
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Promotion

Mandy's heart raced as she smoothed out her fitted pencil skirt and adjusted her blouse, just enough to hint at the curves beneath. Today was the day she had waited for - the promotion to Executive Hospitality Liaison that she had worked so hard to earn. She could hardly believe it had finally come to pass.

As she walked to the office, her heels clicking confidently against the polished marble floor, Mandy's mind buzzed with anticipation. She had always known she was a star performer, but this position was something special. The rumors that swirled about the role only added to its allure. Whispers of late night "meetings" and secret handshakes. Tales of staff parties that turned into something far more scandalous than any company could condone. Mandy's imagination ran wild with possibilities.

Mandy approached Mr. Grayson's office, the door already slightly ajar. She knocked softly. "Come in, Mandy," his smooth, authoritative voice called out. She stepped inside, her breath catching as she took in the sight of him - tall, impeccably dressed in his tailored navy suit, his piercing grey eyes assessing her every curve. A single envelope lay on his polished mahogany desk.

"Your promotion letter," he said, sliding it toward her. "But before you celebrate, there's a condition to your new role." Mandy's fingers trembled as she unfolded the crisp paper. The words Executive Hospitality Liaison leapt out, followed by a detailed list of responsibilities that made her cheeks flush a deep crimson. Among them: ensuring the team's every need was met, both in and out of the office. Maintaining morale through unconventional means. Being available 24/7 for late night "consultations".

"This is... unusual," she murmured, though a thrill shot through her at the thought. Mr. Grayson leaned back in his chair, steepling his long fingers. "The firm values adaptability, Mandy. Your training begins now." She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening as he explained the philosophy behind executive hospitality - how servicing the team first would ensure seamless operations. The way his gaze lingered on the curve of her breasts suggested there was far more to it than just fetching coffee.

Mandy had fantasized about being the office plaything, but now it was real. And as she nodded in eager agreement, she could already imagine the deliciously taboo path ahead. She pictured herself on her knees in this very office, doing whatever Mr. Grayson desired. The thought sent a bolt of heat straight to her core.

"Excellent," Mr. Grayson said, a satisfied smile playing on his lips. "I knew I could count on you, Mandy. The team will be very pleased with your new role." Mandy's heart skipped a beat. She knew without a doubt, some of them would be more than pleased. But that was exactly what she wanted. The excitement of it all flooded her, a mix of fear and longing all tangled up. She had worked hard for this, and now it was hers to own.

"Thank you, sir," she breathed, meeting his gaze. "I won't let you down." Her voice was breathy, almost a purr. Mr. Grayson stood, moving closer to her until she could feel the heat of his body. His eyes roamed over her suggestively, drinking in the swell of her breasts, the way her skirt clung to her pert rear. She could feel his gaze like a physical touch, igniting a fire deep inside.

"You're a very talented young woman, Mandy," he murmured, his words caressing her like silk. "I have a feeling you'll excel in this role." Mandy felt a shiver run down her spine at his words, the way he was looking at her. She could feel his eyes drinking in her curves, and she had to fight the urge to squirm under his scrutiny, to tempt him further.

"I'm ready to serve the team in any way I can," she purred, her voice smooth. "Whatever it takes to keep them happy and productive." Mr. Grayson smiled, a predatory gleam in his eye. "I knew you'd be a good fit. Why don't you start with my meeting this afternoon? I think you'll find it... educational." Mandy nodded, her heart racing. "Of course, sir. I won't miss it."

He nodded, his gaze still roaming over her body appreciatively. "Good girl. I'll see you then." With that, he dismissed her, and Mandy left his office, her mind a whirlwind of emotions. Excitement, nervousness, a hint of fear - but most of all, anticipation. She couldn't wait to start her new role, to serve the team in whatever way they pleased. It was exactly what she had always wanted, and now it was finally hers. With a newfound sense of confidence, Mandy made her way to her desk, ready to embrace her new position and all the delights it promised.


Chapter 2: Monday’s Orientation

The morning light crept through the polished windows of the office as Mandy stepped inside, her heels clicking against the marble floor with deliberate confidence. Her navy pencil skirt hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating the sway of her hips with each step. The crisp white blouse, unbuttoned just enough to tease a glimpse of her lace bra, clung to her full breasts as she moved. She had chosen her attire carefully, wanting to embody the epitome of professionalism and allure as she stepped into her new role.

