath hitch. Lena had spent an agonizing hour this morning selecting this outfit—she’d called it *professional*, but the truth was far more dangerous. The emerald green skirt, hemmed just short enough to tease, clung like liquid silk to her thighs whenever she moved, the slit cutting upward with each swing of her hips, a silent invitation she hadn’t even realized she’d made. The black lace stockings hugged her legs with a possessiveness that bordered on sinful, the way the fabric strained against her curves, the garter belt cinched tight with pearl buttons that glinted in the light like a secret challenge. Her panties were a whisper of red silk beneath the delicate lace, the only thing standing between her and the very air she was breathing.

Grayson’s voice was low when he spoke, roughened by something that wasn’t just authority—wasn’t just *him*.

*"Close it."*

Lena’s stomach twisted. The elevator doors were already shut. She knew what he meant instantly, her hands flying to the panel before she could second-guess herself. The button beneath her thumb pressed with a soft resistance, and then the doors slid inward with a whisper, sealing her inside with them. The descent began, the car gliding with a silent elegance that only made the anticipation worse. Grayson hadn’t moved, but now his fingers were steepled beneath his chin, the movement a slow, deliberate unbuttoning of his top button—just enough to reveal the shadowed valley between his collarbones, the faintest hint of skin that made Lena’s tongue dart across her lips.

Bennett chuckled again, but this time the sound was deeper, richer, as if he’d been holding it back just to release it now, in the moment. His gaze flicked down her body, lingering on the way the hem of her skirt rode higher with the sway of her hips, the slit parting just enough to offer a tantalizing peek at the tops of her stockings—at the promise of what lay beneath. Lena’s nails bit into the portfolio’s leather, her fingers curling protectively around it as her body betrayed her mind. She wasn’t supposed to be *this* aware of them. Grayson didn’t even know who she was when she’d first started at *Grayson Resorts*—just another junior coordinator, lost in a sea of suits and requests. But over the last year, as she’d worked her way up, climbed the ranks, he’d started to *see* her. Not in the way she wished he would, but in the way that made her burn with the knowledge that she could never, ever escape his notice.

Bennett stepped closer, his presence like a physical weight against her side. His fingers brushed the inside of her wrist, and Lena gasped, her body jolting like a live wire touched to flesh. The contact sent sparks flying up her arm, her pulse racing beneath his touch, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts. Grayson’s eyes narrowed as Bennett leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear just as Grayson’s fingers had done earlier, sending a shiver down her spine.

*"We’re going to take care of you tonight, Lena,"* Bennett murmured, his voice rough with need. *"And I think… I think you’re going to *love* it."*

Lena’s throat went dry, the portfolio suddenly heavy in her hands. She could barely force the words past her lips, her voice trembling with something she refused to name.

*"It’s an appropriate outfit for a senior coordinator meeting with the executives."* The lie stuck in her throat, the taste of it bitter and sharp, but she was beyond caring. Grayson’s smirk was a physical thing, something she could feel against her skin, even from where she stood. The elevator descended in silence, each floor passing in a blur of her own thoughts.

The doors finally opened with the same soft *whoosh* that had begun this, revealing the sleek lobby of the resort’s main penthouse—a dimly lit expanse of marble and dark wood, the kind of place that whispered of wealth and power. Grayson stepped out first, his polished black shoes clicking against the floor with a rhythm that sent Lena’s pulse racing. He turned to face her fully, his gaze a storm she could lose herself in, and Bennett followed, his broader frame moving with an ease that only made Lena’s breath catch faster.

*"Come along,"* Bennett said, his voice dripping with something darker than honey. Grayson’s hand found the small of her back, the contact possessive and deliberate. Lena’s fingers tightened around the portfolio, but she found her legs moving before her mind could catch up.

The study was a sanctuary of vice, the walls lined with books so old their leather spines had cracked with age, their scent mingling with the sharp tang of whiskey and the faint, lingering musk of pleasure. Lena’s eyes darted around the room, her pulse hammering in her throat as she remembered the last time she’d been here—the last time she’d knelt, trembling, as Grayson’s belt buckle had glinted beneath the harsh lighting of the retreat’s private events. The memory was like a physical weight, pressing down on her chest until she could barely breathe. Bennett’s fingers brushed against hers, his touch a reminder that she wasn’t just remembering. She was *here*.

Grayson stepped toward her, his presence overwhelming in the most delicious way. He was close enough now that she could feel the heat of him, see the way his pupils dilated as he took in the sight of her. His fingers slid into the pocket of his suit jacket, and there, just as Lena remembered, was that black remote—sleek and metallic, and *wrong*. She’d thought she’d forgotten the sound of it last year, the way it had hummed in the quiet hallway outside the supply closet, the way it had brought her to her knees. But her body knew, her thighs pressing together in a vain attempt to escape the way her nerves already sang beneath the anticipation of it.

Grayson’s voice was low when he spoke, roughened by something darker than desire—something *hungry*.

*"Bennett says you’re the best we’ve got for this weekend’s entertainment."* He took another step, his fingers curling around the back of her hair before he could stop himself. *"And I think…"* His touch was a promise, possessive, his fingers threading through the strands before his palm settled against her nape. *"I think he’s right."*

Bennett stepped forward, his hand brushing against Grayson’s shoulder with an effortless ease that made the air crackle between them. Lena’s breath hitched as he leaned in, his lips tracing the curve of her jaw with a feather-light touch that still managed to send heat flooding through her. His fingers found the inside of her wrist once more, deliberate, teasing, brushing across the thin pulse point before he curled them around the sensitive skin.

*"You’ve got a way of making our clients feel like gods,"* Bennett murmured, his touch sending the most delicious shivers down her spine. *"And tonight? Tonight, we’re going to make sure you understand exactly how they should feel."*

Lena’s fingers tightened around the remote as Grayson stepped behind her, the cool press of his body against hers a stark contrast to the way the heat inside her had already begun to burn. His breath brushed against the shell of her ear, his voice a dark, teasing whisper.

*"You’re all ours, Lena."* His fingers threaded into her hair again, his grip tightening just enough to make her gasp. *"And if those numbers in your proposal are half as good as your body…"* He leaned in further, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin where her neck met her shoulder. *"I’d say you’re already a success."*

Grayson’s hand slid down her throat, his fingers tracing the delicate bones before his palm lingered on the swell of her breast. Lena’s breath caught, her fingers pressing into the remote as Bennett’s grip tightened in her hair. His fingers brushed against the thin pulse point at her jaw, his thumb tracing the curve of her ear in a way that made her knees weak.

*"Bennett, the door,"* Grayson commanded, his voice low but roughened with need.

Bennett didn’t hesitate, his fingers already working the lock with a practiced ease. The door closed with a soft *snick*, sealing them all into the study’s decadent embrace. Lena’s pulse thundered in her ears, the sound of her own breath a harsh, erratic rhythm against the quiet.

Grayson stepped around her, his fingers trailing down her hairline before sliding back up, his touch rough and possessive. His gaze was a dark velvet stroke, lingering on the way her skirt clung to her hips, the way the slit betrayed the tops of her stockings. Lena’s fingers trembled against the remote, but Grayson’s palm settled against her nape once more, his touch a grounding force amidst the storm.

*"You’re not going to disappoint us after all that work on your proposal, are you?"* Grayson murmured, his voice low and roughened with a promise that had nothing to do with spreadsheets. His fingers found the buttons of her blouse, working them open with a slow, deliberate ease, his touch teasing against the sensitive skin of her collarbone.

Lena’s breath caught again, the words dying on her lips. Disappoint them? She couldn’t even imagine what kind of proposal Grayson and Bennett were talking about now—not the one about lavish entertainment or exclusive venues, but something far more intimate. Something far more *delicious*.

The buttons of her blouse gave way, and Grayson’s fingers slid beneath the fabric, his touch rough and possessive. Bennett’s fingers tangled in her hair once more, his palm tilting her head upward as Grayson unbuttoned her waistband, tugging the crisp cotton free with a practiced ease. Grayson’s fingers trailed lower, his palm settling against the soft swell of her stomach before sliding down, his touch rough and demanding as he brushed against the lace of her garter belt. The fabric was a whisper beneath his fingers, the pearl buttons glinting as if daring him.

*"You’ve been anticipating this all year,"* Grayson murmured, his voice a roughened whisper as he took in the sight of her barely clad body. *"All those meetings, all those glances, and you thought you could hide it?"* His fingers found the waistband of her panties, his touch rough and possessive as he tugged the delicate silk downward.

Bennett chuckled, dark and rich, as Lena’s panties fell to the side. *"She tried."* His fingers brushed against the sensitive skin of her jaw, his thumb tracing the curve of her breast as Grayson stepped closer, his fingers rough and hungry as they dipped into the waistband once more.

*"Tried,"* Grayson echoed, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties, tugging them downward with a deliberate slowness that made Lena’s breath catch once more. *"But you can’t hide from us, Lena."*

The fabric gave way with a sharp tug, stretching between Grayson’s grip and her thigh before finally falling away, discarded behind her. Lena whimpered softly, her fingers digging into the remote as the cold air hit her bare skin. Grayson’s fingers were still hooked into her panties, his touch rough and possessive as he tugged them further down, his other hand settling against the curve of her waist.

*"Good girl,"* Bennett murmured, his voice rough with need. *"Now, let’s make sure you’re *ready* for the weekend."*

Lena’s thighs clenched at the sound of Grayson’s fingers pressing against the inside of her knee, his touch a teasing promise as his hand slid up her thigh, his fingers roughening the delicate lace of her stocking. His palm settled against the soft skin of her stomach once more, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before sliding lower.

*"Too soon?"* Grayson murmured, his fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of her clit through the thin fabric of her panties.

His question was a lie. They both knew the answer.

Lena’s body betrayed her before she could even think to protest, her hips arching up with a need that had nothing to do with logic. *"No,"* she gasped, the word a plea and a promise all rolled into one.

*"Then come *again*,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle that sent heat flooding through her once more.

Lena’s fingers found the remote, her thumb pressing the button that sent the vibrator’s hum whirring to life. The sound was like a physical weight against her clit, the pressure humming through her panties, her skin, her entire body. Grayson’s fingers tightened in her hair, his grip possessive as Bennett’s palm settled against the curve of her breast, his fingers teasing the sensitive skin of her nipple.

