
        
            
                
            
        

    
First Tests

Chapter 1: Oral Certification

Kylie arrived at Bennett & Grayson early on Monday morning, the kind of early where the streets outside were still slick with dew and the building hummed with quiet anticipation. Her stomach twisted—not with dread, but with a slow-burning excitement she couldn’t ignore. The memory of Mr. Hunter’s memo lingered in her mind like a whispered promise, and her fingers flexed against the strap of her briefcase as she stepped into the elevator.

The doors opened to the executive suite, its usual air of polished authority replaced with something thicker, heavier. The scent of leather and bourbon clung to the air, mixing with the faint musk of something undeniably carnal. Mr. Hunter stood by the window, silhouetted against the first golden streaks of dawn, his tailored suit hugging the broad lines of his shoulders. The way the light crept under his collar, casting shadows on his collarbones, made Kylie's stomach clench.

“You’re early,” he noted, the corner of his mouth tilting in a smirk as he turned to face her. “Eager.” His voice rumbled deep, a sound that vibrated through every nerve in her body.

Kylie swallowed, her throat dry. “I didn’t want to be late for my… training.” The word felt strange on her tongue, heavy with implication.

His chuckle was low, knowing. “Good girl,” he said, his eyes darkening with approval. “Impatience is one thing, but dedication? That's something special.”

He gestured to the high-backed, plush leather chair in front of his desk, the kind that made her feel small and vulnerable when she sank into it. Her breath hitched as he slid a thick manual toward her. Deep Throat Proficiency: A Guide to Maximum Penetration. The title alone sent a jolt of heat between her thighs, her core tightening involuntarily.

“Today, we assess your fundamentals,” Mr. Hunter murmured, circling his desk with predatory grace. His fingers tugged at his tie, loosening it with slow precision that made her mouth water. “You’ll be tested on endurance, technique, and above all—obedience.”

Before she could reply, the door behind her swung open. Kylie turned, her pulse spiking as a line of men filed in—one by one, each more imposing than the last. Thompson from Accounting, his thick thighs evident even under his suit, his cock already straining against the fabric of his slacks. Reynolds from Legal, his long fingers tapping a staccato rhythm on his thigh as he watched her with keen, assessing eyes. Even the broad-shouldered security chief who rarely spoke, his arms crossed over his chest in a silent challenge.

The air in the room grew thick, charged with tension and unspoken challenge. All of them hard, all of them watching her with an intensity that made her skin prickle and her breath come faster.

Mr. Hunter clasped her shoulder, his grip firm. "First candidate," he said, nodding to Thompson—a man with an unmistakable hunger in his gaze. "Show me what you can do."

Kylie didn't hesitate. She dropped to her knees, her palms pressing into the plush carpet as she leaned forward. Thompson's belt clinked as he undid it, his girth springing free, already flushed and eager. The musky, heady scent of his arousal filled her nostrils.

Her lips parted, her tongue sliding over the head before she took him deep, her throat fluttering around the intrusion. She gagged—once, twice—before finding the rhythm, her fingers digging into his hips to steady herself. The stretch was immediate, a pressure that bordered on pain as it hollowed her cheeks. But it was a good pain, a welcome ache that she craved.

“Good,” Mr. Hunter murmured above her, the click of a stopwatch punctuating his praise. “But I need you deeper.”

She obeyed, hollowing her cheeks as she worked him, her jaw straining with the effort. The taste of salt and musk coated her tongue, the sounds of his ragged breaths filling the room as he fisted one hand in her hair. She relished the weight of him in her mouth, the way her own arousal soaked through her panties with each groan she coaxed from his lips.

One by one, they came to her, each man with their own unique rhythm and need. Reynolds with his long, teasing strokes that made her gasp, his tip brushing the sensitive spot at the back of her throat. The security chief's thick cock stretching her lips until they ached, his hands on her head guiding her with a dominance that left no room for hesitation. Her throat burned, her body thrumming with an unexpected pleasure as she serviced each of them, her core dripping with arousal as she lost herself in the raw, carnal act.

The last was Mr. Hunter himself. He gripped her hair, guiding her onto him with a dominance that left no room for hesitation. “This is what you were made for,” he growled, thrusting deep.

Kylie's vision blurred, her body trembling as she took him to the hilt, her submission complete. She could feel him in the very pit of her stomach, the pressure of his arousal burning through every nerve. When he finally pulled away, her lips were swollen, her breath ragged. Mr. Hunter smoothed a thumb over her cheek, his voice a dark promise.

“Tomorrow, we see if you can handle more than just your mouth.”

Kylie shivered, already aching for it. The pain in her jaw, the soreness at the back of her throat, the wetness that soaked through her panties—all of it blended together into a heady cocktail of pleasure and anticipation. She knew that this was only the beginning, that Mr. Hunter had far more planned for her "training". And God, she couldn't wait to see what he had in store.

Chapter 2: Anal Accreditation

The office hummed with a different kind of tension when Kylie stepped inside on Wednesday. It wasn’t the sharp, anticipatory electricity of Monday’s oral training—this was heavier, slower, like the air itself was pressing down on her. She smoothed her skirt, the silk whisper of fabric against her thighs reminding her of how exposed she’d been, how thoroughly used.

Mr. Hunter was waiting, leaning against the edge of his desk with that same predator’s grin. “Punctual again,” he noted, eyes dragging over her. “Tell me, Kylie—does your eagerness come from ambition, or do you just crave the lessons?”

She wet her lips, refusing to look away. “Does it matter?”

His chuckle was dark, appreciative. “Not today.” He pushed off the desk and crossed to the polished mahogany cabinet behind him, withdrawing a long velvet case. The hinges released with a soft click, revealing a gleaming row of plugs—each one thicker than the last, their smooth surfaces catching the morning light.

“Anal Accreditation,” he said, tracing a finger along the largest one, its circumference intimidating even at a glance. “A necessary step in your… refinement.”

Kylie’s breath hitched, her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. She knew anal training was coming, but seeing those plugs laid out so deliberately sent a shiver through her, anticipation mixed with nerves. “All of them?”

“One at a time,” Mr. Hunter replied coolly, plucking the smallest from the case. He rolled it between his fingers, the smooth silicone catching his fingertips. “Your body will learn. It has no choice.”

He guided her to the couch, pressing her down onto her stomach. His fingers found the heat between her cheeks, teasing her entrance before pushing in suddenly. Kylie gasped, her body clenching around the intrusion. He worked a second finger in, scissoring them slowly to stretch her open.

“Relax,” he murmured, voice deep and firm. “Let me in.”

His fingers withdrew, and he pressed the first plug against her sphincter. The cool silicone pressed and prodded, making her tense up. “Breathe,” he ordered, his tone leaving no room for refusal.

She inhaled deeply, feeling her muscles loosen. That was when he pushed, pressing the plug in with slow, relentless pressure. The stretch was sudden and intense, her body protesting with a keening cry. Then, just as suddenly, it popped past the ring of muscle, sliding into her with a soft splat.

“Good girl,” Mr. Hunter praised, his hand coming down on her ass in a stinging slap. Pleasure sparked through her at the pain, her ass cheeks jiggling from the impact. “Now walk.”

She stood on unsteady legs, every step sending a jolt through her core. The plug shifted inside her, a constant reminder of the foreign weight stretching her. She walked around the office, the fullness growing more noticeable with each step, her arousal building as she surrendered to the new sensation.

Mr. Hunter watched her intently, drinking in her reactions. When she thought she couldn’t take more, he called her over, pulling the next plug from the case. This one was bigger, the stretch more pronounced. Kylie whimpered as he worked it in, her body protesting before yielding with a breathless sigh.

The process repeated throughout the day, each plug a little larger than the last. She walked and sat and bent over, her body adapting to each new intrusion. By afternoon, she was aching and desperate, her pussy throbbing with need. But Mr. Hunter seemed determined to keep her on edge, denying her release even as he pushed her further.

When he finally brought out the largest plug, Kylie felt a shiver of fear and excitement. It was massive, the circumference thick and intimidating. She bent over the desk, her cheek pressed to the cool wood, her legs trembling.

Mr. Hunter worked the plug in slowly, his fingers stretching her open until she thought she’d break. The burn was exquisite, pain blending with pleasure as he pushed her to her limits. She bit back a scream, tears pricking at the corners of her eyes.

And then suddenly, he was done. The plug seated deep inside her with a wet pop, her body clenching around it. Kylie sobbed, her body overwhelmed by the fullness, the ache of overextension.

Mr. Hunter stroked her hair, his tone soft and approving. “Very good, Kylie.” But even as he praised her, she felt movement behind her. Mr. Grayson was there, rolling up his sleeves with a calmness that belied the heat in his eyes.

“Relax,” he ordered, his voice rough and commanding. “Or this will hurt.”

His fingers found her stretched hole, probing and stretching her further than she thought possible. Kylie cried out as he worked her open, the pain so intense it bordered on pleasure. And then, impossibly, she felt his knuckles pressing against her. His fist.

She screamed as he sank into her inch by inch, the stretch obscene and unbearable. Her vision whited out, her body trembling on the edge of overwhelming sensation. And then, suddenly, he bottomed out.

Pleasure exploded through her, deep and shocking, radiating out from her core. Kylie screamed again, her nails digging into the desk as her body clenched around him. Her pussy spasmed, gushing around nothing, her entire being consumed by the intensity of it.

When it was over, she collapsed onto the couch, her body slick with sweat, her ass twitching around the emptiness. Mr. Hunter stroked her hair, his voice a whisper against her ear.

“Friday,” he said, “we test your endurance.”

Kylie shivered, her exhausted body already aching for more, knowing there would be no stopping him.

Chapter 3: Endurance Testing

Kylie stepped into the office on Friday morning, her body still thrumming from the brutal lessons of the week. The relentless stretch of Anal Accreditation lingered, a phantom ache that made every step a reminder of just how far she’d been pushed. She smoothed her hands over her skirt, the fabric clinging to her thighs, already damp with anticipation.

The memo had been clear: Endurance Testing.

Mr. Hunter waited beside her cubicle, his gaze sharp as a blade. He held a clipboard, fingers tapping the edge with quiet impatience. “Eight hours,” he said, his voice low and deliberate. “No breaks. No mercy. Your body belongs to the office today, Kylie. Every inch of it.”

She swallowed, her pulse fluttering beneath her skin. “I understand.”

He smirked, leaning in close enough that his breath ghosted over her ear. “Prove it.”

Her first task was deceptively simple—continue typing a quarterly report while the junior analyst from Accounting fucked her from behind. His grip on her hips was firm, his thrusts steady and unrelenting, his cock driving deep into her with every word her shaking fingers typed. Kylie’s fingers trembled over the keyboard, every punctuation mark punctuated by a sharp gasp that threatened to cut her off. The rhythmic slap of skin against skin filled the cubicle, drowned out only by the occasional murmur of coworkers passing by, oblivious to the debauchery taking place mere feet away.

She adapted quickly, learning to arch her back just so, to clench her tight, slick walls around him when his rhythm faltered, drawing out his curses. The desk creaked beneath her, her blouse clinging to her skin as sweat gathered between her breasts, her nipples straining against the thin fabric. With each thrust, her hips rocked forward, fingers dancing across the keys.

The words blurred together on the screen, a jumble of numbers and words as her focus fractured under the relentless assault. Her thighs trembled, knees spreading wider to accommodate his insistent thrusts. When her chair rolled away, she let it, sinking to her knees, fingers still moving, as he hauled her back onto his cock, never breaking his pace.

By midmorning, she was summoned to the elevator. The maintenance worker waiting inside barely spared her a glance before yanking her against the mirrored wall, his hands rough on her skin. He shoved her skirt up to her waist, fingers delving between her thighs to find her already swollen, aching clit. She cried out, head thumping against the glass as he stroked her, his calloused digit circling her sensitive bud.

His free hand reached for the hem of her blouse, shoved it up, freeing her breasts from the confines of her bra. Cool air nipped at her nipples as he pinched them between his fingers, rolling the stiff peaks until she writhed against him.

The elevator dinged, doors sliding open on an empty floor. For a heartbeat, she thought they’d been caught—but the man just chuckled darkly and pushed her to her knees, his cock springing free from his jeans, the broad head already beaded with lust.

She opened her mouth, letting him thrust into her, savoring the taste of him, the way he filled her throat. His hands tangled in her hair, holding her in place as he fucked her face, hips snapping forward.

The elevator dinged again, the doors sliding shut before he pulled away, zipper crawling up. She collapsed to her hands and knees, lips swollen, thighs sticky with his release. The doors opened again before she could right herself, a group of employees stepping in, their faces impassive as they passed her, the scent of sex heavy in the enclosed space.