Her breath caught in her throat as she reached her workstation. Gone was the familiar modern desk she had known for years. In its place sat a plush, red velvet kneeling pad, invitingly soft and temptingly positioned directly in front of an imposing leather executive chair. A cream-colored envelope rested atop the cushion, her name written in bold, masculine script that seemed to challenge her very core.

Fingers trembling with anticipation, Mandy unfolded the note:

“Mandy— 

Your first lesson begins now. Assume your position and await further instruction. 

—Mr. Grayson”

A delicious ache bloomed deep within her, igniting a need she had never dared to act upon. Shoulders squaring, she lowered herself onto the velvet pad, the softness enveloping her knees as she sank into the posture. The position made her hyper-aware of every curve of her body, from the strain in her calves to the arch of her back, her skirt riding up just enough to tease the tops of her stockings.

As the office lights flickered to life one by one, colleagues began to trickle in, casting appraising glances her way. Their eyes lingered on her exposed skin, the way her blouse stretched taut across her chest, but not a single person questioned the new arrangement. It was as if they had expected her to be there, just like that, ready to serve.

Then, a dark shadow loomed over her, blocking out the morning light. Mandy's pulse quickened as she sensed the presence, the scent of expensive cologne enveloping her like a sensual caress.

“Good morning, Mandy,” a deep, velvet voice rumbled, sending a wave of heat through her veins.

She instinctively tried to straighten up, to meet Mr. Grayson's gaze, but a firm hand on her shoulder kept her in place. “No need to rise,” he murmured, his breath ghosting over the nape of her neck. “This is where you belong now.”

The words ignited a slow, needy throb deep within her core. Her body trembled beneath his touch, yearning for more.

“Executive hospitality,” Mr. Grayson continued, his voice a low, seductive whisper as he circled her like a predator stalking its prey, “is about more than fetching coffee. It’s about anticipating needs, being flexible, ensuring your colleagues are...motivated.”

A shiver danced down her spine as his fingers trailed along the curve of her neck, a feather-light touch that sent waves of desire crashing through her. She could feel the heat of his gaze upon her, burning away the layers of propriety.

“Understood, sir,” she breathed, her voice husky with barely concealed want.

An approving hum escaped his lips, a sound that made her core tighten with longing. “Your first task, Mandy.” With a snap of his fingers, a polished tray appeared beside her, six steaming cups of black coffee arranged in a perfect row. “The finance team. Ensure they’re properly served.”

With unsteady hands, Mandy took the tray, the heat seeping into her palms as she made her way through the maze of desks. Each step felt deliberate, intentional, drawing the attention of everyone around her. The men watched her approach, their hungry gazes devouring every inch of her exposed skin as she bent forward to place each cup before them, her blouse gaping just enough to reveal the delicate lace of her bra.

“Careful, Mandy,” one of the executives chuckled as she set his coffee down, his voice laced with unspoken promise. “Wouldn’t want you to spill.”

She smiled sweetly, her lips curving into a provocative smile. “Of course not, sir.”

Then, as if on cue, a hand "accidentally" jostled the desk. Dark liquid sloshed over the rim, dripping onto the floor between her knees. A gasp escaped her lips, but she quickly knelt down, a napkin clutched in her trembling fingers.

“Oh dear,” the executive sighed, not sounding sorry at all. “Looks like you’ll need to clean that up.”

Mandy's breath quickened as she sank to her knees, her skirt inched higher, revealing the smooth expanse of her thighs above her stockings. The men's murmurs surrounded her, their eyes tracing every curve of her body, their gazes like fingertips grazing her most intimate places.

And through it all, Mr. Grayson watched from the doorway, satisfaction curling his lips as he observed her degradation. The power he held over her, the want in her eyes, it all made him want to consume her, to make her his.

When Mandy returned to her velvet pad, her cheeks were flushed, her pulse erratic. She adjusted her skirt with unsteady fingers, the fabric damp between her thighs, a testament to the arousal that pooled within her. The office hummed around her, charged with a dangerous, undercurrent of desire.

And Mandy? She couldn't wait for tomorrow, the next lesson in her journey to become the ultimate Executive Hospitality Liaison.


Chapter 3: Tuesday’s Team-Bonding Lunch

Mandy arrived an hour early, her silk blouse whispering against her skin as she smoothed a hand down the curve-hugging skirt that Mr. Grayson had left on her workstation that morning. The fabric was snug enough to remind her of its presence with every step, the hem grazing just above her knees—professional, but barely. She had dressed with deliberate care, twisting her hair into a loose chignon that invited fingers to tug it free, applying just enough gloss to make her lips look like something to be tasted.

