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Chapter One




“Nicole, someone’s been staring at you all night.”

I turned in the booth, following Megan’s gaze with a flicker of curiosity. But the only person I saw was… way too hot to be the one she meant. No way. He looked like he belonged in a whiskey commercial, not a dive bar. A little older, sure, but in the most devastatingly attractive way. His salt-and-pepper hair framed a face that could’ve been chiseled—broad cheekbones, a sharp jaw, and the kind of five o’clock shadow that made you want to run your fingers over it just to feel the scratch. His shoulders filled out his jacket like he’d been built to wear it.

I turned back to Megan, frowning. “Who?”

She laughed like she couldn’t believe I hadn’t figured it out. “Mr. Brown Leather Jacket over there,” she said, tipping her head.

I turned again. And sure enough, the man in question was now unmistakably wearing a brown leather jacket—and getting closer. My pulse picked up.

He walked with the kind of quiet confidence that made my mouth go dry. As he approached, he pulled his hands from his pockets and flashed a crooked, knowing smile. “Can I buy you ladies a drink?”

“It’s okay,” Megan replied, smooth as ever. “You don’t need to buy me one. I know who you’re here for.”

My eyes went wide. She slid out of the booth, all cool and unbothered, leaving me completely exposed. That was Megan for you—bold, direct, and a total menace in moments like this. I loved her for it, but right now? I wanted to strangle her.

The man looked at me. “Mind if I sit down?”

I nearly told him yes—just out of nerves. But my lips moved before my brain could catch up. “No. I don’t mind.”

He didn’t take the seat across from me like I’d expected. Instead, he slid in beside me, his thigh brushing mine—thick denim against bare skin. I sucked in a quiet breath. My dress had felt short when I left the house. Now I wished it was even shorter.

He was warm. Radiating heat. And close enough that I could smell him—woodsy and clean, with a hint of something sweet underneath, like fresh apples in the fall. He looked like a city guy, but he smelled like an orchard.

My thoughts spiraled fast. I hadn’t even said a full sentence to him, and I already wanted his hand inching up my leg under the table. But he didn’t move. He just sat there, calm and composed, like he knew he had all the time in the world.

“I’m sorry if this is too forward,” he said, his voice low and rough around the edges, like gravel smoothed by warmth. “But you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

I rolled my eyes with a laugh. So he was a little cheesy. Whatever. He could’ve opened with the worst line imaginable and I still would've wanted him to wreck me.

He caught my reaction and grinned. “Okay. Not a fan of pickup lines. I get it.”

My gaze drifted to his lips—full and soft-looking. I couldn’t help wondering how they’d feel pressed against my skin. My chest rose and fell as I breathed, a little faster than normal. I wondered if he noticed. I hoped he did.

His eyes—steel blue with a flicker of gray—dropped to my mouth, then traced a slow, respectful line down my body and back up again. When they landed on my face, he smiled like he already knew what I was thinking.

“Greg,” he said.

I swallowed hard, almost forgetting my own name. “Nicole,” I managed.

Under the table, his hand found my thigh. His fingers were warm, steady, confident.

“It’s nice to meet you, Nicole.”

I knew I shouldn’t let him touch me like that. I knew better than to let a stranger move in so close, so fast. But what my brain understood and what my body craved weren’t even playing the same game. My body wasn’t whispering caution—it was begging. Aching. Everything about Greg’s slow, deliberate movements felt like torture in the best possible way. I didn’t want him to take his time. I wanted him buried inside me already, rough and deep and unapologetic.

Some distant voice in my head reminded me to act like a lady. To be careful. But that voice got quieter the moment his mouth found mine.

Greg’s fingers threaded through my hair, dragging lightly through the strands before he gripped a fistful at the nape of my neck. He angled my head back and kissed me like he meant to ruin me. His lips were plush but firm, and when his tongue slipped past mine, hot and sure of itself, I stopped trying to think at all. My own tongue hesitated for half a second—nervous, vulnerable—before pressing into his, tentative but hungry.

By the time he’d led me outside, my panties were drenched.

He walked with a quiet purpose, one hand gripping mine like he already knew I wouldn’t stop him. I didn’t want to. He pulled me into the shadows of a side alley, the kind of place I wouldn’t have dared enter alone. But with Greg’s big body pressed up against mine, I didn’t feel scared. I felt reckless.