*"You’re going to love this, Lena,"* Bennett murmured, his voice roughened with need. *"This weekend? You’re going to show us exactly why you’re so special."*

Grayson’s fingers found her entrance, his touch rough and possessive as he tugged her panties downward, letting the cold air brush against her bare skin. He took another step closer, his fingers spreading her with a rough demand that sent heat flooding through her. His thumb pressed against her clit, the movement slow and teasing, and Lena gasped, her fingers clenching around the remote as an orgasm ripped through her, stealing her breath.

Grayson’s fingers fisted in her hair, and he tilted her head back with a rough demand that sent sparks flying through her body. *"Fuck,"* he groaned, his fingers already working the buttons of his pants, his voice roughened with need. *"You’re so beautiful when you come."*

Lena’s fingers traced his thigh, her touch teasing and rough as she urged him closer, her hips already grinding against his fingers in a silent plea for more. Grayson’s fingers left her hair, and he took another step closer, his hips pressing against her, his cock straining against the fly of his pants.

*"You’re not going to disappoint us after all that work on your proposal, are you?"* Grayson murmured, his voice a dark chuckle as he took in the sight of her trembling before him.

*"No,"* Lena gasped, her hips already grinding against his fingers.

*"Then let’s make sure you’re ready for the *real* demo model role."* Grayson’s fingers found her entrance once more, his thumb pressing against her clit with a rough demand that sent her senses reeling. *"Because tonight is just the beginning."*

Lena’s fingers fumbled with the remote, her body already trembling with the need to obey. Grayson’s thumb pressed against her clit, the movement slow and deliberate, his fingers sliding into her entrance with a rough demand that made her moan. Her juices dripped down her thighs, the cold air brushing against her bare skin as Bennett stepped closer, his fingers tangling in her hair as he leaned in, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear.

*"There she is,"* Bennett murmured, his voice roughened with need. *"Our best girl yet."*

Lena’s orgasm was a wave that stole her breath, her body convulsing against Grayson’s rough fingers. He wasn’t done, though. His fingers worked her through the aftershocks, the movement a relentless demand that made her moan once more. Grayson’s fingers tightened in her hair, his grip possessive as Bennett’s fingers found her clit once more, his touch rough and unyielding.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson growled, his voice roughened with a need that was almost feral.

The vibrator’s hum was relentless, the sound a dark promise against her bare clit. Grayson’s fingers worked her through the waves of heat, his thumb pressing against her entrance with a rough demand that made her moan. Bennett’s fingers tangled in her hair once more, his touch rough and possessive. Lena’s fingers pressed against the remote, her thumb pressing the button that sent the vibrator’s intensity soaring.

*"Fuck!"* Grayson groaned, his fingers already working the buttons of his pants.

Lena’s climax was a promise she couldn’t escape, her body convulsing against Grayson’s rough fingers as Bennett’s fingers found her clit once more. Grayson’s fingers tightened in her hair, his grip possessive, his voice roughened by a need that made Lena’s breath catch.

*"You’re ours now,"* Grayson murmured, his voice a dark promise that made her body tremble once more.

Lena’s fingers found Grayson’s belt buckle, her touch teasing and rough as she tugged his belt open, her fingers working the buttons of his pants. Grayson’s fingers fisted in her hair, his grip a possessive warning as he tugged her closer, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear.

*"Now,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark whisper that made Lena’s breath hitch. *"Let’s make sure you’re ready for the *real* demo model role."*

The vibrator’s hum was a dark promise against her bare clit, and Grayson’s fingers worked her through the waves of heat, his touch rough and possessive. His thumb pressed against her entrance with a rough demand, his fingers sliding into her entrance with a slow, deliberate ease that made Lena’s breath catch. Bennett’s fingers found her clit once more, his touch rough and possessive, working her through the aftershocks until the need became a promise beneath their skilled hands.

Grayson’s fingers left her hair, and he stepped back, his eyes tracing the curve of her body with a slow, deliberate ease that made her body tremble once more. His fingers found the waistband of her panties, his touch rough and possessive as he tugged them downward, letting the cold air brush against her bare skin. *"Perfect,"* he murmured, his voice a dark chuckle that sent heat flooding through her once more.

Lena whimpered softly, her fingers digging into the remote as Grayson tugged her panties downward, her body already trembling with the need to obey. The buttons of his pants gave way, his fingers tugging them downward, and there, pressed against the fabric of his boxers, was the heavy length of his cock.

*"Now,"* Grayson said, his voice a dark promise that made Lena’s body tremble once more. *"Let’s talk portfolio."* His fingers found her entrance, his touch rough and possessive as he tugged her closer, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear in a silent promise.

Bennett chuckled, dark and rich, as Grayson eased her down onto his desk. *His* desk. The dark wood offered a stark contrast to the cool press of her skin against it, but the touch of Grayson’s fingers sent heat flooding through her, his touch a possessive reminder that she belonged to *them*. His fingers spread her, his touch rough and hungry, and Lena’s fingers found the remote once more, her thumb pressing the button that sent the vibrator’s hum whirring to life against her bare clit.

*"You’re ours now,"* Grayson murmured, his voice a dark promise that made her body tremble with need. *"And we’re going to make sure you know exactly what that means."* His fingers worked her through the waves of heat, the movement a relentless demand that made her moan, her body already convulsing against the rough stroke of the vibrator.

He leaned in further, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear, his voice a roughened whisper. *"This weekend? You’re going to show us exactly why you’re so special."* His fingers found her clit once more, pressing against it with a rough demand that sent her senses reeling. *"And make sure we’re never, ever disappointed."*




Chapter 2

The private dining room of Lakeside Manor was a cavern of opulence, its high ceilings and towering windows draped in velvet curtains that shifted lazily in the breeze, as if the very air itself was conspiring to thicken the tension. The long mahogany table stretched before Lena like a stage, its polished surface reflecting the flickering candlelight in a way that made her skin prickle with anticipation. She adjusted the strap of her portfolio—though she hadn’t brought one—her fingers lingering on the delicate clasp of her **black lace garter belt**, the one that hugged her thighs like a lover’s grip. The fabric was slick against her skin, the seams biting into the sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, a constant reminder of what was to come.

The clients had arrived early, of course. Eleanor Hart was already seated at the head of the table, her posture rigid, her dark auburn hair swept into a severe chignon that did little to soften the sharp edge of her gaze. She exuded power, the kind that didn’t need to be shouted—it simply *was*. Beside her, Daniel Hart lounged with the lazy confidence of a man who knew his mother’s influence extended far beyond this room. His fingers traced the rim of his wine glass, the movement slow, deliberate, his smirk just cocky enough to make Lena’s pulse jump. She could almost taste the electricity in the air, the way it crackled between them like a live wire.

But it wasn’t the Harts who held her attention.

Across the table, Grayson and Bennett sat like two predators surveying their territory. Grayson’s tie was loose, the top buttons of his crisp white shirt undone just enough to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of his chest, the dark hair trailing down his sternum like a map leading to forbidden lands. His cufflinks—**gold, heavy, and deliberate**—gleamed in the candlelight, catching the fire like a challenge. Bennett, ever the silent predator, had his arms crossed, his sleeves rolled up just enough to reveal the dark hair dusted along his forearms, the muscles taut beneath his skin. His knuckles were white where they gripped the table, as if he were already bracing for the storm to come, his jaw set in that familiar, infuriatingly confident way.

Lena took her seat between them, the fabric of her dress—**a sleek, form-fitting sheath of deep burgundy**—clinging to her like a second skin. The slit up the side rode higher with every movement, the hem teasingly close to the tops of her **silk stockings**, the seams digging into the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Beneath the dress, the **workshop vibrator** pulsed against her clit, its low hum a constant, teasing reminder of what was to come. She adjusted her position subtly, shifting her hips just enough to let the device press deeper, the sensation already sending a jolt of pleasure through her. The remote was tucked safely in the pocket of her dress, its sleek black surface smooth beneath her fingers, ready to be used at a moment’s notice.

*"Lena,"* Grayson said, his voice a velvet rasp that sent a shiver down her spine. *"We’ve been discussing the agenda for the retreat, and we’ve decided to make a few… adjustments."*

She met his gaze, her lips parting just enough to let the air catch in her throat. The vibrator’s intensity ratcheted up, the pressure already too much, too *good*, and she bit back a whimper, her fingers curling into the tablecloth beneath her. The fabric was thick, luxurious, but it did nothing to hide the way her thighs trembled.

*"Adjustments?"* she asked, her voice steady despite the way her fingers trembled against the table. She leaned forward just slightly, the movement deliberate, the slit in her dress riding higher, revealing more of her thigh. The garter belt was visible now, the black lace peeking out from beneath the fabric, the straps biting into her skin in the most delicious way.

Bennett’s fingers brushed her wrist, the touch light but **possessive**, his thumb tracing slow circles over her pulse point. *"The kind that ensure our clients leave satisfied."*

Eleanor’s laughter was a cool, cutting thing, her gaze flicking down to Lena’s thighs where the hem of her dress had ridden up just enough to reveal the **black lace garter belt** peeking out from beneath the fabric. *"Oh, I’m *always* satisfied, Grayson."* Her voice was sharp, almost predatory. *"But I do like to see effort."*

Lena’s breath hitched. The vibrator’s hum grew louder, the pressure **insistent**, and she pressed her thighs together, vainly trying to ease the ache. It only made the sensation worse, the device pressing harder against her clit, the pleasure bordering on pain in the best possible way.

*"Effort is what we provide,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers tracing the rim of his wine glass. The movement was slow, deliberate, his gaze never leaving hers. *"And Lena here is our *specialist* in client satisfaction."*

Daniel Hart’s smirk deepened. *"Is that so?"* He leaned forward, his elbow resting on the table as his gaze raked over Lena’s body, lingering on the way her dress clung to her curves, the way the slit teased at her thigh. *"And what exactly does that entail?"*

Lena’s fingers curled into the tablecloth, her nails digging into the fabric. She knew what they wanted. Knew what they expected. But she wasn’t going to make it easy.

*"It entails ensuring that every client’s needs are met,"* she said, her voice smooth, her gaze locking onto Grayson’s. *"In every way."*

Bennett’s fingers tightened around his glass, his knuckles turning white. *"And what if a client’s needs… go beyond the usual?"*

Lena’s pulse pounded in her throat. The vibrator’s pressure **spiked**, the sensation so intense she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out. She could feel the heat building between her legs, the wetness already seeping through the fabric of her panties, the vibrator’s hum growing louder with every breath she took.

