
        
            
                
            
        

    
Corporate Training

Chapter 1: Welcome to Bennett & Grayson

The sleek glass doors of Bennett & Grayson's corporate headquarters slid open with a seductive whisper, revealing a space of polished marble floors and hushed murmurs of conversation. Kylie Bennett, poised in her sharply tailored skirt suit, the hem riding tantalizingly high on her toned thighs, stood at the front of the expansive lobby, her stiletto heels clicking decisively against the cool marble as she approached the four new interns gathered near reception.

Mia adjusted her blouse nervously, her emerald eyes flickering between the towering ceiling and the confident woman approaching them with predatory grace. Beside her, Lila fiddled with her notepad, her ample cleavage rising and falling with each shaky breath. Oliver and Ethan exchanged uncertain glances, the air thick with unspoken tension.

"Welcome," Kylie purred, her full lips curling in a knowing smile that promised dark delights, "to Bennett & Grayson."

She gestured for them to follow, leading them past rows of open workstations where employees - some seated, some bent over desks - worked dilantly, their faces intent on their screens. A few glanced up, smirking knowingly as the interns passed. Kylie didn't acknowledge the muffled gasps or the occasional wet sound leaking from the cubicles - she simply guided them toward the conference room with purposeful steps, her hips swaying hypnotically.

Inside, a large screen loomed at the head of the table, displaying the chiseled features of Mr. Hunter, the firm's enigmatic CEO. His deep, gravelly voice rumbled through the speakers, making Mia's skin crawl in the most delicious way. "Your internship won't be like anything you've experienced before," he stated, his words dripping with dark promise. "Here at Bennett & Grayson, efficiency is everything."

Kylie leaned back against the polished wood of the conference table, her fingers tracing the edge in a slow, sensual caress. "Our corporate culture thrives on efficiency," she explained, her tone a silky purr heavy with implication. "Every interaction, every task, every moment - it's all about finding the most efficient way to achieve results."

As if on cue, Mr. Thompson, a senior executive, strode into the room with purpose. Without hesitation, Kylie dropped gracefully to her knees in front of him, her hands already working at the buckle of his belt with practiced ease. The interns watched in rapt attention, their eyes wide with a stew of shock and dark curiosity.

"This," Kylie murmured around the thick length of Mr. Thompson's cock as it slid between her lips, "is part of our Efficiency Enhancement Program." She took him deep, her throat muscles working around his girth as she swallowed him whole. Wet, sucking sounds filled the room as she serviced him, her head bobbing in a mesmerizing rhythm.

Mia's breath hitched in her throat, her heart pounding against her ribcage. Lila bit her plump lower lip, her eyes wide and hungry with desire. Oliver shifted uncomfortably in his seat, his face flushed a deep red as he tried to subtly adjust the growing bulge in his pants. Ethan stared at Kylie with a stew of disbelief and dark, aching need.

When she finally pulled back, Mr. Thompson's trousers secure once more, Kylie smiled up at him, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "Excellent work, Kylie," Mr. Thompson praised, his voice rough with satisfaction. "Our new recruits are most certainly...impressed."

Kylie rose gracefully to her feet, adjusting her skirt as she stood. The thin fabric clung to her curves, outlining the tantalizing shape of her pussy through the sheer material. "I'm glad you approve, sir," she said, her voice a sultry purr. "Now, interns - are you ready to begin your training?"

Mia nodded, still trying to process what she had just witnessed. Her nipples hardened beneath the thin fabric of her blouse, pressing against the material with aching need. Lila's hand was trembling slightly as she gripped her notepad, her chest heaving with each shallow breath. Oliver glanced away, cheeks flushed, his eyes darting to the door as if he wanted to bolt. Ethan stared at Kylie with a stew of disbelief and dark, aching curiosity.

"Yes," they said in hushed unison, their voices husky with unspoken longing.

Kylie smiled, a predatory gleam in her eye as she turned to lead them out of the conference room and into the heart of Bennett & Grayson's corporate headquarters. "Excellent. We have much to cover."

As the interns followed her, their minds reeled with wonder and dark anticipation. What other secrets did this place hold? And what exactly had they just gotten themselves into? Only time would tell, but one thing was certain - their summer internship was about to be a lot more interesting than they ever could have imagined.

Chapter 2: Dress Code and Corporate Policy

The interns' first meeting ended with lingering tension thick enough to cut with a knife, and now—standing in the sleek, mirrored lounge—they faced their next test. Kylie's manicured fingers splayed over the bundle of garments she’d laid out on the plush leather couch, each piece more scandalous than the last. The garments seemed to shimmer under the dim lights, inviting and intoxicating.

Lila reached out tentatively, brushing her fingers over the delicate fabric of a cropped blazer. “This doesn’t even cover my stomach,” she muttered, holding it up. The thin material clung to her fingertips, and she could feel the heat of her skin through it, even at this gentle touch.

Kylie arched a brow, amusement curling her lips. “Exactly.” She plucked a pair of panties from the pile—black lace with a sleek, metallic component stitched into the seam. “These are synced to the company’s internal network. Remote-activated for… workplace readiness.” The metallic component glinted, hinting at its true purpose.

Oliver’s throat bobbed as he eyed the minuscule garment. “You can’t be serious.” His voice trembled slightly, caught between disbelief and a forbidden excitement at the prospect.

“Deadly.” Kylie's voice was syrup-smooth as she handed him his set. “Try them on. Then we’ll discuss the real dress code.” Her eyes sparkled with promise and challenge.

The interns hesitated, their gazes flickering toward the changing stalls tucked discreetly in the corner. