
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Invitation 

Kylie shifted in her seat, the smooth fabric of her pencil skirt tightening deliciously around her hips as she crossed one long leg over the other. The material hugged every curve, the slit riding just high enough to tease a glimpse of toned thigh when she moved. The silk of her blouse clung to her skin, whispering against her body with every breath, the top buttons undone just enough to reveal the delicate lace of her bra—black, sheer, and sinful. She knew exactly what kind of effect she had, especially when Mr. Grayson had paused behind her earlier, his fingers lingering just a fraction too long on her shoulder under the guise of reviewing a file. 

The warmth of his touch had sent a slow, curling lick of heat straight through her, settling low in her belly. His scent—expensive cologne mingled with something darker, more primal—had wrapped around her, and she had to bite her lip to suppress the little shiver that threatened to betray her. They played this game so well, the two of them. The careful brush of fingers, the way his gaze darkened when he watched her bend over the filing cabinet, the way she arched just a little more than necessary when she walked past him. At Bennett & Grayson, she wasn’t just an assistant. She was temptation in stilettos. 

Absently, she ran her tongue along her lower lip, savoring the faint sweetness of her gloss before the buzzing of her phone snapped her back to reality. Her pulse kicked up as she read the message lighting up the screen: 

"My office. Now." 

Her breath hitched. Mr. Hunter. Senior partner. The man whose presence alone could make the air in the room feel thick with unspoken promises. She stood, smoothing her skirt over her hips with deliberate slowness, ensuring the neckline of her blouse still framed her breasts just so. The click of her heels against the polished floor punctuated her steps down the hall, every sway of her hips calculated to draw attention. 

She paused outside his door, taking a steadying breath before rapping her knuckles against the wood. 

"Come in, Kylie." His voice was deep, commanding, the kind of tone that sent goosebumps prickling across her skin. 

The office was bathed in dim, golden light, the blinds half-drawn to cast long, enticing stripes across the rich mahogany of his desk. Mr. Hunter sat back in his leather chair, impeccably dressed in a tailored navy suit that stretched taut over his broad shoulders as he steepled his fingers. A manila folder lay open in front of him, its contents tantalizingly spilled across the polished surface. 

"You've been exceptional lately, Kylie," he said, his voice a slow, velvety purr that coiled around her. "Discreet. Enthusiastic. Accommodating in ways that go above and beyond." 

A flush bloomed across her chest at his words, crawling higher until even the tips of her ears burned. She shifted her weight slightly, her thighs pressing together involuntarily beneath her skirt. "Thank you, sir," she murmured, keeping her tone polished even as her body betrayed her. 

Mr. Hunter slid the folder toward her, his fingers lingering on the edge as she leaned forward—just enough to let him catch another glimpse of lace beneath silk. 

"Which is why I've selected you for a very special assignment." 

Her gaze dropped to the glossy photos spilling out—the penthouse suite, the shimmering infinity pool lined with private cabanas, champagne flutes catching the flicker of fairy lights. It was indulgence, luxury, and something far more thrilling lurking beneath the surface. 

"Bennett & Grayson's annual Client Appreciation Weekend," he explained, watching her reaction intently. "Three days. Our most elite clients. And you, Kylie,"—his gaze darkened as it slid over her, possessive and hungry— "you will be the centerpiece of their entertainment." 

Her breath hitched, a rush of heat pooling between her thighs at the implication. She wet her lips. "What exactly would that entail?" 

Mr. Hunter rose from his chair with the predatory grace of a man who knew exactly what he wanted—and exactly how to get it. He rounded the desk, stopping just behind her, his presence overwhelming, intoxicating. His hands settled on her shoulders, thumbs pressing into the base of her neck in slow, deliberate circles. 

"You'll greet them on all fours at the door," he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. "Serve drinks with your mouth if they prefer. Be a hands-on demonstration of our firm's... hospitality." His fingers trailed lower, skimming down her arms before his palms cupped her breasts, thumbs dragging over the stiff peaks of her nipples through silk. "Every inch of you will be worshipped. Appreciated." 

A soft whimper escaped her before she could stop it, her body arching into his touch instinctively. His lips grazed the shell of her ear, teeth nipping just hard enough to make her gasp. 

