
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Intern’s Initiation 

Kylie adjusted the lapels of her blazer, smoothing her palms down the front of the crisp fabric as she stepped into the sleek, glass-and-steel lobby of Bennett & Grayson. The company’s name was whispered in hushed reverence in business schools—a place where careers were made or broken before lunch, where ambition was currency and power was the only language spoken. She had fought tooth and nail for this internship, beating out dozens of candidates with sharper resumes and better connections, and now, standing in the heart of corporate dominance, she was ready to prove she belonged. 

The elevator ride to the 30th floor was a silent, breathless ascent, the hum of machinery the only sound besides the rapid thud of her own heartbeat. The mirrored walls reflected her nervous swallow, the way her fingers fidgeted with the strap of her bag. When the doors slid open, she was met with the sharp, commanding click of designer heels on polished marble and the low murmur of hushed, urgent conversations. The air was thick with the scent of expensive cologne—something dark and woodsy—and something else, something electric. Ambition. Hunger. The kind of energy that made her skin prickle with anticipation. 

Her supervisor, a severe woman in a tailored suit that hugged her curves like a second skin, barely glanced up from her tablet as she flicked a manicured finger toward the end of the hall. "Mr. Hunter wants to see you." 

Kylie’s stomach twisted into a tight knot. Mr. Hunter. The name alone carried weight—CEO, legend, ruthless negotiator. The kind of man who could dismantle a competitor before his morning coffee and still have time to ruin someone’s career before lunch. She had heard the stories—how he could read a person in seconds, how he demanded nothing less than perfection. None of those stories ended well for those who disappointed him. 

The door to his office was already open when she arrived, as if he’d been expecting her. Inside, the room was a study in power—dark mahogany, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the city like a glittering prize laid at his feet. Mr. Hunter sat behind his massive desk, his sharp blue eyes locking onto her the moment she stepped inside, assessing, dissecting, as if he could see every secret she’d ever tried to hide. 

"Kylie," he said, her name rolling off his tongue like a verdict, slow and deliberate, savoring each syllable. "Sit." 

She obeyed, perching on the edge of the plush leather chair, back straight, hands folded in her lap to keep them from trembling. The air between them crackled with something unspoken, something dangerous. 

"You’ve been here a week," he continued, leaning back in his chair with the lazy confidence of a man who knew he owned every inch of the room. "And I’ve been watching you." His gaze dragged over her, slow and deliberate, lingering on the way her skirt hugged her thighs, the way her blouse dipped just low enough to hint at the curve of her breasts. "You’re smart. Ambitious. But this company isn’t for everyone." 

Kylie swallowed hard, her pulse fluttering in her throat. Was she being fired already? Had she somehow failed before she’d even begun? 

Then he smiled—a slow, dangerous curve of his lips that sent a shiver down her spine. "I’m going to give you a choice." He stood, his tall frame unfolding with predatory grace as he circled the desk, closing the distance between them. "You can walk out that door right now, and we’ll pretend this never happened. Or…" He let the word hang in the air, heavy with implication, his voice dropping to a low, velvety murmur that curled around her like smoke. "You can stay. But not as just another intern." 

Kylie’s pulse spiked, her breath coming faster. "What do you mean?" 

Mr. Hunter didn’t answer right away. Instead, he reached out, his fingers brushing her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. His touch was warm, deliberate, sending a jolt of heat straight through her. "Bennett & Grayson has certain… expectations," he murmured, his thumb tracing the plush curve of her lower lip, slow and teasing. "We reward those who are willing to go above and beyond. And you, Kylie, have potential." His thumb pressed just a little harder, his eyes darkening. "But potential isn’t enough. You need to prove your dedication." 

Her breath hitched as understanding dawned. The rumors, the whispers about what really happened behind closed doors—they were true. This wasn’t just an internship. It was a test. A game. And he was offering her a chance to play. 

"So," he murmured, his voice a rough whisper against her ear now, his free hand sliding to the nape of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair just enough to make her gasp. "What’s it going to be?" 

Kylie didn’t hesitate. She had come too far to back down now. 

"I’ll stay." 

Mr. Hunter’s grin widened, slow and wicked, his grip tightening just enough to send a thrill racing down her spine. "Good girl." 

And just like that, her internship took a very, very different turn.


Chapter 2: Performance Reviews 

Kylie’s stiletto heels clicked rhythmically against the polished marble floor as she strode into the accounting department, the sound sharp and deliberate, like a metronome keeping time to the symphony of corporate drudgery around her. The air was thick with the scent of printer ink and stale coffee, the kind that had been sitting in the break room carafe since dawn, but beneath it all was something darker, something intoxicating—the musk of sweat and restrained desire. She had made her decision yesterday in Mr. Hunter’s office, and now, with a slow, knowing smile curving her lips, she was ready to deliver. 

