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      Dear Reader,

      Welcome back! If you haven’t read Private Listing: Watch Me and Private Listing: Bind Me, please be aware that this is a serial. There is no recap and if you haven’t read the first two books, you will likely be lost unless you’re looking for just the spicy stuff, which there is plenty.

      Everyone else, I hope you’re ready for this. Sorry, for the cliffy at the end of the last one. Private Listing started out as a serial and it became a four book series with additional content and edits. These books are meant to be read in order and there will be cliffhangers. Though this one is softer. Fair warning.

      Don’t worry. There is plenty of group spice, but beyond sex, she develops personal relationships with each of her guys.

      PRIVATE LISTING is very much about consensual play.

      While I tried to be as conscious of proper play within BDSM, please remember this is a fantasy. It does not follow all the rules. While everything might be possible, always go to a more trusted source for information than my book

      I love connecting with my readers. You can find me at my Facebook group, C.S. Berry’s Spicy Executive Suite. You can also follow me on Instagram, but I generally post about the stories that are ongoing on Kindle Vella (which may contain spoilers). While there are new scenes in the book, you can always continue in the Vella, in case you can’t wait for the next book to release. The chapter numbers coordinate with the episode numbers.

      For a list of content warnings or to join my newsletter, please visit my website csberry.com.

      

      XOXOXO,

      C.S. Berry
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            In the Loop

          

        

      

    

    
      Blake

      Seth heads into his office after lunch, but Madison isn’t with him. He wanted some time to help ease any aches she may have from all our fucking the past few days. It’s my night to sleep with her. I’ll have to get inventive, because no matter what she says, she needs a break from being fucked.

      But we can still do things to relieve the need that seems constant between us. I smirk and listen for her to come up. I’m sure Seth gave her a time limit. Leaving her alone has us all worried, but maybe we’re crowding her too much.

      There’s nowhere safer than our apartment. But it seems like every time we leave her alone something happens.

      Besides, it’s hard to leave her alone. I’ve never met such a natural submissive as Madison. She gives in so beautifully to our every desire. I need to make sure she’s not just doing it to please us. That she enjoys it as much as she seems to.

      A new email comes in from Theo, who’s working at Taylor’s. I wanted Hunter to be her stalker. It would have tied everything up in a nice bow. Maybe he would have gotten some prison time or at least an arrest on his record.

      The guy is too damned cocky to creep in the background, though, like her stalker has. No, he had no issues going after her in the middle of the day with witnesses everywhere.

      The sad reality is his father will probably not do much about it.

      I glance at my open door. Her desk is still empty. How long has it been?

      If she’s much longer, I’ll go hunting for her. But right now, I focus on answering Theo’s email. He needs details from some files here, and I dig around on my computer to get him the information.

      I should call my friend on the force to see if they’ve made any progress.

      Madison screams. My heart stops as I race out of my office. Noah already has Madison curled against his chest. Trembling, she breathes deeply while he murmurs against her hair. Her shoulders shake and her hands clutch his shirt.

      He meets my eyes and looks pointedly at Madison’s desk.

      Knowing she’s being taken care of, I turn to the large white box and step closer. The whole interior is splotchy red. Inside is the dress she wore to dinner the other night. The night she played with Coop and Noah.

      Now, it’s torn almost to shreds, stained with red dye of some sort. And on top of it is photo after photo of her wearing it. Her on campus. Her in line for coffee. At the park. In the library. In class. In her apartment. In her bathroom, putting her hair up.

      Fuck.

      A slip of white paper on the floor catches my eye. I pick it up.

      Shame about your dress, little one. You should take better care of your things. I know it was your favorite. That’s why I bought one years ago to make sure you’d be able to wear it for me. Soon.

      The elevator opens, but I’m busy looking through the contents of the box, using a pencil to sift through the remains of her dress. I don’t want to destroy any evidence the police might be able to obtain.

      “What’s happening?” Coop asks, his voice urgent as he strides over to us.

      “Is this a bad time?” another voice asks. “Maybe I should come back.”

      I lift my head and meet Patrick Beck’s brown eyes. Patrick is our attorney. He’s a few years older than us. A family man with a wife and two kids already. His shrewd gaze takes in the scene in front of him.

      Coop glances in the box before moving to take Madison from Noah’s arms. He kisses the top of her head and tucks her against him. “No, Patrick, stay. We need to finish the legal on the Haverside project today. Would you mind waiting in the conference room?”

      Patrick’s eyes linger with curiosity and interest on Madison in Coop’s arms. But then he nods, his expression blank, and heads into the conference room. Noah follows him and shuts the door behind Patrick.

      On the way back to us, Noah opens Seth’s door and gestures to him before returning to Madison, rubbing his hand down her back.

      “Where did this come from?” I ask.

      “Delivered to the front desk. I picked it up after lunch,” Madison says. Coop’s chest muffles her words.

      “I’ll go check.” Noah presses a kiss to the top of her head before heading to the elevator.

      I pull a clean tissue from her desk and lift the photos out using it. There must be fifty pictures of her in that dress. Different days, different seasons. All candid. Some from a distance. Some close up. Fuck.

      When I touch the dress with the tissue, it doesn’t come away red. It’s dry.

      “We threw that dress away yesterday,” Coop says, barely above a whisper. He grabs a tissue and hands it to Madison. She clutches it in her trembling hand as she finally looks over at me.

      Her eyes are watery and her skin pale.

      Coop looks like he wants to say more, but with Patrick here, we need to stay quiet. Even though he’s our lawyer, he’s an outsider. But he deals with all our legal, including our NDAs and consent contracts.

      “What’s happening?” Seth emerges from his office and takes a step toward Madison. Coop shakes his head and darts his gaze to the conference room door. We can’t raise suspicion.

      Patrick may know that we had the contracts drawn up, but he doesn’t know if she signed them or what the status of our relationship is.

      Seth’s fingers clench like he wants to take Madison into his arms, but we need to maintain the lie that she’s only with Coop. I’m fighting the urge to hold her as well. Taking a deep breath in, Seth stands beside me, searching the contents of the box.

      “Patrick is in the conference room.” Coop runs his hand over the nape of Madison’s neck. Her cheek rests against his heart while she watches Seth and me with huge blue eyes.

      “I’ll call my friend. This is definitely escalating.”

      The note is almost threatening, but with such pleasant tones to it. Barely a threat at all, except for the red, shredded dress. It’s like he cares about her. It’s creepy as fuck, is what it is.

      “Who would do this? I can’t think of anyone who would hate me enough.” Madison shivers against Coop.

      “Old boyfriend? Someone who thought they deserved your attention and didn’t get it? Maybe Valerie and her boyfriend trying to shake you up?” I don’t even believe that one. It’s too methodical. That doesn’t seem to be Valerie and Jeff’s MO. I sit on the edge of her desk next to the box. “This guy⁠—‍”

      “Or girl,” Seth says. His blue eyes are hard as he shuffles through the photos, careful to use a tissue on the corners.

      I nod. “You’re right. This person has been following you for years without making this kind of contact.” I pause. “Or has anything like this happened before?”