"There's a dress code, of course. Or rather, a lack of one," he continued, his voice thick with amusement. "And don't worry—I'll make sure you're thoroughly prepared." 

The promise in his words sent another wave of heat through her, her pulse pounding in her ears. She knew exactly what prepared meant. The same way she knew why he always made her stay late, why his hands lingered when he adjusted her necklace, why he liked watching her kneel to retrieve dropped pens. 

Swallowing hard, she nodded. "I won't disappoint you, sir." 

"I know you won't." His grip tightened for just a moment before he stepped away, returning to his seat with a smirk that promised far more wicked things to come. "Dismissed." 

Kylie left his office on unsteady legs, her skin still humming from his touch, her mind already racing with fantasies of what was to come. In three days, she wouldn’t just be Bennett & Grayson’s most tempting assistant. 

She’d be their masterpiece. Their prize. 

And she couldn’t wait to be ruined for it.


Chapter 2: Friday Night Welcome Reception 

Kylie’s breath hitched as the elevator doors slid open, revealing the sprawling penthouse suite in all its decadent glory. Crystal chandeliers cast shimmering light over polished marble, and the air smelled of expensive cologne—the kind that clung to power, to dominance, to the kind of men who demanded worship without asking. The anticipation was thick, curling around her like a second skin, teasing the sensitive nerves at the nape of her neck. 

She didn’t hesitate. The moment the doors closed behind her, Kylie sank to her knees, the plush carpet barely cushioning the impact as her palms pressed flat against the floor. The lace bodysuit she wore clung to every dip and curve of her body, the fabric sheer enough to hint at the soft pink of her nipples beneath, the silver collar snug around her throat like a claim she adored. The company’s logo gleamed under the soft lighting—proof that she belonged to them, to this moment, to whatever they wanted from her. 

She arched her back, presenting herself shamelessly, her ass high in the air, thighs trembling already from the sheer thrill of what was to come. The bodysuit rode up just enough to reveal the lacy tops of her stockings, the delicate garter straps taut against the creamy swell of her ass. She could feel the slick heat between her legs, the vibrator nestled inside her a teasing promise of the night ahead. 

The first guest arrived moments later—polished leather shoes stepping into her line of vision, so close she could see the faint scuff near the toe, smell the rich, musky scent of privilege and control. Without hesitation, she pressed her lips to the leather, kissing the smooth surface with reverence, her tongue tracing the seam before she pulled back, her breath warm against the shoe. 

“Welcome, sir,” she murmured, tilting her head just enough to catch his approving smirk, the way his gaze darkened as he took in the sight of her—already on her knees, already eager. 

More guests followed, and Kylie greeted each with the same devotion. Some were gentle, their fingers sliding through her hair like they were petting a prized pet, guiding her lips where they wanted them—against the soft suede of a loafer, the cool metal of a buckle, the firm line of a silk-clad calf. Others were rougher, nudging her chin up with the toe of a shoe, demanding eye contact before allowing her to nuzzle against their legs, her breath hitching when they gripped her hair just a little too tight. 

She loved every second of it. 

Mr. Hunter watched from the shadows, his presence a steady hum of control that sent goosebumps rippling over her skin. When one client raked a gaze over her, his lips curling into a smirk as he remarked, “That’s quite the dress code,” Kylie felt the first teasing buzz of the vibrator nestled inside her. 

She gasped, her thighs jerking together instinctively—only to be met with a sharp tsk from Mr. Hunter. “The dress code is non-negotiable,” he drawled, fingers tightening around the remote. The vibrations surged, sudden and relentless, and Kylie’s fingers scrambled against the marble floor, her back bowing as pleasure crackled through her like lightning. She bit her lip hard enough to taste copper, her breath coming in ragged, uneven bursts. 

She could barely think. 

But she wasn’t allowed to come. Not yet. 

Drinks were served next, though not in any conventional way. Kylie balanced the silver tray between her trembling thighs, the metal cool against her flushed skin, already slick with need. The guests took their time, their fingers lingering as they plucked glasses from her bare flesh. Some traced the scalloped edges of her stockings, their nails dragging just hard enough to make her shiver. Others dragged a fingertip along her inner thigh, smirking when her breath hitched, when her hips gave an involuntary little twitch. 

Then came Mr. Delaney. 