*"Then,"* she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, *"they get exactly what they’re looking for."*

Eleanor’s eyes darkened, her fingers wrapping around her wine glass with a grip that was almost violent. *"And what if what they’re looking for… is *you*?"*

Lena’s breath caught. The vibrator’s hum grew louder, the pressure **relentless**, and she pressed her thighs together, her hips **rocking slightly** as the pleasure built. She could feel the heat radiating off her skin, the way her body was already responding to their gaze, to their words.

*"Then,"* Grayson said, his voice a dark chuckle, *"they get *both* of us."*

The air between them **crackled**, thick with tension, with **desire**, with the unspoken promise of what was to come. Lena’s fingers **trembled** as she reached for the **remote control** tucked into the pocket of her dress. The device was sleek, black, and **heavy in her palm**, the buttons already familiar beneath her fingers. She pressed the first one, and the vibrator’s intensity **soared**, the sensation **overwhelming**, and she gasped, her hips **jerking off the chair**.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson growled, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but deliberate**. *"Show them how *good* you are."*

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps as the vibrator’s pressure **built**, the sensation **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her fingers **clenching around the remote**. She pressed another button, and the device **vibrated harder**, the pleasure **intense**, her hips **bucking off the chair** as she tried to find relief.

*"Fuck,"* Bennett groaned, his fingers **sliding beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and possessive** as he **spread her legs just enough** to make her gasp. His thumb pressed against her clit, the sensation **electric**, and she cried out, her body **arching** as the pleasure **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Bennett murmured, his voice rough with arousal. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *multitask*."*

Lena’s fingers **flew to the buttons on the remote**, her thumb pressing the **final button**, the vibrator’s pressure **soaring**, and she **cried out**, her orgasm **crashing over her** like a wave. Her juices **dripped down her thighs**, the vibrator’s hum **loud and relentless** in the quiet room, the sound of her pleasure filling the space between them.

Grayson’s fingers **slid beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and demanding** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"Fuck,"* he groaned, his voice a dark chuckle. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her orgasm **still pulsing** through her, the vibrator’s pressure **relentless**. She could feel the heat between her legs, the way her body was already **aching** for more.

*"Good girl,"* Bennett murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *perform*."*

Lena’s fingers **flew to the buttons on the remote**, her thumb pressing another button, the vibrator’s intensity **spiking** once more. She gasped, her hips **jerking off the chair**, her body **responding** to their touch, to their words.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Let them *see* you."*

Eleanor’s gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps as Grayson’s fingers **slid beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and demanding** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"Fuck,"* he groaned, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **possessive**, his voice **rough with need**.

*"You’re *perfect*,"* Bennett murmured, his fingers **sliding beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and demanding** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

Lena’s body **trembled**, her orgasm **building**, the vibrator’s pressure **relentless**, and she **cried out**, her fingers **flying to the buttons** as she **tried to ease the ache**. But it was no use—the pleasure was **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her body **arching** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson growled, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **rough and demanding**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *deliver*."*

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body **trembling** as the vibrator’s pressure **built**, the sensation **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her fingers **clenching around the remote**. She pressed another button, and the vibrator’s intensity **spiked**, the pleasure **intense**, her hips **bucking off the chair** as she tried to find relief.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Let them *see* you."*

Bennett’s fingers **slid beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and possessive** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"Fuck,"* he groaned, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **possessive**, his voice **rough with need**.

Lena’s body **trembled**, her orgasm **building**, the vibrator’s pressure **relentless**, and she **cried out**, her fingers **flying to the buttons** as she **tried to ease the ache**. But it was no use—the pleasure was **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her body **arching** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *perform*."*

Eleanor’s gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.

Grayson’s fingers **traced the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but deliberate**, his gaze **locked onto hers**. *"You’re *perfect*,"* he murmured, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *deliver*."*

Lena’s fingers **trembled** as she **reached for the remote**, her thumb **pressing the final button**. The vibrator’s pressure **soared**, the sensation **overwhelming**, and she **cried out**, her hips **jerking off the chair**, her body **trembling** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson growled, his fingers **sliding beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and demanding** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp.

*"Fuck,"* Bennett groaned, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **rough and possessive**. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Lena’s body **trembled**, her orgasm **still pulsing** through her, the vibrator’s pressure **relentless**. She could feel the heat between her legs, the way her body was already **aching** for more.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *perform*."*

Eleanor’s gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body **trembling** as the vibrator’s pressure **built**, the sensation **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her fingers **clenching around the remote**. She pressed another button, and the vibrator’s intensity **spiked**, the pleasure **intense**, her hips **bucking off the chair** as she tried to find relief.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Let them *see* you."*

Bennett’s fingers **slid beneath her dress**, his touch **rough and possessive** as he **spread her wider**, his thumb **pressing against her clit** with just enough pressure to make her gasp. *"Fuck,"* he groaned, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **possessive**, his voice **rough with need**.

Lena’s body **trembled**, her orgasm **building**, the vibrator’s pressure **relentless**, and she **cried out**, her fingers **flying to the buttons** as she **tried to ease the ache**. But it was no use—the pleasure was **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her body **arching** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *deliver*."*

Eleanor’s laughter was a **dark, cutting thing**, her gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body **trembling** as the vibrator’s pressure **built**, the sensation **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her fingers **clenching around the remote**. She could feel the heat between her legs, the way her body was already **aching** for more.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Let them *see* you."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.

Lena’s fingers **trembled** as she **reached for the remote**, her thumb **pressing the final button**. The vibrator’s pressure **soared**, the sensation **overwhelming**, and she **cried out**, her hips **jerking off the chair**, her body **trembling** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Bennett murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **rough and possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *deliver*."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body **trembling** as the vibrator’s pressure **built**, the sensation **too much**, too *good*, and she **whimpered**, her fingers **clenching around the remote**. She could feel the heat between her legs, the way her body was already **aching** for more.

*"That’s it,"* Grayson commanded, his voice a dark chuckle. *"Let them *see* you."*

Eleanor’s gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.

Lena’s fingers **trembled** as she **reached for the remote**, her thumb **pressing the final button**. The vibrator’s pressure **soared**, the sensation **overwhelming**, and she **cried out**, her hips **jerking off the chair**, her body **trembling** as the orgasm **crushed over her**.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers **tracing the edge of her garter belt**, his touch **light but possessive**. *"Now, let’s see how well you can *perform*."*

Eleanor’s laughter was a **dark, cutting thing**, her gaze **locked onto Lena’s**, her voice a dark chuckle. *"I think we’ve found our *specialist*."*

The room **fell silent**, the only sound the **soft hum of the vibrator** beneath Lena’s dress, the **ragged gasps of her breath**, and the **occasional clink of a wine glass**. The candlelight flickered, casting long shadows across the table, the air thick with the scent of wine and desire.




Chapter 3

The mahogany conference table stretched before Lena like a throne of polished sin, its dark surface gleaming under the recessed lighting of the CEO’s office. The air was thick with the musky scent of cigar smoke and the faint, lingering heat of Grayson’s breath against her ear from earlier—when he’d whispered promises into the shell of it while his fingers had traced the delicate lace of her stockings. She knelt between the two men, her posture rigid, her spine straight as a ruler, but the way her thighs trembled beneath the hem of her dress betrayed the truth: she was already slick with anticipation, her body betraying her with every shift of her weight.

Grayson’s long fingers danced across his keyboard, the low, rhythmic *click-clack* of his MacBook competing with the faint, insistent buzz of the workshop vibrator still pressed against her pussy through her dampened silk panties. The device had been her silent torment all afternoon—a constant, teasing reminder of what was to come, its hum a low, persistent pulse against her most sensitive flesh. She could feel the vibrations thrumming through her, the fabric of her panties growing heavier with her arousal, the lace clinging to her skin like a second layer of need.

Bennett exhaled a slow, deliberate stream of smoke from the cigar clamped between his teeth, his dark eyes never leaving the tablet balanced on his knee. The screen flickered with grainy black-and-white images—recordings of Lena’s last strategic session, the one where the board had watched her writhing beneath Grayson’s guidance. The memory alone made her clit throb, the phantom touch of his fingers pinching her there still fresh in her mind. She could *feel* it—the way his thumb had pressed against her, the way his other hand had clamped over her mouth to muffle her gasps as she’d come undone for them all.

*"Let’s review the data,"* Grayson said, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, his eyes still fixed on the screen. The tablet’s speakers crackled to life, and the recording played—Lena’s second orgasm in front of the Harts, her legs trembling as Eleanor’s voice commanded her to *"show the board what a real personal assistant can do."* The memory sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between her thighs, her folds already slick with anticipation. She could *feel* Grayson’s fingers now, imaginary but no less real—the way they’d slid beneath her skirt, the way they’d teased her clit until she was gasping, her body betraying her with every shudder.

Lena’s breath hitched, her fingers tightening around the edge of the table. The remote was still tucked into the garter belt of her thigh-high stockings, a secret weapon, but the vibrator itself was off—for now. At least, that’s what she told herself. Because the way Grayson’s gaze flicked to her thighs, the way his smirk deepened, told her he *knew* exactly how close she was to begging him to turn it back on.

Bennett set aside the tablet, his fingers trailing over the polished surface of the table, his touch lingering just a breath away from where Lena knelt. *"This wasn’t just a satisfaction demonstration,"* he said, his voice low, edged with something darker than amusement. *"It was a test."* His eyes raked over her body, deliberate and slow, like a man savoring a fine wine. *"And you passed."*

Lena swallowed hard, her pulse thrumming in her throat where the garter belt’s delicate lace dug into her skin. She knew they weren’t talking about the retreat anymore. They were talking about *this*—about the way Grayson’s fingers had worked her over the table, about the way Bennett had watched, his cock already hard in his pants. They were talking about the way her body had *begged* for more.

*"And the results?"* she asked, her voice steady despite the way the vibrator’s residual vibrations made her thighs quiver. She could *feel* it—the way the fabric of her panties clung to her, the way her arousal had already soaked through, leaving a damp patch against the seat of her chair.

Grayson finally lifted his eyes from the screen, his expression unreadable, but his fingers betrayed him—already tracing the seam of her stocking, his touch light, teasing, as if he couldn’t resist the urge to *claim* her. *"Shows you’re capable of more than we expected."*

The words sent a spark through her, and Lena’s hips shifted without conscious thought, the hem of her dress creeping higher up her thighs, revealing the delicate lace of her stockings. She could *feel* Grayson’s gaze on her, heavy and possessive, like a brand.