      “Creepy boxes with a torn dress? Videos of me naked? Weird texts?” Madison trembles and shakes her head. “No, nothing like that.”

      I glance toward the conference room. I swear I see a shadow under the door. Jerking my head toward it, I blow out a breath. “Let’s put this away. We’ll see what the police have to say about it.”

      Madison moves to help. Coop tips her chin up to make her look him in the eyes.

      “Sweetheart, I’m going to grab your tablet and a laptop, and you’re working downstairs for the rest of the afternoon.” Coop meets my eyes. “Can you go down with her?”

      I nod with my lips pressed flat. “Of course.”

      I still have some phone calls and some work I need to do, but nothing that can’t be done downstairs. “Let me know when Noah gets back and what he’s found out. I may need to have you downstairs when the police come.”

      Coop presses a gentle kiss to Madison’s lips and then gently guides her toward me. Her wide blue eyes gaze up at me. I resist the urge to draw her into my arms and hold her until all of this goes away.

      Fuck, this girl is under my skin, and I don’t want to get her out from under it.
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        * * *

      

      Coop

      Rage shudders through me as Madison walks to the elevator with Blake. Someone is after her. They’ve gotten to her twice. Once while under our care. That’s bullshit.

      As they enter the elevator, her eyes meet mine. I give her a reassuring smile. As soon as the doors close, I drop my smile. For her, I could pretend anything, but right now, I want to destroy something. I want to set fire to the box and all its contents.

      When Seth puts the items back in the box, something catches my attention.

      “Wait.” I step forward and reach for the pictures. Seth catches my hand and holds it. That urge to lash out fills me again. I close my eyes, unwilling to hurt one of my best friends.

      “Use a tissue or a glove.” Seth’s words lack inflection. My eyes meet his, and I can see the same carefully banked rage blazing in them.

      I’m not alone. My brothers are on the same page. We all want to protect Madison at any cost. He releases my hand. I grab a tissue and pick up her letter opener in my other hand.

      Using the letter opener, I lift the dress to reveal another picture. My chest fills with a swarm of bees, buzzing and angry, aching to burst out and destroy everything in their wake.

      “What the fuck.” Seth reaches in and takes the picture.

      It’s our lobby and I’m kissing the shit out of Madison by our elevator. Was that Monday? It doesn’t matter. This is proof the stalker knows about me and Madison. We already suspected he could have witnessed me fucking her in the file room. What else does he know?

      How does he have this kind of access to us? Is it one of our employees? How could that be when she just started with us?

      “There’s more on the back.” Seth’s voice trembles with rage.

      “What does it say?” But I already know. I can tell by Seth’s voice and his stoic face. It’s a threat against one of us.

      “Don’t play with the boys, little one, unless you want to find out what I do to keep what’s mine.”

      I want to tear the picture from Seth’s hands and rip it into little shreds. I want to find this bastard and teach him I’m not so easily cowed. That when faced with a fight, I don’t back down. I fight to win. And Madison is mine.

      Seth returns the picture to where we found it. “This stays between us. The police will find it, but Madison doesn’t need to know.”

      “She doesn’t need to know that this fucker is coming for us now?” I can’t keep the rage from my tone. Fuck, I need to calm down. Our lawyer is here and I need to focus on work. I know this but my insides churn. I swipe a hand over my hair, wanting to dig my hands into it and pull to feel something besides this swirling hate in the pit of my stomach.

      “No, she doesn’t,” Seth says with a finality that brooks no arguments.

      I inhale. He’s right. She’s already scared. Her whole body trembled like a leaf against mine. I didn’t want to let her go, but she needs to be protected. Blake would do anything for her, just like any of us.

      The elevator dings and Noah steps out. He shakes his head. Nothing. This guy—or person—is a fucking ghost. They move in and out of our lives, leaving wreckage without leaving a fucking clue.

      A noise comes from the conference room. A reminder I have work to take care of. Fuck.

      “I’ve got to get back to work.” I gesture to the closed door. If this stalker would come at us using a computer, I might be able to do something, but this is best handled by the police.

      Seth releases his breath. “I’ll let you know when the police come.”

      Noah grabs my shoulder and squeezes.

      That dress. What we did with Madison that night. Does the stalker know we’re the ones who ripped that dress from her body?

      “Show Noah the picture.” With that, I walk into the conference room.

      Patrick looks up from his phone as I enter. “Everything okay?”

      “Yeah.” I resist the urge to run my fingers through my hair. It’s tucked in my standard bun for work. “Just a personal issue.”

      “Anything I need to be read into?” Patrick raises his eyebrow. He’s not just the company’s attorney, but with my large trust and assets, I use him as my private attorney as well.

      “Not at this point.” We’re dealing with this on our own. Of course, the police have everything we know about. We aren’t stupid enough to keep this to ourselves. We have resources but they’re limited. The police have more access, but we also know there’s only so much time the police can spend on a case like this. There’s no suspect and no evidence to point to a suspect. Yet.

      Besides the two videos and the file room, the stalker hasn’t really made their presence known to Madison until now. She has no clue who it might be. It’s frustrating, but we have to wait and see what happens next. That’s the power a stalker holds. They have access to you when you aren’t even aware of them.

      You always have to look over your shoulder. Waiting for their next move.

      “You need me, I’m here.” Patrick leans back in his chair and runs his hand through his neat blond hair. “The firm has access to whatever services you might require.”

      “Thank you.” I’m aware of their services. We used them for all the background checks we’ve done. When Andrea went nuclear, they were the ones to press her back into her box. For a hefty sum of money, to her and to them for their services.

      “Will you be at the benefit tomorrow?” he asks. This is small talk while I get set up and ready to work. It also gives me time to cool down and focus.

      “Of course. Will you and Anna be there?” I log into the tablet I left in here.

      “The firm has a table every year. We were lucky to find a babysitter for the night.”

      I’ve never met Patrick’s children, but I know they’re young. I make a noncommittal noise.

      “Was that the new assistant?” Patrick jerks his head toward the door.

      “Yes.” I can’t talk about her right now. The anger still boils within me.

      Patrick clears his throat. “Are you involved with her?”

      I glare at him, wondering what his motives are. He knows about the contracts. His office drew them up for us.

      “Sorry, that just seemed emotional rather than physical.” He holds up his hands in surrender. “Just protecting my assets. After all, we uncovered her debt in our background check. I hope she isn’t taking advantage of you.”

      I bark out a sharp laugh. “No, Patrick. She isn’t taking advantage of me. For her protection, to the outside world, we’re seeing each other. Besides, the company pays her plenty to cover her personal debts, which she acquired while attending school. Not because of some gambling or shopping habit. She’s sharp and works hard and deserves every penny she earns.”

      “It wouldn’t be the first time a woman thought she caught a big fish.” Patrick pulls out his files from his briefcase. “We just need to be careful.”

      Leighton. She came from old money, but she wanted the power of my name. Elizabeth Hartfield. That bitch thought she’d won the fucking jackpot, getting close to me through Seth. I’m used to being wanted for what I can offer. After all, I’m gorgeous and wealthy. I’m bound to attract certain types of women.