He took his drink with deliberate slowness, his knuckles brushing the damp skin of her inner thigh before he accidentally tipped the glass. Ice-cold whiskey spilled down her thigh in a slow, sinful trickle, and Kylie barely suppressed a whimper as the liquid traced a path toward her core, the alcohol cooling her heated skin before warming it again. 

“Clumsy of me,” he murmured, though his smirk said otherwise. Before she could react, he was on his knees, his breath hot against her skin, his tongue following the trail of liquor with agonizing precision. Kylie’s vision blurred—his mouth was wicked, his grip bruising on her hips, and when his teeth grazed the delicate skin of her inner thigh, she nearly sobbed. 

She wanted more. She wanted his tongue everywhere. 

But he pulled away just as she was tipping over the edge, leaving her panting, her pussy clenching around nothing. 

The Carter brothers were next, feeding her ripe strawberries one by one, their fingers slick with juice as they pressed the fruit between her lips. One pressed a thumb into her mouth, silencing her moan as she sucked the sweetness from his skin, while the other traced the outline of the vibrator through her lace-clad pussy, his fingertip circling her clit in slow, teasing strokes. 

By the time Ms. Laurent arrived, Kylie was a writhing, desperate mess. The woman’s sharp nails scraped down her spine, leaving faint red lines in their wake—marks that would fade, but not before Kylie had a chance to admire them in the mirror later. “Such a pretty little thing,” she mused, her voice like silk over steel. “I do hope you last the weekend.” 

Kylie shivered. 

As the night wound down, Kylie found herself on her hands and knees again, this time lapping up a spilled cocktail from the floor. The guests’ murmurs of approval sent heat flooding through her, and when Mr. Hunter stroked her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands, she leaned into his touch like a starving thing. 

“Good girl,” he murmured, tilting her chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “And this is only the beginning.” 

Kylie’s stomach tightened with anticipation. 

She couldn’t wait to prove just how good she could be.


Chapter 3: Saturday Morning "Meetings" 

Kylie stirred awake to the low hum of murmured voices and the rich, intoxicating scent of dark roast coffee curling through the air. The sheets beneath her were cool, crisp against her bare skin, but the lingering heat of last night’s adventures still simmered beneath the surface, a slow burn of satisfaction radiating from every tender spot. She stretched lazily, arching her back like a cat, her muscles singing with the sweet, delicious ache between her thighs—proof of how thoroughly she’d been used, adored, ruined. 

The moment she swung her legs over the side of the bed, her body hummed with anticipation. She knew what awaited her. 

The dining room had been transformed into something decadent, an elegant tableau of indulgence. Silver platters overflowed with glistening slices of mango, plump blackberries, and figs split open like secrets. Pastries dusted in powdered sugar still steamed faintly in the morning air, their buttery scent mingling with the rich aroma of chocolate fondue. But none of it compared to the centerpiece—her. 

Mr. Hunter’s fingers found the curve of her shoulder, his touch possessive as he guided her onto the polished mahogany table. “Stay,” he commanded softly, his lips grazing the nape of her neck in a kiss that sent sparks dancing down her spine. His voice was low, threaded with that dark amusement she loved. “Be good.” 

She obeyed, reclining back against the cool surface, her body sprawled like a feast laid out just for them. The first touch of whipped cream against her collarbone made her shiver—cold, silky, and decadent. More followed, thick swirls tracing the slope of her breasts, the dip of her ribs, settling in teasing dollops just above her nipples. Chocolate-dipped strawberries followed, their glossy sheen catching the morning light as they were nestled against her skin, their sweetness a stark contrast to the heat building beneath. 

Then came the syrup—thick, golden, poured in slow, deliberate ribbons down the flat plane of her stomach. It pooled in the hollow of her navel before trickling lower, tracing the curve of her hips, the crease of her thighs, until it shimmered against the delicate, aching apex between her legs. 

The clients didn’t hesitate. 

A fork clinked against fine china before rough, eager fingers plucked a strawberry from the valley between her breasts. The man who took it—dark-eyed, with a smirk that promised mischief—bit into the fruit, his lips glistening with juice. “Sweet,” he murmured, letting his thumb drag through the whipped cream decorating her ribs, smearing it in slow, possessive circles. 