He shoved me gently against the rough brick wall, the coolness of it making me gasp as it met the heat of my back. His hands moved fast now, tugging up the hem of my dress until the night air kissed my thighs. I didn’t even flinch when he pushed my panties to the side. If someone happened to walk by, they'd get one hell of a show. But I didn’t care. I wanted him too badly to care about anything else.

His belt clinked as he unfastened it. Then the zipper. Then the soft grunt he made as he freed his cock.

When he slid inside me, I nearly cried out from the stretch. He was thick. Long. And he didn’t ease in gently. He buried himself to the hilt with one hard, claiming thrust, and I gasped so loudly it echoed off the alley walls.

His hand came up to my throat, fingers splayed but careful. He wasn’t choking me—just holding me still, grounding me. His eyes never left mine, watching me, reading every twitch of my mouth and flutter of my lashes like they mattered.

My arms wrapped instinctively around his shoulders, and my legs curled around his hips. He held me up like it was nothing, thrusting into me over and over while the wall scraped at my spine and the filthy alley blurred behind my fluttering eyelids.

Then, with one smooth move, he tugged the top of my dress down. My breasts spilled free, nipples tight from the cool air and the heat of his body. He bent his head and took one into his mouth, sucking hard, teeth scraping just enough to make me cry out. It wasn’t a sound I meant to make. But it tore out of me anyway—raw and loud and absolutely shameless.

If anyone was still nearby, they knew exactly what was happening.

Greg fucked me like he wanted to leave a mark. Like he wanted to be remembered.

His hand moved between my legs, fingers searching until his thumb found my clit. He circled it slowly at first, then faster, matching the rhythm of his thrusts. That was all it took. I came hard, my whole body shuddering around him. My nails dug into his shoulders. My moan hit the sky.

He never let me fall.

When he came, it was with a deep, guttural growl against my neck. I felt his cock twitch inside me, felt the warmth of him spilling out in thick pulses. And as insane as it was, some dark, twisted part of me wished I’d get pregnant. Just to keep a piece of him inside me forever.

Greg pulled out with a hiss and tucked himself back into his jeans. Then he reached down and gently lowered my trembling legs. He fixed my dress for me, smoothing it over my hips like I hadn’t just been wrecked in public. I tried to stand, but my knees buckled. He caught me easily and wrapped his arms around my waist until I could breathe again.

“I don’t normally do things like this,” I said softly. I wasn’t sure if I meant it as a defense or an apology. Either way, it sounded hollow.

He smiled and tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “I know,” he said. “That’s why I picked you.”

My heart stuttered. I stared at him, trying to decode the meaning behind those words.

“Is this a regular thing for you?” I asked.

He tilted his head and gave a small shrug. “No. Not really. Occasionally.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. We stared at each other for a few long seconds. I didn’t want to walk away, but I didn’t want to seem like the kind of girl who clung, either.

“Well… it was nice,” I said finally, stepping back with as much dignity as I could manage.

“Don’t tell me you don’t want my number,” he called out with a smirk.

I turned, smiling in spite of myself. “I thought you’d never ask.”


Chapter Two




“Oh, Megan, it was so hot,” I whispered into my phone, my voice low and breathy even though I was sitting in a waiting room full of strangers.

“You naughty, naughty girl,” she teased, drawing the words out.

“Nicole Michaels?” the receptionist called.

“Shit. Megan, I gotta go.”

“Good luck,” she said, laughing softly, and I ended the call before I could second-guess myself.

I stood and smoothed down my black skirt, my hands trembling just slightly. My heart was racing, my stomach fluttering like I was about to step onto a stage instead of into a job interview. I should’ve been thinking about my résumé. About salary and benefits and first impressions. Instead, all I could think about was Greg. His hands. His mouth. The way my body had felt wrecked and loose and alive afterward.

He still hadn’t contacted me. But I hadn’t contacted him either. I told myself that meant something. Independence. Pride. Or maybe it just meant I was scared of how fast he’d gotten under my skin. My legs felt weak just thinking about him, like my body remembered before my mind could catch up.

The receptionist smiled and gestured for me to follow her down the hallway. She opened the door to the office, and I stepped inside.

I froze.

A slender brunette was leaning over the desk, her hands braced on either side as she kissed the man seated behind it. The kiss wasn’t quick. It was familiar. Intimate. The kind that said history.