Lunch was a blur of hands and mouths. The conference table was polished mahogany, cool against her bare skin as she knelt beneath it, taking one partner into her mouth while another claimed her from behind. Their voices above her were businesslike, discussing mergers and acquisitions as if she weren’t there, as if she weren’t choking on cock, her thighs slick with sweat and pleasure.

The one behind her angled his hips just so, hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She moaned around the thick shaft filling her mouth, the sound muffled and garbled. When he reached between her legs to stroke her clit, she bit down hard, drawing a pained hiss from him.

He yanked her off, spinning her around to face him. “Open your mouth,” he growled, cock slamming into her throat. She obeyed, hands flying to his thighs, nails digging into his skin as he fucked her face.

The conference room door swung open, three more men entering the room, their eyes dark with hunger. They didn't hesitate, diving in, hands roaming her body, mouths covering her skin. The table creaked under the onslaught, her body a quivering, mewling mess.

The afternoon passed in a haze of bodies—too many faces, too many names, all fading into the same singular purpose. Every room, every surface became a battleground, her endurance the only thing keeping her upright. She was bent over a filing cabinet, skirt hiked up, panties shoved down as a cock rammed into her, his hands bruising her hips. Leaned against the door of the supply closet, his mouth latched to her clit as he brought her to shattering climax after climax.

When Mr. Grayson finally appeared, his presence alone sent a bolt of desire through her spent body. His hands dwarfed her waist as he lifted her onto the edge of her desk, spreading her thighs wide.

“One last test,” he growled, pushing into her with one ruthless thrust.

Kylie arched, nails scraping against the wood as he set a brutal pace. There was no finesse now, no teasing—just the raw, unyielding demand for her surrender. He was as hard as stone inside her, stretching her, filling her completely. Every drag of his cock against her walls sent sparks of pleasure through her. 

She gasped, her vision swimming as he pounded into her, the desk creaking, threatening to give way under the force of his assault. When it was over, he pulled out abruptly, painting her stomach with his release. She slumped against him, her legs trembling, body still humming with the aftershocks.

Mr. Hunter’s fingers brushed the sweat-damp hair from her forehead.

“Next week,” he murmured, “we see how much further you can bend.” 

Kylie exhaled, her body worn down to bone, muscles aching in ways she never knew possible, and still, still she craved more. She knew she would take whatever they gave her, endure every test, every trial. Because the pain and the pleasure had become one and the same, a high she was powerless to deny.

Chapter 4: The Boardroom Gangbang

Kylie walked into Bennett & Grayson on Monday morning with a slow, deliberate roll to her hips - every step a delicious reminder of the week prior. Her thighs still ached from relentless use, her throat still tender from deep, greedy swallows. She pressed the elevator button with a knuckle, her skin buzzing with anticipation.

Mr. Hunter was waiting by the boardroom, arms crossed, his tie already loosened. His smirk was sharp enough to cut glass. His dark eyes scanned over her curves, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the swell of her lips. A low groan rumbled in his chest.

"You survived Week 1," he said, stepping into her space, his fingers tracing the delicate collar of her blouse. The rough pads grazed her skin, sending goosebumps prickling along her arms. "But Week 2 is where we separate the eager girls from the truly devoted ones."

Kylie wet her lips, tasting the faint salt of last night's encounters. "What's my first assignment?" Her voice was a breathy murmur, almost submissive.

The glint in his eyes sent a shiver down her spine, his thumb brushing the jut of her chin. "Team cohesion." His voice rumbled, a promise and a threat.

He pushed open the boardroom doors and gestured for her to enter. The scent of expensive cologne and musk swirled around her, thick and heady.

Twelve men sat around the polished table, their eyes darkening as she stepped inside. Suits crisp, hands clasped, jaws hard. The air vibrated with tension, something predatory.

Mr. Hunter guided her forward, his grip firm on her elbow. "Gentlemen, meet your morning briefing." His tone was casual, but his hand lingered, possessive.

A ripple of laughter, low and rough, filled the room. Glances raked over her - appreciative, hungry, hungry.

Kylie's pulse hammered as Hunter leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Your task is simple - service them all. Every hole, every cock, no hesitation." His breath warmed her skin and she drew in a sharp breath. "Show them why you earned those certifications."

Before she could respond, hands were on her. One man tugged her blouse open, buttons scattering across the table in a splash of white. The cool air kissed her skin and she shivered. Another dragged her skirt up her thighs, fingers sliding beneath the silk of her panties, skimming over the damp lace.

Then she was on her knees.

The first cock pressed against her lips, thick and heavy. She opened obediently, letting him slide deep, her tongue working along his length. His musky taste filled her mouth as he groaned, fingers tangling through her hair. Behind her, someone yanked her panties aside, the blunt head of another man pushing into her ass without preamble. Kylie gasped, her moan muffled by the cock in her throat.

Hands gripped her hair, her hips, her breasts - every inch of her claimed at once. Someone lifted her onto the table, spreading her wide as two more men stepped forward, their cocks brushing against her soaked cunt. She arched her back, offering herself up, desperate to be filled.

"Look at her," one executive murmured, dragging his thumb over her clit. "Takes it like she was made for it." His voice was a dark purr and Kylie whimpered around the cock in her mouth, her hips bucking involuntarily.

Kylie lost count of how many times her mouth was used - cock after cock sliding over her tongue, her lips glossy and swollen. One man fucked her face with slow, deliberate thrusts, his fingers twisting painful in her hair. Another pulled her onto all fours, mounting her from behind, his hips slamming into her with bruising force. She felt stretched impossibly wide, every nerve screaming.

Her body burned, every nerve alight. The slap of skin, the wet, filthy sounds of her holes being used, the murmured praises - "Fuck, she’s perfect. She's a natural. Take it all, you greedy slut."

Kylie lost herself in it. No pretense, no shame - just pure, unfiltered pleasure. She came with a scream as someone’s fingers found her clit, her walls fluttering around the cock buried inside her. Her vision whited and she sagged against the table, spent.

One by one, they finished on her - hot streaks of cum painting her face, her tits, her gaping holes. She panted, her limbs trembling, her skin slick with sweat and spend. The musk of sex hung heavy in the air.

Mr. Hunter watched from the head of the table, his fingers steepled. His eyes were dark with lust, his breathing shallow. "Impressive," he mused, the corner of his mouth twitching upwards. "But your Final Presentation will require much more."

Kylie licked her lips, tasting salt and sin. A shiver raced down her spine at the promise in his tone. She couldn't wait.

Chapter 5: The Final Presentation

The conference room buzzed with anticipation. Kylie stood at the front, the gleaming black collar around her throat a stark contrast to her otherwise bare body. The air was thick with the musk of arousal and the collective gaze of Bennett & Grayson's employees searing into her skin like a brand.

Mr. Hunter stepped forward, his crisp suit a sharp contrast to her submissive vulnerability. "Gentlemen—and ladies," he amended with a respectful nod toward the female executives present, "today marks the culmination of Kylie's Performance Enhancement Program. Consider this a... comprehensive review."

A ripple of dark, knowing laughter rolled through the crowd.

Kylie didn't wait for instruction. With fluid grace, she sank to her knees on the cold floor, the sensation seeping into her skin as the first volunteer approached. The junior associate was already straining against his slacks, his cock hard and ready. She made quick work of his zipper, her fingers deft as she freed his length.

She leaned in, her breath warm against his sensitive flesh before she took him deep into her mouth. The room erupted in cheers as she hollowed her cheeks, swallowing him to the root. He groaned, fingers tangling in her hair, hips jerking forward as he fucked her mouth. She let him use her throat, her muscles fluttering around him, her eyes watering just enough to make the display more lewdly obscene.

When he came with a guttural moan, she held him there, swallowing every pulse of his release before turning her attention to the next man in line with a suggestive smile.

One after another, they stepped forward, each thicker, harder, more demanding than the last. She serviced them without hesitation, her lips slick and swollen, her chin streaked with spit and pre-cum. The audience murmured in approval, some shifting restlessly in their seats, others openly palming themselves through their clothes as they watched.

Then came the true test of her submission.

Mr. Grayson himself rose from his seat, rolling up his sleeves as he approached with a deliberate slowness. A hush fell over the room as he uncapped a bottle of lube, coating his fingers before circling them around Kylie's puckered entrance. She arched instinctively, her breath hitching as he pressed inside, one thick digit sinking deep into her tight heat.

"Let's assess her anal proficiency," he announced, his voice rough with desire.

Kylie moaned, loud and unashamed, as he added a second finger, then a third, stretching her wide. The stretch burned, but she reveled in it, rocking back against his hand, her hole clenching around his knuckles. The crowd leaned in, transfixed by the obscene glide of his fingers, the way her body yielded completely to his touch.

When he withdrew, she barely had a moment to catch her breath before the real endurance test began.

Hands guided her onto the conference table, bending her over, spreading her legs wide. The first cock pushed into her pussy without warning, filling her in one hard thrust that made her gasp. She gripped the polished wood, nails scraping against the surface as another man positioned himself at her ass, sinking in with a guttural groan.

They took her in turns, switching holes, switching positions, fucking her with a relentless rhythm that left her jolting with each new entry. Her moans grew ragged, her skin flushing with exertion as the heat and friction coiled tighter in her belly. She lost count of how many there were - ten? Twenty? - only that the line never seemed to end, the intensity building higher and higher until she came with a broken, keening cry.

Still, they didn't stop.

The board members surrounded her, using every inch of her at once—her mouth, her tits, her cunt, her ass. They filled and stretched her, stroking and pinching, their hands and cocks never leaving her skin as they pushed her to the brink over and over. She was nothing but a shuddering, overstimulated mess by the time the last man spilled his load inside her, the room exploding in applause at her complete debasement.

Mr. Hunter stepped forward, a rolled parchment in hand. He unfurled it with a flourish before the crowd. "By unanimous decision," he declared, "Kylie is hereby awarded Bennett & Grayson's highest honor—the title of Most Valuable Free-Use Asset."

As he pressed the certificate into her trembling hands, he leaned close, his breath hot against her ear. "Wait until you see what we have planned for your promotion."

Kylie's lips curled into a spent, sated smile, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She had survived the final test, but she knew this was just the beginning of her debasement.

The audience filed out, buzzing with excited whispers about who might volunteer for the next program. Kylie couldn't wait to find out.

Chapter 6: Promotion Day

It had been a month since Kylie's final presentation, a month of quiet anticipation and whispers of what was to come. The day of her promotion finally arrived, and she stood outside Mr. Hunter's office with a blend of nerves and arousal.

"Come in," he called without looking up from his desk.

She entered, closing the door behind her. Mr. Hunter glanced up, his eyes dark with possessive intent as they raked over her body. "Kylie," he murmured, "I trust you're ready to embrace your new role."

"Yes, sir," she replied, her voice steady.

"Good." He pushed back from his desk and stood, moving to a door Kylie hadn't noticed before. "This is your new office. Your very own space where you'll be available to service the entire company."

The room was small but lavish, with a plush bed in the center and various toys laid out on a table. Kylie's heart pounded as she realized the full extent of her new position.

Mr. Hunter pressed close behind her, his hand cupping her breast. "From now on, this is where you'll spend your days, servicing whoever needs you. You'll be dressed in strap-ons for the men and stuffed with vibrators for the women. You'll ride cocks and take fingers and tongues until you're dripping. And you'll love every second of it, won't you?"

"Yes, sir," Kylie gasped, arching into his touch.

"Good girl," he growled, nipping her ear. "I'll let you get settled in. I'm sure your first visitors will be along soon."

He left her there, alone with her thoughts and the weight of her new reality. Kylie's body tingled with anticipation as she stripped off her clothes and climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs in invitation.

The first knock came soon after, followed by another, and another, until the room was filled with the moans and grunts of hungry colleagues. Kylie lost track of time, lost in a haze of pleasure and pain as she was used in every possible way.

When the last person finally left, Kylie collapsed back against the pillows, her body aching and sated. She knew this was just the beginning of her life as Bennett & Grayson's most valuable asset.

And deep down, she couldn't wait to see what other depraved delights awaited her.


2nd Round

Chapter 1: Required Training

The fluorescent lights hummed softly overhead as Kylie adjusted the hem of her skirt - short enough to tease, but just barely professional. The office of Bennett & Grayson was quiet this early, save for the occasional clack of heels or murmur of hushed conversation. Kylie had earned a reputation here, though not for her filing skills or coffee-making prowess. No, she was known for something far more hands-on.

Her phone buzzed on the desk—a new email. The subject line made her breath hitch:

"Professional Development Course – Mandatory Enrollment"

Attached was a memo from Mr. Hunter, her boss - tall, commanding, the kind of man who didn’t ask twice. His piercing blue eyes always seemed to bore into her soul, as if daring her to refuse him. Her fingers trembled as she opened it.