      Patrick was the lawyer for Morrigan Technology Group when we had to handle Andrea and Rachel. His firm handled my family’s needs for years, so he’s familiar with my history from when he took over my family as a client. But comparing Madison to them is unthinkable.

      “She’s not like those other women.” She’s softer, fewer harsh edges. Every reaction with her is honest, not contrived. I believe her when she says she wants this experience with us.

      Patrick nods. “I hope not. For your sake.”

      I don’t need his worry. I just need Madison to be safe.
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            Logging Hours

          

        

      

    

    
      Madison

      When a noise startles me awake, I bolt upright on the couch and the tablet slips to the floor with a clunk. Blake glances my way.

      “You okay?” He rises from the chair.

      “I’m good.” As soon as my heart stops racing, I’ll be better.

      He stands anyway, abandoning his laptop. Reaching down, I pick up the tablet and set it on the coffee table before he sits next to me.

      As he tucks a stray strand of hair behind my ear, his green eyes search mine.

      “You could go lie down in my room if you want to sleep.” His fingers curl around the nape of my neck, sending shivers coursing through my tense body.

      “No, thank you.” I have to pull myself together. “I have work to do.”

      Pressing his lips together, he nods and strokes his thumb along my jawline.

      “Do you want to talk about what happened?” His voice is gruff.

      “No.” After screaming my head off, I shut down inside, letting them take care of me and shuffle me around between them. When Blake and I came downstairs, he made me some hot tea and set me up on the couch to work.

      His friend on the force came quicker than we expected. When he took the box as evidence, I had to explain there might be cum on it. And that they may find two different samples. I’m lucky I didn’t explode into flames from embarrassment. He didn’t even bat an eye and just said if they find any DNA on the dress he would contact us to come in and give samples.

      We went through the pictures in the box to pinpoint when and where each one was taken to see if there was a pattern. Some of them were impossible for me to pin down. It was my favorite dress. I wore it a lot during college.

      Blake took the officer aside and talked to him for a few minutes while I looked at my life as seen through the eyes of someone who wants to terrorize me. I still can’t imagine who would want to do this. I didn’t make a lot of friends during college. But I also didn’t make enemies that I know of.

      I had some unwanted attention from a professor and a few guys who asked me out and I told them no. But I couldn’t tell you what those guys’ names were now.

      Before the officer left, he let me know the phone they’d taken into evidence for the Valerie and Jeff case received a lot of worried texts from a number labeled Neighbor Robert. He gave me a printout of the texts, which I set on the island and didn’t even glance at. I had too much already swirling around my brain.

      After that, we quietly went to work. Me on the couch and Blake at the dining room table. It must have all caught up with me because even as interested in working as I am, I fell asleep.

      Blake’s lips turn down at the corners, but he doesn’t press me to talk about it.

      What is there to talk about? Someone is creeping on my life and there’s not a damned thing I can do about it. They can get to me anywhere. But hopefully not here.

      Which will keep me a prisoner in this apartment. Not that it’s a hardship when the other inmates keep me so well entertained.

      “I could go with you and sit in bed while you laid down?” He draws his hand away from me, and I miss his warmth immediately.

      “No. I don’t want to sleep.” I hold up the tablet.

      He nods and stands. “We protect what’s ours.”

      A burst of warmth floods my chest. Tears choke my throat. “Thank you.”

      He returns to his workspace and picks up his phone. I focus on the notes I was reading before I fell asleep. Falling asleep on the job is so unprofessional, but I’ll make up the time even if I have to work into the night.

      I’m not here for a free ride. I earn my keep. While I enjoy my bosses in more ways than just work, I need to keep learning and growing as an employee so someday I can run my own business. While I don’t know exactly what I want to focus on, I know I don’t want to be beholden to a boss or bosses for the rest of my life.

      My life is my own and I want to live it that way. I don’t want to coast through life as someone else’s possession like my mother has. Sure, my father loves her, but he also makes her feel small sometimes because he works to support her.

      As the sky darkens beyond the windows, I need to do something more active. My fingers still tremble, and every little noise sets my pulse racing. Figuring I’ll work more after dinner, I go into the kitchen and pull out food to cook.

      I’m cutting up vegetables to stir-fry when Noah comes in the door. His eyes immediately seek me out and he walks over to me. I set the knife down right before he pulls me into his arms and hugs me so tight and so close.

      I wrap my arms around his waist and exhale against him. He’s like this warm beacon in my life. When I’m in his arms, nothing can get to me. I inhale the crisp, woodsy scent of him, and some of the tension releases from my shoulders.

      “How are you doing, kitten?” He presses his lips against the top of my head.

      “Good.”

      At least, I am in this moment, with his arms around me. I could stay here forever.

      Forever isn’t part of our arrangement though. It may not be limited in time, but these guys will eventually grow tired of me and the drama I unknowingly brought with me. Maybe things won’t be so easy sexually. Maybe having a stalker will drive them away. Or maybe I’ll leave to start my own life and they’ll continue on as if I was just a side note.

      Just another assistant for the next one to wonder about.

      My eyes burn for a second, but I squeeze them shut and draw away from Noah, forcing a smile to my lips. He tips my chin and kisses me softly. I could bask in the tenderness of this kiss for a lifetime and never get enough.

      Pressing his forehead to mine, he draws in a breath. “I wish you were mine tonight.”

      I touch his cheek and whisper, “I’m always yours.”

      It won’t matter how long I’m away from him. Noah is mine and I’m his. Maybe we won’t be together but we’ll always belong to each other.

      He kisses me again. His dark eyes hold me still for a moment before he walks over to Blake. I sigh. While Noah is easy to fall for, I’m surprised how easy it’s been to fall for all these guys. Every day with them I fall a little deeper, a little harder.

      I barely hear Coop before his arms wrap around me from behind and he tugs me against his hard body. He leans down and whispers in my ear, “Curious how to get both of them into your bed tonight?”

      A laugh escapes me. Noah and Blake glance over to me and Coop.

      “I bet if you asked Seth nicely, he’d orchestrate a really low-key playtime for you.” Coop’s whispered words feed the desire that’s always on simmer around these guys, even when the world seems against me.

      I squeeze his arms and tilt my head back and to the side to look up at his blue eyes shining with laughter. “I don’t think tonight is going to be that night.”

      He kisses the top of my head and squeezes me back against him. When his hard cock digs into my ass, my body softens in anticipation.

      Addictive. That’s what these guys are.

      “I can’t wait to show you off at the benefit.” His words curl around me like warm smoke that could dissipate quickly. A flutter of nervous butterflies releases in my stomach.

      “I hope I don’t embarrass you. I’ve never been to anything like this before. How will I even know how to act?” It’s not like there were a lot of formals growing up, and even fewer that I attended. In college, I kept to myself. I didn’t join a sorority or go to any parties.

      “You’ll be fantastic, sweetheart.” He kisses me behind the ear, then smacks my ass as he pulls away. “Make my dinner, woman.”