The conference room was empty when she entered, gleaming under the soft glow of recessed lighting. She ran a palm along the polished table, imagining the way the finance team would fill the space later—their laughter, their eyes, the way they’d look at her. A shiver prickled down her spine.

The door clicked open behind her.

"Perfect timing," Mr. Grayson’s voice curled around her, rich with approval. She turned to find him holding an ornate serving tray, its surface inlaid with delicate engravings. But it wasn’t the craftsmanship that caught her attention—it was the slender straps attached to either end, soft leather lined with satin.

"Arms behind your back," he instructed.

She obeyed instantly, her pulse kicking as he guided her wrists into the loops at her waist, securing them just firmly enough to keep her from using her hands. Then the second strap—wider, more decadent—settled around her neck, positioning the tray just beneath her chin. She could feel the smooth leather against her skin, the slight constriction of the strap around her throat, and it sent a tremor of anticipation through her.

"You’ll be serving lunch today," he said, adjusting the fit with fingers that lingered a little too long on the hollow of her throat. "But we want it to be interactive. No hands, Mandy. Just that clever mouth of yours."

Her breath hitched. "Yes, sir."

He smirked. "Good girl. They’ll be here in twenty minutes. Make sure you’re ready to engage."

She knelt beside the table, the plush carpet cushioning her knees as the first of the finance team began to filter in. Their voices dipped when they noticed her, then rose again, laced with amusement and something darker.

"Look at this," one murmured, nudging his colleague. "Service just got a whole lot more personal." He raised an eyebrow, his eyes raking over her restrained form, and Mandy felt a flush rising to her cheeks.

Mandy kept her gaze lowered, her lips parted over the edge of the tray as she offered the first sandwich. The man—Anderson from accounting—grinned and leaned in, letting his teeth graze her bottom lip as he took a bite. A chuckle rippled through the room, and Mandy’s cheeks burned. She could feel his warm breath on her skin, the press of his teeth against her lip, and it made her core tighten with need.

"Efficient," someone remarked, watching her move to the next executive. "I like the hands-free approach." A finger traced the line of her collarbone, and Mandy bit back a gasp.

Her blouse had come untucked somewhere between the roast beef and the turkey club, the fabric riding up to reveal the delicate lace edging of her bra. She knew they could see it—the way their eyes followed the movement of her body, the way their fingers twitched against the arms of their chairs. She shifted subtly, letting the hem of her blouse slip further, exposing a glimpse of her soft waist.

Then Henderson, the senior VP, "dropped" his pastry. It landed with a soft thud between his polished shoes.

"Ah, damn," he sighed, not sounding the least bit apologetic. "You mind?"

She knew exactly what he wanted. Leaning forward, she caught the edge of the flaky crust between her teeth, her neckline gaping as she straightened. His fingers brushed her collarbone—casual, accidental—and the room’s energy shifted, charged like static before a storm. A shiver ran down her spine at his touch.

"Impressive," someone murmured. "Very flexible," another added, reaching out to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear, his thumb lingering on her jaw. Mandy turned into the touch, her eyes fluttering closed, and she could feel his gaze on her, hot and hungry.

Mandy’s breath grew uneven, her body thrumming under their attention. She caught sight of Mr. Grayson then, leaning against the doorframe with a satisfied smirk. His eyes raked over the scene—her flushed skin, the way her thighs pressed together under her skirt, the team’s hungry stares—and gave a slow, approving nod. In that moment, she felt a rush of pride and pleasure at his praise.

As the lunch wound down, Henderson leaned in close, his aftershave sharp and expensive. "You know," he murmured, lips brushing her ear, "I hear tomorrow’s dessert is going to be even sweeter." His hand ghosted over her hip, fingertips grazing the sensitive skin beneath her skirt, and Mandy had to bite back a moan.

Mandy’s answering smile was all anticipation, her submission a quiet thrill humming beneath her skin. The line between professionalism and pleasure had blurred beyond recognition, and she? She couldn’t wait to cross it completely.

"You did well today, Mandy," Mr. Grayson said as the last of the team filed out, his tone soft with approval. "I think we're on the right track here." His fingers brushed the back of her neck, and she shivered, craving more of his touch. "I think tomorrow will be...interesting."

She nodded, her heart racing at the promise in his words. Tomorrow couldn't come soon enough.