"Kylie,

As part of your ongoing internship evaluation, you have been selected for a specialized performance enhancement program. This course will test your adaptability, multitasking, and stress management under… unique conditions. 

Your first session begins today at noon in my office. Dress appropriately.

- Mr. Hunter"

Kylie’s pulse raced as she read the words over and over again, trying to process their meaning. "Dress appropriately" was code for one thing - no panties, skirt hiked up just enough to flash the curve of her ass. She’d been the office's "free use" slut for weeks now, letting her coworkers take her bent over filing cabinets or in the supply closet, but this? This was something else entirely.

A slow smirk curled her lips as she reread the memo, a tingle of excitement sparking in her loins. Shock melted into curiosity, then into something hotter, darker. She’d always been eager to please, but this? This was official. Officially sanctioned by Mr. Hunter himself.

And Mr. Hunter? He was watching from his glass-walled office, fingers steepled, satisfied. The way his eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled told her he knew exactly what he was doing to her. This was only the beginning of her transformation, and he was determined to see it through.

Kylie's heart hammered against her ribcage as she stood up from her desk, skirt riding up just the tiniest bit. She took a deep breath, smoothing her blouse and heading towards Mr. Hunter's office with a subtle sway of her hips. Her nipples hardened under the thin fabric, tingling with anticipation.

The door was slightly ajar, a silent invitation. She pushed it open, announcing her presence with a soft knock.

"Come in," came Mr. Hunter's deep, authoritative voice.

She stepped inside, eyes downcast. "Yes sir?" she asked meekly, voice raspy.

Mr. Hunter remained seated behind his desk, piercing blue eyes roaming over her form, from the swell of her breasts to the curve of her ass. "Kylie, do you know why you're here?" he asked, voice firm but not unkind.

"Yes sir," she whispered. "The memo... the professional development course..."

He nodded, a hint of a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth. "Correct. I believe you have a lot of potential, Kylie. Potential I intend to help you realize."

Kylie swallowed hard, pulse quickening. She had no idea what to expect, but she knew it would be intense. Mr. Hunter didn't do anything halfway. A shiver ran down her spine at the thought of what he might put her through.

"Strip," he commanded abruptly. "Now."

Kylie froze for a moment, blood rushing to her face. But she knew better than to question him. Slowly, she reached up and unbuttoned her blouse, letting it fall to the floor, revealing her heaving breasts. Her bra came next, and she set it aside with trembling hands. Then, with a deep breath, she hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her skirt and panties and wiggled out of them, leaving her bared and exposed.

Mr. Hunter's eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her naked body. "Good girl," he praised, voice a low rumble. "Now, get on your knees."

Kylie sank to the floor, heart pounding. What was he going to do to her? She'd been used by so many of her coworkers already, but Mr. Hunter was different. More dangerous. More powerful.

She heard him stand up, feel the vibrations of his footsteps as he came around the desk. Then his hand was in her hair, yanking her head back.

"You're going to learn to obey, Kylie," he growled, other hand wrapping around her throat. "To submit completely to me. Because that's what you're here for, isn't it?"

"Yes sir," she whispered, breath hitching. "I'm yours. Completely."

Mr. Hunter's grip tightened, cutting off her air supply. She gasped, eyes watering, but made no move to resist. This was what she craved - complete surrender, domination. And Mr. Hunter was the only one who could give it to her.

After a few long, terrifying seconds, he released her, smirking as she coughed and sputtered. "Good girl," he murmured again. "Now, get back to work. We have a lot to do today."

Kylie nodded, scrambling to her feet and snatching up her clothes. She dressed quickly, mind reeling. She knew this was only the beginning of her transformation. And she couldn't wait to see what Mr. Hunter had in store for her next.

Chapter 2: Multitasking Drills

Kylie's heels clicked against the polished hardwood floor as she approached Mr. Hunter's office the next morning, a sense of nervous anticipation fluttered in her stomach. The air inside the office hung thick with the unmistakable scent of fine leather and Mr. Hunter's signature cologne - an intoxicating blend that stirred her blood. Each step brought back the vivid memory of his strong fingers tightening around her throat yesterday, igniting a heat that pooled between her legs.

The door was already slightly ajar, as if waiting for her arrival. Inside, Mr. Hunter leaned casually against his expansive mahogany desk, arms casually folded across his broad chest. His eyes gleamed with amusement, following her every movement. Beside him stood Ms. Thompson, the office manager, her sharp, angular features unreadable as she tapped a sleek black strap-on against her palm, the sound echoing through the room.

"Right on time," Mr. Hunter mused smoothly, a hint of a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. "Today's lesson will be testing your ability to multitask under pressure, Miss Jenner."

Kylie's pulse stuttered at the authoritative tone in his voice, but she knew better than to ask for clarification on the mysterious statement. Instead, she inclined her head slightly in acknowledgment, her fingers twitching at her sides.

"Bend over the desk," he commanded, his eyes never leaving hers as he nodded toward the polished surface.

She swallowed past the lump that had formed in her throat, but obeyed without hesitation. Her hands smoothed up her skirt, exposing the smooth skin of her thighs before leaning forward, her stomach pressing against the cool wood. Her back arched, presenting her most vulnerable area to them.

"Panties aside," Ms. Thompson added, her voice crisp and commanding, not a trace of emotion leaking through.

Kylie's fingers trembled slightly as she hooked the lace of her panties to the side, exposing her most intimate self completely to their scrutiny. The cool air kissed her heated flesh, sending a shiver down her spine.

Mr. Hunter picked up a file from his desk, flipping it open with a flourish. "You'll be taking dictation while Ms. Thompson administers your... practical evaluation," he stated smoothly, as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Before Kylie could even process the words, the thick, lubed head of the strap-on nudged against her sensitive entrance, slipping against her slick folds. She gasped, her fingers tightening their grip on the desk's edge as it slowly pushed inside her - each inch a delicious torment that made her toes curl against her shoes.

"Memo begins," Mr. Hunter said smoothly, his voice remaining even and unaffected, as if he wasn't witness to her shameless display. "Subject: Quarterly Performance Review."

Kylie's mind scrambled, trying to focus on his words even as the toy sank deeper inside her with deliberate, measured thrusts. Each inch stretched her in a way that bordered on pain, mingling with the pleasure that coiled tightly in the pit of her stomach.

"P-P-Performance Review," she stammered, struggling to form coherent words as her body responded to the foreign intrusion.

Ms. Thompson's strong hands settled on Kylie's hips, her fingers digging into the soft flesh as she began thrusting - hard, relentless, each movement sending waves of sensation crashing through Kylie's core. The rhythm forced choked moans from her lips, her thighs trembling with the force of the movements.

"Focus," Mr. Hunter chided, a note of dark amusement coloring his voice. "Paragraph two: Despite notable enthusiasm, certain employees require further discipline to meet expectations."

Kylie's vision blurred as the toy hit a spot deep inside her that made her gasp, her fingers slipping on the keyboard. "D-Discipline—" she managed to stammer out, before a particularly sharp thrust stole her voice away entirely.

Ms. Thompson leaned down, her lips brushing against the shell of Kylie's ear as she murmured, "Such a messy little intern. Can't even type properly while getting fucked."

The humiliating words burned through Kylie, intertwining with the pleasure that coiled deep within her stomach. Her face flushed with embarrassment, but she couldn't deny the way her body responded to the degrading comment - a fresh wave of arousal flooding through her.

Mr. Hunter's voice cut through the haze, his words crisp and clear. "Final paragraph: Continued failure to perform will result in... stricter measures."

Kylie whimpered, her body tensing as the pressure built inside her with each relentless thrust of the toy. It was too much, too intense - the pleasure bordering on overwhelming. The strap-on pistoned into her, each stroke dragging her closer and closer to the edge of her release.

"Finish the memo," he commanded, his voice firm, allowing no room for argument.

Her fingers fumbled over the keys, letters jumbling together as the pleasure overtook her. She barely registered the final sentence before her orgasm crashed through her, wringing a broken cry from her throat. Her body shuddered, waves of ecstasy washing over her as she came undone.

The room fell silent, save for the sound of her ragged breathing.

Mr. Hunter plucked the printed page from the desk, scanning it with a smirk playing on his lips. "Typos," he noted, a hint of amusement in his tone. "But you adapted."

Ms. Thompson pulled out with a slick sound, patting Kylie's ass condescendingly. "Tomorrow, we'll expect better."

Kylie's legs shook as she straightened, smoothing her skirt down over her thighs with unsteady hands. The ache between her legs was sharp, lingering - a reminder of her failure to perfect the task assigned to her. And yet, as she met Mr. Hunter's gaze, she felt something else entirely stirring within her.

Anticipation.

A slow, knowing smile spread across his face as he noticed the spark in her eyes. "Dismissed," he said finally, his tone leaving no room for argument.

She turned, her hips swaying just slightly as she walked out of the office - already wondering what new lessons the next day would bring. The anticipation sizzled through her veins, igniting a fire that she knew wouldn't be easily quenched.

Chapter 3: Taking It All In

The conference room door swung open, a warm glow spilling into the dimly lit hallway. Kylie paused, the soft click of her heels on the polished tile the only sound as she hesitated, fingers brushing against the smooth handle.

With a deep breath, she pushed forward, a sliver of light widening as the door creaked on its hinges. The room was bathed in an intimate glow, the blinds a deep charcoal, filtering the morning sun to a warm haze. Shadows danced across the walls, highlighting the curves of those already seated at the long, dark table.

Ms. Thompson reclined in a sleek leather chair, one elegant leg crossed over the other, a crimson manicure tapping idly against the armrest. Kylie recognized several others from around the office - a petite woman from HR, two men from IT, their features softened in the warm light.

At the head of the table, Mr. Hunter stood tall, his tailored suit a stark contrast to the relaxed air of the room. His dark eyes met Kylie's as she entered, a flicker of approval stirring something deep within her. "Right on time," he murmured, a pleased rumble in his tone. "Good girl."

Kylie felt a flush rise to her cheeks at the praise, her skin tingling with anticipation. She took a seat at the table, the cool leather a surprise against her heated skin.

"Today," Mr. Hunter began, his voice smooth and deliberate, "we'll be testing your ability to manage stress under pressure." His gaze swept the table, lingering on each face in turn. "In this company, we must be able to perform at peak levels, no matter the circumstances."

Ms. Thompson leaned forward, her dark eyes gleaming with sly amusement. "And what better way to assess that, than with a bit of multitasking?" She stood in one fluid motion, her pencil skirt rustling as she circled the table, coming to a stop beside Kylie.

Fingers brushed against the buttons of Kylie's blouse, cool and practiced. "Let's see how you handle the pressure," Ms. Thompson purred, her breath warm against Kylie's ear.

Kylie's breath caught as the buttons yielded to Ms. Thompson's nimble digits, the fabric parting to reveal the lacy edge of her bra. The room seemed to tilt, her senses heightened by the soft murmur of voices, the clink of glasses.

"Recite the company's core values," Mr. Hunter commanded, his eyes never leaving Kylie's face.

"Integrity," she began, her voice steady. "Innovation." A hand closed around her ankle, hiking her skirt up in a smooth tug. "Excellence."

"Yes," Mr. Hunter murmured, a pleased smile playing at his lips. "Very good."

The room dissolved into a sensory overload, hands and mouths everywhere, pressing against her, stroking, teasing. Kylie's world narrowed to the delicious friction, the rough pull of a cock against her lips, the slick intrusion of a strap-on between her legs.

She lost herself in the rhythm, the relentless push and pull, the dual sensations threatening to unravel her. Pleasure coiled in her belly, hot and tight, as she teetered on the brink of release.

"Eyes on me," Mr. Hunter's voice cut through the haze, his dark eyes boring into hers.

Kylie's lashes fluttered as she struggled to maintain focus, her vision blurring at the edges. The pleasure crested, dragging a cry from her lips as her body bowed off the table.

The room erupted in quiet applause, a soft buzz of praise that seemed to hum through her very bones. She lay there, limbs heavy, skin flushed, a satisfied glow spreading through her body.

Mr. Hunter's fingers trailed through her hair, a gentle touch that belied the intensity of the moment. "Impressive," he murmured, his tone soft and approving. "But next time, we'll see how you handle real stakes."

Kylie's breath came in ragged pulls as she slid off the table, her skirt falling back into place with a whisper of fabric. She smoothed her hair, her lips still swollen, her body humming with the aftershocks.

As she stepped into the hallway, the office noise enveloped her once more - mundane, ordinary. But beneath her blouse, her pulse still raced, a reminder of the pleasure that awaited her in those secret moments, hidden away in conference rooms and quiet corners.

She couldn't wait for next week.