“Is that his wife?” I whispered, panic bubbling up in my chest.

The receptionist nodded, smiling like she was in on some harmless secret.

As the woman pulled back, my heart dropped straight into my stomach.

Greg.

He sat there in a tailored suit, dark blue and devastating, adjusting himself slightly after the kiss like it was the most natural thing in the world. My brain short-circuited. My body reacted instantly, traitorously, with a warm pull low in my belly.

“I’m sorry about that,” the woman said, turning her attention to me. Her green eyes were sharp and curious, pinning me in place. “I don’t normally act so unprofessional.”

Greg’s eyes met mine. His jaw tightened just enough to give him away. He hadn’t been expecting this. He hadn’t been expecting me.

The woman stepped away from the desk and passed close by me, her perfume brushing my senses. “I love your blouse,” she added casually. Her gaze dipped to my chest for a brief, unmistakable moment.

I felt my face heat.

Then she was gone. The receptionist followed her out, closing the door behind them and leaving me alone with Greg.

“Take a seat, Nicole,” he said, gesturing to the chair across from him.

My legs felt like they belonged to someone else as I crossed the room and sat down. I folded my hands in my lap, mostly to keep them from shaking. “Are you going to explain your wife to me?” I asked. The edge in my voice surprised me. I hadn’t meant to sound quite so angry, but it was there all the same.

He let out a slow breath and leaned back in his chair. “It’s not what you think.”

“Oh really?” I shot back. “Where have I heard that one before?”

He frowned and placed his hands flat on the desk, fingers spread. The movement drew my attention to them, strong and familiar. I hated that my body reacted so easily, heat pooling between my thighs as I took in how good he looked in that suit. Clean. Powerful. Completely in control.

“My wife and I have an arrangement,” he said carefully. “I’m not a cheater.”

I crossed my arms. “Is that true? So if I go tell her right now about us, she’ll already know?”

I was testing him. I didn’t believe him. Not really.

He studied my face for a long moment. Then he leaned back and smiled, slow and confident. “Be my guest.”

My pulse spiked. I glanced toward the door, suddenly unsure. I could march out there and find her. I could make a scene. But the building was unfamiliar, and I had no idea where she’d gone.

“Allow me,” Greg said, already rising from his chair.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, calm as if this were all perfectly normal. “Darling, would you come back in here for a moment?”

He set the phone face down on the desk. My pulse thudded in my ears. Less than a minute later, I heard the door behind me open.

“I thought you were in the middle of an interview?” she said, her voice sweet and teasing at the same time, like she already knew the answer.

“Sasha,” Greg said evenly, “I’d like you to meet Nicole. The Nicole from last night.”

I heard her sharp intake of breath behind me. It was soft, but unmistakable. I turned slowly to face her, my heart pounding.

“My, my,” she murmured, extending her hand toward me. “What an interesting turn of events.”

Her fingers were warm when I placed my hand in hers. The touch lingered a second longer than necessary.

“You knew?” I asked, my voice barely steady. “You really knew?”

She smiled, her gaze drifting unapologetically over me. Her eyes traced my face, my chest, my waist, my legs, like she was cataloging me. She was stunning in a way that made my stomach twist. Elegant and confident, with a sharp mouth and knowing eyes. The fact that she was just as attractive as her husband made something sour and electric coil inside me. It made me dizzy. It made my thighs shake.

I pressed my legs together, hoping she wouldn’t notice how badly my body was reacting. I’d never felt this kind of pull toward another woman before. It scared me how fast it was happening.

“Will this information interfere with your ability to do the job?” she asked lightly. “I mean, will staring at my sexy husband all day be a distraction for you?”

Heat rushed up my neck. I swallowed hard and shook my head. “No. No, ma’am.”

“Darn,” she said, lips curling. “I was hoping you’d say yes. I was hoping you’d tell me your panties are wet right now.”

My breath caught. My cheeks burned, and my eyelids fluttered shut as the heat between my legs flared hotter, sharper. I could feel the dampness there, undeniable, embarrassing.

Sasha smiled like she could sense it. She stepped closer and lifted the hem of my skirt.

I should’ve stopped her. I knew I should’ve. But my body went still instead, frozen and aching as fear and desire tangled together in my chest. She glanced at my panties, darkened with wetness, then looked over my shoulder at Greg.