      As he backs away with that flirty smirk on his lips, I give him a genuine smile because, for a moment, he got me out of my head. Away from the trauma of opening that box and seeing all those pictures and the dress and the note. I turn back to the cutting board and pick up the knife.

      “Hey.” Seth steps in front of me and takes my face in his hands, squatting so our faces are on the same level. “Where’d you go, princess?”

      I blink at him and focus on those beautiful dark blue eyes. “Nowhere.”

      He searches my eyes for a few heartbeats before his thumb sweeps over my lower lip. “Do you want me to finish making dinner?”

      My hand hurts and my gaze falls to where it’s clenched tightly around the knife handle over the cutting board. I release my grip and set it down. “I . . .”

      I what? I’m losing it? I need to stay busy to keep my mind distracted, but that’s not even helping. For years, someone has followed me and taken my picture, and I never noticed. How could I not notice the same person time after time?

      I bought that dress a year before I moved in with Valerie. So that leaves someone in college or maybe someone who followed me here from my small town. Or maybe somewhere I interned early on or an old side job. It’s not like I haven’t met a ton of people in my short time here in New York.

      Any of them could have decided I was theirs, but I didn’t know it. How could I not know it?

      I blink and I’m at the table. Fuck, what the hell is going on?

      I focus on Coop.

      “There she is. You worried us, sweetheart.”

      “You need to sleep, kitten.”

      “Eat first.” Seth puts the stir-fry on the table in front of me. My stomach rumbles, reminding me I barely touched my lunch.

      “Are you okay?” Blake takes my hand into his warm one and I nod automatically. “It’s okay to zone out a little. You’ve been through a lot recently.”

      I take a deep breath before I meet his eyes. He’s always searching. Does he ever find me?

      “I’m good. Just a little tired from last night.” I thread my fingers into his and draw on his warmth.

      “Then we’ll make it an early night.” Blake takes my hand and doesn’t release it as he dishes up some food for him and me.

      I look around the table and smile at the guys to reassure them I’m fine. We had a late night, followed by an active morning and busy lunch, and then the box . . .

      I don’t let my mind sit on that again as I eat with the guys. They talk about work around me, and I try to focus and make note of what I’ll need to work on tomorrow. I really should finish working tonight, too, but Blake is right. I need sleep.

      “We won’t have a meeting at the end of the day tomorrow.” Seth’s voice draws my attention. “We’ll need time to get ready for the benefit. We’ll take separate cars.”

      Ah yes, something else to dwell on. Two of my guys will be on actual dates and Blake will have his sister with him.

      “When does your sister get in?” This is the easiest thing to focus on. Not on the burning pit of jealousy stirring inside.

      “Kayla gets in tomorrow morning and will work until I pick her up.” Blake squeezes my hand before he releases it to eat. “She’s excited to meet you.”

      “Does she know about us?” I mean all of us.

      “She’ll think you’re dating Coop. That will be easiest for now.” Blake takes a sip of his drink.

      I sigh. To the world, I’ll be Coop’s girlfriend, or his latest piece of ass. To these guys, I’ll be the woman they come home to but can’t tell the world about. Am I good with that? Being their secret? Falling in love with men who can never claim me fully?

      “We won’t stay until the end. After, we’ll all come home.” Seth takes a drink. For a second, my brain stalls on them bringing their dates home, but that’s not what he means. He means they’ll come home to me and our bed.

      I don’t know which would be worse—staying at home waiting for them, or watching my men with women who want them.

      “No kissing or inappropriate touching?” I ask hesitantly. Again, who am I besides their employee and fuck buddy?

      Seth’s eyes meet mine. “Nothing besides them holding our arms and dancing.”

      Coop barks out a laugh. “Because Elizabeth won’t try anything to get back into your bed? And who knows what type of conniving woman Noah is bringing? After all, his mother set him up.”

      I swallow the food in my mouth and it falls like a lump into my stomach. My guys are attractive and each quite the catch. I wouldn’t blame these women for trying for more. But right now, they’re mine, and I won’t give that up without a fight.

      “Seriously, Coop?” Noah shakes his head. “She’s a fucking date. Not my choice for marriage or even to date seriously. I did this because Blake’s bringing his sister, and as much as I love seeing Kayla, she won’t draw heat off Madison dating you.”

      “We do have to appear to be on dates.” Seth pushes back in his chair. His gaze holds mine. “But we’ll all be coming home to you, princess. Don’t think for a minute either of those women could get under our skin.”

      I nod. This is a fucked-up situation.

      “Don’t leave Coop’s side.” Blake picks up his plate and takes it to the kitchen sink. “We don’t know who will be there. It’s possible Valerie or Jeff could get in. While we put Hunter in the doghouse with his father, he’ll still probably be there. And whoever your stalker is . . .”

      “Whoever my stalker is will probably be there. He seems to be everywhere in my life. Even before I knew I had a stalker.” I pick up my barely touched plate and take it to the sink, standing next to Blake. “I won’t go anywhere alone except the ladies’ room.”

      “No.” Blake shakes his head.

      “I’m not taking Coop to the bathroom with me.” Yeah, that would go over well. We’d probably never make it back out. My cheeks flush with the heat rising in my body.

      “When you go, Kayla will go with you.” Blake acts like this is a done deal.

      “Who’s going to attack me in the bathroom?” I throw my hands up. I don’t expect absolute privacy, but I don’t need a babysitter either.

      “Valerie.” Seth’s voice draws my attention to the others beside the island.

      “Your stalker could be a woman, kitten.” Noah’s voice is quiet and practical.

      “Whoever my stalker is has taken pictures and videos and intruded in my life enough.” I straighten and meet each of their eyes. “Valerie and Jeff already took away most of my freedom. I just want things to go back to being normal and easy.”

      Blake draws me into his arms. “Things were probably never normal or easy.”

      I blow a strand of hair out of my face. He’s right. Things have never been easy. This isn’t easy, except being with them. That’s easy.

      Letting them into my heart. That’s easy.

      Watching them on their dates with other women? I don’t know how I’m going to handle that. But I know it won’t be easy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 79


          

          
            Hanging by a Thread

          

        

      

    

    
      Madison

      “What’s on your mind, tiger?” Blake puts his tablet beside the lamp.

      After cleaning up the kitchen, Blake insisted on coming to bed. I said good night to the others and got long lingering kisses from all of them. I changed into PJs that were in a drawer in Blake’s closet and settled in bed next to him with my tablet to finish reading some reports.

      The words are blurring when Blake asks me that question. I set the tablet on the nightstand and rub my eyes. “Work. I’m behind. It feels like I’m always behind.”

      Before I started, the temp had done the bare minimum. Bringing everything up to my standards takes time. And then after the attack, I didn’t work a full week. Shit like this keeps happening.

      His arm wraps around my shoulder, drawing me into his side. I snuggle in against him, appreciating his spicy scent and warmth. See? Easy.

      “Work will be there. You don’t have any deadlines. If we need to work the weekend to catch up, we will.” Blake rubs his hand down my side over my hip. “But for now, we need to get some sleep.”