Chapter 4: Client Relations

Kylie arrived at Mr. Hunter’s office twenty minutes early, her stomach coiled with anticipation, the air thick with possibilities. The sleek glass doors reflected her silhouette as she stepped inside - the crisp white blouse hugging her curves, the pencil skirt accentuating the sway of her hips with each step, her lips painted a sultry red that promised both innocence and experience. She inhaled deeply, the scent of expensive leather and cologne a reminder of the power and control that lay within these walls.

The office was empty, but a single sheet of paper lay centered on his desk, the black ink stark against the cream stationery like a dark promise. Kylie's pulse jumped as she read the note, her fingers trembling slightly as she reached out to touch it.

Strip. Cuff yourself to the chair. Gag. Do not make a sound.

The restraints were already laid out beside the note - thick leather cuffs that looked deceptively delicate, a sleek black ball gag that promised to keep her cries of pleasure quiet. Kylie ran her fingers over them, feeling the texture send a shiver down her spine, anticipation already building in her core.

With trembling hands, she unbuttoned her blouse, letting it slide from her shoulders, the cool air caressing her skin. She stepped out of her pencil skirt next, then her lacy panties, folding each garment neatly on the edge of the desk, every movement deliberate and sensual.

The cold leather of the chair pressed against her bare thighs as she sat, the leather cuffs cool against her skin as she fastened them around her wrists, clicking them into place behind her back with a satisfying snap. Bound. Exposed. Vulnerable.

The gag came next. Kylie parted her lips, the smooth silicone pressing against her tongue, the strap cool and tight as she secured it behind her head. A muffled whimper escaped her lips as she tested the restraints, feeling the lack of give, the inescapable nature of her position. Bound. Exposed. Vulnerable.

The door clicked open and Kylie's heart raced, her body already humming with anticipation. Mr. Hunter strode in, his confident presence filling the room, his amber eyes dark with promise as they raked over her restrained form. "Ah," he murmured, a pleased smile playing on his lips. "Our incentive package is already prepared."

Stevens, the broad-shouldered man in a tailored suit, stepped forward, his sharp jaw and predatory gaze leaving no doubt as to his identity. "I see you weren't exaggerating," he said, his voice deep and rough, his eyes raking over Kylie's body with interest.

Mr. Hunter circled her like a shark, his fingers trailing along her collarbone, down to the swell of her breast. "She's responsive," he said, his thumb brushing over her nipple, drawing a sharp inhale from her. "Obedient." His other hand slid down her side, gripping her hip possessively. "And very, very eager to please."

Kylie's breath hitched as Stevens stepped closer, his polished shoes nudging her knees apart, the cool leather a contrast to the heat of her skin. "Let's see just how eager," he growled, his hand sliding up her inner thigh, his fingers rough as they dipped between her folds.

She jerked against the cuffs, a muffled moan escaping as he stroked her, his touch clinical, assessing. "Wet already," Stevens noted, his voice thick with amusement. "You train them well."

Mr. Hunter smirked, his hand tangled in her hair, tilting her head back to expose her throat. "She knows her purpose," he murmured, his other hand gripping her hip to hold her still as Stevens pushed a second finger inside her.

Kylie's back arched, her thighs trembling as Stevens worked her with ruthless precision, his fingers curling against her inner walls, stroking her in all the right places. "If we move forward with these terms," Stevens said, his voice steady even as he fucked her deeper, "I'll expect her availability to be exclusive during negotiations."

Mr. Hunter's hand tightened in her hair, his lips brushing against her ear. "Of course," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. "She's yours whenever you need... stress relief."

Stevens withdrew his fingers with a slick sound, smearing her arousal across her thigh. "Deal," he said, his voice deep with satisfaction. The contract was signed with a flourish, but Kylie barely noticed, her body still tingling from Stevens' touch.

Stevens was already unbuckling his belt, his cock springing free, thick and flushed. He gripped her hips, yanking her to the edge of the chair before driving into her with one brutal thrust. Kylie screamed into the gag, her body stretched wide, her cunt clenching around him. Stevens didn't slow, didn't gentle - just fucked her with the same ruthless efficiency he'd negotiated with, his hips slapping against hers with each powerful thrust.

Mr. Hunter watched with a pleased smirk, his own arousal visible through his slacks. "Such a good girl," he murmured, stepping closer. "Taking it so well." He reached out, his fingers stroking over her clit, sending sparks of pleasure through her body.

Stevens groaned, his grip bruising as he pounded into her, his rhythm erratic. "Fuck - tight little - " His words cut off as he spilled inside her with a guttural moan, his cock pulsing as he filled her with his seed.

He pulled out with a wet sound, leaving Kylie dripping, trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. But Mr. Hunter didn't let her rest. He freed his cock, pressing it to her lips. "Clean him off," he commanded, his voice soft but firm.

She opened obediently, her tongue lapping at the head, tasting salt and musk as Mr. Hunter thrust deep, fucking her throat with slow, deliberate strokes. She gagged and choked around him, tears streaming down her cheeks, but she didn't stop, determined to please.

By the time they were done, Kylie's body was limp, her mind hazy with pleasure. Stevens straightened his tie, his smirk satisfied as he left without another word. Mr. Hunter uncuffed her, his fingers gentle as they traced the red marks on her wrists. "You exceeded expectations," he murmured, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Next time, we'll see how you handle multiple clients."

Kylie's breath hitched, a shiver running down her spine at the promise. She couldn't wait.

Chapter 5: The Intensive Course

Kylie woke with her skin already humming, the memory of Mr. Hunter’s words curling hot and urgent in her stomach. "Intensive training." The phrase had played on loop in her dreams, twisting into something dark and delicious. She dressing quickly, her fingers fumbling with buttons as arousal made her movements clumsy and desperate. The office loomed ahead, the glass doors revealing the usual bustle of professionals—men in sharp suits, women in heels clicking across marble—but today, she saw none of it, her focus solely on Hunter and the unknown challenges that awaited her.

Hunter awaited her in his office, lounging behind his desk like a king surveying his domain. His intense gaze flicked over her, lingering on the flush creeping up her neck and the way her nipples strained against her shirt. "You're eager," he observed, a sly smile curving his lips.

She bit her lip, feeling heat pool between her thighs. "You promised me a challenge." Her voice was a breathy whisper, barely audible over the pounding of her heart.

His smile was slow, dangerous, a promise of the pleasures to come. "Endurance. Adaptability. Public performance." He listed each word like a gift, watching her pupils dilate with anticipation. "Starting now."

The first test came swiftly, as unexpected as it was exhilarating. An elevator ride, naked but for a pair of strappy heels and a clipboard clutched to her chest to shield her modesty. The doors slid shut behind her with a soft chime, sealing her inside the small, enclosed space with the quiet hum of machinery. Then the first stop.

A group of colleagues stepped in, their conversation stuttering as they took in the nude form of the accounting assistant they'd once dismissed as just another face in the crowd. Recognition flashed in their eyes—Kylie from accounting, they’d whisper later—but now, hands were already reaching, eager to explore. Fingers traced the curve of her ass, palms cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples to stiff peaks. The clipboard fell to the floor as someone pressed her against the wall, a hot mouth sucking bruises along her collarbone.

She gasped, hips rocking involuntarily as another hand slid between her thighs, stroking her with casual expertise. Cool metal and warm skin jostled as they crowded into the elevator, but no one stopped them, not even when the elevator dinged, announcing another floor. More people filed in, adding to the press of bodies and the throbbing heat building inside her. New hands joined, squeezing, pinching, spreading her wider, sending jolts of electricity through her core. She came silently, teeth sinking into her lip as slick coated the fingers working her.

By the time she stumbled out, her legs were shaking and her skin was slick with arousal.

The cafeteria was worse, if only because it required a different kind of endurance. Kneeling under a table, her knees pressed into cold tile, she waited until someone sat above her, the sound of their chair scraping against the floor a quiet signal. A man’s thighs bracketed her shoulders, his zipper lowering with a quiet hiss, the musky scent of his arousal filling the air. She didn’t hesitate, taking him into her mouth, hollowing her cheeks as he groaned above the muted chatter of lunchtime conversations.

Then Ms. Thompson’s scent—vanilla and something sharper—filled her senses, a hand fisting in her hair, guiding her to wetness pressed against her lips. "Lick," came the hissed command, a barely audible whisper that made her core tighten.

Kylie obeyed without hesitation, tongue swirling through slick folds as Ms. Thompson rocked against her mouth. Above her, the man’s grip tightened, thrusting deeper down her throat with a guttural groan. Kylie’s vision blurred, pleasure coiling tight as she was used from both ends, her own arousal dripping down her thighs, soaking into her stockings.

Hunter’s open door was a dare, an invitation she couldn't resist. Perched on his desk, Kylie rode him with slow, rolling motions, her blouse unbuttoned just enough to tease. The phone was pressed to his ear, his voice calm as he discussed quarterly reports, but his fingers dug into her hips, urging her faster, deeper.

Colleagues passed by the open door, some pausing to watch with hungry eyes, hands reaching out to grope her ass, tweak her nipples as if she were part of the office decor. She bit back a moan when one slid a finger inside her alongside Hunter’s cock, stretching her impossibly fuller, the dual sensations pushing her toward the edge.

"Excellent work on the Parsons account," the client’s voice crackled through the phone, oblivious to the debauchery unfolding in the background.

Kylie whimpered, her nails scraping the desk as Hunter smirked, a sly twist of his lips. "Team effort," he replied smoothly, thrusting up hard enough to make her gasp, her inner walls contracting around him.

Blindfolded in the boardroom, she lost count of how many hands touched her, how many cocks pressed between her lips, into her cunt, against her ass—each one claiming her in some new way. One man fucked her throat while another stretched her with a thick toy, the dual sensations pushing her toward delirium, her mind hazing with pleasure.

When it ended, she collapsed onto the carpet, sweat-slick and trembling, her body aching in the most delicious way.

Hunter stroked her hair, his touch gentle, almost reverent. "You surpassed expectations," he murmured, his voice rough with praise.

Her breath hitched at the promise lacing his voice, the unspoken promise of more to come.

Tomorrow, she’d graduate, but for now, she basked in the glow of her hard-earned satisfaction, ready to face whatever challenges awaited her.

Chapter 6: Graduation Day

Kylie stepped into the office, her skin still tingling from the night before. The air smelled different—charged, like the space itself was holding its breath. Mr. Hunter leaned against his desk, arms crossed, a slow smirk curling his lips as he took in her flushed cheeks. His dark eyes shone with a suggestive gleam, his tongue dipping out to wet his lips as his gaze roamed over her curves.

"Ready for your final exam?" he asked, voice low and teasing, full of promise.

She swallowed hard, her pulse fluttering in her throat. Around them, the office had been transformed—desks shoved aside, chairs arranged in a loose circle, the center of the room left open like a stage. The chairs were positioned just right, angled to give everyone the perfect view. Her stomach tightened with anticipation and a hint of nervousness.

One by one, they filed in. Colleagues she recognized from meetings, from passing in the halls, from whispered rumors. Men in crisp shirts with sleeves rolled up just enough to show off tanned forearms, women in skirts that hugged their hips, all watching her with hungry eyes. The energy in the room was thick, suffocating, and Kylie’s breath came faster. She could feel their eyes on her skin, the heat of their stares.

Hunter didn’t waste time. A single nod, and the first hands were on her. Cool fingers skimmed up her sides, slipping under her blouse. Someone's breath ghosted over her neck as they unfastened the buttons, one by one. She shivered at the intimate touch.

Her blouse fell open, revealing the lacy black bra underneath. A collective groan rippled through the group. Fingers slipped under the cups, tweaking her nipples until they pebbled into tight peaks. She arched, gasping as teeth grazed the sensitive flesh.

Another pair of hands slid her skirt down her thighs, fingers caressing her skin. She stepped out of the garment, kicking it aside. All that remained was her bra and panties, the lacy fabric barely covering her most intimate areas. The air felt cool against her heated skin.

Someone stepped between her legs, pressing a hot mouth against her core through the dampening fabric. She cried out, fingers gripping the hair of the person kneeling before her. Her hips rocked forward, seeking more of that delicious friction.

A hand closed around her throat, not too tight to cut off her air, just enough to make her heart race. The thumb slid along her cheekbone, urging her to look up and meet Hunter's eyes. He was watching her, his expression dark with lust, his free hand slowly unbuttoning his shirt.

Moans spilled from her lips as another colleague stepped forward, pressing the thick head of his cock against her lips. She parted them willingly, taking him into her hot mouth. Her tongue swirled around the shaft, lapping up the bead of moisture at the tip. He gripped her hair, guiding her movements as he fucked her face.

Hands roamed her body, pinching, stroking, spreading her wider. A woman knelt between her legs, tongue flicking over her clit in time with the thrusts of the man fucking her from behind through her panties. Kylie’s vision blurred with pleasure, her body trembling with need.