Chapter 4: Wednesday’s Spreadsheet Assistance and Sensual Indulgence

The elevator doors slid open with a hushed whisper, and Mandy stepped into the dimly lit executive suite, her heels sinking into the plush carpet like quicksand. Dawn had barely broken, painting the skyline in streaks of pale gold outside the floor-to-ceiling windows. The light cast a warm glow on her skin, illuminating the curve of her neck as she adjusted the hem of her skirt. Another of Mr. Grayson’s carefully selected outfits, this one even tighter and shorter than yesterday's. The fabric clung to her thighs, just daring to peek at the lacy edges of her panties.

She inhaled sharply, the scent of leather and expensive bourbon lingering in the air, remnants of last night’s intense negotiations. Her fingers trembled as she set her tablet onto the sleek glass desk, the screen glowing softly in the morning light. She hadn’t been given details, only that her highly skilled assistance was required for a “high-stakes meeting.” The ambiguity sent a familiar heat pooling low in her belly, anticipation coiling in the pit of her stomach.

Footsteps echoed behind her, heavy and deliberate. She felt a shiver run down her spine as Mr. Grayson's presence filled the room. He circled the desk, his tailored suit accentuating the broad lines of his shoulders, the slight sheen of his silk tie reflecting the morning sun. His voice curled around her, warm with approval. “Early.”

Mandy swallowed audibly. “Good. Executive Markham’s video call starts in fifteen minutes. You’ll be providing hands-on support.”

She swallowed. “Spreadsheets, sir?” Her tone was a question, laced with a hint of breathlessness. She knew from experience that Grayson's idea of "support" often involved far more than just numbers and charts.

His smirk was slow, deliberate, his eyes flashing with a knowing light. “Among other things.” He reached out, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear, his knuckles grazing the sensitive skin beneath her jaw. The touch sent tingles racing down her arms, her nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric of her blouse. “This one requires discretion. And creativity.”

Mandy’s pulse thrummed in her ears, her breath catching in her throat. She could feel his gaze roaming over her, drinking in every curve and contour of her body. The knowledge that he found her desirable, that she had the power to undo him, filled her with a heady sense of confidence.

The door clicked open again, and Markham strode in, his crisp navy suit exuding authority. His gaze flicked over her, lingering on the swell of her breasts beneath the translucent blouse, the way her skirt rode up her thighs. “Ah, the new assistant. Heard you made quite the impression yesterday.”

Grayson stepped back, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back, a silent claim of ownership. “Show him what you learned.”

Markham’s grin was wolfish as he settled into his chair, undoing his cufflinks with finessed movements. “Kneel.” His voice was a command, leaving no room for refusal.

Mandy sank to her knees, the carpet soft and yielding beneath her. Markham spread his thighs, his belt already unbuckled, the zipper of his trousers pulled down just enough to reveal the thick outline of his cock beneath cotton briefs. She could smell his arousal, musky and rich, mingling with the scent of his expensive cologne.

“Important client today,” he said, his voice smooth despite the hunger darkening his eyes. “Need you to keep me… engaged.” He palmed himself through the fabric, his erection straining against the confines of his briefs.

She leaned forward, her lips parting as she nuzzled the cotton aside. His scent flooded her senses, potent and intoxicating. The first brush of her tongue drew a sharp inhale from him, his fingers tangling in her hair. She could feel his grip tighten, his body tensing with anticipation.

Across the room, a monitor flickered to life, the video call connecting with a soft chime. Markham clicked mute, never breaking eye contact with her. “Deep breath, sweetheart,” he murmured, just as the screen filled with faces. He clicked mute. “And don’t stop.”

Mandy's world narrowed to the weight of him on her tongue, the salt of his pre-come, the way his thighs tensed when she hollowed her cheeks. She swallowed him deeper, her nose buried in the thatch of curly hair at the base of his cock. Above her, his voice remained polished, responding to the client’s questions with practiced ease. But beneath the desk, his hips jerked as she varied the pressure, her nails digging into his calves.

The call droned on—budgets, projections, meaningless corporate jargon—but all Mandy heard was the ragged edge of Markham’s breath when she swirled her tongue just right. A bead of sweat rolled down his temple as his free hand clamped over his own mouth, stifling a groan.

“—quarterly forecast?” the client asked, oblivious to the erotic tableau unfolding beneath the table.

Markham’s grip on her hair tightened. She gagged, tears pricking her eyes as he hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t pull away. His muted curse was a vibration against her lips, a testament to the pleasure-pain coursing through his body.

Somehow, he answered without missing a beat, his voice never wavering.

When the call ended, he yanked her up, his mouth crashing onto hers, tasting of desperation and triumph. “Fuck,” he rasped against her swollen lips. “That was… exceptional.” His hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts, grinding against her core.