Another guest, already kneeling between her thighs, exhaled a warm breath against syrup-slick skin, his tongue following the sticky trail with agonizing patience. He licked a stripe up her inner thigh, slow, deliberate, making her hips twitch before he finally—finally—closed his mouth over her clit, not just to taste her, but to lap away every drop of syrup clinging to her swollen lips. 

Kylie gasped, her spine arching off the table as hands—too many to count—claimed every inch of her. Fingers traced the curve of her waist, her hips, pinching her nipples until they stiffened under the attention, rolling them between greedy fingertips. One guest gripped her ankle, spreading her wider as he teased the rim of her ass with a spoon, the cool metal a sharp contrast to the feverish heat of her skin. The pressure made her clench around nothing, her thighs trembling as she fought the urge to grind against the air. 

A hand caught her chin, tilting her face up. “Open,” murmured the silver-haired executive perched at her side, pressing a ripe fig to her lips. She obeyed, letting the fruit slide between her teeth, her tongue curling shamelessly against his fingers as she sucked the sweetness clean. His groan was low, approving, before he replaced the fig with two fingers, pushing them deep into her mouth, letting her tongue swirl around them as if she were already imagining them elsewhere. 

Across the room, Mr. Hunter cleared his throat. “Contracts, gentlemen.” 

Kylie was guided onto her knees, the polished wood cool beneath her palms as documents were spread before her. The ink blurred as she leaned down, her tongue darting out to lick a slow, wet stripe across the first page, leaving a glistening trail behind. The guests laughed, crowding closer, their eyes dark with amusement and lust as she repeated the gesture on each sheet, her lips brushing fingertips, her breath hitching when one man pressed a page firmly between her thighs. The damp imprint she left behind was signed with a flourish, ink swirling with the unmistakable proof of her arousal. 

By the time they moved to the pool, Kylie’s skin was flushed, her body alive with the relentless throb between her legs. The water lapped at the edges of the deck as she knelt beside it, her lips parting around the first cock offered to her. Hands gripped her hips from behind, spreading her open just before another man filled her with a slow, deep thrust, stretching her exquisitely. 

She lost count of how many took her. Lips traced the column of her throat, teeth nipped at her shoulders, fingers twisted in her hair as they guided her movements, setting the pace. Someone came across her back in hot, thick stripes, painting her skin with his pleasure. Another spilled deep inside her, his groan vibrating against her throat as he held her close, his hips stuttering against hers. 

When it was over, Kylie slumped against the cool tiles, her body trembling with exhaustion and satisfaction. The guests lounged around her, glasses in hand, their murmured praise wrapping around her like a second skin. 

Mr. Hunter crouched beside her, fingers carding through her tangled hair. “Still so eager,” he mused, his thumb brushing her kiss-swollen lips. “And we’re just getting started.” 

Kylie smiled, her limbs heavy, her mind hazy with pleasure. 

She couldn’t wait to see what came next.


Chapter 4: Heating Up 

Kylie reclined on the sun-warmed lounge chair by the penthouse pool, letting the heat seep into her skin until she was slick with a mix of sweat and sunscreen. The midday sun kissed every inch of her exposed flesh, turning her golden under its relentless gaze. Around her, the clients lounged with practiced ease, their conversations sharp and laced with double meanings, but their eyes—oh, their eyes—never strayed far from the way her body curved against the cushions. She stretched deliberately, arching her back until the strings of her barely-there bikini strained against her full breasts, the fabric clinging precariously to her nipples. 

Mr. Hunter raised his glass, the crystal catching the sunlight in a dazzling display as he addressed the group. “Gentlemen, let’s not pretend we’re here solely for the view.” A ripple of laughter followed, low and knowing, as he stepped behind Kylie. His fingers, cool from the chilled drink, traced the delicate line of her neck before deftly unhooking her bikini top. The fabric fluttered to the ground, leaving her bare under the sun’s greedy attention. Her nipples tightened instantly, pebbling under the heat and the weight of their stares. “Kylie is here to facilitate deeper connections,” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “And I trust you’ll all take full advantage.” 

The first man approached without hesitation, his hands rough from years of boardroom battles and late-night deals. He cupped her breasts possessively, kneading the soft flesh before rolling her nipples between his fingers, pinching just hard enough to make her gasp. A breathy sigh escaped Kylie’s lips as she arched into his touch, her thighs already shifting restlessly against the lounge, the dampness between them impossible to ignore. 