She lost track of who was where. One moment she was bent over a table, hands gripping her hips as two cocks stretched her in ways she never thought possible. The next, she was on her back, a woman grinding against her face while another pounded into her with a strap-on, the hard length driving into her with punishing precision. The room was a symphony of skin slapping skin, of gasps and groans and the slick, filthy noise of bodies moving together.

Hunter watched from the sidelines, his gaze dark with approval. "Guess who," he murmured at one point, pressing a blindfold over her eyes.

Kylie whimpered as unfamiliar hands gripped her hips, a new cock sliding into her from behind. She focused on the feel of him—the way his fingers dug into her flesh, the rhythm of his thrusts, the faint scent of his cologne. "M-Mr. Daniels," she guessed, breath hitching as he rewarded her with a particularly hard snap of his hips.

"Good girl," Hunter praised, and the words sent a fresh wave of heat through her. His fingers raked through her hair, tugging her head back to deepen the kiss of the man still buried in her throat.

By the time it was over, Kylie was a trembling, sweat-slick mess, her body marked with bites and bruises, her skin glistening with the evidence of her efforts. The room erupted in applause, and Hunter stepped forward, pressing a rolled-up paper into her hand—a mock diploma, declaring her officially graduated.

He leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "You were perfect."

Kylie grinned, her limbs still weak, her body still humming with aftershocks. The break room couch welcomed her like an old friend, and she sprawled across it, legs lazily spread, as her colleagues cast lingering glances her way. Some of them were still getting off, using each other to satisfy their lingering urges.

Hunter’s smirk promised more. And she couldn’t wait.


The 3rd Part

Chapter 1: The Memo

The fluorescent lights above hummed a steady beat as Kylie adjusted the hem of her pencil skirt, the sound echoing off the sterile walls of the Bennett & Grayson office building. She settled into her ergonomic chair, the supple leather creaking softly beneath her. The glow of her computer screen illuminated her face, casting a digital sheen on her porcelain skin as she sipped her cooling coffee, the bitter aroma filling her nostrils and tickling the back of her throat.

With a casual finger, she scrolled through the morning's emails on the screen before her. The usual round of company announcements and project updates filled her inbox, their subject lines a jumbled mess of all caps and hyperlinks. But then, one in particular caught her eye:

Subject: Kylie’s Performance Enhancement Program

Her heart skipped a beat as she recognized the sender's name. Mr. Hunter—her boss, her superior, the man whose sharp gaze always lingered a fraction of a second too long whenever he passed her desk on his way to meetings. A shiver ran down her spine as she clicked open the message with slightly trembling fingers, a bead of sweat forming on the bridge of her nose.

The email body filled the screen:

Kylie, 

Your dedication to Bennett & Grayson has been noted, but there’s always room for… improvement. Consider this your official invitation to a three-week professional development initiative designed to maximize your workplace potential. Week Three’s itinerary is attached for your review. I suggest you prepare accordingly.

Regards, 

Mr. Hunter

Her throat went dry as she moused over to open the attachment. The document that appeared listed three bullet points:

1. Lunch Break Outreach 

2. Elevator Diplomacy 

3. After Hours Networking

No further details were given, but the implications were painfully clear. Kylie's pulse raced as she imagined the possibilities. Was this real? A test? A game? Her boss's intentions were always impossible to read, but the heat pooling low in her belly told her one thing for certain - she wanted to play along.

On autopilot, Kylie watched as the printer whirred to life, spitting out a hard copy of the memo. Her fingers felt almost detached as they reached for the paper, tracing the words like they were holy scripture. She folded it neatly, her movements precise and calculated, and tucked it into the breast pocket of her tailored blazer, right over the spot where her heart hammered against her ribs.

Whatever Mr. Hunter had in mind, she was more than ready to find out. Her fingers itched to reply, to express her eagerness to participate, but caution stayed her hand. She knew better than to show her cards so early.

The rest of the morning passed in a haze. Kylie's mind wandered ceaselessly back to the cryptic memo, her imagination conjuring all manner of scenarios. Each time she heard the click of Mr. Hunter's dress shoes on the linoleum floor, she stiffened, hoping for a glimpse of him. She pictured him towering over her desk, his eyes dark with promise, his hand reaching out to brush a stray lock of hair behind her ear...

Kylie caught the faintest smirk playing on his lips as he strode by, his eyes meeting hers briefly before he looked away. A small, secret smile curved her own lips as she watched him disappear into a meeting room. Performance enhancement, indeed... She crossed her legs, already imagining where this program might take her. And more importantly—who it might take her with.

Kylie's gaze returned to her computer screen, but the words blurred together on the monitor as her mind began to drift, conjuring up increasingly risque scenarios. By the time afternoon rolled around, she was flushed, her thoughts consumed by questions. What did those vague activities have in store for her? And exactly how far would she need to go to impress her boss?

One thing was certain - she was ready to do whatever it took. Her work ethic and dedication had never wavered, but this was different. This was personal. A chance to prove herself in a whole new way.

As the day drew to a close, Kylie packed up her things and headed out, the memo's folded paper still tucked safely in her pocket, its edges crushing against her skin. She knew that the real challenge would only begin tomorrow, but she found herself looking forward to the unknown with a heady blend of excitement and trepidation.

For the first time in a long time, she felt truly alive.

The elevator doors slid open on the lobby and Kylie stepped out, her heels clicking against the marble floor. She paused for a moment, glancing up at the towering glass and steel that housed her workplace. Bennett & Grayson was more than just a job to her - it was her life. Her everything.

And now, it seemed, that life was about to get a lot more interesting.

Chapter 2: Lunch Break Outreach

The midday sun hammered down relentlessly, turning the asphalt of the parking lot into a shimmering mirage of heat. Kylie stepped out of the revolving glass doors, the cool, air-conditioned air clinging to her skin like a damp kiss, only to be instantly swallowed whole by the suffocating humidity. The mysterious memo from Mr. Hunter pulsed through her mind like a second heartbeat, the words Performance Enhancement Program dancing tauntingly behind her eyelids.

Her stomach twisted with hunger, though not just for food. The vague promise of Week Three’s itinerary had left her restless, her imagination running wild with possibilities. Lunch Break Outreach - what did that even mean? She wondered if the task would be as scorching as the weather, igniting a fire deep within her core.

A colorful row of food trucks lined the curb, their vibrant awnings fluttering in the sluggish breeze like banners beckoning her to come closer. The enticing scent of sizzling meat and spices tangled in the air, thick enough to taste, teasing her senses. Kylie's gaze drifted past the usual salad stand with its boring, wilted greens, past the falafel cart, its chickpeas looking as dull as the man operating it, settling instead on the taco truck at the far end of the line. Its paint was chipped, its lettering faded, but something about it called to her like a siren's song.

The man behind the counter was built like a brick wall - broad shoulders, thick forearms corded with muscle beneath a tapestry of ink. Rico. He wiped his hands on a grease-stained apron, his dark eyes flicking up as she approached, a smirk playing on his lips.

"What'll it be, hermosa?" His voice was rough, edged with something that made her pulse jump and her core tighten.

Kylie leaned against the counter, letting her blouse gape just enough to reveal the swell of her cleavage, the silky smooth skin and the lacy edge of her bra. "Surprise me." Her words were a challenge, a dare, as she held his gaze with a smoldering look.

Rico's smirk deepened as he assembled her order with deliberate slowness, his movements sensual, each action a seduction. His fingers brushed against hers as he passed her the plate, lingering just a second too long, the contact sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. "You always flirt with the customers?" she asked, taking a slow, deliberate bite of the taco. The flavors exploded on her tongue - smoky, spicy, just like the man watching her, his eyes dark with lust.

"Only the ones who look like they're starving for more than just food." His gaze dropped to her lips, then lower, to where her skirt hugged the curve of her hips, the smooth swell of her ass. The heat in his eyes made her skin tingle.

Kylie licked a drop of sauce from her thumb, holding his hungry stare. "Maybe I am." Her words were a purr, a promise, as she pressed her lower lip between her teeth.

Rico didn't hesitate. He jerked his chin toward the back of the truck, his wordless command clear. "Come on."

Behind the truck, hidden from the bustling street, he crowded her against the warm metal siding, trapping her between the solid weight of his body and the unyielding surface. The scent of cumin and sweat clung to him, intoxicating, as he pressed his body against hers. His hands were rough, calloused from years of manual labor, as they slid beneath her blouse, fingers tracing the lace of her bra with maddening slowness.

"You sure about this?" he growled, his breath hot against her ear, his lips brushing the fine skin of her neck.

Kylie answered by arching into him, her nails digging into the wiry muscles of his shoulders. "Fuck yes." The words were a breathless plea, a surrender to the desire that had been simmering inside her all morning, growing hotter with each passing second.

Rico's laugh was dark as he yanked her skirt up, his fingers already pushing aside the damp fabric of her panties. She gasped as he found her slick heat, his thumb circling her clit with ruthless precision, each stroke igniting sparks beneath her skin.

"That's it," he murmured, watching her face as she writhed against his hand, her eyes fluttering shut in bliss. "Let me hear you."

Kylie bit her lip, but a moan escaped anyway as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right, the rough texture of his skin sending waves of pleasure through her core. The friction was perfect, maddening, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

"You taste as good as you look," Rico muttered before dropping to his knees, the sudden change in position making her gasp. His mouth replaced his fingers, his tongue relentless as he devoured her, lapping at her swollen flesh like a man starved.

Kylie's head thudded back against the truck, her fingers tangled in his dark hair as pleasure coiled tight in her belly, tighter with each passing second. The distant hum of the city faded beneath the sound of her own ragged breathing, the wet, filthy sounds of Rico's mouth on her, pushing her higher and higher until she was teetering on the very brink of ecstasy.

When she came, it was with his name on her lips, her thighs trembling around his head, her entire body shuddering with the force of her release.

Rico stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, his gaze heavy-lidded with satisfaction, his eyes dark with lust. "Still hungry?"

Kylie smirked, sinking to her knees in answer, determined to return the pleasure he had so skillfully given her.

By the time she returned to the office, her lips were swollen, her skin still humming from Rico's touch, her core aching pleasantly from his fingers. The memo in her pocket felt heavier now, weighted with possibility, the promise of more to come.

One task down.

Chapter 3: Elevator Diplomacy

The fluorescent lights of the lobby buzzed overhead as Kylie strode toward the bank of elevators, her body still humming from the afternoon’s encounter. The taste of Rico lingered on her tongue—spicy and salt-sweet—but her mind was already racing ahead, hungry for the next thrill.

She pressed the call button, her nails tapping impatiently against her thigh. The elevator arrived with a soft chime, its polished doors sliding open to reveal a lone occupant.

Mr. Stevens.

She recognized him instantly—the sharp cut of his suit, the way his broad frame filled the space with quiet authority. He glanced up from his phone, his dark eyes flickering over her with polite detachment before returning to his screen.

Kylie stepped inside, the doors sealing them in together. The air between them crackled, thick with unspoken tension. She caught his reflection in the mirrored walls—the tight set of his jaw, the way his fingers flexed around his phone, betraying his suppressed arousal.

As the elevator began its ascent, Kylie let her hips sway slightly as she leaned against the railing, the hem of her skirt riding up just enough to tease. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her blouse, grazing the silk with each shift of her body. The elevator hummed as it passed the second floor, then the third, and still Mr. Stevens remained absorbed in his phone, pointedly ignoring her.

Kylie arched an eyebrow. How cute, she thought. As if he could resist her. As the elevator hit the fourth floor, she made her move.

“You must be new,” she murmured, stepping closer. Her voice was honeyed, deliberate. She could feel the heat of his gaze on her skin as he looked up, his brows knitting together.

“Excuse me?”

Kylie didn’t answer. Instead, she reached out, her fingers trailing down the silk of his tie. His breath hitched, his throat tightening beneath her touch. She could see the pulse racing in the hollow of his neck, feel him hardening against her palm.

“I don’t think we’ve been properly introduced,” she purred, her thumb brushing the hollow of his throat.

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard. “Miss, I don’t—”

She dropped to her knees before he could finish, the cool metal of the elevator floor digging into her knees. The scent of his cologne—something expensive, woodsy—filled her lungs as she worked his belt loose. His sharp inhale was music to her ears, the sound of a man finally giving in to his desires.

The smooth fabric of his suit pants whispered against her knuckles as she freed him, her lips already parting. He was hard and hot in her hand, the skin silky and tight as she wrapped her fingers around him.

“Jesus Christ—” His voice was rough, strained, as her tongue flicked over the sensitive head of his cock. She moaned softly, her fingers digging into his thighs as she took him deeper, reveling in the way he tasted - masculine and musky, uniquely him.

Kylie savored the stretch of his virgin flesh against hers, the way he fit so perfectly in her mouth. The elevator continued its slow climb, each ding of a passing floor punctuating the wet, eager sounds of her mouth. Mr. Stevens’ hands fisted in her hair, his hips jerking forward with each thrust, chasing pleasure.

