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Chapter 1: Hired & Broken In

Aria Bennett stepped off the elevator on the 42nd floor of Wolfe Tower at 8:52 a.m., heart slamming against her ribs. Her black pencil skirt clung to her thighs like a second skin, already damp from the two frantic sessions she’d had in the bathroom stall downstairs-fingers buried deep, imagining the CEO’s voice barking orders while she came against her own palm. Twenty-three, bi as hell, freshly dumped by a vanilla boyfriend who couldn’t handle her appetite. The rumors about Adrian Wolfe had her soaked before she even left her apartment: he didn’t date. He used. Assistants came in polished and left wrecked, begging for more. She wanted to be next.

The executive suite smelled like money and cedar. Glass walls everywhere, steel accents, views that made the city look like a toy set. A receptionist glanced up, eyes flicking over Aria’s tight blouse and red lips. “Miss Bennett? Mr. Wolfe is waiting. Straight back.” Aria nodded, heels clicking. Every step made her clit throb against the lace thong she’d chosen specifically-thin enough he’d see the outline if he looked. His office door was open. He didn’t rise from behind the massive desk. Thirty years old, dark hair swept back, jaw sharp enough to cut glass, suit cut to show the breadth of his shoulders and the taper of his waist. Eyes black, unreadable. Dangerous. “Close the door,” he said without looking up from his screen. Voice low, clipped, like he was already bored. She did. 

The click echoed. “Sit.” She crossed to the chair opposite, sat, knees pressed together to hide how wet she was. The leather was cool against her bare thighs where the skirt rode up. He finally looked at her. Slow scan: face, tits, legs. Lingered on the hard points of her nipples visible through the thin white blouse. “Résumé says marketing degree, two years experience. Overqualified for PA work.” He leaned back, fingers drumming once. “Why the fuck are you here?” Aria swallowed. “Because I heard you need someone who can handle... demands.” One dark brow lifted. “Demands.” “Yes, sir.” The honorific slipped out naturally. Her cunt clenched at how easily it came.

He studied her a beat longer. “Stand up. Turn around. Slowly.” Pulse roaring in her ears, she rose. Pivoted. Let him take in the curve of her ass, the way the skirt stretched tight. “Stop.” She froze, back to him. “Bend over. There’s a pen on the floor behind you. ”There wasn’t. She knew it. He knew it. But she obeyed-slowly, deliberately-bending at the waist, ass presented, skirt creeping higher until black lace peeked out, the wet spot dark and obvious between her thighs. Silence. Thick. Heavy. Then his chair rolled back. Footsteps. Measured. He stopped right behind her. Heat radiated off him. She felt his gaze like fingers. “Jesus. You’re already soaked through your panties.” His voice was rougher now, edged with something hungry. 

A single finger traced the lace edge, light as a threat. “Pathetic little slut. Walking in here dripping like this on your first day.” Aria whimpered. “Yes, sir.” “Speak up.” “Yes, sir. I’m dripping for you. Been wet since I woke up thinking about this.” He pressed the knuckle against her clit through the fabric-firm, circling once. She jolted, thighs trembling. “You think that’s enough? That showing up horny gets you the job?” “No, sir.” Breathless. “I’ll do whatever you want. Anything.” He chuckled low, dark. “Anything.” His hand slid up, gripped her hip hard enough to bruise. Pulled her back until her ass pressed against the front of his slacks. She felt him-thick, hard, straining. “Turn around.” She did. 

Face flushed, lips parted. He gripped her chin, tilted her head up. Thumb dragged across her bottom lip. “On your knees. Now.” She dropped instantly, carpet soft under her knees. Eye level with his belt. “Unzip me.” Fingers shaking with need, she obeyed. Cock sprang free-heavy, veined, nine inches at least, head already glistening. Precum beaded at the slit. “Open.” She parted her lips wide, tongue out. He fed it in slow-inch by inch-until she gagged, throat fluttering around him. “Fuck. That’s it. Take it deeper, whore.” Hand in her hair, he rocked forward. Shallow thrusts at first, then harder. Drool spilled immediately, running down her chin, soaking the collar of her blouse. “Look at me while you choke.”