“Looks like we have a little liar.”

My knees nearly buckled.

She guided me backward until the edge of the desk pressed against my ass. Her hands were firm but unhurried as she spread my legs, leaving me exposed and trembling. Then she sank down onto her knees, inspecting me like I was something she’d already decided she wanted.

She reached up and picked up a pen from the desk.

I sucked in a breath as she pressed it against the damp fabric of my panties. Slowly, deliberately, she traced the outline of the wet stain. The sensation was maddening. Humiliating. The pen dragged lightly, teasing, pressing just enough to make me shudder. My hips jerked forward before I could stop myself.

A small, broken sound slipped from my mouth.

Greg was behind me now. I felt him before I saw him, his body solid and warm. He slipped his arms through mine, holding me steady. Part support, part restraint. I leaned back against his chest, my head tipping slightly as Sasha began filling in the outline she’d drawn.

The pen brushed over my clit through the thin fabric, then my folds, again and again. The sensation built fast, overwhelming, every nerve ending lighting up at once. My breathing turned ragged. My thighs shook uncontrollably.

I moaned, loud and helpless, as the sensation snapped tight and then broke. Pleasure surged through me like a strike of lightning, sharp and blinding. My body arched, my toes curled, and I came hard, shuddering against Greg’s chest.

It was only after the aftershocks faded that I opened my eyes.

Sasha was watching me with a slow, hungry smile.


Chapter Three




This wasn’t about my pleasure anymore—if it ever truly was. It was hers now. Hers to control. Hers to enjoy.

Sasha slid my soaked panties down my legs with slow, theatrical care, holding them up for Greg to see. The pen stain she’d traced earlier was still clearly visible, an ink-blotted map of my arousal.

“Wow,” Greg murmured, his voice low and gravelly, his breath brushing the shell of my ear. “That’s even more than last night.”

A tremor ran down my spine.

The memory of him pinning me against a filthy alley wall and fucking me until I couldn’t speak flickered behind my eyes. My skin flushed at the thought of it—how raw and exposed I’d felt, how good it had been to surrender. And now, here I was again, spread open like a wanton little plaything on his desk, but this time for his wife’s pleasure.

Sasha tossed my panties onto the desk like they were nothing. Then she leaned in on her knees, slowly, her warm breath fanning across my thighs. The anticipation made my stomach twist. I squirmed, torn between shame and need. My body was already pulsing, overstimulated, but aching for more.

I didn’t try to move. Greg still held me in place, his arms wrapped tight around mine. And even if he’d let go, I wouldn’t have left. I couldn’t.

The second Sasha’s hot tongue flicked over my clit, I gasped like she’d struck a match against my skin.

Greg reached around to the front of my blouse. In one swift motion, he ripped it open, sending buttons scattering across the floor. I cried out in surprise. His big hand found my breast, rough and greedy, pushing aside the torn cup of my bra and tugging at my nipple until it stood taut and aching. His fingers weren’t gentle. He pinched and pulled like he wanted to make me feel every bit of his strength.

I arched into his touch, hips lifting off the desk, and Sasha took full advantage. She latched her mouth onto my pussy, sucking with precision while her tongue swirled and teased. The combination of their attention had my whole body jerking. I twisted in Greg’s arms, breath breaking apart in helpless gasps.

Another moan escaped me, louder this time.

Greg cut it off with his mouth. He kissed me hard, tongue diving between my lips as Sasha’s tongue dove between my legs. I couldn’t keep up. The sensations were layered, relentless. My hips rocked forward, desperate, and Greg deepened the kiss, swallowing every sound I made.

I didn’t expect to come again. Not so soon. Not so violently.

But I did.

It hit me like a wave crashing over a seawall—sudden, powerful, impossible to resist. My whole body shook. My toes curled and I cried into Greg’s mouth, whimpering through the overwhelming pleasure. He bit my bottom lip, not hard, just enough to ground me, to keep me from floating away.

By the time the orgasm passed, I was limp against his chest. Panting. Shuddering. My blouse was torn open, my bra shoved aside, my pussy wet and swollen and still exposed. I lay back on the desk, completely undone, completely theirs.

Sasha lifted her head, lips glistening. “Want to taste her?” she asked, glancing toward her husband. “Or did you already get your chance last night?”

Greg grinned. “Last night was, uh… quick.”