She could feel the tension coiling in his muscles, the way his breath came in ragged bursts. The mirrored walls reflected his struggle—the clench of his jaw, the way his knuckles whitened against her scalp as he fought to prolong his pleasure. His cock throbbed against her tongue, the pulse of his heartbeat echoing in her mouth.

Just as the elevator announced its arrival at the fifth floor with a soft chime, he came with a guttural groan, his release spilling hot down her throat. Kylie swallowed greedily, her lips lingering as she pulled back with a satisfied smile. She could taste him, feel him still twitching against her tongue.

The doors slid open to reveal an empty hallway.

Mr. Stevens staggered back, hastily tucking himself away, his face flushed and eyes glassy with the aftershocks of his orgasm. Kylie rose smoothly to her feet, wiping her lips with the back of her hand.

“See you around, Mr. Stevens,” she murmured, stepping past him into the hall.

The doors closed behind her, sealing his stunned silence inside.

Kylie exhaled, her pulse still racing. Two tasks down.

And the day wasn’t over yet.

Chapter 4: After Hours Networking

The office had grown quiet, the usual daytime bustle replaced by the low hum of idle computers and the occasional flicker of dying fluorescent lights. Kylie lingered at her desk, pretending to finalize a spreadsheet while her fingers tapped restlessly against the keyboard. The memo had promised After Hours Networking, and she wasn’t about to miss whatever—or whoever—that entailed.

She waited until the last of her coworkers had disappeared down the elevator before rising from her chair. The air conditioning whispered through the empty halls, sending a shiver down her spine that had nothing to do with the temperature. The dim lighting cast long shadows, turning familiar cubicles into something illicit, secretive. Each step of her heels against the tile seemed to echo the rising anticipation in her chest.

Then she heard it—the steady, deliberate footsteps of Juan, the night security guard, making his rounds. Kylie's heart quickened in her chest as she rounded the corner, her hand trailing along the wall for support. The dim light of the copy room caught her gaze, illuminating the dark eyes of the man she had been waiting for.

She leaned back against the copier, letting her pencil skirt ride up just enough to reveal the lace edge of her panties peeking out from beneath. The cool metal edge dug into her thighs as she spread them slightly, giving Juan a tantalizing view.

"You lost, Ms. Kylie?" Juan's voice was rough, his accent curling around the words in a way that made her thighs contract. She loved the way he said her name, all deep and gravelly. It made her ache in the best possible way.

She smirked, trailing a finger along the warm surface of the machine. "Not lost. Just… waiting for the right company." Her voice was a breathy rasp, laced with invitation.

Juan didn't hesitate. In two strides, he was on her, his broad hands gripping her waist before spinning her around. The copier whirred beneath her as he hiked up her skirt, fingers slipping beneath the delicate fabric of her panties.

"Oh fuck," Kylie gasped as he buried two fingers deep inside her heated core. She ground her hips against his hand, shameless in her need. "I've been thinking about this all day."

The copier hummed beneath them, its orange light pulsing in time with Juan's relentless rhythm. Kylie's fingers scrambled for purchase, sending reams of paper fluttering to the floor as he drove into her harder, deeper, the stretch delicious, the friction perfect.

His breath was hot against the back of her neck, his grip bruising as he angled her hips just right. Every snap of his hips sent sparks racing up her spine, her moans muffled against the machine's surface. She could feel him throbbing inside her, his control slipping as he chased his own pleasure.

The copier shuddered beneath them, its mechanical whine rising in pitch as Juan's thrusts grew erratic. His groan was raw, unfiltered, as he buried himself deep, his release spilling inside her with a shuddering gasp.

Kylie bit her lip to stifle her own cry, her body trembling as she came undone around him. The intensity of it stole her breath, left her hollow and aching in the best way.

When he finally pulled away, she straightened her skirt with shaky hands, exchanging a knowing smirk with Juan before slipping back into the darkened hallway. Her thighs trembled, her core still fluttering from the intensity of their encounter.

The After Hours Networking had been a resounding success.

And the night was still young.

Chapter 5: The Conference Room

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime, spilling Kylie into the hushed stillness of the executive floor. The air here was different—crisper, laced with the faint scent of mahogany and expensive cologne. Her pulse quickened as her stiletto heels sank into the plush carpet, each step carrying her closer to Conference Room B. With every step, the memory of Juan's skilled fingers tracing up her inner thigh sent a ripple of heat through her core. She bit back a small moan, her thighs involuntarily tightening as if to trap his touch. But she had to compose herself - after all, she was about to face her demanding boss, Mr. Hunter.

The summons had been abrupt, just two words on her phone screen, but she knew better than to keep him waiting. She adjusted the collar of her crisp white blouse, fingers lingering over the spot where the fabric brushed against skin still warm from Juan's ardent kisses. The memory sent a shiver down her spine, but she schooled her expression into something professional as she reached for the door.

Inside, the room was bathed in the soft glow of recessed lighting, the long mahogany table polished to a mirror shine. At the far end, Mr. Hunter stood with his broad back to her, his silhouette sharp against the glittering city skyline visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The sight of him, so powerful and commanding, made her heart race and her panties dampen.

He didn’t turn when she entered. Instead, his voice cut through the silence like a blade, deep and commanding.

"Lock the door."

The command sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core. Kylie's throat tightened as she swallowed, reaching behind her to twist the deadbolt with trembling fingers. The quiet click echoed in the space between them, sealing them in together.

"Now," he continued, his voice a low growl, "take off your clothes."

His gaze was unrelenting, pinning her in place as he slowly turned to face her. She felt his eyes rake over her body, undressing her with his stare. She hesitated for only a moment before obeying, her fingers working the buttons of her blouse with deliberate slowness. The fabric parted, revealing the flush of her skin beneath and the tempting curve of her breasts barely restrained by her lacy bra. The air was cool against her bare shoulders as she let the blouse slip to the floor, pooling at her feet.

Mr. Hunter watched, his expression unreadable behind his black-rimmed glasses, as she unhooked her pencil skirt, letting it pool at her feet. The table’s surface caught her reflection—her parted lips, the rapid rise and fall of her chest—as she stepped out of her stilettos. Only her panties and bra remained, a sheer scrap of lace that did nothing to hide the dampness already gathering between her thighs. Her nipples stiffened with arousal, straining against the thin fabric.

A muscle twitched in his jaw as he closed the distance between them, his eyes never leaving hers. His large hands skimmed over her hips before gripping hard enough to bruise. With a single motion, he bent her forward over the table, her palms flat against the slick wood. The cool surface pressed against her sensitive nipples as her torso flattened against it.

The first strike of his hand against her bare ass sent a jolt through her, making her cry out. She gasped, her fingers scrambling for purchase as he landed another, then another, each sharper than the last. The sting radiated through her, heat pooling low in her belly and her pussy tightening with need.

Before she could catch her breath, he was pressing into her from behind, his thick cock sliding deep into her tight channel with no preamble. She let out a ragged moan, her back arching as he filled her completely, stretching her deliciously.

His grip on her hips tightened as he set a ruthless pace, each powerful thrust driving her harder against the table. The glass walls trembled with their movements, the reflection of their bodies a tangled blur of skin and sweat. She could see his toned chest and shoulders flexing as he moved above her, his hips slamming into hers.

"Look at you," he growled, his voice rough with desire, "Taking my cock so well. You were made for this, weren't you?"

Her nails scraped against the wood as he angled her hips higher, hitting a spot that made her vision blur. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly, building with every snap of his hips. She was so close, teetering on the edge...

When he tangled a hand in her hair, yanking her head back, Kylie came undone, her cries of ecstasy echoing off the walls as her body clamped around him. He followed with a guttural moan, burying himself to the hilt as he spilled his hot seed deep inside her.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. Then he stepped back, adjusting his tie as if nothing had happened. Kylie straightened slowly, her legs trembling beneath her. In the table’s reflection, she caught sight of herself—hair disheveled, lips swollen, the unmistakable marks of his hands still blooming across her skin.

Mr. Hunter plucked her panties from the floor, holding them between his fingers for a beat before dropping them into the trash with a clatter.

"Clean yourself up," he said, his tone betraying nothing as he strode toward the door. "I expect you at your desk in ten minutes."

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving her alone with the heady scent of sex and the lingering ache between her thighs. She smiled, smoothing her hair as she reached for her clothes, a sense of satisfaction washing over her.

Some meetings were definitely more productive than others.

Chapter 6: The Final Exam, Continued

Kylie's heels click-clacked against the polished marble of the executive hallway, each step sending a delicious tremor through her core. The memo clutched in her hand might as well have been emblazoned in neon - an invitation to sin and submission. She tucked it into her blazer pocket, fingertips grazing the paper like a secret promise.

By the time she reached the boardroom, her anticipation had sharpened into a razor's edge. The heavy doors swung open with a soft whoosh, revealing the cavernous space within. Mahogany paneling gleamed under recessed lights, the air thick with the scent of leather, expensive whiskey, and barely suppressed desire.

Twelve pairs of eyes snapped to attention as Kylie entered. The board of directors - middle-aged men in tailored suits, some paunchy, others still trim - regarded her with a stew of curiosity and outright hunger. At the head of the table, Mr. Hunter stood, his immaculate charcoal suit a stark contrast to the predatory gleam in his steel grey eyes. His long fingers tapped a staccato beat against the polished mahogany.

"We've been waiting," he murmured, voice as smooth as aged bourbon.

Kylie didn't hesitate. She unbuttoned her black silk blazer with deliberate slowness, letting it glide from her shoulders like a promise. A collective intake of breath rippled through the room as her lace bra slipped free, exposing the lacy edges of her panties. Mr. Langley's throat bobbed as he swallowed hard, knuckles whitening around the armrest of his chair.

"I think we should start with a proper... introduction," Mr. Hunter rasped, lips curling in a predatory smile.

Kylie sank gracefully to her knees before him, the plush carpet pressing into her bare skin. Her fingertips deftly freed his belt, the zipper of his slacks a soft rasp in the charged air. She leaned forward, inhaling the heady scent of him - musk and desire and raw, unbridled power.

The first taste of him on her tongue sent a jolt of heat straight to her core. She sighed against his skin, marveling at the way he swelled beneath her lips. Around her, fabric rustled, ties slipped free, the crisp crackle of zippers a symphony of sound. Her mouth was suddenly full and she hummed with pleasure.

Hands found her, rough and demanding. He guided her from chair to chair, until the room became a blur of penises, the scent of sex thick in the air. Someone - Mr. Jameson, judging by the custom silver cufflinks - bent her over the table, the polished mahogany cool against her flushed skin as he pushed into her with a low groan. The slap of flesh, the slick slide of bodies, the whispered praise - it all melted together until she could no longer tell where one man ended and another began.

But of course, Mr. Hunter was the last. He fisted a hand in her hair, forcing her to meet his gaze in the table's mirrored surface as he took her, deep and relentless. "Look at you," he murmured, voice rough with satisfaction. His hips snapped against hers, driving her forward with each powerful thrust. "Perfect," he purred.

By the time he finished, Kylie was trembling, her body still thrumming with the aftershocks of pleasure. Around them, the directors straightened their ties, adjusted their cuffs, exchanged looks of smug satisfaction.

Mr. Hunter buttoned his sleeve with a smirk. "Congratulations, Kylie. Consider your performance... enhanced."

She smoothed her skirt, lips curving as the boardroom doors clicked shut behind her. The scent of sex and power clung to her skin like a second skin.

Some exams, after all, were meant to be passed with flying colors indeed.


The Final Exam

Chapter 1: The Memo

Kylie adjusted her blouse, the thin silk caressing her skin, a nervous tremor running through her as she sat at her desk. The morning had been slow so far, just the usual mundane emails and reports to sort through. But then, her computer beeped, signaling an incoming message. She clicked it open.

Subject: Performance Enhancement Program – Immediate Attention Required

Her breath hitched as she scanned the sender: Ms. Adams, Executive Secretary to Mr. Hunter. The name alone sent a delicious shiver racing down her spine, igniting a familiar ache between her thighs. Mr. Hunter, the firm’s ruthless yet devastatingly handsome CEO, was a man whose presence commanded absolute obedience. His intense, dark gaze seemed to linger just a little too long whenever Kylie bent over the copier, her skirt riding up to reveal the curves of her ass.

She clicked open the memo, her pulse quickening as she read:

> Dear Ms. Kylie,

> As part of your ongoing professional development, you have been selected for a specialized Performance Enhancement Program. This intensive training will assess your adaptability, dedication, and ability to perform under... unique circumstances.

> Report to Mr. Hunter’s office at 2:00 PM sharp. Dress code: Professional attire (optional).