Grayson appeared in the doorway, his expression smug. “Told you she could multitask.” He leaned against the frame, a pleased smirk on his face as he watched them.

Markham thumbed the wetness from her chin, his eyes dark with lust. “If this is how you handle spreadsheets, I might need daily reports.” His fingers trailed down her neck, slipping beneath the collar of her blouse.

Mandy’s laugh was breathless, her body humming with need. She knew that this was only the beginning, that the day would be filled with more of these intense, adrenaline-fueled encounters.

Then Grayson’s hand landed on her shoulder, his touch electric. “Rest up,” he murmured. “Tomorrow, the whole team’s going to need that focus of yours.” His breath fanned against her ear, his lips brushing the sensitive skin.

A shiver raced down her spine. She could already imagine it—the conference room table, her on her knees, surrounded by the men she craved. The power, the control, the unbridled pleasure.

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5: Thursday's Late-Night Audit

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting sterile white rectangles across endless rows of monitors and half-empty coffee cups. The finance department's open office space felt cavernous at this hour, the usual hum of keyboards and chatter replaced by the occasional rustle of paper and the rhythmic click of calculator buttons.

Mandy sank to her knees on her velvet cushion, positioned between two mahogany desks. The plush fabric was a stark contrast to the rigid corporate world surrounding her. She adjusted her collar, the silk ribbon brushing her throat, and inhaled the mingled scents of cologne, ink, and anticipation. The atmosphere was electric with the promise of what was to come.

"Alright, people," Mr. Grayson announced, rolling up his sleeves as he surveyed the scattered teams. His voice was a low rumble, commanding attention. "Reports need to be on the CFO's desk by 8 AM. Mandy's here to assist."

She didn't need him to elaborate. She knew her role, her purpose here in the sterile office. A spreadsheet analyst, a middle-aged man with salt-and-pepper stubble, barely glanced up from his monitor as his fingers flew across the keyboard. But his other hand slid beneath the desk, beckoning her closer with a subtle curl of his fingers. Mandy didn't hesitate. She crawled forward on her hands and knees, the hem of her skirt riding higher with each inch, revealing her silky smooth thighs. The soft carpet was a sensual caress against her skin.

As she settled between his spread thighs, she could feel the heat of his body through the thin fabric of his slacks. Her nose twitched at the scent of musk and desire. "Keep working," she murmured seductively, her warm breath ghosting over the tented fabric of his slacks. His breath hitched, a soft gasp escaping his lips, but his fingers kept typing, the steady clack clack clack a counterpoint to the wet heat of her mouth as she took him in.

Her lips stretched around his thick shaft, her tongue swirling around the head, teasing out the salty drops of pre-cum. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each pass, her throat constricting around him. He groaned, his head tipping back as he lost himself in the sensations of her mouth.

Across the room, another executive—a tall, imposing man with a perpetually furrowed brow—let out a strangled noise as his pencil snapped mid-calculation. A senior analyst smirked, watching his colleague's Adam's apple bob before dragging Mandy toward his own chair. "My turn," he muttered, his voice a low growl. A zipper hissed, and then she was sinking onto him, her back arched as she ground down, her blouse gaping open to reveal flushed skin.

The senior analyst's hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he urged her faster. Mandy bit her lip, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. Pleasure sparked through her at the feeling of him inside her, stretching her, filling her. The senior analyst groaned, his forehead dropping to her shoulder as his hands scrambled for purchase on the desk, his nails raking down her back.

Laughter bubbled up somewhere near the accounting department. "She's a hell of a morale booster," someone quipped. The comment brought a flush to Mandy's cheeks, but she couldn't stop the smile that tugged at her lips. She loved this, loved the power she held over these men, the way she could make them forget about deadlines and reports.

A third executive—a stern, authoritative man with a commanding presence—watched for a moment before stepping forward. "Enough," he said, though his voice was rough with desire. He hauled her off the trembling man's lap and spun her toward a filing cabinet, pressing her against the cold metal. Mandy's gasp echoed through the room, her skin tingling at the sudden chill of the cabinet.

His palm landed sharply on her ass, the sting of the slap sending a jolt of pleasure through her. "Focus," he reminded them all—whether the team or himself wasn't clear. But Mandy knew. She knew her purpose here, knew what these men needed from her.

She braced herself, her fingers splayed against the cabinet as he filled her in one deep, powerful thrust. The sound of skin against skin joined the rhythmic tap of keystrokes, a surreal symphony of work and pleasure. He drove into her, fast and hard, his hips slamming against her ass with each thrust. Mandy cried out, her head falling back as he hit that perfect spot inside her. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, threatening to pull her under.