The senior analyst, a man whose nameplate read Daniel Carter, barely glanced up from his monitor when she approached, his fingers flying over the keyboard in a frantic dance of numbers and formulas. “Spreadsheets won’t balance themselves,” he muttered, his voice rough with the kind of exhaustion that came from staring at Excel for eight hours straight. But Kylie wasn’t here to discuss pivot tables. 

Without a word, she sank gracefully to her knees beside his chair, her fingers already working the buckle of his belt with practiced ease. The leather slid free with a soft hiss, and she could feel the heat of him through the fabric of his slacks, the outline of his cock already straining against the material. She didn’t tease, didn’t play—she took him into her mouth in one smooth motion, her lips sealing around his length as her tongue swirled in slow, deliberate circles. 

Above her, Daniel’s breath hitched, his fingers freezing mid-keystroke. But Kylie wasn’t done. With one hand wrapped around the base of his cock, her other hand flew across his keyboard, adjusting figures, correcting errors, her manicured nails tapping with the precision of a seasoned accountant. She could feel his thighs tensing beneath her, the way his grip tightened in her hair, pulling just enough to make her moan around him. 

One by one, the others came. 

Silent, efficient, hungry. 

A junior analyst, his tie loosened and his sleeves rolled up, guided her head with a firm hand, his cock sliding deep into her throat as she balanced a ledger on her knee, her fingers flying across the calculator. Another, older and more reserved, gripped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze as he spilled across her tongue, his groan muffled by the hum of the fluorescent lights. 

Kylie took them all—every frustrated sigh, every pent-up groan, every last drop of their year-end stress—and transformed it into something useful. Flawless reports. Impeccable numbers. By the time the last man pulled away, zipping himself up with a satisfied sigh, her lips were swollen, her throat raw, and the spreadsheets had never looked better. 

But the day was far from over. 

The legal department was waiting. 

No pleasantries here—no fake smiles or polite small talk. The lead attorney, a man with a reputation for being ruthless in the courtroom, dragged her into a dimly lit office the moment she stepped through the door. Her back hit the desk with a thud, the edge biting into her skin as his mouth crashed against hers, his kiss rough, demanding, tasting of expensive scotch and victory. 

She barely had time to gasp before another man circled behind her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises. There was no preamble, no gentle exploration—just the brutal thrust of his cock filling her in one relentless stroke. Kylie arched against the desk, her fingers scrambling for purchase as the attorney in front of her tore at her blouse, buttons scattering across the floor like fallen stars. 

Debates turned to moans. Objections to whimpers. 

Kylie became their perfect settlement, the resolution to every late-night argument, every high-stakes negotiation. They took her in turns, their hands and mouths claiming every inch of her, their frustrations buried deep inside her until there was nothing left but the slick, shuddering aftermath. 

Human Resources was different. Slower. More deliberate. 

The director, a woman with a voice like honey and eyes like ice, traced idle patterns along Kylie’s bare thigh, the tip of a red lipstick hovering just above her skin. “Mmm, let’s see…” she mused, the wax gliding in bold, deliberate strokes. Unauthorized use of company property. The words burned against Kylie’s flesh, the sting of the cold wax making her shiver. 

The woman’s free hand slipped between Kylie’s legs, her fingers teasing, circling, never quite giving her what she wanted. Excessive workplace intimacy. Another stroke of the lipstick, lower this time, the letters curling around the inside of her thigh. Kylie’s breath came in short, uneven gasps as fingers finally pushed inside her, the lipstick trailing lower still. Failure to report harassment. 

They documented every infraction, every broken rule, their laughter soft and wicked as they turned her into a living, breathing file of corporate sins. 

By the end of the day, Kylie’s body ached in ways that made her pulse race, her skin still tingling with the memory of hands and teeth and ink. She straightened her skirt, her blouse hopelessly ruined, her thighs sticky with the evidence of her performance. The office had tested her, claimed her, and she had more than proven her worth. 

Tomorrow would bring new clients. 

And Kylie couldn’t wait.


Chapter 3: Client Relations 

The conference room at Bennett & Grayson was all sharp angles and polished surfaces, the floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glittering view of the city below, twinkling like a promise waiting to be fulfilled. Kylie adjusted the hem of her pencil skirt, the fabric clinging to her thighs with every subtle shift of her body, the seam teasing the sensitive skin just beneath. The air smelled of expensive cologne—spicy, masculine—mixed with the electric hum of anticipation, the kind that curled low in her stomach and pulsed between her legs. 

Mr. Hunter entered first, his tailored suit hugging every inch of his broad shoulders, the fabric pulling taut across his chest in a way that made her mouth water. Three other men followed, each in equally impeccable attire, their gazes flickering over her—assessing, hungry, lingering on the curve of her lips, the swell of her breasts beneath the silk blouse. 