Kylie’s thighs clenched tightly together, a wave of heat spreading through her core as she read the words. The wording was vague, but the implication was clear. She had fantasized about this—about him—so many times before. Late nights after work, her fingers would trail over her aching body, imagining his rough, commanding touch, his deep, sinful voice as he ordered her around.

At precisely two o’clock, Kylie stood outside his office door, her heart hammering against her ribcage. The door swung open before she could even knock.

Ms. Adams, impeccably dressed in her crisp white blouse and pencil skirt, greeted her with a knowing smirk. “Right on time. Mr. Hunter appreciates punctuality.”

Kylie nodded, swallowing hard as she stepped inside. The office was dimly lit, the blinds half-closed to filter the afternoon sun. Mr. Hunter sat behind his massive mahogany desk, fingers steepled beneath his chin, his sharp black suit doing nothing to hide the predatory gleam in his piercing eyes.

“Kylie,” he purred, her name dripping like honey from his lips. “You read the memo?”

She swallowed again, feeling his gaze rake over her body like a physical touch. “Yes, sir.”

“Good,” he growled, leaning back in his chair. “This program isn’t about spreadsheets or presentations. It’s about service—about how well you can perform under pressure.” His voice dropped lower, rougher. “How well you can please me.”

Kylie’s breath came faster, heat pooling between her thighs as she could feel his eyes on her, burning through the thin fabric of her clothes, igniting a fire in her core. She shifted on her feet, legs trembling slightly.

“Strip.”

The command was firm, leaving no room for hesitation. With trembling fingers, Kylie slowly unbuttoned her blouse, letting it slide to the floor in a whisper of silk. Her skirt followed, then her lacy bra and panties, until she stood bare before him, skin flushed with anticipation and arousal.

Mr. Hunter circled her slowly, his fingertips grazing her waist, her hips, the curve of her ass. “You’re already wet,” he observed, dragging a finger through her slick folds. “Eager for me, even before we’ve begun.”

Kylie whimpered softly, nodding. Her body was betraying her, aching for his touch, craving more. She wanted to please him, to submit to his every command.

“Then we have an agreement.” He cupped her chin, forcing her to meet his intense gaze. “You’ll submit to every task, every lesson, without hesitation. In return, you’ll be rewarded... thoroughly.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Yes, sir.”

His smirk was wicked, a flash of teeth. “Excellent. Consider your training officially begun.”

And with that, he claimed her mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue delving deep, tasting her. Kylie moaned into the kiss, her hands fisting in his crisp shirt as he pulled her closer. She could feel his hardness pressing against her, stoking the flames of desire until she was aching with need.

He broke the kiss, leaving her panting and breathless. “Hands behind your back,” he commanded, voice rough with lust.

Kylie complied, feeling exposed and vulnerable in a way she’d never experienced before. Mr. Hunter circled her again, this time trailing his fingers over her sensitive skin—down her neck, across her breasts, circling her nipples until they hardened into tight peaks.

“Good girl,” he praised, pinching a nipple sharply. “You’re doing so well already.”

Kylie gasped, a jolt of pleasure-pain shooting through her. She wanted more, needed more. Her thighs slick with arousal, she arched into his touch, silently begging for more.

Mr. Hunter chuckled, low and sinful. “Eager little thing, aren’t you?” He cupped her sex, fingers digging into her folds. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you,” Kylie breathed, shameless in her desire. “Please, Mr. Hunter. I need you.”

He growled, fingers thrusting into her heat. “You want my cock, is that it? Want me to fuck this tight little pussy until you scream?”

“Yes, please,” Kylie whimpered, head thrown back in ecstasy. “Please, Mr. Hunter.”

Mr. Hunter withdrew, leaving her empty and aching. “Not yet. First, you need to prove yourself worthy.”

He led her to the edge of his desk, pushing papers and files aside carelessly. “Get on your hands and knees.”

Kylie did as she was told, heart racing with anticipation. He kicked her legs apart, exposing her dripping entrance to his hungry gaze. One hand gripped her hair, yanking her head back, while the other circled her clit.

“You’ll take whatever I give you,” he growled, slamming his hard cock into her in one brutal thrust. “You’ll be my good little secretary, won’t you?”

“Yes, sir, yes!” Kylie cried out, back arching as he pounded into her. The desk creaked beneath them, papers scattering to the floor.

Mr. Hunter fucked her hard and fast, the room filling with the wet sounds of skin against skin, their grunts and moans. He pulled her hair tighter, angling her hips to hit that perfect spot inside.

“Come for me,” he demanded, fingers pinching her clit. “Come on my cock like the desperate little slut you are.”

Kylie’s orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, her pussy clenching around him as she screamed his name. Mr. Hunter followed seconds later, flooding her with his release.

They collapsed against the desk, both panting and spent. Kylie felt a sense of satisfaction, of accomplishment. She had pleased him, submitted to his every command. And she knew this was only the beginning.

Chapter 2: Professional Development

Kylie's first week of the Performance Enhancement Program was a dizzying whirlwind of debauchery, each day more electrifying than the last. She couldn't imagine that learning and growth would involve such hands-on training, but the moment Mr. Hunter's intense gaze fixed on her, she knew she had no choice but to submit.

The Mailroom Initiation

As she entered the dimly lit loading dock, the only sound the low thrum of the industrial cooling system, her body tingled with anticipation. She wore nothing but a sheer, silky robe that clung to her curves, the thin fabric offering no real modesty. When she let the robe pool at her feet, the heat of their hungry stares made her skin prickle.

Tom, Javier, and Rick paused mid-snack, their gruff, rough-hewn faces scanning over her exposed body like predators sizing up prey. "Mr. Hunter sent me," Kylie breathed, her voice thick with need.

Without a word, they pounced, grabbing her by the wrist to yank her toward the towering boxes. "Bend over, girl," Tom growled, already fumbling with his belt. Kylie obeyed, pressing her palms against the cool plastic-wrapped parcels as Javier stepped behind her, his broad hands gripping her hips.

The first thrust of his thick cock stole her breath, spearing into her without warning. She gasped, her moan muffled as Rick shoved himself between her lips, fingers tightening in her hair. They used her ruthlessly, each man taking his turn to plow into her mouth and cunt, reducing her to nothing but a vessel for their pleasure.

As they finished, spilling their seed across her back, thighs, and tongue, Kylie sagged against the boxes, limp and breathless. A shadow fell across her and she saw Mr. Hunter leaning against the doorframe, arms crossed, a hard-edged smirk on his face.

"Good girl," he murmured, voice thick with approval. "I knew you had potential." With that, he turned and walked away, leaving Kylie to recover on the cold floor.

The Graphic Design Team's "Body Paint" Project

Later, in the creative department, the team's chatter died the moment Kylie stepped in. Daniel, the lead designer, looked up, his dark eyes darkening with lust as he gestured to the stainless-steel table in the center of the room. "Your canvas is here," he announced. "Strip."

Kylie complied, stretching out on the cold surface as the designers surrounded her. The first paint splatter landed between her breasts - vibrant blue, cool against her flushed skin. Hands smoothed it over her nipples, down her ribs, each deliberate stroke sending jolts of pleasure through her.

"Such a perfect canvas," Elise murmured, her fingers dipping lower, tracing Kylie's hip before sliding between her thighs. The paint wasn't the only thing spreading. Hands gripped her, turning her onto her stomach as they smeared greens and reds across her ass. Someone pressed into her from behind, while another designer claimed her mouth, his tongue thrusting in time with the movements below.

The table rocked beneath their frenzied movements as they used their fingers, cocks, and mouths to create their art. When they finally finished, Kylie was a kaleidoscope of smeared colors and glistening sweat, her body quivering from the relentless pleasure.

IT's Stress Relief Protocol

In the dimly lit nap room, bathed in the faint glow of a salt lamp, the beanbags and plush toys seemed a cruel contrast to what awaited Kylie. Liam, Derek, and Marcus barely glanced up from their screens when she entered, before Derek caught her scent and smirked.

"Right on time," he said before Marcus grabbed her wrist, flipping her onto the nearest couch. Kylie barely had time to brace before he was inside her, his hips slamming forward as Liam tugged her head back, forcing his cock into her mouth.

Derek watched for a moment before kneeling between her legs, his tongue circling her clit as Marcus fucked her hard and fast. The dual assault tore a scream from Kylie's throat, muffled only by Liam's relentless thrusts. They switched and rotated, pushing her to the edge again and again until she was sobbing, her body convulsing with each brutal climax.

Mr. Hunter's Review

At week's end, Kylie stood before his desk, legs still shaking from the day's activities. "Impressive," Mr. Hunter mused, fingers tracing the faint bruises marring her hips. "You took everything they gave you."

Kylie bowed her head, voice a breathy whisper. "I wanted to please you, sir."

Mr. Hunter's laugh was dark with promise. "And you have. But we're just getting started." He pulled her onto his lap, his palm cracking sharply against her ass before his fingers plunged into her tight heat. As Kylie gasped against his shoulder, she caught the hungry stares of her coworkers watching through the glass walls.

They all wanted her now. And she couldn't wait to give herself to them.

Chapter 3: Company Policy

Kylie's pulse hammered against her ribs as she stepped into Mr. Hunter's office, the glass door hissing shut behind her with a finality that made her shudder. The air inside was thick and heavy, redolent with the heady scent of expensive leather and the musk of arousal. Ms. Adams stood beside Mr. Hunter's massive mahogany desk, her stiletto heel tapping out an impatient rhythm against the polished hardwood floor. The fluorescent lights overhead cast long, sinuous shadows across her chiseled legs, highlighting the thick welts left by her garters.

"At attention," Ms. Adams commanded, her voice sharp enough to make Kylie's nipples tighten into aching peaks beneath the thin fabric of her blouse.

She straightened with a jerk, shoulders thrown back and hands clasped tightly behind her back, every inch of her bare skin prickling under their penetrating scrutiny. The lights cast a maddening sheen across the slick heat gathering between her thighs, betraying her body's traitorous reaction.

Mr. Hunter emerged from the shadows, his tailored suit clinging to his powerful frame as he circled her slowly, his polished loafers softly clicking against the floor. "Section 4.2 of the employee handbook," he murmured, his breath hot and rough against the sensitive skin of her earlobe. "Define appropriate workplace conduct."

Kylie swallowed, her throat clicking in the sudden stillness. "Respectful communication, maintaining professional boundaries, and..." Her voice trailed off as Ms. Adams' long, elegant fingers suddenly delved between her legs without warning, the blunt pads grazing her swollen, aching flesh. The sudden contact wrenched a strangled gasp from Kylie's throat.

"Good start," Ms. Adams purred, her thumb pressing slow, deliberate circles against Kylie's throbbing clit, igniting sparks of molten heat that raced down her quivering spine. "Continue."

Kylie's knees threatened to buckle, her legs trembling with the effort of maintaining her stance. "A-and refraining from..." Her words dissolved into a choked moan as Ms. Adams plunged her fingers inside, the sudden invasion stealing the breath from her lungs. "...harassment or undue physical contact."

Mr. Hunter chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through her very core as his tongue flicked over her left nipple, the wet heat of it sending bolts of searing pleasure rocketing through her. "Very good, Kylie," he growled, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak, drawing a keening whimper from her lips as her hips jerked forward into Ms. Adams' relentless touch.

But the moment she lost focus—the moment her answer began to falter and stutter as Ms. Adams plunged deeper, her fingers curling to stroke that secret spot within—Mr. Hunter's palm cracked across her ass in a sharp, stinging smack that made her cry out. The sudden pain, the jolt of it, made her toes curl in her heels.

"Again," Ms. Adams ordered, withdrawing her fingers entirely, leaving Kylie clenching and empty, her muscles spasming in search of the missing touch. "Section 7.3. Conflict resolution protocols."

Kylie panted, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she struggled to gather her scattered thoughts, her thighs trembling with need. "Mediation through HR, documented complaints, and—"

Mr. Hunter's mouth closed over her other nipple, sucking hard, his tongue swirling in tight, electric circles as Ms. Adams resumed her assault, her fingers stroking and probing with devastating precision. The sudden press of the vibrator against her swollen, throbbing clit made Kylie sob, the intense, buzzing pressure wrenching a broken cry of pleasure from her aching chest.

"Focus, Kylie," Ms. Adams reminded her, her free hand fisting in Kylie's hair, forcing her to meet the other woman's dark, heated gaze. "You're doing so well, baby girl. Just a little further..."

Kylie's vision blurred with tears, her body strung taut between the razor's edge of ecstasy and the sharp blade of pain. Every correct word earned her a delicious reward—the scrape of Mr. Hunter's teeth along her collarbone, the curl of Ms. Adams' fingers just right—and every hesitation, every stumble, meant the cruel withdrawal of touch, leaving her shaking and desperate, her muscles clenching around nothing.