Tears welled. Mascara started to run. She locked eyes-pleading, hungry. “Good girl. You were made for this cock, weren’t you?” She moaned around him-vibrating, desperate agreement. He pulled out with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to his shaft. “Beg for it.” “Please, sir,” she gasped. “Please fuck my mouth. Use me. I need it.” He smirked. “Pathetic. But honest.” Back in. Deeper this time. Fucking her face like a toy-steady rhythm, balls tapping her chin. She gagged, coughed, drooled rivers. Her hands stayed behind her back like he’d silently commanded. He groaned. “Fuck, your throat’s tight. Better than the last three who tried.”

He pulled free again, stroked fast. “Face up. Mouth open. Don’t swallow yet.” She tilted, tongue flat. He came hard-thick, hot ropes across her tongue, cheeks, lips. One stripe hit her forehead, another her closed eyelid. It dripped slow, warm and sticky. “Hold it.” She did-cheeks puffed, tasting salt and musk. “Don’t move.” He tucked himself away, sat back down like nothing happened. “Stand. Go to the copy room. Make twenty copies of the quarterly report on my desk. Walk slow. Let them see what a filthy cum-slut my new PA is.” She rose on trembling legs. Cum slid down her face, neck, into her cleavage. She didn’t wipe. 

In the hall, heads turned. Whispers. A male exec stared openly. A female VP smirked knowingly. Tessa-her best friend, junior marketing coordinator two cubicles down-caught her eye from the break room door. Jaw dropped, then a wicked grin spread. Aria mouthed: Day one. Tessa texted instantly: Holy fuck. He already painted you? Details later, slut. Back in his office, Aria set the copies down. Cum still glistened on her skin. Adrian glanced up. “Good. Now strip. Everything but the heels.” She peeled off blouse (buttons popping in haste), skirt, bra, soaked thong. Naked, heels clicking, cunt glistening.“ On the desk. Legs wide. Show me that dripping hole.”

She climbed up, lay back, thighs splayed. Air kissed her swollen folds. He stood between them, dragged two fingers through her slickness. “Jesus. You’re leaking onto my reports.” “Sorry, sir,” she breathed. “Don’t apologize.” Fingers plunged in-two, then three-curling hard against her G-spot. She arched, moaning loud. “Rules, slut. Listen while you come apart.” “Yes-fuck-sir.” “Rule one: this cunt is mine. No one else fucks it, fingers it, or even looks too long without my say.” She clenched. “Rule two: you come only when I allow it. Edge all day if I want.”

He pumped faster, thumb grinding her clit. “Rule three: I’m breeding this greedy little hole raw. Pumping you full until it drips for hours. You want my cum leaking out of you every time you walk?” “God, yes-please, sir, breed me-”“Come. Now.” 

She shattered-back bowing off the desk, cunt gushing around his fingers, thighs shaking violently. He worked her through it, drawing it out until she sobbed, oversensitive. Fingers out. Smeared her own wetness across her lips. “Clean them.” She sucked greedily-tasting herself, salty and sweet, mixed with traces of his earlier load. He leaned over her, voice low. “Welcome to Wolfe Enterprises, Miss Bennett. You’re going to be my favorite toy.” She lay there panting, marked inside and out, cum drying on her face, cunt still twitching. And she’d never wanted anything more.

Chapter 2: Bathroom Confessions

The following Monday morning, Aria arrived at Wolfe Tower already marked-again. Adrian had fucked her senseless over the weekend in his penthouse, then again first thing in his office before the rest of the floor woke up. Every day since her hire had been the same relentless rhythm: arrive early, get used for hours, leave dripping and bruised in the best way. He’d taken her mouth during morning briefings, bent her over his desk for lunch, fucked her raw on the conference table after hours. Yesterday he’d spent forty-five minutes just edging her with his cock, pulling out to slap her clit until she begged, then finally breeding her deep while growling how much better her cunt felt than the parade of desperate women who still threw themselves at him in the lobby.