"Gentlemen," Mr. Hunter said smoothly, his hand settling at the base of Kylie’s spine, fingers pressing just enough to make her arch slightly, her back dipping into the heat of his touch. "This is Kylie. She’ll be ensuring today’s negotiations go very smoothly." 

She offered a practiced smile, lips parting just so, the tip of her tongue catching briefly on her lower lip before she turned to the projector. The screen flickered to life with charts and figures, but the real show was happening beneath the table, where the lead client’s knee brushed against hers, then lingered, his thigh pressing just a little too close. 

Kneeling between his legs, she made quick work of his belt, her fingers brushing against the hard length straining against his slacks, the heat of him searing through the fine fabric. The moment she took him into her mouth, his breath stuttered, his knuckles whitening where they gripped the table’s edge. She swirled her tongue around the head, tasting salt and musk, before sinking deeper, her lips stretched tight around him. Above her, the conversation continued—numbers, projections, mergers—but the rhythm of her lips and tongue told a different story, one of greed and surrender. 

Across the table, another client shifted, his gaze locked on her, dark with need. She didn’t hesitate, her free hand sliding to his lap, undoing his zipper with a single practiced motion. His cock was already thick and heavy in her palm, the skin velvety and hot as she stroked him slowly, her thumb swiping over the slick bead of precum at his tip. Her mouth never left its partner, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deeper, her fingers working the other in tandem, twisting just the way she knew they liked. 

Mr. Hunter’s voice was a low purr, thick with amusement. "As you can see, our growth is exponential." 

A choked groan escaped one of the men as Kylie swallowed him deeper, her throat fluttering around him, her fingers tightening around the other. The meeting dissolved into a haze of stifled sounds—the slide of skin, the quiet, wet noises she made as she took them apart, the ragged exhales they tried and failed to hide. 

By the time they adjourned to the private lounge, the air was thick with unsaid promises, the scent of sex and sweat clinging to their skin. Kylie lay back on the mahogany table, her blouse undone, the lace of her bra barely containing the swell of her breasts, her skirt pushed up around her hips, the damp silk of her panties already pushed aside. The lead client traced idle circles along her inner thigh, his other hand stroking himself lazily, his cock glistening in the dim light. 

"We need assurances," he murmured, his thumb pressing against her clit, making her gasp, her hips lifting off the table in silent demand. 

Mr. Hunter leaned against the bar, swirling his drink, his gaze heavy-lidded as he watched. "Kylie is our guarantee." 

And then she was being lifted, positioned, the client’s cock sliding into her with a groan that echoed her own, the stretch delicious, the heat unbearable. The papers were signed as she rode him, her body the final bargaining chip, the last clause in their agreement. Every roll of her hips sealed the deal, every breathless cry a signature, every shuddering climax a binding term. 

When the clients finally left, their satisfied smiles mirrored her own, their hands lingering on her waist, her shoulder, her lips. 

They’d be back. 

And Kylie would be more than ready.


Chapter 4: The Annual Review 

Kylie’s stiletto heels clicked rhythmically against the polished marble floor as she strode toward Mr. Hunter’s office, each step echoing the pounding of her heart. The firm’s annual reviews were infamous—a high-stakes performance where some left with golden promotions and others with nothing but a cardboard box and a shattered ego. But for Kylie, this wasn’t just about professional validation. It was about him. 

She paused outside the heavy oak door, her fingers trailing over the crisp fabric of her blouse, adjusting the collar just so. Every button was fastened, every seam perfectly aligned—because she knew he would notice. The past year had been a relentless education in obedience, in learning precisely how Bennett & Grayson operated, and more importantly, what he demanded of her. And she had never once disappointed. 

Taking a slow, steadying breath, she rapped her knuckles against the door, the sound sharp in the hushed corridor. 

His voice, deep and commanding, slid through the wood like a caress. “Come in.” 

The office was a study in power—gleaming mahogany, floor-to-ceiling windows framing the glittering cityscape, the lights beyond twinkling like fallen stars. Mr. Hunter sat behind his desk, a towering figure in a suit that cost more than her monthly rent, his expression unreadable. A single manila folder lay open before him, the contents no doubt detailing every success, every late night, every whispered exchange between them. 

“You’ve made quite the impression,” he said, flipping a page with deliberate, maddening slowness. “The partners are impressed. The clients?” He leaned back, his dark eyes burning into hers. “They’re more than satisfied.” The corner of his mouth lifted, just slightly. “But you already knew that, didn’t you?” 

Kylie swallowed, her pulse beating an erratic rhythm at the base of her throat. “I only wanted to meet expectations, sir.” 

A slow smirk curved his lips, sharp as a blade. “You’ve exceeded them.” He pushed back from the desk with effortless grace, circling her like a predator closing in on its prey. His fingers traced the delicate line of her jaw, tilting her chin up until she had no choice but to meet his gaze. “But there’s one final assessment.” 