      Fuck sleep. I straddle his lap, pressing my hands against his chest. “I’m not tired yet.”

      Raising an eyebrow, he smirks at me. “I’m under strict orders to let you rest.”

      Damn Seth. Usually I like his orders, but this one sucks. I pout.

      Blake chuckles but his cock is hard between my legs.

      “I’m fine,” I assure him.

      He rubs his fingers over my lips. When I take them into my mouth and glide my tongue along them, sucking on them the way I want to suck on his cock, his eyes darken. That’s what I want to see.

      “There might be a way to mutually satisfy each other without causing additional soreness,” Blake concedes.

      I pull his fingers out of my mouth and lean in to kiss him. As soon as our lips meet, he takes over. His tongue sweeps into my mouth. His hands pull my hips against his, rocking his thick, hard cock between my legs.

      Damn, that feels good. I’ll never get enough of these guys and what they can do to me.

      “My room, my rules, tiger.” He licks my lips as he pulls away.

      “Yes, sir.” A shiver of desire flows through me. Ready to play and be played with.

      “Strip.”

      I reach for my camisole.

      “Over there.” He points to the floor beside the bed.

      I slide off his lap and off the edge of the bed. Being efficient, I quickly dispose of all my clothes until I stand before him naked. My breasts rise and fall with every quick breath. I’m wet, ready, and waiting for his command.

      Sitting against the headboard, he doesn’t take off his boxers. His erection presses against the fabric, and my pussy tightens in anticipation. He pats the space between his legs. “Here. Face away from me on your hands and knees. Chest to the bed. Ass up. Legs spread.”

      I hurry to follow his commands, eager for the oblivion he can give me. To get out of my head and let him take control would be a blessing today. Everything lately seems to be out of my control, but giving in to Blake, that’s my choice.

      I choose to obey him. I choose to give him full access to my body. If I say the word, all this ends, but it’s my choice to continue. My choice to surrender.

      When my ass is in the air before him and my legs spread to present him with all of me, I shiver, aching for his touch.

      His fingers trail down my thighs to my knees, making sparks flow through me. This afternoon was difficult, but having Blake play with me will make it all better for tonight. I’m safe in his bed.

      “You need to ask permission to come, tiger.” He grips my ass cheeks and spreads them apart. My pussy throbs with need.

      “Yes, sir.” I press my forehead to the mattress, waiting for him to touch my pussy. To do something besides look at it and my puckered hole.

      “If you come before I give you permission, you’ll get five spanks and won’t get to suck my cock.”

      “That seems a little⁠—‍”

      He cuts my complaint off with a smack on my ass. “Don’t talk back.”

      I bite my lip at the burn his palm leaves behind. He rubs my sore cheek, and wetness floods my pussy at the sting.

      “What do you say, love?”

      “Yes, sir.” I push my hair back from my face, hoping he’ll touch me now.

      “You’ll have to beg for it.” His finger slides along my groin. So fucking close but not close enough. “And I’ll decide whether you’re worthy of it. Or not.”

      I whimper. Fuck. Every word he says just makes me wetter. I need him to touch me. To fuck me. With his tongue, his fingers, his cock. I don’t care what, but I need something to touch my pussy. And soon.

      “What did Seth do to you at lunch?” His fingers trail up the inside of my thighs only to skate down the backs instead of touching me where I want him.

      “He used a warm dildo in my pussy and fucked my ass with his cock.” I bite my lip as his fingers tease close before gliding away. My breath catches and releases. I want to take over. Tell him what I need and make him do it, but that’s not Blake. Blake wants my surrender.

      I release that desire and give myself over to him. He’ll give me what I need.

      “Still sore?” His fingers pause below my ass cheek.

      “No, sir.” I hold my breath, waiting for his touch.

      When his fingers fall down my thighs, I huff out a breath.

      “So impatient.” His hand grabs my ass cheek, the one he smacked, and squeezes.

      I suck in a harsh breath at the sizzle of pain along my taut nerves. “Please.”

      “What do you want, love? If you tell me, maybe I’ll give it to you.” Both his hands massage my ass, waiting for my answer.

      “Fuck me, please.” I rock against his touch, needing so much more.

      He tsks me. “That’s not very specific. Fuck what? With what? Do you want my cock in your mouth? My fingers in your ass? My tongue in your cunt? You’re a smart girl, Madison. Use your words.”

      Every word out of his mouth just makes me want more. I tremble with desire. “Yes. All of it.”

      “Okay, love.”

      Relief pours through me. Finally, he’s going to do more. His hands move down my thighs to my knees and I whimper in defeat. Then he grabs my legs and lifts my lower body up. I scramble to catch myself with my hands on his thighs.

      “What—‍”

      “Shh, love. Wrap your legs behind my neck.” He guides my knees to his shoulders, and I work on putting my legs around his neck like I’m sitting cross-legged in the air. Except with my pussy in his face and my face in his crotch.

      I swallow as he adjusts me to just where he wants me, holding my hips level with his mouth. All the blood is rushing to my head, but I don’t care as long as he puts his mouth to use on me.

      “Pull my cock out.” His warm breath teases my wet pussy. A warm rush of desire sizzles along my veins.

      Hurrying, I lower his boxers and free his thick cock. My mouth waters, already anticipating tasting him on my tongue.

      “You wanted it all, love, and I’m willing to provide.” Blake’s chuckle warms me. “Just remember, you have to ask to come.”

      I lick my lips at the drip of precum on his slit. “Yes, sir.”

      “You first, tiger.” He shifts so his arm is around my hips and his other hand is free. His bicep bulges at the weight of me but his grip is firm. He won’t drop me.

      As I position him next to my lips, he eases his finger into my pussy. I let out a hiss, blowing on his tip.

      “Just gathering some lube, love.”

      I lick the precum off his slit as he thrusts his finger in and out a couple times. My pussy clings to his finger and the pressure builds inside me.

      “Any pain?” His lips are so close to my pussy that every breath winds me even higher.

      “No, sir.” I whimper.

      “Good. Stop hesitating and take my cock in your mouth, or I’ll stop playing with you.”

      “Yes, sir.” I slide my mouth over him. It feels odd taking him upside down. I’ve done it before on the conference table, that first time with my head hanging off, but this feels different. All my blood feels like it’s rushing to my head, making me a little dizzy.

      “We don’t have long before you’ll have to come up for air, so suck me good, tiger.”

      I lick and suck his cock, taking him a little deeper at this angle. He pulls his fingers from my pussy and slides them back to my asshole. His mouth opens on my clit as his finger pushes into my puckered hole.

      Holy fuck. My whole body lights up like a fucking Christmas tree at the stimulation. He’s gentle with his fingers, but his mouth devours me, making me moan around his cock.

      Blake shifts his mouth, and his tongue thrusts into my pussy in time with the finger sliding in and out of my ass. As keyed up as I already am, it won’t take long for me to come.

      We tease each other a little before Blake withdraws. I whimper at the loss of his touch.

      “Pull off, love.”