Bennett’s smirk was the first true crack in the facade, slow and dangerous. *"But do we want what’s coming next?"*

Lena’s free hand clenched around the edge of the table. They’d been circling her for days—teasing her with their hands, their words, their expectations. This was the moment where their game became real. Where the lines blurred, and the only thing left was *choice*.

Grayson’s fingers glided across the keys once more, and a new sound filled the room. Lena turned to see the projection screen behind her flickering to life, the grainy image of a security feed taking shape. It was the recording of her in the dining room—just as Grayson had shown it to Eleanor that morning, when he’d leaned her over the couch and taken her rough and fast. But this time, the image wasn’t just of her. It captured Daniel Hart’s face as she’d bent over the table, his knuckles white against the wood, his eyes dark with something primal.

*"Our clients aren’t going to be satisfied with just the experience,"* Grayson said, his voice low and deliberate, like a blade unsheathing. *"They’re going to want* you.*"*

Lena’s breath came in short, sharp gasps. She’d known this would come eventually—knew they’d push her to the edge of what was allowed, what was expected. But this was different. This was the *next* step. This was the moment where she’d have to decide if she was willing to give them *everything*.

Bennett took his cigar from his mouth, rolling it between his fingers as he watched her. *"You’re the only one who’s ever given them what they’re really after."* His eyes flicked to the screen, where Lena’s thigh-high stockings stretched taut as Eleanor held her down, driving her hands into the table. *"Loyalty. Trust. A real understanding of what it takes to close a deal—*in all senses of the word*."*

The vibrator’s power flickered back to life beneath her dress, the remote’s buttons pressing against her thigh with each shift of her body. Grayson’s eyes tracked the movement, his smirk slow and dangerous, like a man who already knew the answer.

*"Decisions,"* Grayson murmured, closing the tablet with a decisive snap. *"Lena, you were hired to serve this firm. To ensure that our clients have every advantage."* His fingers found the seam of her stocking, teasing the lace downward, his voice dropping to a velvet growl. *"But have you ever stopped to consider that maybe…*we* need to be served?"*

Lena’s heart hammered. She could *see* the trap closing around her—the way Bennett’s eyes darkened, the way Grayson’s fingers already traced the path toward her garter belt, stripping it away with the same deliberate care he’d taken with the buttons of her blouse in the limo that morning. The office door was still locked, the receptionist out for an after-hours dinner. There was no one. No one to hear her gasps, no one to see the way her body betrayed her with every shudder.

*"You’re *perfect* for what we have in mind,"* Bennett said, his palm sliding up her thigh, his touch rough against the silk of her stockings. *"But we don’t just need your body."* His hand cupped her jaw, his thumb brushing against her bottom lip, his voice rough with something darker than desire. *"We need you to *think*."*

Grayson’s free hand found its way beneath the hem of her dress, his fingertips already wet from the vibrator’s teasing through her soaked panties. *"And to *consent*."*

Lena’s breath came in staggered bursts as Grayson’s finger slipped between her folds, his touch firm, his voice dripping with promise. *"We’ll give you the tools to decide exactly* how far you want to go—*with them or with us*."*

Bennett’s palm slid downward, his thumb pressing against the slit of her panties, his voice low and raw. *"But once you understand the opportunities before you—once you *truly* see what you’ve been offered—how long will it take you to choose?"*

The office was warm, the air thick with the scent of leather and lust, the weight of their desire pressing in on her like the heat of an approaching storm. Grayson’s fingers began working in slow circles around her clit, his touch sure and deliberate, the kind of control that made Lena’s pussy clench in anticipation. She could *feel* it—the way her body was already betraying her, the way her arousal was dripping down her thighs, soaking through the fabric of her panties.

*"The question,"* Grayson said, his voice a dark whisper as his thumb joined his finger, pinching her tight, *"is how long you’ll be able to *resist*."*

The vibrator’s hum was louder now, the vibrations thrumming through her panties with a force that made her thighs shake uncontrollably. She could *feel* it—the way the fabric of her panties clung to her, the way her clit was already throbbing in response. Grayson’s fingers pressed against her again, his voice low and mocking.

*"There’s a board meeting in an hour,"* he said, waiting just long enough for Lena’s whimper to slip out before adding, *"And Eleanor Hart wants an update on your strategic capabilities."*

Bennett’s palm slid between her thighs, his touch slick with her arousal. *"Show her."*

The vibrator’s hum grew louder, its vibrations piercing through the fabric of her panties, sending waves of pleasure cramping through her womb. Grayson’s fingers worked her in slow, relentless circles, his voice a dark taunt at her ear.

*"You’re going to be the most *productive* assistant we’ve ever had,"* he murmured, *"Isn’t that what you’ve always wanted?"*

Lena’s pussy throbbed, the sensations too much—not just the vibrator’s relentless pulses, but the feel of Grayson’s fingers pressing against her, the taste of Bennett’s cigar in his breath as he leaned in, his lips brushing against the shell of her ear. *"Now,"* he growled, *"let’s see how many times you can come for us before you remember exactly* what this firm is asking."*

Grayson’s fingers slid higher, his palm pressing against her abdomen, his touch anchoring her as the vibrator’s intensity only grew. *"You’re going to come so many times today,"* Grayson murmured, *"you won’t have time to think about anything else."*

Lena’s breath was a desperate, ragged sound, her hips already bucking against the table, her panties sodden with her arousal. The first orgasm clawed at her, the pressure building with the vibrator’s hum, Grayson’s fingers pinching just right, Bennett’s palm heavy against her thighs.

*"That’s one,"* Bennett said, his voice sharp with satisfaction as Lena’s body convulsed, her back arching, her fingers gripping the edge of the table like it was the only thing keeping her grounded.

Grayson didn’t let up. His teasing fingers were relentless, the vibrator’s hum **spiking to a ferocious intensity**, its powerful pulses making Lena’s thighs shake uncontrollably. She gasped, her body trembling, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts as Grayson’s fingers pressed against her clit again, his voice a dark taunt.

*"Now, are we going to have to make you *stay*?"*

His voice was a dark whisper, his fingers pinching against her clit—*hard*—the sensation enough to push her over the edge once more.

*"Two,"* Bennett murmured as Lena’s body trembled from the force of it, her pussy clenching around nothing, her juices dripping onto the table.

The vibrator’s hum **stabilized**, its relentless pulses driving her to the edge again. Grayson’s fingers began working in deliberate circles, his thumb pressing against her panties, his touch firm and unyielding.

*"We’re in this together,"* Grayson said, his voice rough with the weight of his words. *"Every time you come for someone else, it’s a reminder of the power they hold over you."* His thumb pressed higher, his fingers moving against her clit. *"But we’re the ones who put you here, Lena. We’re the ones who *know*."*

Lena’s breath caught, her body already tensing for another orgasm, the pressure building like the tension in the air around them. Bennett’s fingers slid beneath the now-loosened garter belt, his touch rough as he pressed against her clit.

*"You’re going to remember,"* Bennett commanded, his voice low and raw, *"that you’re ours."*

The words sent a spark of something fierce through her, her hips bucking against the table, the garter belt’s delicate lace digging into her thighs—*theirs*. Grayson’s fingers began **sliding between her folds**, his touch slick with her arousal, his voice a dark whisper at her ear.

*"And we’re going to remind you."*

The vibrator’s hum **grew louder**, Grayson’s fingers pinching against her clit—*hard*—the sensation enough to push her over the edge once more, her body convulsing against the table, her back arching, her fingers gripping the edge of the table like it was the only thing keeping her from flying apart.

*"Three,"* Bennett growled.

Lena’s pussy spasmed, her thighs trembling as Grayson’s fingers continued their slow, deliberate circles around her clit, the vibrator’s hum **releasing a new pulse** with Bennett’s next words.

*"You’re going to agree,"* Bennett said, his voice rough with certainty, *"because you don’t just want this. You want *us*."*

The pressure built again, Lena’s breath a desperate sound as Grayson’s fingers worked her, Bennett’s hand sliding beneath the waistband of her panties, his touch rough as he **pressed against her entrance**, his fingers already slick with her arousal.

*"You’re going to take everything they want,"* Grayson murmured, *"because you know exactly what they’re going to give you in return."*

The vibrator’s hum **reached a new crescendo**, its vibrations thrumming against her clit beneath Grayson’s steady fingers. The sensation was too much, too *good*, the pressure forcing Lena’s hips to grind against the table, her pussy already wet with her arousal, her juices dripping down her thighs.

*"Now,"* Bennett commanded, *"you’re going to come."*

Lena’s body **trembled uncontrollably**, the orgasm **crashing over her** like a wave, her pussy spasming, her juices dripping onto the table as Grayson’s fingers rubbed against her clit one last time, his voice a dark command at her ear.

*"Good girl,"* Bennett whispered, his voice rough with satisfaction as he straightened up. Grayson’s fingers released her clit, the pressure **easing but never stopping**, his voice a dark promise.

*"Now,"* Grayson said, the words low and deliberate. *"You’re going to give us an answer."*

Lena’s breath came in ragged gasps, her body still convulsing from the force of her orgasm, her mind spinning with the weight of their words. The vibrator’s hum grew **faltering**, Grayson’s fingers brushing against her pussy, his touch light but insistent.

She turned toward them both, her eyes meeting Grayson’s first, her throat working in a silent swallow. *"I want to know,"* she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. *"What it’s going to take."*

Grayson’s smirk was slow, **dangerous**. He didn’t just have a plan. He had a *price*.

*"The power lunch,"* he murmured. *"Eleanor’s going to ask you to give her a private demonstration of your strategic performance."*

Lena’s breath caught. *That* lunch. Her mind flashed back to the moment when Daniel Hart had whispered, *"Mother likes to see her investments up close and personal,"* as Grayson had guided her over the edge, his fingers working her until she was gasping, her body betraying her with every shudder.

*"When,"* she asked, her body already trembling again at the memory of Grayson’s fingers, the weight of Bennett’s desire, the way Eleanor’s eyes had darkened as she watched.

Bennett exhaled a slow, steady stream of smoke from his cigar, his fingers tracing the edge of Lena’s thigh-high stocking, his touch lingering just a breath away from where she was already wet for him.

*"Tomorrow,"* Grayson said, his voice a dark promise. *"She won’t wait any longer."*

Lena closed her eyes against the sensation of Grayson’s fingers **trailing down her torso**, his touch light and teasing as Bennett’s palm slid between her thighs, his fingers already slick with her arousal.