Her breath caught as his hand drifted lower, skimming the column of her neck, the hollow of her collarbone, his touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake. His fingers teased the first button of her blouse, then the second, exposing the lace of her bra beneath. 

“On your knees.” 

The command sent a flood of heat between her thighs, her body responding before her mind even processed the words. She sank down gracefully, the plush carpet soft beneath her, her hands resting on the tops of her thighs in obedient stillness. His belt buckle gleamed in the dim light, the metallic click of it unfastening echoing through the quiet room like a gunshot. 

When he freed himself, her lips parted instinctively, her tongue darting out to wet them in anticipation. He was thick and heavy in her palm, the weight of him making her stomach clench with want. She leaned forward, taking him into her mouth with a slow, languid slide of her lips, savoring the taste of him, the way his breath hitched when her tongue swirled around the head. 

“That’s it,” he murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair, guiding her rhythm. “Show me how badly you want this.” 

She obeyed, hollowing her cheeks, taking him deeper with every pass until her nose brushed the crisp fabric of his slacks. His groan was rough, primal, his hips jerking forward as she worked him with lips and tongue, her own arousal pooling between her legs. 

But he wasn’t finished with her. 

With a sharp tug, he pulled her up, spinning her to face the desk before she could even catch her breath. Her palms flattened against the polished wood, her skirt shoved up to her waist with a single ruthless motion. A sharp rip sent her panties tearing away, the delicate fabric no match for his impatience. The air was cool against her bare skin, but it lasted only a second before the searing heat of his body pressed against her. 

“This,” he growled, the thick head of his cock nudging against her soaked entrance, “is where you prove you’re worth every fucking penny.” 

He thrust into her with a single, merciless stroke, stealing the breath from her lungs. Kylie gasped, her nails biting into the wood as he filled her completely, stretching her in the most delicious way. His hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her flesh as he set a relentless pace, each hard snap of his hips driving her closer to the edge. 

“Tell me,” he demanded, his voice raw with need. “Tell me you want it.” 

“Yes—God, yes—” The words tumbled from her lips, ragged and desperate as she arched back against him, taking every inch. 

He chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating against her skin as he fucked her harder, deeper, the desk shuddering beneath them with every powerful thrust. Pens toppled, papers fluttered to the floor, but neither of them cared. His fingers tightened on her hips, leaving marks she knew she’d wear with pride tomorrow. 

And when he finally came, it was with her name on his lips, his release flooding her as he held her flush against him, ensuring she took every last drop. Kylie trembled, her own climax crashing over her like a wave, her inner muscles clenching around him greedily. 

When he stepped back, it was with the same effortless control he always had. He adjusted his cuffs, straightened his tie, and reclaimed his seat behind the desk like nothing had happened at all. 

A single sheet of paper slid toward her. A new contract. A generous salary increase. 

“Congratulations,” he said, his voice smooth as silk. “You’ve earned it.” 

Kylie took the document, her fingers steady despite the aftershocks still humming through her veins. She met his gaze, a slow, knowing smile curving her lips. 

She wasn’t just an asset anymore. 

She was irreplaceable.


Chapter 5: The Conference Room 

Kylie arrived at the conference room ten minutes early, her reflection shimmering in the sleek glass walls like a forbidden mirage. The frosted panels promised privacy, but the hushed murmurs of the gathering team outside still reached her—whispers tangled with excitement, curiosity, and something darker, something that curled around her like a silk rope tightening with delicious tension. She took a slow breath, letting her fingers drift to the deep neckline of her blouse, tugging it just a fraction lower. The fabric clung to her curves, dipping dangerously enough to make every glance from the arriving men feel like a hand sliding beneath. 

Mr. Hunter’s instructions had been crystal clear. Team cohesion. And she was the spark—no, the wildfire—that would bind them together. 

The door swung open, and the first of them stepped inside—executives in their perfectly tailored suits, their polished shoes clicking against the hardwood like a metronome counting down to chaos. Their eyes instantly locked onto her, their sharp professionalism melting into something far more primal. Shoulders tensed, fingers flexed, ties suddenly felt too tight as their gazes roamed over her with barely restrained hunger. The air thickened, heavy with the scent of expensive cologne and anticipation. 

When Mr. Hunter entered last, the energy in the room shifted, bending to his will like a bowstring pulled taut. He leaned against the edge of the mahogany table, arms crossed, his smirk a slow, knowing thing. “Gentlemen,” he murmured, his voice smooth as aged whiskey, “today’s agenda is simple—trust. Collaboration.” His gaze flicked to Kylie, lingering on the pulse point of her exposed throat. “And incentive.” 

