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Josie stood outside the towering glass skyscraper nervously, taking in the structure with a sense of awe. At thirty, she had bounced from one crappy job to another, but this interview at Ridge Enterprises promised her something else – stability and security. To work for such a renowned organization was daunting but also thrilling. The company was a powerhouse in tech and finance, led by the enigmatic Alexander Ridge, a man whose name alone commanded respect and whispered rumors of ruthless ambition. She smoothed her pencil skirt, adjusted her blouse to show just a hint of cleavage, and stepped inside.

The elevator ride to the 50th floor seemed eternal. When the doors opened, she was ushered into a sleek conference room where four men awaited her. They were the interview panel: Alexander Ridge himself, the CEO, with his sharp jawline, piercing blue eyes, and a relaxed fit shirt, that made him seem much more casual than he was. Beside him sat Marcus Kane, the CFO, tall and lean with dark hair and a smirk that screamed mischief. Julian Reyes, head of operations, had a rugged charm, his olive skin and warm brown eyes making him look like he belonged on a magazine cover. And Damien Black, the CTO, exuded quiet intensity with his glasses framing intelligent green eyes and a body honed by what must have been hours in the gym.

Josie felt their gazes on her as she sat down. The power dynamic was palpable; these men held her future in their hands, and she didn't mind the way their eyes lingered on her curves. She was long used to being stared at and she knew, if anything was going to get her the job, it was going to be her good looks, not her resume. The questions came fast: her experience, her skills, her ambitions. She answered confidently, her voice steady despite the feeling of vulnerability that was washing over her. Alexander's stare was the most intense, but it was hard to know exactly what he was thinking. By the end, Josie was flushed, her thighs pressing together under the table, trying to mute some carnal, animalistic urge she didn’t fully understand.
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One desk. Four powerful men.
And a woman ready to be claimed.
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