*"Tomorrow,"* Grayson murmured, *"you’re going to be ours."*

Bennett’s fingers pressed against her entrance, his touch **rough and demanding**, his voice a dark command at her ear.

*"And you’re going to come so *many* times,"* he growled, *"you won’t have time to think about anything else."*

The vibrator’s hum **began again**, the sensation of Grayson’s fingers pressing against her clit, Bennett’s touch sliding inside her, Lena’s breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

*"Show us,"* Grayson murmured, *"how good you are at making deals."*

Lena’s fingers found the remote, **guiding it higher**, her body already tensing in anticipation, her pussy already wet with her arousal. The vibrator’s hum **spiked to a new intensity**, its vibrations thrumming against her clit, her breath coming in desperate sounds.

*"Tell us,"* Bennett commanded, *"exactly what you’ll do."*

The words slipped out in a desperate breath, a silent scream of pleasure already building between her thighs.

*"Tomorrow,"* Lena whimpered. *"I’ll do… whatever you ask me to."*

Grayson’s fingers continued their slow, deliberate circles, the pressure **building**, the vibrator’s hum **louder**, the air **thick with desire** as the door to the office still remained locked.

*"That’s right,"* Grayson murmured, *"perfect, perfect girl."*

Lena’s hips **jerked against the table**, her body already tensing again, her pussy already wet with her arousal, her juices dripping down her thighs.

*"Because,"* Bennett growled, his fingers **sliding inside her**, his touch rough and demanding, *"you’re going to be the best investment this firm has ever made."*

The pressure **built again**, Lena’s breath coming in desperate sounds, her pussy already trembling in anticipation of another orgasm.

*"Now,"* Grayson whispered. *"Come."*

The words sent a spark of fire through her, Lena’s body **convulsing against the table**, the sensation of Bennett’s fingers sliding inside her, Grayson working against her clit, the vibrator’s hum **filling the room**, as Lena’s breath came in short, desperate gasps.

*"One more,"* Grayson murmured, *"before we let you go."*

Lena’s body **trembled again**, the sensation almost too much, her pussy already wet with her arousal, her body tensing against another orgasm.

*"You’re going to be *very* wet,"* Bennett growled, *"when Eleanor Hart comes back tomorrow for the lunch where she’s going to decide exactly* what she wants from you."*

The pressure **built yet again**, Lena’s breath coming in desperate sounds, her pussy already quivering in anticipation, her juices dripping down her thighs.

*"Now,"* Grayson whispered. *"Come."*

The words sent a spark of fire through her one last time, Lena’s body **convulsing against the table**, her pussy already wet with her arousal, the sensation overwhelming as she cried out for them both, her voice a desperate whimper filling the room.

*"Good girl,"* Grayson growled, finally easing the pressure of the vibrator, his fingers sliding away from her clit, but his voice still a dark promise. *"Now,"* Bennett murmured, standing up, *"go home and think about it. Because you’ve made your choice."*

Lena’s breath came in short, sharp gasps as she straightened up, her body still trembling, her pussy still aching, her thoughts a whirlwind of pleasure and the terrifying promise of what was to come. She could *feel* the dampness between her thighs, the way her arousal had soaked through her panties, the way her body still hummed with the aftershocks of her orgasms.

*"Tomorrow,"* Bennett said, *"you’re going to be very, very* accommodating."*

Grayson’s fingers **trailed down the edge of her dress**, leaving a cool path of air against her heat, his voice a dark command at her ear.

*"Because,"* he murmured, *"you’re going to be ours."*

Lena’s thighs pressed together in a vain attempt to ease the ache, the sensation of the vibrator still pulsing faintly against them, her pussy spasming for more. She could *feel* it—the way her body was already betraying her, the way her arousal was dripping down her thighs, the way her mind was already racing with what was to come.

*"Now,"* Bennett said, *"get out of here."*

Lena’s breath came in desperate sounds as she straightened up, her body still trembling, her thoughts a whirlwind of pleasure and the terrifying promise of what was to come. She reached for the hem of her dress, her fingers trembling as she **pulled it back down**, her pussy wet with her arousal, her thoughts a silent scream of the power they held over her.

*"Tomorrow,"* Grayson murmured, his voice a dark command at her ear, *"won’t be like today."*

Lena’s heart hammered in her chest. She knew exactly what he meant.

She was going to *choose* for herself.

Tomorrow.

The door to the office **closed behind her**, the weight of their words echoing in the quiet halls, her thoughts already racing with what was to come. She had one night before they decided her fate—and one night to decide *exactly* what she’d do for them.

Because whatever it was—*whatever* it took—it better be enough.

And if it wasn’t?

Well.

She’d just have to make sure it was.




Chapter 4

The blindfold slipped from Lena’s fingers as she stepped into the sunlit pool cabana, the fabric still warm from the heat of her skin. Two nights—forty-eight hours—of whispered promises, deliberate touches, and the unspoken weight of what Grayson and Bennett *wanted* from her had left her trembling with anticipation. The air smelled of salt and sweat, of whiskey and cigar smoke, of the faint metallic tang of arousal already clinging to the space between them.

She hadn’t told them yet.

But she *knew*.

The way Grayson’s palm had lingered against her throat when he’d guided her to the edge of the conference table, his fingers pressing just enough to make her breath hitch. The way Bennett’s voice had dropped to a rough, dangerous growl when he’d demanded she *"show them all what you’re capable of."* The way Eleanor had watched them from the shadows, her lips curled in that sharp, knowing smile that promised *more*—so much more than Lena had ever imagined.

Now, the blindfold fell away, and she saw them.

Grayson and Bennett stood with their backs to her, broad shoulders catching the morning light like two gods carved from gold and shadow. Grayson’s skin was golden, the faintest trace of a sunburn along his collarbone from the rooftop’s glare, his muscles flexing as he rolled his cock between his fingers, the tip already glistening with precome. Bennett’s back was darker, a dusting of freckles visible along his spine—the ones Eleanor had once laughed about, saying they *"make him more rugged, more memorable,"* when Lena had first arrived with him. His hands were steady, one wrapped around a cigar that had already been lit, the ember glowing like a promise in the morning haze.

A tray sat between them, gleaming with silver domes, crystal glasses, and a bottle of whiskey that hadn’t been there when Lena had first climbed the stairs with her plan. Her *plan*.

They didn’t turn. Didn’t look at her directly. Instead, Grayson’s voice purred like a cat stretched in the sun, *"We waited for you, Lena."*

Bennett exhaled smoke, the scent thick and rich, curling around them like a shroud. *"Wanted to make sure you were the one to greet them first."*

Lena’s fingers flexed at her sides, her thighs pressing together just enough to feel the faint buzz of the vibrator still embedded deep inside her. It had been there since Grayson’s fingers had first teased her open, since Bennett had knelt between her legs and whispered, *"You’re going to be so wet for us by the time they get here."*

She should have been nervous. Should have felt the thrum of danger beneath the excitement coiling in her belly. But instead, there was only the rush of heat between her thighs, the way her nipples tightened against the lace of her bra, the way her breath hitched just from the memory of Grayson’s teeth scraping against her collarbone as he’d murmured, *"You’re ours now, darling. And we’re not going to let you forget it."*

The door to the rooftop hissed open, the seal parting with a whisper. Eleanor Hart stepped out first, her heels clicking against the concrete like a metronome counting down to something inevitable. Behind her, two other men followed, their suit jackets unbuttoned, loosened ties swaying like pendulums. The kind of men who already knew their way around the city’s power brokers—the kind who wouldn’t be satisfied with just a deal.

*"There you are,"* Eleanor said, her voice sharp, dangerous. She stopped beside Bennett, her hand brushing against his chest before trailing lower, her fingers curling around the waistband of his pants. *"Bennett, Grayson. And..."* Her gaze flicked over Lena—really *looked* at her, like she was weighing her against the spreadsheet open in her mind. *"The new assistant."*

Lena didn’t move. Didn’t stammer. Didn’t blush under the intensity of their unspoken approval. She simply smiled, slow and knowing, the way Grayson had once whispered into her ear that she should. *"Call her ‘Lena,’"* he’d said, his breath hot against her skin. *"She’s not just an assistant. She’s what we’ve all been waiting for."*

Eleanor’s smile was sharp, her lips parting just enough to reveal the glint of something metallic—her teeth, maybe, or the edge of a blade hidden in her smile. *"I see Daniel’s taste is still as good as they say."*

Bennett smirked, adjusting his grip on the cigar. *"And yours isn’t far behind, Eleanor."*

The air between them thickened, the scent of desire and anticipation so heavy it was almost *tangible*. Lena exhaled, her breath shaky, her thighs pressing together as the vibrator inside her *pulsed*, a reminder of the games they’d played over the last two days. Daniel Hart had left the night before, his fingers trailing along her jaw as Grayson’s had already worked beneath the hem of her skirt. *"She wants you alone,"* he’d murmured, his voice rough. *"And we do too."*

So now, it was just her.

And them.

Eleanor’s fingers moved beneath Bennett’s waistband, her touch sure, deliberate. Lena’s thighs quivered beneath her dress—the same dark silk she’d worn for Grayson’s last demonstration, the fabric clinging to her skin like a second layer. The vibrator’s hum filled her ears, the rhythm designed to keep her at the brink of something she could barely describe.

*"Let’s not make this a formality,"* Eleanor murmured, her voice dropping into that velvet growl that had once made Lena’s pulse stutter. *"The last time we met, you two barely held back. This morning, I want to see what she can do—*with all of us.*"*

Her eyes flicked to Lena, and the heat in them made the vibrator *throb* harder inside her. *"You’re going to do as Daniel told you,"* Grayson said, his voice rough, *"aren’t you, darling?"* His thumb dragged against the underside of his shaft, the muscles in his forearm tensing as he watched Eleanor’s fingers work. *"Show Eleanor that you’re *worth* what she’s about to pay for."*

Lena’s hands clenched into fists at her sides, her hips shifting without conscious thought. The vibrator’s low hum filled her ears, the rhythm *insistent*, the pressure building. She could feel her arousal dripping down her thighs, the silk of her dress already damp with it.