She didn’t need further prompting. With deliberate, feline grace, Kylie eased herself onto the smooth surface of the conference table, the cool wood pressing against her bare thighs as she slid a folder of quarterly reports to the side. “Shall we review the numbers?” Her voice was honey and sin, every syllable a promise that made the men shift in their seats, their expensive trousers suddenly too constricting. 

Anderson from Finance was the first to crack. He stepped forward, his usually impeccable tie hanging loose, his pupils blown wide with want. She caught the silk between her teeth, her lips brushing his collar as she tugged it free, her tongue darting out to taste the salt of his skin beneath. His breath stuttered, his hands finding her waist, fingers digging in like he couldn’t help himself. Another man groaned—Thompson, maybe—his fingers tangling in her hair as she repeated the act, her mouth teasing each tie with soft, open-mouthed kisses until the top buttons of their dress shirts strained, their chests rising and falling in ragged rhythm. 

The table became her throne. When she bent forward, the hem of her skirt riding up to reveal the lace edge of her stockings, a chorus of sharp inhales filled the room. Strong hands guided her hips, urging her down until her cheek pressed against the spreadsheets, ink smearing against her flushed skin. Behind her, a belt buckle clicked open—a sound that sent a shiver racing down her spine—followed by the sinful drag of a zipper. 

“Deadlines,” the man growled, gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises as he thrust into her with one smooth stroke. “They’re tighter than ever.” 

Kylie moaned, the sound vibrating through her, earning a chorus of rough chuckles and sharper curses. Hands—too many to count—roamed her body with possessive reverence. One traced the delicate curve of her spine, another thumbed her taut nipples through the thin fabric of her blouse, pinching just hard enough to make her gasp. Someone guided her lips to their cock, and she took it greedily, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked, her tongue swirling around the tip before swallowing him deeper. 

The whiteboard beside them became a canvas of smeared ink and desperate scribbles—a blur of numbers and half-formed strategies that no longer mattered. Sharp breaths filled the room, mingling with the slick sounds of skin on skin. Someone’s thumb found her clit, circling in maddening little strokes, matching the punishing rhythm of the man driving into her from behind. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, burning hotter with every thrust, every twist of fingers, until she shattered with a cry, her nails scoring the polished wood beneath her. 

By the time they finished, her blouse hung open, her skin flushed and damp with sweat and lingering touches. The men adjusted their clothing with satisfied grins, their earlier tension dissolved into lazy, sated pride. 

Mr. Hunter clapped once—slow, deliberate—his thumb brushing the smudged remnants of her lipstick from his cuff. “Outstanding performance,” he murmured, his voice thick with approval. “I think we’ve found our secret to success.” 

As the executives filed out, Kylie righted her skirt, her body humming with the delicious aftershocks. The reports were ruined, the table sticky—but morale had never been higher. And if the heated glances they exchanged were any indication, this wouldn’t be the last meeting to stretch well past business hours.


Chapter 6: The Executive Suite 

The email arrived just past noon—a curt, three-line summons that made Kylie’s stomach coil with anticipation. The sender field read Grayson, E., the subject line deceptively simple: My office. Now. No pleasantries, no preamble. Just a command, and the unspoken weight behind it sent a shiver down her spine. 

She took a steadying breath, smoothing her hands down her thighs, savoring the whisper-soft glide of her skirt beneath her palms. It was expensive, this fabric—just like everything else in this world—and the way it clung to her curves was no accident. Her reflection in the mirrored elevator doors revealed a vision of calculated seduction: lips painted the deep red of forbidden desire, lashes fluttering just enough to feign innocence, the rapid flutter of her pulse at her throat betraying the hunger beneath her composed exterior. 

The elevator climbed with agonizing slowness, each passing floor ratcheting up the tension in her belly. The air shifted as she ascended—cool, crisp, perfumed with the scent of leather and something darker, richer. Power. It clung to the walls, thrummed through the silence. She could taste it on her tongue, metallic and intoxicating. 

When the doors slid open, the executive suite sprawled before her like a kingdom. The receptionist barely glanced up, her French-tipped nail flicking toward the double doors at the end of the hall with the practiced indifference of someone accustomed to discretion. Kylie’s heels sank into the plush carpet, her steps muffled, as if the very floor conspired to keep her secrets safe. 

Mr. Grayson’s office was a cathedral of control. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the city below, turning the skyline into his personal empire. His desk—a massive slab of black marble—gleamed under the low light, its surface immaculate, uncluttered. He didn’t stand when she entered. Didn’t need to. His presence alone filled the room, his deep-set eyes stripping her bare with a single slow appraisal. 

"You’ve made a name for yourself downstairs," he said, his voice rough velvet, the kind that dragged over her skin like a touch. "But up here?" His fingers tapped the desk, slow and deliberate, each knock syncing with the throb between her thighs. "Up here, we play by different rules." His smirk was a promise, a challenge. "Let’s see if you can keep up." 