One of the senior partners—a man with silver-streaked hair and a grip that spoke of unquestioned authority—dragged her onto his lap with a growl. His fingers slid between her thighs, parting her with little effort before groaning at the slick heat he found there. “Christ, she’s fucking soaked,” he muttered, his voice thick with arousal. He didn’t waste time, guiding her down onto his cock inch by thick inch, until she was fully seated, her body stretched deliciously around him. Kylie rolled her hips experimentally, gasping as the friction sent sparks up her spine, her inner walls clenching around him greedily. 

The others closed in like wolves circling prey, their hands roaming over her waist, her ass, tugging at her nipples as she rode him. One man gripped her hips, pulling her backward until the blunt head of his cock pressed against her lips. She opened willingly, taking him deep before choking slightly as he thrust into her throat. Tears pricked at her lashes, but she didn’t pull away—instead, she hollowed her cheeks, sucking him with practiced skill until his groan vibrated through her. 

A third client stepped forward, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pressed his cock against her cheek, smearing pre-cum across her flushed skin. The moment she gasped for air, he shoved into her mouth, filling her until she was stretched impossibly full—cock in her throat, another buried deep in her pussy, hands everywhere, touching, claiming. Her body trembled between them, every nerve alight with pleasure. 

Then came the sharp sting of a lubed finger pressing against her ass, making her whimper. He worked her open slowly, teasing her until she was writhing, before replacing his fingers with his cock. The stretch burned, but the pleasure was overwhelming—every thrust sent her spiraling closer to the edge, her clit throbbing with each delicious invasion. 

One of the men flipped her onto her back, delivering sharp spanks to her ass until the skin glowed pink and hot beneath his palm. Another bit down on her inner thigh, marking her even as she writhed beneath him, her moans muffled by the cock still filling her mouth. The last man pulled her onto all fours, pistoning into her with rough, uneven thrusts before spilling across her back, rubbing his release into her skin with a dark chuckle. 

By the time they finished, Kylie was a trembling mess—legs spread, lips bruised, skin marked with bites and fingerprints. Cum streaked her stomach, her thighs, her chest, glistening under the fading sunlight. Mr. Hunter tossed her a towel, his smirk predatory as he watched her try to catch her breath. 

“Rest up,” he said, his voice dripping with promise. “Tonight’s gala won’t be nearly as forgiving.” 

Kylie exhaled, her body still humming with aftershocks, her skin tingling where they’d touched her. 

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5: Saturday Night Gala 

The grand dining room shimmered under the glow of crystal chandeliers, their delicate prisms casting fractured rainbows across the ivory silk draped over the long mahogany table. Bone china gleamed beneath the soft light, each plate arranged with surgical precision, a silent testament to the wealth and power gathered in the room. Kylie knelt beside Mr. Hunter’s chair, her thighs pressed together, the black lace of her bodysuit clinging to her curves like a lover’s caress. The intricate pattern teased more than it concealed—her dusky nipples pebbled beneath the sheer fabric, the smooth, bare heat between her legs left exposed, a silent invitation. 

The air hummed with murmured conversations, the clink of silver against porcelain, the occasional hushed laugh. But all Kylie could focus on was the cruel promise in Mr. Hunter’s voice as he leaned down, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, sending a shiver down her spine. 

“You’ll be feeling me all night.” 

She barely had time to clench before the cool, slick press of silicone teased her entrance, the tip of the plug circling slowly, maddeningly, before sinking into her ass with wicked ease. A second toy followed, nestling against her clit with a faint, teasing buzz that made her thighs tremble. Then—sharp—the—the remote in his pocket sent a jolt through her, the vibrations pulsing in relentless waves. Her breath hitched, teeth sinking into her lower lip hard enough to leave marks as she fought back a moan. 

The speeches began—polished words about market growth and exclusive partnerships—but Kylie was lost in the haze of sensation. Every shift in her seat sent fresh heat pooling between her thighs, the toys inside her relentless, unforgiving. The clients closest to her noticed, of course—how could they not? The way her breath stuttered when the vibrations intensified, the flush creeping down her chest, the desperate clench of her fingers against her knees, nails digging into her own skin. One man smirked as he sipped his wine, his gaze lingering on the tremors in her thighs, the way her hips jerked involuntarily when the plug shifted inside her. 