*"Yes,"* Bennett growled, his gaze darkening as his fingers found Lena’s waist, gripping the fabric of her dress with a violence that made her breath hitch. *"You’re going to show us exactly what you were made for."*

Eleanor’s gaze dragged over Lena’s body—down her spine, over the swell of her breasts, to the damp spot where her thighs pressed together. *"That *assistant* dress,"* she said, her voice thin with approval. *"Just like I asked."*

Lena had worn it only *once before*—when Grayson had laid her across his desk, the vibrator already humming inside her, Eleanor’s *"blindfolded taste test"* still ringing in her head. The memory of it made her shiver—Grayson’s fingers pinching her clit through the fabric, Bennett’s voice a dark growl as he’d murmured, *"I bet you wish you’d been blindfolded."* But this time, it was different. This time, she could *see* them, could feel the way their anticipation coiled like a live wire between her legs.

The vibrator’s intensity ramped up, the pressure building, and Eleanor’s smirk deepened. *"Looks like you’re ready before we even are."*

Bennett chuckled, pressing his palm against the small of Lena’s back, guiding her forward without breaking eye contact. *"She’s been practicing."*

Grayson stepped closer, his cock already brushing against her lips, the tip slick with precome. *"Just one demonstration won’t do, will it, Eleanor?"* His fingers tangled in her hair, his grip firm enough to make her whimper. *"You want to see what she can really do."*

Eleanor’s hand slid beneath the hem of Lena’s dress, her fingers brushing against the vibrator’s remote still tucked into the elastic of her garter. *"Yes,"* she murmured, already pinching the buttons with a slow precision that made Lena’s thighs shake. *"I want to see everything."*

The vibrator’s hum turned into a *throb*, the pleasure so sharp and immediate that Lena’s breath left her in a shudder. Grayson’s cock pushed forward, the tip already slick as it found her lips. *"Open wide,"* Bennett commanded, his fingers gripping the edge of her skirt, pushing it higher. *"Now."*

Lena obeyed, her tongue flicking out against Grayson’s shaft as Eleanor’s fingers curled around her exposed flesh. The touch was *brutal*—uncompromising, her nails already digging into the soft skin of Lena’s inner thighs. The pain only heightened the pleasure, and Lena’s hips jerked forward, her body already climbing.

*"That’s right,"* Bennett growled, his cigar dropping into the tray as his fingers found her clit, circling with the same deliberate ruthlessness that Grayson’s hands had once shown. *"You like her touch?"*

Lena’s moans were muffled as Eleanor’s thumb slid against the vibrator’s remote, raising the intensity even farther. The pleasure was a relentless *pulse*, her body already trembling at the edge of something she couldn’t quite name.

*"Goddamn,"* Grayson groaned, his hips snapping forward, his cock already sliding between her lips. *"She’s *perfect*—arent you, Lena?"*

Lena could barely nod, her body overwhelmed, her pussy already wet with her arousal. Eleanor’s fingers worked in deliberate circles, her touch *rough*, her nails dragging against Lena’s swollen flesh. *"You are,"* she murmured, her thumb pressing against the vibrator’s remote until the rhythm mimicked the pulse of her mouth around Grayson’s cock. *"But will you be enough?"*

Bennett’s hand slid up Lena’s thigh, his fingers already gripping the waistband of her panties. *"Pull them down."*

His voice was sharp, uncompromising, and Lena obeyed without hesitation, her trembling fingers hooking into the lace and dragging it down her legs. The cool air against her exposed flesh made her gasp, the pleasure almost too much.

Eleanor chuckled, her fingers sliding against the bare skin of Lena’s pussy—spread, wet, already aching for more. *"Looks like you’re ready to be put to the test."*

Grayson’s grip on her hair tightened, his voice rough with something that wasn’t just lust. *"She’s going to take all of us,"* he growled. *"And then she’s going to take whatever we give her."*

Lena’s breath hitched as Bennett’s fingers slid lower, pressing against her entrance. The sensation was *too much*—the vibrator’s pulsing pleasure, Grayson’s cock against her tongue, Eleanor’s rough touch between her thighs. She was going to come. Already.

*"Now,"* Eleanor commanded, her fingers already sliding inside, *"you’re going to make us all believe you’re worth it."*

Her thumb flicked against the vibrator’s remote, and the waves inside Lena hitched into a *crescendo*, the pleasure so sharp and consuming that her knees trembled. Grayson’s fingers curled into her scalp, his voice a low and dangerous rumble. *"Come for us, darling."*

Lena’s body *obeyed*—the ecstasy crashing over her in waves, her back arching against Eleanor’s touch as Bennett’s fingers worked against her entrance. Grayson’s cock slid deeper, his breath ragged, his voice a growl of command.

*"That’s right,"* he whispered. *"Show them what they’re going to get."*

The orgasm was *violent*—her legs shaking, her pussy spasming, her juices already dripping onto the concrete below her. Eleanor’s fingers stayed deep inside her, the vibrations of the remote still pulsing against her swollen clit.

Lena’s teeth scraped against the underside of Grayson’s shaft as Bennett’s other hand found her nipple, his touch *firm through the fabric* of her dress. *"Again."*

The command was echoed by Grayson, his voice dropping to a rough growl of desire. *"Do it now."*

The vibrator’s intensity *shifted*—a steady, unyielding pulse that made Lena’s body *tighten*, every fiber of her already screaming for more. Eleanor’s fingers worked inside her, Bennett’s thumb finding her nipple again, Grayson’s cock already sliding against her lips.

*"Use your hands,"* Bennett growled, his fingers already guiding hers down his length. *"Show us what you’re made of."*

Lena’s fingers curled around Bennett’s shaft, squeezing just enough before sliding against his wet skin. Eleanor’s fingers *withdrew* only to return with a roughness that made her gasp, her pussy already tightening in anticipation of another orgasm.

*"Fuck,"* Grayson groaned, his hips already snapping forward, the vibrator’s *relentless humming* filling Lena’s ears as she worked Bennett’s cock, her fingers slick with his arousal. *"She’s *insatiable*."*

The words were barely out of his mouth when Eleanor’s fingers found Lena’s clit again, the pressure so precise and unyielding that she was already *climbing*—her second orgasm building as she worked Bennett’s cock in firm, deliberate strokes.

*"That’s it,"* Bennett growled, his voice thick with need. *"Keep going."*

Grayson’s fingers tangled tighter in her hair, his grip *painful* enough to make her whimper. *"You’re going to take all of us,"* he whispered. *"Because you like the way we make you *feel*."*

And she did. Her body was already *convulsing*, her pussy *spasming* around the vibrator, her juices dripping down her thighs. Eleanor’s fingers worked inside her, Bennett’s thumb finding her nipple again, Grayson’s cock already *pulsing* against her tongue.

*"You’re going to *prove* that you’re worth every *penalty* we’re about to give you."* Eleanor’s breath was hot against her neck, her voice *harsh* with need. *"Because we’re not just going to *taste* you this time."*

Bennett’s fingers tightened in her hair, his voice *rough*. *"We’re going to *claim* you."*

The vibrator’s intensity *shifted*—a sharp *pulse*, Grayson’s fingers *working* deep inside her. *"You want that, don’t you, darling?"*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her attention split between the pleasure building in her pussy and the cock already *filling* her mouth. *"Yes,"* she gasped, the word broken against Bennett’s shaft.

Grayson’s fingers *withdrew* only to return with a roughness that made her gasp. *"Now,"* he whispered, *"you’re going to *take all of us*."*

Lena’s lips *sealed* around Bennett’s cock, her fingers gripping Grayson’s shaft, Eleanor’s fingers *relentless* between her thighs.

*"Fuck,"* Grayson groaned, his hips already *snapping* forward as Eleanor’s hand *guided* his fingers against Lena’s swollen clit. *"You’re *perfect*."*

Bennett’s fingers *withdrew* from her hair, his hands *gripping* her jaw as Grayson’s cock *pushed* between her lips. *"Yes,"* he groaned. *"You are."*

The vibrator’s intensity *rose*, Eleanor’s fingers *moving* with the same ruthless precision, and Lena’s pussy *tightened* around Grayson’s cock. *"You’re going to take whatever we give you,"* Eleanor murmured, her fingers already *strokes* against Lena’s exposed flesh. *"Because we’re the ones who decide what you *get*."*

Lena’s body was *sweaty*, her legs *trembling*, her attention split entirely. Bennett’s cock *filling* her mouth, Grayson’s *teasing* against her lips, Eleanor’s fingers *working* inside her.

*"I want to hear you *scream*,"* Bennett growled, his fingers *gripping* her jaw as Grayson’s grip on her scalp *tightened*.

*"I want to see you *come*,"* Grayson added, his fingers already *moving* against her swollen clit.

Lena’s body *tightened*, the orgasm *building* inside her, impossible to hold back now.

*"Take all of us,"* Eleanor commanded, her voice *raw* and uncompromising. *"And show us what you were *made* for."*

Lena’s *body* was *already* *convulsing*, her pussy *spasming* around Grayson’s cock, her lips *stretched* around Bennett’s shaft. Eleanor’s fingers *worked* inside her, the orgasm *too much*—crashing over her like a wave, breaking her, shattering her entirely into the heat of their touch.

*"That’s right,"* Grayson groaned, his fingers *working* in fast strokes against her swollen clit. *"Come for all of us."*

Lena’s body *arching*, her back bending against Eleanor’s touch, the pleasure *overwhelming* as she cried out around Bennett’s cock. *"Fuck, *fuck*, I can’t—"*

She could barely finish before Grayson’s fingers *withdrew* from her clit, his cock *already* *pulsing* against her open lips. *"Swallow that cock right *now*."*

Lena’s mouth *sealed* around the tip, her tongue *flicking* against his swollen shaft as Bennett’s fingers *tightened* into her scalp. *"Yes,"* Grayson groaned, *"just like that. Fuck."*

Bennett *released* with a sharp gasp, his cock *pulsing* against her tongue, Eleanor’s fingers *still deep* inside her as Grayson’s cock *flooded* her mouth.

*"That’s right,"* Eleanor murmured, her fingers *withdrew*ing with a wet slap. *"You were *made* for this."*

Lena’s breath was ragged, her body *already* *craving* more as Grayson stepped back, his cock *glistening* with her saliva. *"You’re going to be *very* wet,"* he growled, *"when they decide what to do with you next."*

His fingers *found* her entrance again, his touch *rough* before his fingers *slid* inside her.

Lena gasped against Bennett’s empty shaft, her body already *convulsing*—ready to climb again as Grayson’s fingers *moved* inside her. *"No—wait—*I want—*"*

She couldn’t finish, the pleasure already *too much* again, Eleanor’s fingers *already* *finding* her swollen clit.