She didn’t have to wait long for her first test. Barely an hour later, a nervous intern murmured the CFO’s request—He wants you in his office. Now. 

She found him buried in reports, his sleeves rolled up to reveal thick, corded forearms, the kind built from years of relentless control. His tie was loose, the top button of his shirt undone, and the moment she stepped inside, his gaze locked onto hers like a predator scenting prey. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to. Just pushed back from his desk, his slacks already tented, the outline of his cock straining against the fabric. 

Kylie dropped to her knees without hesitation, the Persian rug soft beneath her palms as she crawled forward. His scent engulfed her—expensive cologne, the faint musk of sweat, the intoxicating promise of sin. When she flicked open his zipper, he groaned, his cock springing free, thick and flushed with need. 

She traced the swollen vein along his length with her tongue, savoring the way his breath hitched, how his fingers tangled in her hair—not guiding, not yet, just claiming. When she took him deeper, he let out a ragged curse, his hips jerking as her lips stretched around him. 

"Earnings are up," he muttered, his voice strained as he scrolled through his tablet one-handed, the other gripping her hair tight enough to make her whimper. "Just like you." 

She hollowed her cheeks, swallowing him to the root, her throat fluttering around him until his control shattered. His release spilled hot and bitter over her tongue, and she drank him down, licking him clean with slow, worshipful strokes before rising on shaky legs. 

The VP of Operations didn’t even pretend to be polite. He met her at the door, his hands rough as he spun her toward the conference table, scattering papers beneath her as he hiked her skirt up to her hips. 

"Efficiency is everything," he growled, biting her earlobe hard enough to mark as his fingers slipped beneath the lace of her thong, finding her slick and ready. "Let’s see how fast you come for me." 

He didn’t wait, didn’t tease—just sheathed himself inside her in one brutal thrust, his grip bruising on her hips as he pounded into her. The table creaked beneath their weight, the sound swallowed by her choked gasps, her nails scraping against polished wood as he fucked her raw. 

"Fuck—fuck," she whimpered, her orgasm crashing over her in sharp, electric waves, her body clenching around him so tight he had no choice but to follow, spilling inside her with a guttural groan. 

When the CEO finally called for her, she was a wreck—her blouse untucked, her lipstick smeared, every inch of her skin humming from the aftershocks of being used. His office was darker than the others, quieter, the scent of aged whiskey and cigar smoke clinging to the air like a dare. 

He didn’t touch her at first. Just circled her, his fingers trailing over her collarbone, down the curve of her breast, his touch featherlight yet searing. 

"You’ve pleased them," he murmured, his breath hot against her neck as he unbuttoned her blouse with agonizing slowness, each exposed inch of skin making her tremble. "Now, you’ll please me." 

He took his time—teasing her nipples to stiff peaks, pinching just shy of pain before bending her over the arm of his leather sofa. His fingers slid between her thighs, gathering the evidence of her arousal before pushing two inside, curling them just right, drawing a ragged moan from her lips. 

"Such a good girl," he purred, his cock nudging against her entrance, the blunt pressure making her whimper. "So eager to climb the ladder." 

He filled her in one smooth thrust, his grip on her hips possessive as he set a punishing rhythm, each snap of his hips driving her closer to the edge. Kylie could only cling to the sofa, her cries muffled against the leather as he fucked her deeper, harder, until the world dissolved into nothing but heat and friction and the rough scrape of his teeth against her shoulder. 

When he came, it was with her name on his lips, his fingers tangled in her hair as he spilled inside her, his groan vibrating against her skin. 

She left his office with a promise humming in her veins—more meetings, more evaluations, more lessons. The executive floor had claimed her, and Kylie had never been so eager to be ruined.


Chapter 7: The Office Party 

The penthouse boardroom was nothing like it had been during the day. Gone were the stiff chairs, the sterile presentations, the rigid professionalism. Tonight, the space had transformed into something lush and intoxicating—low lighting casting golden shadows across the walls, the scent of expensive perfume mingling with the musk of arousal. Crystal glasses clinked in a rhythm that matched the pounding heartbeat of the room, laughter dripped like warm honey, and beneath it all was an undeniable pulse of hunger. The kind that couldn’t be ignored. 

Kylie stood at the center of it all, a goddess in silk, the emerald fabric of her dress slinking over every curve as if it had been painted onto her. It dipped low in the front, just enough to tease the soft swell of her breasts, and rode high on her thighs with every sway of her hips. The garters beneath were no secret—black lace straps framing her toned legs, the delicate buckles glinting whenever she moved. She felt the weight of every stare, the burn of gazes lingering too long, and she let her lips curl into a slow, satisfied smile. Reports and quarterly earnings could wait. Tonight was about something far more rewarding. 