By the time Mr. Hunter stood to announce the auction, Kylie’s vision had blurred at the edges, her body strung tight with need. He gripped her wrist, hauling her to the center of the room where all eyes locked onto her, hungry and assessing. A single tug at the clasp between her breasts sent the bodysuit pooling at her feet, the cool air ghosting over her flushed skin as she stood bare beneath the weight of their stares. 

“A rare opportunity,” Mr. Hunter said, his fingers trailing possessively down her spine, leaving goosebumps in their wake, “to bid on exclusive time with our most valuable asset.” 

The numbers climbed fast. Five thousand. Ten. Twenty. Fifty. Each bid sent a fresh thrill through her, the knowledge of what awaited making her clench around the plug buried inside her, the vibrations at her clit never ceasing. When the final hammer fell at $287,500, her skin prickled with anticipation, her pulse hammering in her throat. 

The first client wasted no time. Mr. Langley’s grip was bruising as he bent her over the velvet couch, his cock spearing into her with a grunt, the stretch deliciously punishing. She gasped, her back arching as he fisted her hair, yanking her head back as he set a brutal pace, each thrust driving her harder against the cushions. Her fingers clawed at the upholstery, her moans muffled against the velvet as he took her with ruthless efficiency. 

Ms. Voss was next, her manicured nails guiding Kylie’s mouth between her thighs with effortless authority. “Show me how badly you want this,” she murmured, grinding down until Kylie’s tongue was working in frantic, worshiping strokes, her lips sealed around the woman’s clit as she drank in every shuddering gasp. 

The Tanaka brothers tested her limits—one fucking her throat with slow, deliberate thrusts while the other claimed her pussy, their movements synchronized, relentless. She choked around the cock in her mouth, her hips rocking back against the other, her body strung tight between them, pleasure and desperation warring in every muffled whimper. 

And then there was Mr. Hunter, his body pressing her against the mirrored wall, his praise molten in her ear as he took her hard and fast, his fingers digging into her hips, marking her with his release like a final claim. 

When she was paraded back into the gala, skin gleaming under the lights, the applause was deafening. 

Kylie’s lips curved into a delirious smile. 

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.


Chapter 6: Dessert Course 

The dining room had transformed into something decadent and forbidden since the auction—the heavy mahogany table, once set with crystal and silver, now stripped bare except for a single length of ivory silk that shimmered under the low candlelight. The air was thick with the scent of melted chocolate, ripe strawberries, and something darker, muskier—anticipation, desire, the unspoken promise of indulgence. Kylie’s bare feet sank into the plush carpet as she was led forward, every step sending a flutter through her spent muscles. Her skin still thrummed from the relentless attention of the evening, her body a masterpiece of sensation—the sweet sting between her thighs, the pleasant ache in her jaw from taking cock after cock, the sticky trails of sweat and spend cooling along her stomach. She could still taste the salt of skin on her lips, the bitterness of spilled wine mingling with the aftermath of pleasure. 

"Center stage, darling," the attendant murmured, their fingers skating along the dip of her waist, guiding her forward with a touch that was both possessive and reverent. 

Kylie didn’t hesitate. She arched onto the table, letting her body melt into the silk, limbs stretching out like a sacrifice laid bare. The cool surface kissed her fevered skin, sending goosebumps racing along her spine as she settled into place. Hands descended upon her at once—servants with practiced fingers and teasing smiles, their touches efficient but not without warmth. Chocolate, dark and sinful, cascaded in thick ribbons across her collarbones, the melted decadence pooling in the hollow of her throat before trickling slowly downward, tracing the curve of her cleavage. Whipped cream followed, dolloped artfully onto the peaks of her nipples, the cool contrast against her flushed skin making her gasp. Strawberries, plump and glistening, were tucked into the delicate hollows of her hipbones, their juice already staining her skin with streaks of red. 

But it was the caramel that undid her. Someone drizzled it in slow, languid streams down the center of her stomach, the heat of it just shy of scalding as it painted a molten path toward the apex of her thighs. The first deliberate swipe of a spoon through that sticky sweetness had her hips jerking off the table, a broken sound escaping her lips as the metal teased the slick heat between her legs. 