She rose to her feet and stepped toward him. I watched him move to meet her, and then they kissed—deep and unhurried, like they were the only two people in the room.

Their tongues met, sliding together, and I watched them taste me in each other’s mouths.

“Delicious,” Greg said, pulling back, his voice husky with arousal.

Sasha looked over at me, then back at him. “You know what I want to see next.”

He didn’t need her to explain. He just nodded once, his expression tightening with intent.

He unfastened his belt slowly, the leather whispering as it slid free. He laid it gently on the floor beside us, then reached for his zipper. His movements were smooth, practiced. He tugged his slacks and briefs down just far enough to free his cock.

It was thick and flushed, the tip a deep pink in the daylight. My mouth watered instinctively.

Sasha came behind me, her fingers brushing under my hair, cradling the back of my head. She guided me gently, angling my head toward the edge of the desk. Her touch was soothing, almost tender.

Greg stepped in front of me, one hand around the base of his cock, the other braced beside my head.

I was still breathless, my chest rising and falling fast. Sasha slid two fingers between my lips and parted them. “Open wide,” she whispered. “It’s okay.”

Greg pressed the tip of his cock to my tongue. It was hot and smooth, the skin stretched tight. He didn’t stop when he reached the back of my throat—he kept pushing, slow and steady, until I gagged softly.

Tears pricked my eyes.

Sasha’s hand smoothed over my cheek. “Relax,” she murmured. “It’s easier if you relax your throat.”

I closed my eyes and forced myself to breathe. To loosen up. To trust what was happening to my body instead of fighting it. I felt the thick head of Greg’s cock slide deeper into my mouth, pressing past my tongue until my throat stretched around him. I swallowed, slowly, deliberately, drawing him in until he groaned softly. He eased back just as carefully, giving me a second to gasp for air before pushing in again.

He didn’t rush me. Each thrust was slow and controlled, giving me time to adjust. Each time he pushed deeper, it got easier. My throat relaxed around him, my body learning what he wanted from me. Sasha’s fingers brushed my cheek in a steady, reassuring stroke, grounding me when my breath hitched.

Once I settled into the rhythm of taking her husband nice and deep, she moved her hand to my breast. Her palm was warm and soft as it cupped the weight of it, her thumb circling my nipple with lazy intent. The touch sent a sharp pulse of sensation straight through me.

My mouth opened wider in response. My back arched without me meaning to, my throat stretching as I welcomed him deeper. I didn’t understand how I could want more already. My body should’ve been done. Used up. Overstimulated. And yet, every nerve in me was screaming for more.

My pussy throbbed, aching and swollen. My clit sparked with heat, desperate and sensitive, like it was begging to be punished again. I knew I couldn’t handle another orgasm like the last ones. But my body didn’t care what I could handle. It wanted what it wanted.

Sasha’s thumb brushed my nipple again, firmer this time, and Greg’s cock twitched hard in my throat.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

I barely had time to brace myself before he came. His cock pulsed as he spilled into my mouth. I gagged softly, overwhelmed, but swallowed what I could, my throat working around him. Some of it escaped anyway, warm streaks sliding down my chin.

Greg pulled out, still stroking himself as he finished on my face. I kept my eyes closed, feeling the hot spurts hit my forehead and cheeks. My breathing was ragged, my chest heaving.

When it was over, I licked my lips slowly and finally opened my eyes.

He stood there catching his breath, cheeks flushed, shirt half-unbuttoned and clinging to his solid torso. He looked wrecked and satisfied and impossibly beautiful. The sight of him made my stomach flip.

“My turn,” Sasha said.

She climbed onto the desk with easy confidence and pulled off her blouse, revealing a bright red bra underneath. The color made my mouth go dry. She hiked up her skirt, showing matching panties, then slid them aside to expose a soft, trimmed pussy that was already slick and glistening.

Greg stepped up behind her and unfastened her bra. It fell away, freeing her breasts. My eyes locked onto her nipples, pink and stiff, and the perfect curve of her chest. I reached up without thinking, cupping her breasts in my hands. My thumbs brushed over her nipples and she let out a soft, needy moan.

She leaned her head back, baring her neck, and I wanted to kiss her there. Bite her. Taste her everywhere. But before I could even sit up to reach her mouth, she shifted her weight and climbed over me.