Hours passed in a blur of sweat and flesh, of whispered praise and harsh demands. Men took their turns—some rough, some teasing—but always with the same whispered praise. Good girl. Perfect. Just like that. Each word was a caress, a stroke to her ego, fueling the fire that burned within her.

By the time the final report was filed, Mandy's lips were slick and swollen, her thighs shaking from exertion. The team patted her head, murmuring thanks and promises of tomorrow. Mr. Grayson smirked from the doorway, his eyes dark with desire and satisfaction.

"Rest up," he said again. Mandy nodded, already knowing what was coming next. The night was far from over, and she was ready for whatever they had in store for her.


Chapter 6: Friday’s Evaluation (Part 1) 

The alarm pierced the pre-dawn stillness at 5:30 AM, but Mandy had been awake for hours, her body thrumming with anticipation like a plucked harp string. The sheets were damp from her restless sleep, her skin prickly with sweat. She slid out of bed, the cool air of the room making the hairs on her arms prickle.

She dressed with deliberate, sensual care, the sheer lavender blouse sliding over her skin like a caress. The delicate fabric clung to her curves, the peaked tips of her nipples clearly visible with each breath. She tucked the hem back into her waistband, cinching it at her slender hips. The skirt she chose was even more sinful - a flirty hem that barely grazed the top of her thighs. Every step threatened to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of bare skin.

Mandy ran her fingers over her bare pussy, already slick with arousal. She had no intention of wearing panties - they would only be a barrier, a pitiful attempt to maintain some semblance of decorum in the face of the evening's depravity. She felt herself grow tight and taut, her body already moving with a desperate need, poised on the knife-edge of anticipation.

The office was still and silent as a tomb when she arrived, the early morning light casting long, ominous shadows across the gleaming glass walls of the boardroom. Mandy's heart stuttered as she stepped inside, her stiletto heels clicking sharply against the polished floor. The space was set like a stage - a sleek projector screen dominated one wall, while a pitcher of water waited on the table, the ice cubes clinking softly. But the true focal point was the velvet cushion, plush and inviting, a silent promise of the degradation to come.

The hum of deep voices in the hallway sent a tremor of fear through her bones, her pulse fluttering in her throat. The partners filed in, their expensive shoes scuffing against the floor as they took their seats around the table. Mr. Grayson led the way, his sharp gray eyes flicking over her like a predator assessing his prey. His slow, approving smile told her she'd dressed perfectly - a sacrificial lamb primed for the slaughter.

"Miss Vale," he said, his voice smooth as silk. "Let's begin."

Mandy clasped her hands in front of her, the delicate chain of her necklace glinting in the fluorescent glare. She took her place at the head of the table, the projector flickering to life and illuminating the first slide of her presentation - a detailed breakdown of the efficiency improvements she'd implemented in client relations. Her fingers itched to fidget, but she forced herself to remain still, her gaze fixed on the screen as she began to speak.

"We've streamlined our response times by thirty-seven percent," she said, her voice steady despite the way her pulse fluttered at the base of her throat. She could feel their eyes on her, heavy and hungry, boring into her skin like physical touch.

Mr. Grayson's hand moved beneath the table, the sound of his zipper loud in the quiet room. Without breaking eye contact, he crooked a finger, beckoning her closer. Mandy sank to her knees, the plush cushion molding beneath her weight. The first touch of her lips against his length sent heat spiraling through her, but she kept going, her mouth working in slow, practiced strokes. All the while, she continued her presentation, the words flowing effortlessly even as her breath hitched around him.

"And as you can see," she murmured, pausing only to swirl her tongue around the ridge at the base of his shaft, "client satisfaction has also improved -"

"Clarify the metrics on slide four," interrupted one of the other partners, a broad-shouldered man with a voice like gravel.

Mandy drew back just enough to speak, her lips glistening with saliva. "Of course. The survey data reflects a marked increase in responsiveness -"

A warm palm slid up her thigh, fingers teasing the bare skin beneath her skirt. She barely suppressed a gasp, her thighs pressing together involuntarily as she fought the urge to grind against his touch. The partner's hand didn't relent, stroking higher, his thumb tracing circles that made her toes curl against the carpet.

"-and overall efficiency," she finished, her voice wavering. She had to concentrate hard to keep her words from dissolving into a moan.

Mr. Grayson's fingers tangled in her hair, guiding her back down with a quiet hum of approval. "Excellent work, Miss Vale."