Then, the guests descended. 

A silver-haired executive was the first to taste her, his lips curling in satisfaction as he leaned in, tongue dragging a sinful stripe along the chocolate on her shoulder. His breath was hot, his movements deliberate as he licked lower, catching a dollop of cream from the swell of her breast before sucking her stiffened nipple into his mouth. The sharp sting of teeth had her gasping, her back arching to press more of herself against him. Another followed—a woman with crimson lips and a wicked smile, her mouth sealing over a strawberry nestled beside Kylie’s ribs. She bit just enough to tease, then sucked the fruit clean, her tongue flicking against sensitive skin before she moved lower, chasing the smear of caramel. 

Laughter and murmured praise filled the air, but Kylie barely registered it over the roaring pulse of her own desire. Hands—too many to count—roamed her body, possessive grips on her waist, teasing fingers tracing the inside of her thighs, a palm smoothing up the curve of her calf. A tongue swiped through the sticky mess between her legs, and she cried out, thighs trembling as she tried to press closer, to grind against the teasing mouth that lapped at her like she was the sweetest thing they’d ever tasted. 

"God, you taste divine," someone groaned against her inner thigh, their breath hot as they nuzzled higher, lips brushing the slick seam of her with agonizing slowness. 

The playful sampling dissolved into something desperate, primal. A man—broad-shouldered, his tie undone—shouldered between her legs without hesitation, replacing the teasing tongue with the demanding heat of his mouth. His groan vibrated through her as he feasted, his fingers digging into the soft skin of her hips to hold her still while he licked deep, savoring the mingled flavors of caramel and her arousal. 

She barely registered the moment his tongue was replaced by the thick press of his cock, only the blissful stretch as he filled her, his grip bruising as he dragged her hips down onto him. Another body pressed alongside her, warm lips closing over a nipple, sucking away the remnants of cream while a hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back for a kiss that tasted of sugar and wine and sin. 

The table shuddered under the weight of them, the sounds of skin slapping against skin, of stifled moans and choked pleas, filling the room. Kylie lost herself in the rhythm, in the push and pull of bodies moving over her, inside her. A second cock nudged at her lips, and she opened with a whimper, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deep, her moans vibrating around his length as she was fucked in perfect, devastating tandem. 

Pleasure built like a storm inside her, tightening low in her belly before crashing through her in waves—first her own, sharp and electric, then the clients’, spilling across her stomach, her breasts, her throat. Someone painted her lips with their release, and she licked it away with a dazed smile, savoring the salt and musk on her tongue. 

When the frenzy finally ebbed, Kylie lay wrecked and boneless, her vision swimming with the afterglow. The once-pristine silk beneath her was a ruin—smeared chocolate, crushed berries, and glistening streaks of sex marking every inch of her skin. 

Mr. Hunter’s polished shoes came into view as he circled the table, his gaze raking over her with unmistakable satisfaction. "A masterpiece," he murmured, thumb brushing a stray drop of cream from her bottom lip before sliding it between her parted lips, letting her taste the remnants of her own decadence. 

Kylie’s laugh was hoarse, her body trembling with aftershocks as she licked his thumb clean. 

Tomorrow, indeed.


Chapter 7: Sunday Check-Out 

Kylie groaned softly as consciousness crept in, her body deliciously wrecked before she even had the chance to open her eyes. The first thing she noticed was the deep, persistent ache between her thighs—a sweet, heavy throb that pulsed with every slight shift of her hips. She stretched languidly beneath the silk sheets, muscles protesting in the most satisfying way, as if her entire body was whispering a hushed reminder of just how thoroughly she’d been used the night before. The sheets clung to her damp skin, the faint scent of sex and spilled champagne heavy in the early morning air. 

She turned her head slowly, blinking against the sunlight streaming through the penthouse windows, and took in the aftermath of the night’s debauchery. The room was a gorgeous mess—a battlefield of pleasure, with every surface bearing witness to the hours she’d spent on her back, her knees, bent over furniture, passed from one client to another like the most decadent of shared desserts. A half-empty bottle of Dom Pérignon lay abandoned on the nightstand, its golden contents long since spilled across the marble surface. Her favorite pair of black lace panties dangled precariously from the lampshade, a casualty of some eager hands yanking them aside for better access. And then there were the men—two of them still sprawled across the massive bed, limbs tangled in the sheets, their deep, even breaths filling the silence. 