Her pussy hovered inches from my face. The scent of her was sweet and intoxicating, like warm honey and skin. She lowered herself slowly while my hands explored her body, gliding over her waist and ribs, learning the shape of her.

I teased her nipples again as I parted my lips, ready for her.

My tongue touched her pussy and I shivered with excitement. The thought of making another woman come sent a rush through me that felt different. Fuller. I sucked gently and swirled my tongue, tasting her, exploring every soft fold and slick inch.

When my tongue found her clit, she gasped and began rocking her hips against my face. Her wetness smeared across my mouth and cheeks, mixing with the lingering taste and scent of her husband’s cum. It smelled like both of them, raw and intimate. I wished I could bottle it and keep it forever.

Then suddenly, Greg’s hands were on my thighs. Strong. Possessive. He spread my legs wide and dragged his fingers down my calves, lifting them and wrapping them around his waist.

I felt the thick length of his cock press against my swollen pussy. I moaned into Sasha’s heat, desperate for him. I rocked my hips, brushing my slick folds against his shaft, teasing myself with the promise of it.

He followed my movement, stroking himself slowly between my legs while I worked Sasha with my mouth, determined to make her come.

Sasha leaned back slowly, and Greg’s hands replaced mine on her breasts without hesitation. I watched him cup her perfect tits, his thumbs brushing over her nipples with familiarity, and then they kissed over her shoulder like I wasn’t even there. The intimacy of it sent a sharp pang through my chest. Jealousy, hot and unwelcome. But right beneath it was something darker and more intoxicating. Arousal. The kind that twisted deep in my belly and made my thighs ache.

Greg had stripped out of the rest of his clothes, and I realized how completely exposed I was beneath them. Bare. Open. An erotic doll laid out for their pleasure, waiting to be touched, waiting to be used.

I barely had time to register the shift before I felt him slide inside me.

His cock filled my pussy in one smooth thrust, and I gasped into Sasha’s heat, the sound muffled against her. She rocked her hips immediately, grinding down on my face as Greg toyed with her breasts. His hand slid up her throat and wrapped around her neck, squeezing just enough to make her gasp as he fucked me, hard and deep.

The sensations piled up fast. Too fast. Sasha’s breathing grew ragged, her moans turning sharp and needy. I could feel her starting to shake above me. Greg pulled her back against his chest, holding her close as he continued to thrust into me, using my body to drive her over the edge.

Then her pussy pulsed against my tongue.

She came with a soft cry, her lips parting in a perfect little O as sweet, breathy moans spilled out of her. I stayed right there, licking and tasting her through every shudder until she finally sagged, boneless and spent.

She rested for a moment, one hand reaching back to rub Greg’s neck while he kept fucking me beneath her. I could hear the slick sounds of him moving in and out of my pussy.

“You like fucking that tight little pussy?” she asked him.

He leaned his forehead against hers and nodded, a low sound vibrating in his chest before he kissed her again.

“I want you to fuck something even tighter,” she said softly.

My breath hitched.

She lifted herself off me, and my eyes widened as my thoughts spun. Was that it? Was she done with me? Had I not been enough? My chest tightened with a sudden, irrational fear.

Then Greg’s hands gripped my hips firmly, and in one quick, decisive movement, he rolled me onto my stomach. My face pressed into the desk, my ass lifted and exposed. And suddenly, I understood exactly what she’d meant.

Panic fluttered in my chest.

I’d never done anal before. The thought of it terrified me. The unknown. The pain. The vulnerability. But beneath the fear was something else. A need to please them. To give them what they wanted. And deeper still, a craving to feel closer to Greg than I already did. To surrender completely.

Sasha stepped up beside her husband and leaned over my ass. She spat, warm and slick, and I gasped as Greg rubbed his cock between my cheeks, coating it in wetness. The blunt head nudged at my hole, and I tensed, bracing myself.

He didn’t push. Not yet.

Instead, Sasha moved around to the front of the desk and knelt down until we were face to face. Her eyes were calm, steady, almost gentle as she stroked my cum-smeared cheek.

“Relax, Nicole,” she said quietly.

She leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep. The moment her lips met mine, I melted. Her tongue slipped between my lips and teased mine, coaxing me out of my fear. I tasted her sweetness, felt her breath warm against my skin, breathed in the soft scent of wildflowers clinging to her.