She didn't have time to savor the praise. Another hand gripped her hip, dragging her backwards until her ass hit the edge of the table. The sharp inhales of the men around her sent a fresh wave of heat between her legs, her pussy tightening with need. Someone pushed her blouse open, cool air ghosting over her flushed skin. She arched instinctively, a choked moan escaping as fingers pinched her nipples, rolling them to stiff peaks.

Mandy barely recognized her own voice as she pushed through the remaining slides, her breath coming in uneven bursts. Strong hands yanked her skirt up, exposing her fully to the room. She didn't resist when one of the partners pulled her forward, settling her atop the polished wood. Her naked pussy pressed against the cold surface, and she had to bite her lip to stifle a cry.

"Now," Mr. Grayson murmured, his palm resting possessively on her thigh, "let's evaluate her hands-on approach."

The first thrust stole her voice, her nails scraping against the table as she struggled to remain upright. The next stole her thoughts entirely. The presentation became a distant thing, her words dissolving into breathy moans and bitten-off whimpers. She clenched around him, her body alight, every nerve singing beneath the rough hands exploring her.

When they finally pulled away, Mandy was trembling, her skin slick with sweat and the lingering press of fingers and mouths. The partners exchanged glances, silent assessments passing between them.

Mr. Grayson straightened his tie, his smirk deepening as he reached down to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

"Consider this phase of your evaluation complete," he said.

But the hunger in his eyes told her the real test was only just beginning.


Chapter 7: Friday's Evaluation (Part 2)

Mandy's knees ached against the plush velvet cushion, but she refused to shift, not while Mr. Grayson's fingers were still knotted possessively in her hair. The boardroom smelled of expensive cologne and the musk of what they'd just done to her, the scent hanging thick in the air. She knew better than to wipe her chin, the sticky evidence of their pleasure still clinging to her lips and jaw.

The senior partners leaned back in their chairs, loosening ties and rolling stiff shoulders as if she had been nothing more than a midday distraction. But their gazes lingered, drifting appreciatively over the stretch of her thighs, the way her blouse gaped open, revealing the flushed swell of her breasts. They studied her like a prize to be won, their eyes dark with barely contained lust.

"Now," Grayson said smoothly, sliding his palm from her scalp to her shoulder, his touch electric against her skin, "let's see how well she multitasks."

Mandy rose on unsteady legs, smoothing her skirt down over her trembling thighs. The hem barely covered her, but she didn't adjust it, letting it ride up to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of lace panties. The presentation screen flickered to life behind her, financial charts glowing in crisp detail against the darkened room. She inhaled sharply, voice only slightly uneven as she began.

"Our third-quarter projections show a twelve percent increase in—"

A hand curled around her ankle, tugging sharply. She stumbled forward, catching herself on the edge of the table. One of the partners—Thompson, with the silver cufflinks—grinned up at her, his thumb tracing lazy circles against her inner thigh. The heat of his touch seeped through the thin fabric, making her core tighten with need.

"Don't stop on our account," he murmured, his voice a low purr. 

Mandy swallowed hard and kept speaking, her fingers tightening on the table's edge as Thompson's touch drifted higher, slipping beneath the hem of her skirt. The slide changed, graphs shifting seamlessly, but her breath hitched when his fingers finally found her slick heat. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, not wanting to give them the satisfaction.

"—client retention," she managed, her hips jerking involuntarily against his touch. The slide advanced again, but no one was paying attention to the screen anymore. All eyes were on her, ravenous and intent.

Across the table, Grayson smirked and unbuttoned his suit jacket, revealing a flash of pale skin. "Under the table, Miss Vale. Demonstrate your... dedication."

She didn't hesitate. Dropping to her knees again, she crawled beneath the polished mahogany, her palms brushing against expensive leather shoes. The first executive—Harrison—parted his thighs the moment she reached him. The taste of him was familiar, salt and musk heavy on her tongue as she took him deep, her lips sealing tight as she worked in steady, practiced strokes. Her other hand came up to caress his balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

Above her, the meeting continued, voices sharp with discussion. Papers rustled as they pored over the financials, but Mandy knew their attention was divided. She could feel the heat of their gazes on her back, could sense the barely contained excitement thrumming through the room.

"Slide eight—what's the breakdown on regional growth?" Harrison asked, voice gravelly with strain.

Mandy pulled back just enough to answer, her lips brushing his length as she spoke. "Twenty-three percent in the Midwest, eighteen along the coast." She took him deep again, hollowing her cheeks as she sucked, feeling him twitch against her tongue.