      With a final suck, I retreat with a pop. My head feels all swimmy.

      With a few smooth moves, I’m on my back with him hovering over me. My legs are still wrapped around his neck and his cock is in my face.

      “You good, love?” His hot breath against my wet pussy makes me throb.

      “Mm-hmm.” I reach a hand up to stroke his cock, using my saliva to glide over him. Not having to hold myself up has its advantages.

      “Relax. If you need me to stop, tap on my leg twice.” Blake licks my clit and I shiver with aching need. “Repeat it.”

      “Tap twice to stop.” Lifting my neck, I suck his head into my mouth.

      “Fuck, I love your mouth.” He lowers my hips to the bed and presses his mouth to my pussy. His tongue dives in as his finger presses back into my asshole. As he eases his hips down, I lower my head to the bed. Then his hips move, fucking my mouth as I suck and lick him.

      His tongue and finger fuck me in the same rhythm as his cock until I’m a mass of want on the edge of explosion. But I need permission to come.

      On the verge, I tap his leg twice and he lifts his cock out of my mouth, but he doesn’t stop thrusting his tongue into my pussy. I bite my lip at the almost overwhelming urge to give in.

      “May I come, sir?” My words are a harsh whisper as I keep myself from falling over the edge, holding back my climax. But his tongue is divine, and it’s right there.

      He stops what he’s doing. “Are you ready to beg for it?”

      Precum leaks out of his cock and drips on my lips. Licking it off, I hum to myself at the taste. I need more. I want it all.

      “Please, Blake. Please make me come. Let me taste your cum and swallow it like your good girl. Please make me yours.” I’m so wound up that just saying the words makes my pussy flutter and my ass tightens around his buried finger.

      He blows his breath over my pussy, and I whimper at how close I am. I can’t hold it back much longer.

      “You can come after I do.” He leans in and says against my pussy, “Not before, or you’ll be punished.”

      Fuck. I don’t know how much more I can take before I explode. His words make my belly quiver. It will be a challenge, but he has to be close too.

      “Yes, sir.” I take his cock in my hand and guide the tip to my mouth again. He thrusts inside me all at once. His cock in my mouth, his tongue in my pussy, and his finger in my ass. I’m barely holding the shattering pieces of myself together as I suck hard on him.

      If he punishes me, I don’t think he’ll let me come again. And while this orgasm should be epic, I want to hold on to it. I want to do as he asks. I want to swallow him down while I shatter all around him.

      Using my hands to stroke his cock and balls, I take him as deep as I can while he fucks my mouth. I release the tension holding me and focus on not coming from all the stimulation.

      Just when I can’t take it anymore and feel like I’m going to explode, he groans against my pussy as his cock thickens and unloads in my mouth. I swallow as my body shatters, falling into myself and giving myself over to the way he makes me feel. Tasting him, feeling him taste me. Fucking me so good that my climax keeps coming and coming as wave after wave crashes over me.

      He shifts and sucks my clit. Colors burst behind my eyes in bright fireworks as my already primed body goes off like a rocket. He lifts his cock out of my mouth, and I cry out as I convulse around his finger buried in my ass.

      His tongue laves at my clit, and tiny shudders ease me down onto the bed. I didn’t even realize my hips lifted to meet his mouth.

      “Good girl,” he whispers before licking me again and drawing his finger out of me.

      The aftershock ripples through my whole body, making me arch into his. He shifts to fall on his back beside me. My breathing is chaotic but I’m well satisfied.

      I meet his green eyes, feeling so many things. Yes, that was about release, but it was also about surrendering to the way this man makes me feel. He protects me and comforts me. He’s mine and I’m his.

      The look in his eyes makes my insides buzz a little. It’s filled with tenderness and desire.

      His fingers trail over my breast, and little shudders trickle down me. I’ve been falling for Blake forever it feels like, but right now, it feels like maybe he’s falling for me too. And for me, that’s enough. “Thank you.”

      “Anytime, love.”

      I’ll definitely take him up on that offer for as long as I can.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
Chapter 80


          

          
            Coffee Break

          

        

      

    

    
      Blake

      “Can you tell me something about you?” Madison asks. We’re lying side by side, head to toe. Both of our breathing is still ragged as we come down from our orgasms.

      I slide my boxers the rest of the way off and shift back to the head of the bed. Arranging the blankets, I cover both of us before I draw her back against my front. She snuggles into me as I wrap my arms around her, holding her close.

      I’m glad I have her in my arms tonight. Safe. The stalker didn’t come near her today, but who knows what kind of access he has? Or when he’ll make his next move?

      Fuck. I concentrate on the woman in my arms.

      “What do you want to know?” I’m not exactly an open book, but I’ve also never had a lover want more than what I can give her in bed. I’ve never had someone like Madison in my life. My chest aches when she hurts.

      “Tell me about your scar.” Her fingers link with mine as she relaxes into me even more. Her words are a little sleepy. Will she even stay awake to hear the whole story?

      “In college I tried my own thing. Tried to be with people besides the guys.” I glance down at Madison’s face. “Are you asleep?”

      “No, just resting my eyes,” she murmurs and turns in my arms. “Please tell me.”

      Her head rests on my shoulder as her arm and leg drape over me, holding me close. Fitting like a missing puzzle piece. I stroke my hand down her back. She’s so lovely.

      “I tried out for the rowing team. Intramural. The university’s team is one of the top in the country, so that’d never happen for a novice like me.” I pause, and she trails her hand along my side. “We got up at a ridiculous time every morning to hit the water. For months, we practiced for our first competition.”

      “Mmm. What happened?” She yawns.

      “Everything was going great. We were actually doing well, but a guy in another scull made an error, and they ended up colliding with us. Our scull capsized and we all fell overboard. My head hit the edge of the scull, knocking me out. I sank like a fucking stone and sliced my shoulder on the rocks of the riverbed. The pain snapped me awake. I swam to the surface.” I lift her hand and guide it through my hair to find the scar left behind.

      “That had to be terrifying.” Her fingers trace over it like she’s trying to memorize and heal it.

      “It was. But not as terrifying as Seth when he met me at the hospital. The cut was deep and needed stitches.”

      In college, it made sense to have Seth as our emergency contact. I don’t think we even had a discussion about it. It just seemed right. He knows what to do in a crisis and keeps a level head. But this time he was rattled.

      She trails her fingers down to the ridge on my shoulder. “He was scared?”

      “When he got called, they wouldn’t tell him what happened on the phone. He thought I’d died. He made me swear I wouldn’t do anything that stupid again. Even though none of it was my fault, he said I should have known better than to go out for an intramural sport.”

      “Why?” She lifts her head, resting it on my chest to meet my eyes. Curiosity burns in hers.

      “Because when you play with professionals, they’re professionals. When you play with novices trying to be professionals, you get stitches.” The words Seth said that day stayed with me. It’s easy to recite them back to her now. I brush her hair back out of her face and draw in a breath. “He didn’t want me to get hurt because he’d always had a future planned that included all of us. Without any one of us, Morrigan Technology Group might have failed or would have had unnecessary growing pains. We’re better together as a unit. We could’ve had careers of our own, but somehow, when we work together things shine.”