*"You *will* come,"* Grayson growled, his fingers *deep* inside her as Eleanor’s fingers *stroked* with a roughness that made her gasp again. *"And you’re going to *scream* our fucking names."*

Lena was already *shattering*, her body *convulsing* against their hands, the heat of her orgasm *unending*—a scream tearing from her throat even as Grayson’s fingers *withdrew*, his cock *already* *pressing* against her lips.

*"Swallow that cock right *now*."* Grayson didn’t wait for her to obey, his fingers *guiding* her jaw down as Bennett’s cock *flooded* her mouth again.

Her tongue *flicked* against the swollen tip, her lips *stretched* as Grayson’s fingers *already slid* back in, Eleanor’s voice a *low* and uncompromising murmur at her neck. *"You’re going to come again,"* she whispered. *"Because you’re *ours* now."*

Lena’s body wasn’t listening anymore. All she could feel was the pleasure—*spreading, unyielding, overwhelming*—every touch, every command, every breath driving her higher.

*"I can’t—*I don’t—*"* She could barely form the words as Grayson’s fingers *moved* deeper inside her, Bennett’s cock *already* *pulsing* against her tongue.

*"You *will*,"* Grayson growled, his fingers *already* *withdrawing* as Eleanor’s hand *gripped* her jaw, forcing her open lips to *seal* around the second cock.

This time, it was Grayson’s turn to *fill* her mouth, Eleanor to *pinch* her clit just right, Bennett’s fingers *already sliding* against her exposed flesh, the heat of his touch *too much* to hold back against.

*"Fuck—yes—just like that—*"*

Another orgasm *crashed* over her, Lena’s body *convulsing* as Grayson’s fingers *pulled* her over the edge, Eleanor’s fingers *working* against her swollen clit, Bennett’s thumb *already* *teasing* the sensitive flesh.

*"That’s right,"* Grayson groaned, his cock *pulsing* against her lips. *"You’re going to take all of us."*

Lena’s tongue *flicked*, her body *already* *fighting* against another release, Eleanor’s touch *relentless*, Bennett’s fingers already *sliding* inside her.

*"Fuck you,"* Grayson growled, his fingers *deep* inside her as Eleanor’s fingers *teased* against her swollen clit. *"Take all of it."*

Her fingers *gripped* Bennett’s cock in a firm and deliberate stroke, her body already *tightening*, Grayson’s voice *rough* against her scalp. *"Open wide, darling."*

And she did.

Grayson’s fingers *withdrew* from her cunt, his mouth already *finding* hers as Eleanor’s palm *pressed* against the back of Lena’s head, Bennett’s fingers *already* *working* against her swollen clit.

*"We’re going to fuck you until you *remember*,"* Grayson growled, his fingers tangled into her hair. *"Until you *know*—that you’re *ours*."*

Lena was *already* *shattering*—her body *convulsing*, Eleanor’s fingers already *inside* her, Bennett’s cock *already* *pulsing*—all of them *driving* her higher.

*"Fuck—yes—*more*—"*

Her body *wasn’t* *sorry*—wasn’t *begging*—wasn’t *resisting*—any of that. All she could feel was the heat of the sun on her skin, the weight of their fingers, the unending waves of pleasure spreading through every part of her.

*"You’re *perfect*, darling,"* Grayson murmured, his fingers tangled into her hair, *"Exactly what we need."*

And Lena *believed* him—believed *all* of them, as they *fucked* her, as they *owned* her, as they *claimed* her entirely in the morning sun.

Eleanor’s fingers *worked* inside Lena’s still-trembling pussy, her touch *rough*, possessive. *"Tomorrow,"* she growled, her voice dropping to a dangerous purr, *"You're going to do whatever we ask."*

Bennett’s thumb *pressed* against Lena’s swollen clit, his voice rough, his breath hot against her ear. *"You're going to *be our best investment*."*

Grayson’s fingers *tangled* free of her hair, his voice dropping to a dark and deliberate command. *"And you're going to *come so many times*, you won't even *think* about saying no."*

Lena’s body *wasn’t* *listening*—wasn’t *waiting*—wasn’t *doing any of that*—just the heat of the sun, the weight of their hands, the unending pleasure *consuming* her entirely.

Her legs gave out first, her knees hitting the concrete with a soft *thud*, but Grayson’s fingers were already there, guiding her down, his cock *already* *pressing* against her lips again. *"That’s right,"* he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. *"You’re *ours* now."*

And Lena *let* herself believe it—let herself *drown* in the heat of their touch, in the unspoken promises, in the way they *owned* her body like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Because it was.

It *was* natural.

It was *perfect*.




Chapter 5

The grand ballroom of *Lakeside Manor* stretches before Lena like a cavern of sin, its gilded mirrors and flickering candlelight casting shadows that dance across her flushed skin. The air is thick with the scent of expensive whiskey and something darker—something that clings to her pores, the sweat of anticipation already beading along her collarbone. She stands there, completely exposed, her body trembling not from fear, but from the electric promise of what’s to come. The last forty-eight hours have been a masterclass in surrender, in the way power can bend a woman’s will until she’s nothing but a trembling, desperate thing—*their* thing.

The crowd murmurs, their eyes hungry, but Lena barely notices. Her gaze is locked on Grayson, his broad shoulders gleaming under the chandelier’s glow, his fingers wrapped around his cock with a slow, deliberate rhythm. The way his thumb circles the tip, spreading the pearlescent bead of precome, makes her thighs clench. Bennett stands beside him, his chest bare, the golden chain of his belt slung low over his hips, the silver cuffs at his wrists glinting like a warning. She remembers the way he’d bit into her skin earlier, how his teeth had grazed her collarbone just enough to leave a mark—*his* mark. The memory sends a shiver down her spine, her nipples tightening against the cool air.

Eleanor Hart steps forward, her hips rolling with a predatory grace, and Lena’s breath hitches. The woman is a vision in black silk, her blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease, her stockings still pristine despite the chaos of the night. *"We’ve been waiting long enough,"* Eleanor purrs, her voice dripping with the kind of amusement that makes Lena’s stomach twist. *"Time to see what we’ve been *investing* in."*

Lena swallows hard as Grayson circles her, his fingers trailing along the slope of her shoulder before dipping lower, brushing the sensitive skin of her throat. The vibrator embedded deep within her is still dormant, a silent threat coiled tight inside her. His touch is possessive, his thumb pressing just enough to make her whimper—not in fear, but in the kind of desperate need that makes her thighs slick. *"On your knees,"* Bennett instructs, his voice rough, the kind of command that doesn’t ask for obedience, only *surrender*.

Lena sinks to her knees, the cold marble biting into her skin, but the sting only serves to heighten the heat pooling between her thighs. Grayson’s fingers lace through hers, his own knees nudging hers apart with a slow, grinding rhythm. The crowd watches, their murmurs growing louder as Bennett steps forward, his hands bracketing her hips. He doesn’t speak. Instead, his fingers press into the fleshy part of her ass, parting her with a rough, possessive grip. Lena feels the first brush of Grayson’s cock against her folds before he sinks his fingers into her hair—not gently, but with the kind of bite that tells her he’s the one in control.

*"You’re going to learn something today, darling,"* Grayson murmurs, his breath hot against her ear. *"The more we own you, the more you’ll *belong*—to this room, to these men, to the way we make you *beg*."* His fingers tighten on the remote tucked into the waistband of her stockings, and Lena gasps as the vibrator thrums to life—not the gentle tease of before, but a deep, relentless hum that makes her pussy *clench* around nothing. Grayson’s cock already slips inside, the thick intrusion stretching her with a slow, calculated cruelty that only makes her wetter. The way he *fills* her, the way her body *molds* around him, makes her moan, her nails digging into the marble.

Bennett’s fingers dig into her hips, his grip bruising, and Grayson smirks, his free hand tangling in her hair. *"That’s right, darling. Take it."* His hips snap forward, his cock *pushing* deeper, his fingers *twisting* into her hair until her head is tilted back, her throat exposed. The crowd watches, their breaths shallow, their eyes locked on the way Lena’s body *reacts*—the way her back arches, the way her free hand grips the edge of the stage, her knuckles white.

Eleanor steps closer, her fingers trailing down Lena’s spine before pressing into the small of her back, forcing her to *lean* into Grayson’s thrusts. *"I’ve been wondering,"* she says, her voice dripping with something far more dangerous than curiosity, *"what happens when we give you *rules*—ones you can’t just break."* Grayson’s fingers find the remote again, adjusting the vibrator’s intensity with every slide of his cock. *"That’s what we’re going to do. Set the terms."*

Bennett’s fingers slide up Lena’s spine, his touch rough, his nails scraping against her skin. *"First, you’re going to take Grayson like the good assistant you are."* Grayson’s cock *withdraws* just enough to tease before *pressing* back in with a controlled force that makes Lena’s vision blur. *"Then,"* Eleanor continues, her fingers finding Lena’s exposed clit, *"you’re going to let *me* see what you’ve been *hiding*."* Grayson’s hips snap forward again, his cock *pushing* deeper, his fingers *twisting* into her hair. *"But she’s going to *come*—every single time."*

Eleanor’s laugh is low, unmistakable lust roughening its edges. *"Yes,"* she murmurs, already pinching Lena’s clit between her fingers. *"Let’s see how *quiet* you can be."* The vibrator’s intensity spikes, Grayson’s thrusts growing harder, and Lena’s breath shatters as the pleasure becomes *too much*—her body *convulsing*, her pussy *clamoring* for more even as Eleanor’s fingers *pull* her away from the edge.

*"You’re not *allowed* to scream,"* Eleanor instructs, her fingers tightening.

*"Then you’re not allowed to come,"* Grayson adds with a smirk, his cock already *filling* her again.

Bennett’s hands find her shoulders, his fingers already gripping her hard enough to bruise. *"Keep her open."* Lena’s thighs press together involuntarily, but Eleanor’s fingers dig deeper into her clit, and Grayson’s cock *presses* wide inside her. The pain is sharp, delicious, and she *gasps*, her body trembling at the edge of surrender.

*"You two have been so patient with her,"* Eleanor says, her voice barely concealed triumph as if Lena’s reactions were a performance to be judged. *"But now… it’s time to *share*."*

The words are barely out when Grayson’s fingers *tighten* around the remote, and Lena’s body *explodes*—her pussy *spasming*, her juices already slicking Grayson’s cock. The pleasure is *unforgiving*, a relentless pulse that makes her thighs shake, her vision swim. *"Fuck, *fuck*—!"* she cries, breaking Eleanor’s unspoken command.