She was sore, swollen, leaking his cum with every step. Her thong was soaked through, skirt sticking to her thighs. Mascara still faintly smudged from the tears she’d cried while gagging on him at 7:45 a.m. Tessa caught her the second she stepped off the elevator. Best friend instincts zeroed in immediately-Tessa’s eyes dropped to the fresh hickey blooming above Aria’s collar, the way she walked bow-legged, the glassy, fucked-out look in her eyes. “Jesus Christ, Ari,” Tessa hissed, grabbing her arm and dragging her toward the women’s bathroom at the end of the hall. “You look like you’ve been railed for breakfast. Again.”

Aria laughed, breathy and shaky. “Every. Single. Day. He doesn’t stop. Hours, Tess. Actual hours.” They burst into the single-occupancy executive bathroom-lock clicked, lights dimmed. Tessa shoved Aria against the sink, hands already hiking up her skirt. “Tell me everything. Right now. Don’t leave out a single filthy detail.” Aria gripped the counter, thighs parting automatically. “He started this morning with my mouth. Pinned me under the desk while he took a call with investors. Kept me there for twenty minutes, slow-fucking my throat until I was drooling all over his balls. Then he pulled out, came on my tongue, made me hold it while he finished the call. I swallowed when he snapped his fingers. Like a trained pet.” 

Tessa’s breath hitched. She dropped to her knees on the tile, yanking Aria’s thong down to her ankles. The scent hit her immediately-musk, sex, Adrian’s thick cum still leaking from Aria’s abused holes. “Fuck... look at this mess.” Tessa spread Aria’s lips with her thumbs. Cum oozed out in slow, creamy strings-white and pearly, mixed with Aria’s own slick. “He really filled you, didn’t he? God, it’s still warm.” Aria whimpered, hips rocking forward. “He fucked me twice yesterday. Once on his couch after lunch-bent me over the arm, no condom, just raw and deep. Kept saying how tight I am, how no one else takes his cock like I do. Then again last night in his bed. He choked me a little while he came inside. Said he’s gonna keep breeding me until I’m swollen. 

I came so hard I squirted on his sheets.” Tessa moaned low in her throat. “You’re such a filthy slut for him. Open wider.” Aria braced one heel on the sink edge, spreading herself shamelessly. Tessa leaned in, tongue flat, lapping the first thick glob of cum straight from Aria’s entrance. She sucked gently, drawing it into her mouth, then swallowed with an obscene gulp. “Tastes like him,” Tessa murmured against her folds. “Salty. Thick. Fuck, Ari, he pumps you so full.” Aria’s head fell back, fingers tangling in Tessa’s hair. “He does. Yesterday in the conference room he made me sit on his lap during a ‘strategy meeting.’ No one else in there-just us. He slid in slow, kept me impaled while he reviewed projections. Every time I clenched he’d spank my clit. I was dripping down his balls the whole time.” Tessa’s tongue dipped lower, tracing the puckered ring of Aria’s asshole. More cum had leaked there-Adrian had taken her ass briefly on Friday, just enough to stretch her, then finished in her pussy. Tessa swirled around the rim, sucking gently. “God, he used this hole too?” Tessa’s voice was muffled, vibrating against sensitive skin. “Not fully,” Aria gasped. “Just the tip. Said he’s training me. Wants me ready to take him everywhere. I begged for it. Told him to ruin my ass next time.” Tessa moaned louder, tongue pushing inside just enough to scoop out the creamy remnants. She pulled back, lips glistening, chin shiny. “You’re leaking everywhere. Turn around. Ass up on the counter.” Aria spun, bent forward, cheek pressed to cool marble. Tessa spread her cheeks wide, dove back in-tongue fucking into her pussy, then her ass, alternating, cleaning every drop. Slurping sounds echoed off the tiles. Wet. Greedy. “Fuck, Tess... you’re gonna make me come just from this.” “Good.” 

Tessa’s fingers joined her tongue-two sliding into Aria’s cunt, curling hard while her mouth sucked at the leaking asshole. “Come on his cum. Show me how much you love being his bred little whore.” Aria rocked back, grinding against Tessa’s face. “He calls me that now. His office whore. His cumdump. Said the other women who throw themselves at him are boring. Too easy. I’m the one who takes it all-mouth, cunt, ass, whatever he wants. I beg for the mess. I wear it.” Tessa sucked harder, fingers pumping fast. “You do. Look at you-dripping his load into my mouth like a good slut. Bet he’s already hard thinking about
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