Behind me, I felt pressure building again.

Greg’s head pressed insistently at my ass, pushing and spreading me open bit by bit. I winced, my fingers curling against the desk, but Sasha deepened the kiss, keeping me anchored. The pressure turned intense, stretching me in a way I’d never felt before.

Then suddenly, impossibly, he was inside me.

Inside my ass.

He didn’t rush. He pushed deeper inch by inch, his thickness filling me completely. The pain faded as quickly as it had come, replaced by something overwhelming and unfamiliar. A fullness that stole my breath. A pleasure so deep and consuming it made my head spin.

I moaned into Sasha’s mouth, stunned by how good it felt. How right. My body relaxed around him, accepting him, welcoming him deeper.

I couldn’t stop my hand from slipping between my legs. My fingers moved instinctively, finding my clit, swollen and tender from everything they'd already put me through. I traced slow circles around it, each motion sending a new ripple of sensation through my overstimulated body. I slid one finger inside my pussy, just to feel how deep Greg was. I could feel the press of his cock through the thin inner wall, thick and steady inside my ass, filling me completely.

Sasha’s tongue was still in my mouth, soft and wet, tangling with mine in a kiss that felt more like a spell. She kissed with purpose—like she knew exactly what it was doing to me. But when I moaned into her, she broke away, her lips leaving mine slick and needy. She stepped back, her heels clicking softly on the floor, and lowered herself into Greg’s office chair.

She didn’t say a word.

She just sat there.

Watching.

Greg pushed in deeper behind me, his cock stretching me slowly until I could feel every last inch of him seated deep inside. He leaned over my back, his chest brushing mine, and slid one hand into my hair. He gripped it at the roots and tugged, gently but firmly, until my head tilted back and my torso lifted from the desk. My breasts rose with me, bare and flushed and exposed.

The air conditioning hit them hard. My nipples tightened instantly, sensitive and aching, but no one reached to touch them. No mouths. No hands. Just Sasha’s eyes, fixed on me like I was something she was savoring.

She licked her lips, and I thought she might finally move toward me. Instead, she stayed right where she was, legs crossed, her skirt riding high as she watched Greg draw back and thrust into me again.

Once he was sure I could take it, he stopped holding back.

He fucked me hard, his pace as relentless as it had been when he was in my pussy. My tits bounced with every stroke, my whole body rocking forward with the force of him. Sasha smiled from the chair and tilted her head, taking it all in with quiet approval. Her eyes met mine, and I could see it—she knew exactly what she was doing by keeping her distance. By watching instead of joining.

I wanted her hands on me. Her mouth. Anything. But she denied me everything except her gaze.

My fingers kept working between my legs, rubbing through the slick mess of arousal and leftover cum, building the tension again until I was shaking. I felt Greg’s cock start to swell inside me, thickening with every thrust.

“Fuck, Sasha,” he grunted, his voice tight and low. “I don’t think I can hold it much longer.”

“Come for me,” she said, but she wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes stayed on me.

It was her voice that pushed me over the edge.

I broke apart with a scream, loud and raw, as my orgasm tore through me like a tidal wave. My body convulsed beneath Greg, every muscle tightening, every nerve lit up. I pressed back against him, needing more, needing all of it. He slammed into me harder, deeper, keeping my orgasm going until I thought I couldn’t take another second.

And then he came.

I felt it—hot and thick, spilling deep inside me. His cock twitched as he emptied himself into my ass, filling every inch. I was still pulsing around him, still milking every drop when he slowly pulled out.

A trail of his cum dripped from my ass, down to my pussy, where my fingers caught it and instinctively rubbed it in, smearing it into my folds. I felt filthy and full and unbelievably satisfied. A hazy thought floated up: Had he told Sasha he didn’t wear a condom last night? Did she know he could’ve gotten me pregnant?

I didn’t ask.

I just lay there, trembling and dazed, collapsed across the desk with my cheek pressed against the wood. My body buzzed from head to toe.

Behind me, Greg was still breathing hard, his hands resting gently on my hips.

Sasha stood and walked over. Her touch was unexpectedly tender as she smoothed my hair out of my face.

“I hope you’ll consider taking the job,” she said softly.

I looked up at her, eyes half-lidded, my lips swollen and my body ruined in the best possible way.

“There’s nothing else I want more,” I whispered.
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