Grayson’s fingers *withdraw*, the vibrator’s power *easing*—but only for a moment. *"Next time,"* he promises, his voice dark, *"you’ll be *punished* for that."* Bennett’s fingers *tease* down her throat, his touch rough enough to make her whimper. *"You like the way we make you *scream*, don’t you?"*

Lena can barely nod before Eleanor’s fingers *slide* into her cunt from behind, Grayson’s cock still deep, Bennett’s hands *spreading* her open. *"God, *yes*—!"* Grayson’s fingers *tighten* in her hair, his cock *pushing* deeper, Eleanor’s fingers *already* *teasing* against the sensitive skin of her folds. *"We’re not done yet."*

Bennett’s lips find her throat, his tongue *flicking* against the pulse there, his teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. *"You’re going to take all of this—our commands, our fingers, our *cock*—and you’re going to *love* it."* His fingers *twist* into her hair, pulling her head back as Grayson *presses* the remote again. The vibrator’s humming *fills* her—thick, unrelenting, as Eleanor’s fingers *work* inside her. *"That’s right,"* Eleanor instructs, her fingers *already* *teasing* against Bennett’s length. *"You take whatever we give you."*

He steps forward, his cock already *sliding* against Lena’s swollen lips, Grayson’s fingers *tightening* in her hair. *"Now, let’s see what you’re *really* made for."* Lena’s tongue *flicks* against the tip, her body *reacting* instinctively to Eleanor’s fingers *teasing* inside her, Grayson’s cock *pushing* deeper. The pleasure is *all-consuming*—her thighs slick with her arousal, Bennett’s fingers *gripping* her jaw, Eleanor’s voice *raw* against her neck.

*"You’re going to swallow us both,"* Eleanor murmurs, her fingers *already* *working* against Lena’s clit. *"And then you’re going to *prove* you can handle more."*

Bennett’s fingers *tighten*, his voice a growl of command. *"Show us what you *can* do."* Lena’s lips *stretch* as Bennett *presses* deeper, Grayson’s hands *already* *guiding* her head back as Eleanor’s fingers *slide* inside her with a slick wetness that makes her *gasps* shatter around their cocks. *"Fuck,"* Grayson whispers, his cock already *pulsing* against her tongue as Eleanor *presses* her thumb against the vibrator’s remote—higher, *harder*.

*"Yes—*good girl*—just like that—"* Lena’s pussy *clenches*—another orgasm *threatening* to *rip* through her as Eleanor’s fingers *tease* her clit, Bennett’s cock *fills* her mouth, Grayson’s hands *tangling* in her hair.

*"That’s enough,"* Eleanor murmurs, finally *pulling* her fingers free—but the vibrator’s intensity *doesn’t drop*. Lena can barely breathe, Bennett’s cock *flooding* her mouth, the taste of him *thick* and *sweet*.

*"Swallow him,"* Eleanor orders, her fingers *already* *guiding* Grayson’s shaft against Lena’s swollen lips. Lena’s tongue *flicks*, her throat *working* against Bennett’s cock as Grayson *presses* past, their combined release *hot* and *thick* on her tongue. Eleanor’s fingers *find* her entrance again, already *stroking* inside.

*"You’re going to be our *favorite* little experiment,"* Grayson whispers, his fingers *twisting* into her hair as Bennett *withdraws* just enough for her to gasp. *"Yes, *exactly*—just like that—"* Lena’s pussy *seizes*—another orgasm *pressing* down, Eleanor’s fingers *deep* inside her, Grayson’s thumb *pressuring* against her swollen clit.

*"You like being *owned*?"* Eleanor asks, her fingers *already* *teasing* against Bennett’s length.

Lena’s breath *shatters*—another orgasm *pressing* down, Eleanor’s fingers *deep* inside her, Grayson’s thumb *teasing* her clit. *"Yes—*" she gasps, *"Yes—*I need—*"*

*"Then *breathe*,"* Eleanor instructs, already *withdrawing* her fingers.

The vibrator *stops*, and Lena’s knees *tremble*—her body *aching*, her cunt *wet*, Grayson’s cock already *sliding* against her lips. *"You *need* something,"* Eleanor murmurs, stepping back as Bennett *withdraws*—leaving Grayson’s fingers *tightening* in her hair.

*"You were *made* for this,"* Grayson whispers, his thumb *teasing* her clit as Bennett’s fingers *find* her nipple, pinching it through the sheer fabric of her dress. Lena’s teeth *scrape* against Grayson’s shaft, her pussy *already* *clamoring* for Eleanor’s touch. *"Yes—*fuck—*"*

The vibrator *thrums* to life again, this time with Eleanor’s fingers *already* *teasing* against its remote. *"Let’s see what you can *really* take."* Grayson’s hips *snap* forward, his cock *already* *pressing* past her lips as Eleanor’s fingers *slide* inside her.

*"No—*" Lena gasps, *"Not—*wait—*"*

Eleanor’s fingers *press* against the vibrator’s remote, and the pleasure *spikes*, Lena’s orgasm *tearing* through her before she’s even *ready*—her cunt *spasming*, her thighs shaking. *"That’s right,"* Bennett murmurs, his fingers *already* *gripping* Grayson’s cock as Grayson *presses* deeper, his hand *tightening* in her hair. *"You can’t even *hope* to come until we say so."*

Lena’s breath is ragged as Grayson *withdraws*, Eleanor’s fingers already *pulling* free of her cunt. *"Wait—*no—*"*

*"On your back,"* Eleanor instructs, her fingers *already* *guiding* Grayson’s shaft to Lena’s lips.

Lena’s body *relies*, but the moment her back hits the marble, Grayson’s fingers *hook* into her garter, dragging her wrists tight above her head. Bennett *presses* between her thighs, his fingers *already* *teasing* against her folds. *"This is where you *learn*,"* Grayson murmurs, already *inching* his cock toward her entrance.

Lena’s body *tightens*—her pussy *already* *clamoring* for him—Eleanor’s hand *already* *finding* the vibrator’s remote. *"You’ll take whatever we *decide*,"* Eleanor whispers, *adjusting* the power higher. Grayson’s fingers *spread* her wider, his cock *already* *pressing* past her entrance—Bennett’s thumb *teasing* against her swollen clit.

*"Fuck—*" Lena gasps, *"That’s—*yes—*"*

*"That’s just the *beginning*,"* Grayson murmurs, already *thrusting* deeper, his fingers *twisting* into her garter. *"Tomorrow, you’ll *do* anything we ask."*

Lena’s pussy *spasms*—another orgasm *tearing* through her, Eleanor’s touch *merciless*, Bennett’s fingers *already* *withdrawing* to return again. *"That’s our *best* investment,"* Eleanor repeats, her voice *thick* with something Lena can’t quite place. *"And you’re going to *prove* it."*

The vibrator’s intensity *never drops*—Eleanor’s fingers *already* *teasing* against Bennett’s cock as Grayson’s thrusts *grow* harder, Lena’s body *already* *convulsing* beneath them. *"That’s right,"* Bennett murmurs, already *pressing*—his fingers *already* *withdrawing* to return again. *"You’re going to *take* every single one of us."*

Lena’s body *unravels*—her thighs *shaking*, her pussy *clamoring*—Eleanor’s fingers *finding* her clit *just* as Grayson’s cock *pressures* deeper. *"Fuck—*yes*—!"*

The orgasm *tears* through her—another scream, another *shudder*, another *proof*—until her body *relies* entirely against Grayson’s thrusts, Eleanor’s fingers *already* *working* inside her, Bennett’s hands *already* *finding* her shoulders. *"That’s right,"* Grayson murmurs, his fingers *already* *withdrawing*—Lena’s pussy *seizing* around his cock. *"You’re going to *come* for us every single time."*

Lena’s body *trembles*—Eleanor’s fingers already *teasing* against Bennett’s cock as Grayson *presses* against her lips. *"You were *made* for this,"* Eleanor whispers, her voice *thick* with command as Lena’s body *already* *fights*—against the pleasure, against the *threat*—against anything that might make her *stop*.

Bennett’s fingers *hook* into the hem of her dress, *pulling*—her skin already *flushing*—Grayson’s cock *already* *pulsing* as Eleanor’s fingers *find* her clit again. *"Fuck—*that’s—*"*

The vibrator *spikes*—another orgasm *tearing* through her—Lena’s body *already* *convulsing*—*unable* to resist—*unable* to do anything but *scream* their names.

Eleanor’s fingers *press* deeper, her thumb *teasing* the vibrator’s intensity higher as Grayson’s cock *fills* her, Bennett’s hands *spreading* her wider. *"You’re ours now,"* Eleanor murmurs, her voice a dark promise. *"Every scream, every shudder, every *drop* of your pleasure—it’s all *ours*."*

Lena’s body *arches*, her back *pressing* against the marble, her thighs *trembling* as another orgasm *builds*, relentless, *uncontrollable*. Grayson’s fingers *tighten* in her hair, his hips *snapping* forward, his cock *pushing* deeper, *harder*. *"That’s it,"* Bennett growls, his fingers *digging* into her hips. *"Take it all."*

The vibrator *thrums* louder, Eleanor’s fingers *already* *adjusting* the power, her touch *merciless*. *"You’re going to *come* for us again,"* she orders, her voice *thick* with command. *"And you’re going to *love* every second of it."*

Lena’s breath *shatters*—another orgasm *tearing* through her, her pussy *spasming* around Grayson’s cock, her thighs *shaking* beneath Bennett’s grip. *"Fuck—*yes—*"*

*"Good girl,"* Grayson murmurs, his fingers *already* *withdrawing*—Lena’s body *aching*, *empty*, *desperate*. *"You’re going to take *everything* we give you."*

Eleanor’s fingers *find* her clit again, *teasing*, *tormenting*, as Grayson *presses* against her lips. *"You’re ours,"* Eleanor whispers, her voice *thick* with possession. *"And you’re going to *remember* that."*

Lena’s tongue *flicks* against Grayson’s shaft, her body *already* *reacting*—another orgasm *threatening*, Eleanor’s fingers *already* *working* inside her. *"Yes—*fuck—*"*

The vibrator *spikes*—another *release*, another *surrender*—Lena’s body *unraveling*, *breaking*, *belonging* to them in ways she never thought possible.

*"That’s right,"* Grayson murmurs, his fingers *already* *tightening* in her hair. *"You’re *ours*."*

And Lena knows—*she’s theirs*. Forever.


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