The CFO’s hand found the dip of her waist, his fingers pressing possessively into the soft give of her flesh. His thumb traced the underside of her ribcage, sending a shiver up her spine. “You’re the talk of the floor, Kylie,” he murmured, his words thick with the rich smokiness of scotch. His breath was warm against her ear, just shy of rough. “All night, everyone’s been watching you. Wondering.” His grip tightened. “Time to prove you’re more than just talk.” 

He guided her toward the broad mahogany conference table—now stripped of paperwork, glossy from spilled champagne and the sweat of other hands. The crowd parted like a tide, voices dropping into murmurs, lips curving in anticipation as he lifted her onto the edge. His palms slid up her thighs, pushing the hem of her dress higher, exposing the delicate lace of her panties. “Let’s give the people what they want,” he growled, his voice rough with approval. 

Hands were on her before her back even touched the polished wood. Fingers hooked into the neckline of her dress, tugging it down until her breasts spilled free, nipples already pebbled from the anticipation. A mouth—hot, wet—closed over one, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp before a tongue soothed the sting. Someone else, faceless in the blur of bodies, wedged between her knees, his thumbs slipping beneath the lace of her panties. The fabric clung for a heartbeat before yielding, sliding down her legs, leaving her bare and exposed. 

The first cock pressed against her entrance, thick and demanding, and Kylie arched into it, her breath hitching as he filled her in one relentless thrust. The table groaned beneath her, the rhythm already punishing, deep enough to make her toes curl. She didn’t have time to adjust before another man nudged her lips apart with the head of his cock, and she opened for him eagerly, her tongue swirling around the tip before sinking down to take him deeper. Below, someone else knelt between her thighs, his mouth searing against her clit, his fingers slipping inside alongside the man fucking her, stretching her impossibly fuller. 

Sensation became her world. Hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, teeth nipped at the tender skin of her inner thighs, bodies writhed against hers in a feverish tangle of limbs. She lost track of how many there were—how many mouths, how many cocks, how many times she came around them until her thighs trembled and her breath came in ragged gasps. 

Across the room, the head of HR watched, her dark eyes gleaming with something far from disapproval. Her fingers tapped against the stem of her champagne flute before she finally set it aside and stepped forward, heels clicking like a predator’s approach. She seized Kylie’s hair, wrenching her mouth free with a sharp tug. “My turn,” she purred, hiking up her sleek black skirt to reveal nothing beneath but smooth, bare skin. Kylie didn’t hesitate, her tongue tracing the delicate folds before diving in, tasting her with slow, deliberate strokes. The woman’s grip tightened in her hair, a moan slipping free as Kylie worked her deeper. 

Then Mr. Hunter stepped forward, and the room seemed to hold its breath. He unbuckled his belt with agonizing slowness, his gaze locked onto hers as he freed himself—thick, heavy, already glistening at the tip. She knew what he wanted. Kylie slid to her knees without being told, her lips parting in anticipation before he even touched her. 

The first thrust hit the back of her throat, and she melted around him, her eyes fluttering shut as he set a brutal pace. His grip in her hair was unrelenting, his groans low and possessive. “That’s it,” he growled, his hips driving forward, “take it all.” 

She did, swallowing him down until his release spilled hot and bitter across her tongue. The room erupted into applause, glasses raised in toast—to her, to the company, to the night’s wicked success. 

As the party dimmed into murmured conversations and lazy touches, Kylie remained sprawled across the table, legs parted, skin gleaming under the low light. They’d used her, every last one of them. And she’d loved every filthy, decadent second of it. 

The corner of her mouth curled. 

Promotion secured.


Chapter 8: The Final Merger 

The boardroom hummed with a tension so thick it was almost suffocating, charged with the kind of electricity that crackled beneath the surface of every power play. The scent of expensive cologne clung to the air, mixed with something deeper—something primal—that had nothing to do with contracts and everything to do with dominance. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the glittering city below, but no one was looking outside. All eyes were on the performance unfolding around the polished mahogany table, where every glance, every breath, was a carefully calculated move in a game only the ruthless could win. 

Kylie stood near the head of the table, a living provocation in skin-tight confidence. Her blazer was undone, revealing a corset so tight it pushed her breasts up until they threatened to spill free with every deliberate shift of her body. The skirt she wore was a scandal in itself, barely skimming the tops of her lace-trimmed stockings, leaving nothing to the imagination whenever she crossed her legs—which she did often, just to watch the way Victoria Sterling’s sharp blue eyes darkened with every teasing reveal. 

Mr. Hunter’s gaze flickered between them, his expression one of amused indulgence, as if he already knew how this would end. But Victoria—oh, Victoria was a vision of controlled hunger. Her sleek blonde bob framed a face that betrayed nothing, except for the way her fingers twitched against the armrest of her chair, her crimson nails tapping an impatient rhythm. 