A chuckle rumbled above her. "Impressive," Grayson drawled. "She's got a real talent for this work."

Not that they were looking at the screen anymore. All eyes were riveted on her, drinking in the sight of her mouth moving over Harrison's cock, of her body bent over in subservient offering. Hands reached down, fingers threading through her hair, guiding her movements.

She bobbed her head, taking him down her throat, feeling his pulse race at her touch. The room was filled with the wet sounds of her mouth working, of muffled grunts and gasps. The slide projector clicked softly in the background, ignored.

By the time they finished, Mandy was panting, her hair a tangled mess, her skin flushed and trembling. The partners reclined in their chairs, watching her with dark amusement as she struggled to stand. Grayson didn't even bother to adjust his tie, just smirked at her, eyes glittering with satisfaction.

"Raise approved," he said simply.

Mandy wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, grinning up at them as two pairs of hands hauled her back onto the table for a celebratory encore. Her blouse was mussed, buttons straining, and her panties were soaked through, but she didn't care. She spread her legs wide, inviting them to take her again, harder and faster.

The projector was still running, charts flickering uselessly against the wall as they lost themselves in the heat of the moment, in the primal, animalistic act of claiming her. No one cared about the presentation anymore. All that mattered was the feel of skin on skin, of lips and hands and teeth leaving their mark. Mandy was a prize to be claimed, a challenge to be conquered, and they were more than up to the task.


Chapter 8: The Aftermath

The corner office was everything Mandy had imagined—sunlight spilling through floor-to-ceiling windows, the hum of the city below, the plush leather chair that cradled her like a throne. But it was the velvet kneeling pad beneath her desk that made her lips curl with satisfaction. She traced a finger along its soft surface, remembering the sharp bite of polished wood against her knees just days before. Not anymore. Now, she had her own domain.

Adjusting to executive life was easier than she’d expected—especially when the finance team found excuses to linger in her doorway, eyes lingering on the way her skirt rode up when she crossed her legs. Reports were discussed, sure, but hands wandered, lips brushed against her neck, and more than once she found herself bent over her new desk, stifling moans as someone took her from behind. It was all so effortless now—the way she balanced spreadsheets and spread legs, authority and submission tangled into one intoxicating game.

Her wardrobe had evolved, too. Gone were the stiff blazers and conservative slacks. Now, silk blouses slipped off her shoulders with a sigh, pencil skirts clung just tight enough to tease, and her heels clicked with deliberate, swaying rhythm down the hallway. The partners didn’t even pretend to hide their stares anymore. Grayson, especially, let his gaze linger—hot and heavy—before murmuring something about performance reviews and steering her into the nearest empty conference room.

The rumors were inevitable. Whispers slithered through the office about another junior exec—some bright-eyed newcomer—being prepped for a special evaluation. Mandy overheard Grayson’s low voice near the copier, something about qualifications and hands-on training, and her stomach twisted with something between nostalgia and hunger. Would they let her take part? Would she get to guide trembling fingers, watch desperate eyes dart between fear and desire? The thought sent a shiver down her spine.

She didn’t have to wait long for an answer. That very afternoon, Grayson’s hands were on her hips, pressing her into the desk as he filled her from behind, each thrust punctuated by the rustle of papers beneath her palms. His breath was hot against her neck, drawing goosebumps along her skin. She could feel the heat of his chest against her back, the way his muscles flexed with each movement.

“Think you could handle training someone?” he growled against her ear, fingers tightening possessively around her waist. She could feel his heartbeat pounding against her, a mirror to her own racing pulse.

Mandy arched back into him, biting her lip around a moan that threatened to escape. “Depends. Will they be as teachable as I was?” She ground her hips back against him, relishing the way he groaned at the motion.

He chuckled, the sound dark and promising. “We’ll find out.” His hand slid up her stomach, under her blouse, to cup her breast. His thumb circled her nipple, sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

The last thing she registered before the world blurred was the way her own reflection grinned back at her from the office window—perfectly in control, even as she fell apart. Her orgasm ripped through her, claiming her senses and leaving her gasping. Grayson followed shortly after, his grip on her hips tightening almost painfully as he came.

As they both caught their breath, Mandy felt a sense of satisfaction wash over her. This was what she had worked for—the power, the pleasure, the ability to bend others to her will. And yet, there was a part of her that still craved more, that still remembered the heady rush of being entirely at someone else's mercy.

Little did she know, that craving was about to be more than satisfied.
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