      She gives me a sloppy, tired grin. “I agree. I like you all together and separately.”

      I chuckle as she returns to resting her head on my chest. “We like you with us.”

      She snuggles against me. No woman has held me the way she does. As if I’m her lifeline. Her anchor in the storm.

      The tension releases from her as she slips into sleep. My heart throbs. It’s been building over the weeks, but my heart aches with how much I like her in my bed and my arms.

      I brush her hair out of her face, and she releases her breath. I’ve never slept with someone like her. She wants to sleep on me, not just beside me. Madison trusts me. She relies on me. She might actually like me. I’d be foolish not to give her my heart in return.

      I just don’t know if I still have much heart to give. I don’t know if I can trust her the way she trusts me. I’m trying. I want her to be different, but part of me still fears that she’ll turn on us, just like the others.

      Until then, I’ll be hers in whatever way my heart will let me.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Madison

      This morning is different. I don’t wake flooded with desire and longing, halfway to an orgasm, but to a gentle kiss and a good morning. Blake holds out his hand and I take it.

      He leads me into the bathroom and we shower together. We soap each other, but it’s almost comforting as he takes time to wash every inch of me down to my toes. When we finish, he wraps me in a towel, kisses me like he won’t see me for a while, and sends me off to get ready for work.

      When I walk into my closet, my clothes for the day hang ready for me, complete with underwear this time. I run my fingers down the skirt. Seth chose this for me. I love that he takes this decision off my plate and that it brings him pleasure.

      Once I’m dressed and ready for the workday, I discover I’ve made it out to breakfast before anyone else. It’s a little surprising. Normally Coop and Seth are already up and about, but Noah and Coop were as exhausted as I was yesterday. After I put on the coffee to brew, I make myself an egg and toast.

      Footsteps walk up behind me while I’m buttering my toast. The clean and crisp scent of Coop’s cologne alerts me before his arms wrap around my waist and tug me back into him.

      “Good morning, girlfriend. Ready for our date tonight?”

      I hold a piece of toast over my shoulder to him. He bites down and tears a piece off it. “I’m sure I can find something to wear.”

      He finishes chewing, then leans in and kisses the back of my jaw. “I plan on making my own marks on this gorgeous neck tonight.”

      He trails kisses down my neck, sending shivers coursing through me. I grab the counter as my knees weaken.

      “Keep it in your pants until tonight.” Seth’s voice fills the room.

      Coop scrapes his teeth against my neck before stepping to the coffeepot. My body trembles.

      “You used to be such fun, boss. It feels like just yesterday when you had Madison naked, down on her knees, sucking your cock for breakfast.” He snaps his fingers. “Wait, that was yesterday.”

      Seth shrugs. “She needs time off from us to get her work done.”

      I glance at my phone for the time and set my plate down on the island. I need to eat quickly.

      “You can’t just work the woman to the bone without giving her a little bone.” Coop slides into the seat next to me with his coffee. He gives me a flirtatious wink and snatches a piece of toast from my plate.

      My cheeks grow warm as he devours the toast and then sucks each of his fingers into his mouth.

      Seth places another piece that he just buttered on my plate as he glares at Coop.

      Coop gives both of us a smile and kisses me before heading to the door.

      “See you upstairs, sweetheart,” he calls out.

      The door shuts. Seth shakes his head as he finishes making his breakfast. The sheet of paper I ignored yesterday draws my attention. I pull over the printout the police officer left.

      
        
          
            
              
        Robert:

      

      
        Everything okay? Do you need anything?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Robert:

      

      
        I’m worried and hope you’re doing well.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Robert:

      

      
        You’re always welcome at my place if things don’t work out.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Robert:

      

      
        Haven’t seen Valerie, but hope you come home soon.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Robert:

      

      
        I think I found something.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Robert:

      

      
        Let me know if you’re okay.

      

      

      

      

      

      They go on like that for a while, but my gaze keeps straying to his message, I think I found something. What is that supposed to mean?

      Seth sits next to me and looks over at the texts. “Your neighbor?”

      I nod, setting the paper to the side. “He’s always been nice. A little socially inept, but who isn’t?” I shrug and shovel the rest of the eggs into my mouth.

      “He doesn’t appear to be the stalker, but be careful. We have eyes on him just in case.” Seth catches my hand as I push back to leave the island. I meet his eyes. “Any encouragement might set him off.”

      “He’s really fine. He says he found something and wants to know I’m all right.” I lean in and press my lips to Seth’s. He catches my neck with his hand before I can draw away and deepens the kiss. My insides flame to life.

      He presses his forehead against mine and releases a breath. “I just want you to be safe.”

      “I’ll text him and that’s it.” I search his eyes for any more worry.

      He kisses my forehead before releasing my neck. “You should ask Hope to help you get ready. Tell her I said she can come up before the end of the day and she’ll still get paid.”

      I grin as I grab my plate. “That sounds great.”

      After cleaning my dishes, I hurry upstairs to start the coffee brewing and empty the dishwasher. I’m putting the last cup away when I hear footsteps. I turn and see Coop heading into the break room.

      “We keep running into each other.” He closes in on me and traps me against the counter. His eyebrow rises. “I have a five-minute coffee break.”

      I brush some imaginary lint from his shoulder before lifting my gaze to his heated one.

      “What do you hope to accomplish in five minutes?”

      His mouth closes in on mine but stops just shy of touching. A little noise of frustration leaves me, and he chuckles. “You want to come, my little whore?”

      Tingles race up and down my spine. His light blue eyes search mine.

      “Are you offering?” I cock my eyebrow at him.

      “Always, sweetheart.” His soft lips capture mine as his hand slips under my skirt. His fingers trail up my thigh and stop at my panties. He whispers against my lips, “If I had my way, you’d never wear panties.”

      His fingers slip under and thrust up into me. My lips part on a gasp and he takes advantage, capturing my mouth again and tangling his tongue with mine as he finger fucks me against the counter.

      His other hand grabs my loose hair and tugs my head back. When he trails his kisses away from my lips, he whispers, “Keep quiet or I’ll bend you over that table and fuck you until you scream.”

      I’m not sure that would be a punishment. He kisses down my neck until he gets to the spot where my neck and shoulder meet, teasing the sensitive skin with his teeth and tongue while his thumb massages my clit.

      The office disappears as my world focuses on this stolen moment with Coop.

      “You’re blocking the coffee.” Blake sounds like we’re just in the way and Coop doesn’t have his fingers inside me and his mouth on my neck.

      I open my eyes and all I see is the top of Coop’s head and the ceiling. “Sorry?”

      Coop licks up the side of my throat and brings his mouth back to hover over mine. Our eyes lock as he continues to thrust his fingers in and out. “Don’t worry, Blake. Our girl is almost there. As long as she doesn’t cry out, we’ll be done. Of course, even if she does cry out, I’ll be fucking her on the table, so we’ll be out of your way.”

      The flames build higher with each word.