“I’ve heard about your… unique negotiation tactics,” Victoria murmured, her voice low and husky, like velvet dragged over bare skin. 

Kylie didn’t need an invitation. She moved like liquid sin, her hips swaying as she sank gracefully to her knees beside Victoria’s chair. The slit in the woman’s skirt parted effortlessly under Kylie’s touch, revealing silken skin that begged to be tasted. She leaned in, letting her breath ghost over the sensitive flesh just above Victoria’s stockings, her tongue darting out to trace a teasing path. “Mmm, let me show you firsthand how we ensure satisfaction,” she murmured, her lips brushing Victoria’s inner thigh before nipping lightly. 

A sharp intake of breath. A barely restrained shiver. 

Above them, the executives droned on about mergers and acquisitions, their voices a dull buzz compared to the real negotiation happening beneath the table. Kylie’s fingers trailed higher, slipping beneath Victoria’s blouse to skim over the stiff peaks of her nipples, rolling them between her fingertips in slow, deliberate circles. At the same time, she felt Mr. Hunter’s heavy hand settle on the back of her head, guiding her forward until her lips met the hard ridge of his cock straining against his slacks. 

She took him into her mouth without hesitation, her lips stretching around his girth as she hollowed her cheeks. The vibrations of her low, pleased hum sent a shudder through him, his grip tightening in her hair as she worked him with slow, torturous strokes. But she wasn’t done with Victoria—oh no. Her free hand slid beneath silk panties, finding the rival CEO already slick and throbbing with need. Two fingers slipped inside without warning, curling just right to wring a gasp from Victoria’s tightly pressed lips. 

The conversation above them stuttered when Victoria abruptly stood, her chair scraping sharply against the marble floor. “A recess,” she announced, her voice strained with barely leashed control. “Kylie. With me.” 

The adjoining office was a sleek expanse of glass and steel, the door locking with a decisive click that sealed their fate. Victoria didn’t waste a second—she shoved Kylie against the desk, her hands rough as they yanked that too-short skirt up around her waist, exposing the lace thong beneath. “You’re going to earn this merger,” she hissed, her fingers biting into the soft flesh of Kylie’s hips as she bent her over the polished surface. 

The first slap of Victoria’s palm against her ass sent a bolt of white-hot pleasure-pain through Kylie’s body, her gasp echoing off the glass walls. But before she could catch her breath, Victoria’s fingers were inside her, fucking into her with ruthless precision, her thumb circling Kylie’s clit in tight, punishing strokes. Kylie arched back shamelessly, meeting each thrust with a whimper, her own fingers scrabbling for purchase on the slick surface of the desk. 

Victoria’s other hand knotted in Kylie’s hair, wrenching her head back until their lips were a breath apart. “Tell me you want it,” she demanded, her voice thick with dominance. 

“Fuck—yes,” Kylie moaned, her body trembling as pleasure coiled tighter, hotter, threatening to unravel her completely. “I want the deal. I want you.” 

Victoria’s laugh was dark, triumphant. With one hand still buried deep inside Kylie, she reached for the contract on the desk, flipping to the signature page before pressing the pen into Kylie’s shaking hand. “Then sign it.” 

Kylie scrawled her name in unsteady loops, her vision blurring as Victoria’s fingers moved, curling in that perfect, devastating way that made her thighs shake. The moment the ink dried, Victoria’s mouth was on her, teeth sinking into the nape of her neck just as her thumb pressed down hard on Kylie’s clit. 

Kylie came with a broken cry, her body clenching around Victoria’s fingers as waves of pleasure crashed over her, relentless and consuming. Above her, Victoria’s voice was a smug whisper against her skin. “Consider the merger… finalized.” 

Later, back in Mr. Hunter’s office, champagne bubbled in crystal flutes, the golden liquid catching the low light as he handed one to Kylie. His gaze was heavy with approval, with something darker, hungrier. “You’ve outdone yourself,” he murmured, his free hand sliding possessively up her thigh. 

She took the glass, her smirk wicked as she licked a stray drop from the rim, her eyes never leaving his. “Just doing my job, sir.” 

He pulled her onto his lap, his hands mapping every curve as if reminding himself she was his. “And you’ll keep doing it—indefinitely.” His mouth crashed down on hers, the taste of victory and champagne mingling between them, his kiss rough with the promise of more to come. 

When Kylie finally stepped out of the office, her skirt still crooked and her blouse half-unbuttoned, the new interns stared—some with envy, others with open-mouthed shock. She adjusted her clothes with slow, deliberate movements, her smile a satisfied curve of lips that still tingled from the bruising force of Mr. Hunter’s kiss. 

They had no idea what it really took to succeed in this company. 

But Kylie did. 

And she was just getting started. 

The End.
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