One of them—the youngest, with sharp cheekbones and hands that had left bruises on her hips—snored softly, his lips parted in sleep. The other, a broad-shouldered executive who’d been particularly fond of her mouth, was already stirring. His fingers trailed lazily down her side, his warm palm settling possessively over her waist, as if even in sleep he couldn’t resist the urge to claim her. 

Kylie swallowed, wincing slightly at the raw scrape in her throat. She’d lost count of how many times she’d screamed last night, how many times she’d begged, how many times she’d choked back sobs of pleasure as one man after another took their fill of her. 

Carefully, she shifted, easing herself out from under the weight of their arms, biting her lip as every movement sent fresh sparks of soreness through her well-used body. Swinging her legs over the edge of the bed, she let out a soft huff of amusement—even her toes felt tender, still remembering the way she’d curled them into the sheets, her entire body taut with sensation. 

A low, appreciative groan came from the bed behind her. 

“Morning already?” The executive’s voice was rough with sleep, but his grip on her wrist was anything but lazy as he tugged her back toward the warmth of the sheets. 

Kylie didn’t fight it. 

--- 

By the time she made it to the main lounge, the penthouse had been partially restored to order—though nothing could erase the lingering energy of the weekend’s indulgences. The clients lounged in various states of undress, some sipping coffee with the casual ease of men who’d spent tens of thousands to enjoy every inch of her, others watching her with the unmistakable hunger of those already considering a repeat performance. 

And then there was Mr. Hunter. 

Dressed in his usual impeccable suit, he stood at the center of the room like a conductor orchestrating the final act of the weekend’s symphony. His dark eyes flicked over her naked body, pausing at the bite marks on her inner thighs, the faint smudges of lipstick still clinging to her collarbone. Without a word, he gestured for her to kneel in front of him. 

She obeyed instantly, legs folding beneath her, hands resting lightly on her thighs as she kept her gaze lowered—just the way he liked it. 

A hush fell over the room as every pair of eyes locked onto her. 

“Feedback time,” Mr. Hunter announced, his voice cool and businesslike, though the way his fingers twitched at his side betrayed his own hunger. 

The first client to approach was the silver-haired businessman who’d spent an unholy amount of time exploring her mouth the night before. He cupped her chin with one hand, tilting her face up with an almost clinical detachment—except for the way his thumb pressed insistently against her bottom lip, parting them with deliberate slowness. 

“Enthusiasm was impeccable,” he mused, his other hand already undoing his belt. “But I’d like to test your stamina one more time.” 

His cock—already hard, already glistening at the tip—slid effortlessly between her lips. 

And just like that, the reviews began in earnest. 

One by one, they came forward, each with their own critique, their own lingering dissatisfaction that needed addressing. Hands gripped her hips, guiding her onto fingers, tongues, cocks—whatever they wanted, whatever they thought she needed to improve on. Some praised the way she’d taken them all so eagerly, the way she’d moaned around their cocks like a woman starved. Others insisted on a more hands-on evaluation, bending her over the nearest piece of furniture to test the memory of her tight little body. 

By the time they were finished, Kylie’s knees ached, her thighs trembled, and every inch of her felt swollen and overstimulated. 

Mr. Hunter finally knelt beside her, his expensive cologne filling her senses as he pressed something cold and smooth against her lower back—a gold-plated plug, its weight undeniable as he worked it into her with slow, deliberate strokes. 

“Congratulations, Kylie,” he murmured, lips brushing the shell of her ear as the plug seated fully inside her, leaving her deliciously stretched. “Employee of the Month.” 

She shuddered, already imaging the next invitation, the next private retreat, the next dozens of hands and mouths and cocks that would demand her complete surrender. 

As the last of the clients filed out, one delivered a sharp, stinging slap to her ass that sent a jolt of pleasure-pain racing straight to her clit. Then, finally, it was just her and Mr. Hunter—his hands rough as he took her one last time against the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city lights twinkling beneath them like a sea of stars. 

When she collapsed onto the couch afterward, limp and utterly spent, she couldn’t stop the slow, satisfied smile spreading across her swollen lips. 

Next quarter couldn’t come soon enough.
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