A flicker of movement beyond the glass walls of the office caught her eye. Mr. Davis, the security guard, leaned casually against the doorframe, his thick arms crossed over his broad chest. His dark gaze burned into her, lingering on the way her breasts heaved with each ragged breath, on the slick, glistening evidence of her body's shameful reaction pooled between her spread thighs.

When their eyes met, he smirked, a slow, predatory smile that made Kylie's core clench tight with need. His hand drifted down to palm himself through the thick fabric of his uniform, and the sight of it sent a primal, hungry ache uncoiling in the pit of her belly.

The realization that she was being watched, that her humiliation was being enjoyed by the man whose job it was to protect her, sent her spiraling higher, her body arching into the dual assault of their touches as she fought to form coherent words around the words bubbling up in her throat.

Ms. Adams' strap-on pressed against her entrance, the blunt head teasing, prodding, the promise of it making her gasp and tense. "Final test," Ms. Adams murmured, her voice a low, sultry purr brimming with wicked amusement. "Recite the sexual harassment policy. Perfectly."

Mr. Hunter positioned himself before her, his thick, hard cock brushing her lips, smearing them with the musky wetness of his arousal. "And don't forget to enunciate," he ordered, his voice a low, sinful growl that made her whimper with need.

Kylie opened her mouth, her lips parting eagerly around the thick head of his cock, her words dissolving into a muffled moan as they filled her from both ends. The intense stretch, the overwhelming fullness of it, the relentless rhythm of their thrusts—it was too much, too good, too perfect...

Tears streamed down her cheeks as she fought to recite the words between gasps and moans, her body writhing between them, caught in the vise of their pleasure. She was drowning in sensation, her mind going blank as she clung to the rhythm of their thrusts, the press of their flesh against hers.

But when she finally managed to force out the last, imperfect syllable, Ms. Adams' hand clamped down on her clit, the pressure igniting a white-hot inferno that shattered through her quaking body. Kylie came with a ragged scream, her back arching sharply as she clung to Mr. Hunter's pistoning hips, her thighs clamping around Ms. Adams' jerking form as Mr. Hunter spilled hot and thick down her spasming throat.

Spent and trembling, she collapsed back against Mr. Hunter's chest, his fingers idly tracing soothing patterns across her overheated skin as she fought to catch her breath. Ms. Adams pressed a sheet of paper into her trembling fingers—tomorrow's agenda.

Boardroom Preparation.

Kylie's stomach fluttered with a heady blend of fear and anticipation, her mind already reeling with the implications of what was to come. The real test, she knew, was yet to be faced...and she could hardly wait to submit.

Chapter 4: Boardroom Preparation

The black silk of the blindfold clung to Kylie’s skin, enveloping her in an inky darkness as the breakroom door clicked shut behind her with a definitive finality. The stale air grew thick, heavy with the lingering scent of yesterday's burnt coffee beans and an electric undercurrent of anticipation that made her skin tingle.

Her pulse pounded against her skin, throbbing in her wrists and the sensitive hollow of her throat as she stood there, bare and vulnerable. The cool office air caressed her naked flesh, making her nipples tighten into aching peaks. Already, she could feel the slick heat gathering between her thighs, her body responding eagerly to the promise of pleasure and pain to come.

"Today, you won't be seeing who touches you," Mr. Hunter's deep, gravelly voice rumbled against the warm skin of the back of her neck, his large hands gripping her shoulder blades. "Only feeling. And you will not speak unless given permission." His words brooked no argument, a stern command that sent a shiver racing down her spine.

She swallowed hard, nodding meekly in submission even as a rush of excitement flowed through her veins. In this moment, she was his to use and pleasure as he saw fit, a thought that made her core tighten with need.

Her bare skin prickled under the cool office air as rough hands suddenly cupped her breasts from behind. She gasped, arching instinctively into the touch, her nipples pebbling under the firm pressure. Whether a man’s strong fingers or a woman’s slender digits, she couldn’t tell - and it only added to the building ache of anticipation low in her belly.

Fingers pinched her nipples, twisting just shy of pain as her head fell back against a hard chest. "Mmm, so responsive," a low, feminine voice purred approvingly. "This is going to be fun."

Kylie whimpered, squeezing her thighs together as heat flooded her core at the dual stimulation. Her hands instinctively came up to cover the hands on her breasts, but a sharp smack to her ass made her gasp.

"Don't move your hands," the woman commanded. "Just feel."

Chapter 5: Final Exam

Kylie’s fingers trembled as her palm hovered over the door handle to Conference Room B. The weight of the moment pressed against her chest, her breath shallow and uneven. The final exam of the Performance Enhancement Program wasn’t just a test—it was a culmination of everything she’d been trained for, a chance to prove her worth and secure her place in the company.

She took a deep, shuddering breath, steeling herself as she reached for the door handle. The door swung open silently, revealing the five board members seated around the polished mahogany table. Their gazes locked onto her, sharp and assessing, stripping her bare before she’d even taken a step inside. The lace lingerie she wore—her only permitted attire—felt flimsy under their scrutiny, the delicate fabric doing nothing to shield her from the heat of their stares.

Mr. Hunter leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled as he regarded her over the rim of his glasses. “Assume the position, Kylie.” His voice was a low command, laced with promise and threat.

Her body moved before her mind could protest, climbing onto the smooth surface of the table on all fours. The cool wood kissed her knees, her palms flat against the surface as she presented herself—open, exposed, ready. A tremor ran through her as she felt their eyes raking over her, boring into her skin, her most intimate places.

Mr. Stevens was the first to act, his fingers tangling in her hair, wrenching her head back as he guided his thick cock between her lips. There was no preamble, no gentle easing—just the brutal press of him forcing her throat open, her gag reflex flaring before she swallowed him down. The taste of him, musky and sharp, flooded her senses, making her head spin. She gazed up at him through lashes, eyes wide and pleading, silently begging for more.

At the same time, Mr. Ahmed’s hands gripped her hips, dragging her backward onto his lap. The moment his cock speared into her dripping pussy, she whimpered around Mr. Stevens’ length, her body arching instinctively. He fucked her with deep, punishing strokes, each thrust jolting her forward onto the cock in her mouth. The dual sensations were overwhelming, pleasure building in her core like a fire.

Then came the stretch—Mr. Lee’s fingers slicking lube over her tight ass before pressing in, slow and deliberate. She clenched around him, but he didn’t stop, didn’t hesitate. With one smooth push, he buried himself inside her, groaning as her body yielded. The sensation of fullness was exquisite, and she could feel herself tightening around him.

Hands were everywhere—Mr. Patel rolling her nipples between his fingers, pinching and tugging until they ached pleasantly. Ms. Jordan’s nails scraped over her clit before delivering a sharp slap to her ass. The sounds of her cries and whimpers filled the room, mingling with the guttural grunts of the men as they used her, shifting positions, swapping holes, never letting her catch her breath. The air was thick with the sounds of skin slapping, groans, the wet slide of bodies moving together.

Kylie’s thighs trembled, her moans muffled around Mr. Stevens’ cock as they took her higher and higher. Pleasure and pain blurred until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Her body was a quivering, aching thing, primed for release. She was so close, teetering on the edge of oblivion.

When they finally pulled away, leaving her sprawled and gasping on the table, Ms. Adams stepped forward, pressing a vibrator against her swollen clit without warning. The touch sent sparks up her spine, and she bucked into it with a keening cry.

“Recite Policy 14.7, Kylie,” Mr. Hunter commanded, his voice cutting through the haze of her pleasure. There was something almost indulgent in his tone, and she sensed the satisfaction in his gaze.

She sucked in a breath, her hips jerking as the vibrations sent sparks up her spine. “P-Policy 14.7 states—” Her words dissolved into a gasp as Ms. Adams twisted the toy harder against her. “—all employees must—ah!—maintain confidentiality regarding—fuck!—internal company affairs!”

“Again,” Mr. Hunter growled. “Louder.” There was a dark promise in his voice, and she felt a shiver run through her.

Ms. Adams increased the speed, her fingers joining the assault, and Kylie screamed the words as her climax ripped through her, her body convulsing, her vision whiting out. The pleasure was blinding, consuming, leaving her raw and spent.

By the time the exam ended, she was limp, her skin flushed, her body still twitching with aftershocks. The board members exchanged satisfied glances, and Mr. Hunter stroked her cheek, his touch almost tender.

“Well done, Kylie. You’ve passed.” His voice was a purr of approval, and she basked in the praise.

She whimpered, her body humming with exhaustion and satisfaction. But beneath it all, a thrill of anticipation curled in her stomach.

This was only the beginning.

Chapter 6: Thesis Defense

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead as Kylie stepped into the boardroom, the air thick with the musk of sweat and sex. Her body still tingled from the relentless pleasure of her final exam—every inch of her skin flushed, every nerve alight with the memory of greedy hands and hungry mouths. Now, only one obstacle stood between her and permanent placement within the company’s ranks.

The executives lounged in their leather chairs, their gazes heavy and hungry as they drank in the sight of her. Mr. Hunter's eyes roamed over her curves appreciatively, while Ms. Adams let her tongue dart out to wet her lips. The security guard, Davis, loomed near the door, his uniform straining against the hard line of his cock as he openly stroked himself, his breath coming in ragged pants.

“Kneel,” Mr. Hunter murmured, his voice a low rumble as he guided her forward, his fingers possessive on her hip. Ms. Adams trailed behind, her nails grazing the curve of Kylie’s ass, making her shiver.

Kylie obeyed without hesitation, climbing onto the smooth surface of the conference table. The cool wood bit at her knees as she settled back on her heels, her thighs spreading slightly as her body was put on full display. The board members shifted in their seats, hands creeping beneath the table to palm themselves as they watched her with avid eyes.

Hunter moved behind her, his belt unbuckling with a soft hiss before his cock pressed against her lower back, hot and demanding. She could feel every firm inch of him, his arousal pulsing against her skin. At the same time, Davis stepped forward, his rough fingers threading through her hair and wrenching her head back with a sharp tug.

“Open.” His command sent a shudder down her spine. She parted her lips just as the thick head of his cock slid past them, the salty taste of pre-cum already coating her tongue. Behind her, Hunter’s hands gripped her hips, angling her up as he drove into her with one brutal thrust.

Her cry was muffled around Davis’ length, her body jolting as she was split open from both ends. The rhythm was merciless - Davis fucking her mouth with slow, deliberate strokes while Hunter hammered into her from behind, his groans vibrating against her back. She could feel his cock stretching her, filling her completely as he rammed into her over and over.

“Now, Kylie,” Ms. Adams purred from the sidelines, her voice husky with arousal. “Defend your thesis.” 

She tried. God, she tried. Between the gagging stretch of Davis’ cock and the relentless pistoning of Hunter’s hips, words dissolved into broken gasps as pleasure coiled tighter in her belly. Her tongue lolled out around Davis' cock, her cheeks burning as he fucked her face.

“I—I’m designed—ah!—for service,” she managed, her voice trembling as Hunter's cock hit that spot inside her that made stars dance behind her eyes. “My body—fuck!—exists for your use.” 

The board members exchanged glances, their approval evident in the way their hands moved faster beneath the table. Davis groaned, his grip tightening in her hair as he thrust deeper, his cock hitting the back of her throat.

“Louder,” Mr. Hunter growled, his fingers digging into her skin hard enough to bruise. “We want to hear you.”

Kylie’s vision blurred as the pleasure crested, her thighs shaking, her core clenching around Hunter's driving cock. “I—I belong to the office!” she cried, the words ripped from her throat as Davis bottomed out inside her mouth. “Every hole, every—ngh—inch of my skin is yours!” 

The room erupted in low groans of approval. Hands shot up in unanimous approval, but neither man slowed their pace. Hunter’s thrusts turned erratic, his grip bruising as he drove her toward the edge. Davis’ fingers tightened in her hair, holding her still as his cock pulsed down her throat.

She came with a scream, her orgasm tearing through her like lightning. The sound of skin slapping skin, of ragged breaths and filthy praise, filled the room as Hunter followed, spilling deep inside her. She could feel his release flooding her, marking her as his.

Before she could catch her breath, hands were pulling her down, dragging her onto someone’s lap. Mr. Hunter’s mouth crashed against hers, his kiss claiming, possessive. Their tongues tangled, tasting each other as the rest of the board members closed in, eager to test their newest company asset.

Ms. Adams reached out to palm Kylie's breasts, rolling the nipples between her fingers as she arched into the touch. Davis moved to stand beside her, his dripping cock slapping against her cheek as he waited his turn.

And as Hunter hauled her toward his office, bending her over his desk with a sharp command, Kylie grinned into the leather, knowing this was only the first of many, many performances. Her body ached deliciously, branded inside and out as the company's newest plaything. She couldn't wait to see what they had in store for her next.
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