      “Take your time. I have a call I’m not in any hurry to get to.” The chair legs scrape the floor as he takes a seat. Fuck, I love an audience. Something I’ve never had before these guys. I love audience participation even more.

      “I can feel that needy cunt fluttering around my fingers like a good slut.” Coop’s words brush my lips. “We both know you want to be pounded this morning. Your cunt needs a thick, hot cock in it all times of the day. Cry out and let’s start the morning coming.”

      Blake chuckles like Coop told a joke. “She doesn’t need a cock. My tongue worked just fine last night.”

      I bite my lip as Coop works me a little faster, a little harder. His fingers pumping in and out as his thumb rubs my clit firmer. He licks the seam of my lips. My breath rushes out of me. His blue eyes are alight with the challenge.

      “You know,” Noah says, “I’m not opposed to starting every morning finding Madison being fucked. I just hope that one of these mornings I’ll be part of it.”

      Noah’s words kick me even higher.

      “That made her soaking wet.” Coop gazes down at me, still holding me locked in this battle. Every touch and word makes me want to whimper, to curse, to moan. “She’s probably remembering both of us in her hungry little cunt, stretching her out, making her scream her release.”

      The memory of that is too much. My pussy tightens around his fingers as my vision goes black. I couldn’t stop from crying out if I tried. The orgasm is so intense, shattering through me like a wrecking ball.

      “That’s it, my little whore, get nice and wet for me to fuck you.”

      My fingers clench in his shirt as my body buckles from the tension and release. Coop drags his fingers out of me, sending an aftershock rippling through me. He lifts me and carries me over to the table Blake is sitting at.

      “Turn around.” He sets me down, waiting for me to follow his instructions.

      Instead, I look up at him and straighten to my full height with my heels. I still only come up to his nose. My insides are still Jell-O from the orgasm, but I know what these guys like. “I have work to get to.”

      He smirks. “You definitely have work to do, sweetheart.”

      He spins me and presses my chest down onto the table with one hand on my back while his other flips my skirt up and yanks my panties to the side. “You have three cocks to take.”

      My eyes meet Blake’s and he reaches out to brush some of the hair off my cheek. The move is gentle, almost tender compared to the violence of Coop’s hand pressing me down. Fuck, I want it all, gentle, tender touches combined with rough fucking that leaves me sore and open for the next cock.

      I want gentle lovemaking and hard fucking. Submission and control. Bound and free. I want whatever they give me. All the fucking time.

      Coop’s cock thrusts into me. Deep and hard. Fuck, that feels good. I widen my legs as he pumps into me. It’s only been a little over a day since I had one of them in my pussy, but it was definitely too long. He fills me and stretches me with every thrust.

      My mouth falls open as my climax builds again, making me squirm beneath him as he works hard and fast at filling me. His hand slips around my hip, and the minute he touches my clit, I go off like a rocket.

      My moan fills the break room, thick and needy. Coop thrusts deep and groans in chorus with me as he fills me with his cum. My pussy convulses around his throbbing cock. He pulls out, and Noah slots his cock against my entrance before thrusting in with one push of his hips.

      I let out a gasp.

      “Feel good, tiger?” Blake opens his pants and strokes his cock, waiting his turn.

      I lick my lips. “Mm-hmm.”

      I’m ready for more. Noah sucks on something and then I feel pressure on my puckered hole as he presses his wet fingers deep into me. I cry out as I come again. He thrusts his fingers in and out of my ass in the same cadence as his cock works my pussy, keeping me spiraling into pleasure.

      When Noah groans his release, Blake stands. Every twitch of Noah’s cock inside me as he fills me with his cum makes my insides throbs.

      “Good girl, kitten.” He pulls out and Blake thrusts his thick cock into me.

      Blake grabs both my hips and fucks me hard and fast. My already sensitive body gives it up to him in record time. Black edges my vision as I cry out, shattering around his cock. I sag against the table even as he keeps fucking me, and aftershocks rake through my body.

      “Fuck, love. I missed this pussy.” He thrusts in deep and spills his seed inside me.

      When he pulls out, another cock presses against my entrance, sinking deep.

      “Seth,” I breathe out.

      “You’re going to be late for work, princess.” He thrusts slow and steady. His fingers slide to my pulsing clit.

      “I’m already at work, boss.” The words fall out of me as I come on his cock. I can’t even think straight right now, all blissed-out on orgasmic chemicals.

      “You’re being a distraction again.” The fingers of his other hand squeeze my ass cheek.

      I moan. “You like me that way.”

      He chuckles. “You’re not wrong. How’s your cunt today?”

      “So fucking good.” The words rise as another orgasm overwhelms me. I drag Seth into his release and he fills me with his cum. His cock is deep inside me, throbbing as my pussy flutters around him.

      He draws out of me. A warm, wet washcloth is pressed over my pussy.

      “We need to keep this pussy in good shape, babe.” Coop’s words are edged with a laugh. “The others might not get to steal you away during the benefit, but I will.”

      My pussy throbs weakly as he cleans me up and straightens my panties. Noah helps right me and my clothes before kissing me lightly. “Good morning, kitten.”

      My cheeks flame red. It’s a really good morning. “Morning, Noah.”

      His dark eyes glow down at me. “This weekend I want to try all of us. A few different ways.”

      “Okay.” I’ll let them do whatever they want to me. I’ve proven that over and over. I want them as much as they want me.

      He gives me a smile as his hand cups my cheek. “You make me feel like I could take on the world for you.”

      My heart pounds as it expands like a balloon in my chest. I cover his hand with mine. The words I love you press on my tongue to get out, but now isn’t the time. Not when I’ve just been fucked by all of them.

      I’m not sure I’ll ever find the right time to tell him. Or any of them.
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      Madison

      Hope sends me an excited text with multiple exclamation points when I tell her I want her to help me get ready for the banquet. I’m still smiling at her text when Seth comes out of his office.

      His eyes soften when he takes in my smile. I smile a little bigger and shift in my seat, still thinking about them all taking me in the break room this morning. Definitely worth the wait.

      “What time should I tell Hope to meet me?” I wait with my phone, ready to text her.

      “Noon.” He stops beside my desk.

      Whoa, wait.

      I furrow my brow and set my phone down. “That’s ridiculous. I don’t need that long to get ready. I’m already behind on work⁠—‍”

      “That will be here tomorrow when we have to be down here working. And we’ll want to have you close.” Seth tips my chin up. “You have hair and nail appointments before your makeup appointment. Tim will drive you and stay with you. Your dress and everything you need for it is ready in your closet.”

      “I could just do my own hair,” I mutter. I’ve never been pampered before and don’t need to start now. Everything Seth does spoils me, but he doesn’t have to waste his money on me. While it’s nice to be doted on, the attention and care he gives me will make it that much harder when they finally let me go.

      “This isn’t a normal date. You’ll be expected to look a certain way to be on the arm of Cooper Graham. People will be scrutinizing your every move.” Seth brushes his thumb over my cheek, drawing a line along my jaw. “By the time the stylists finish with you, you’ll be divine and flawless.”
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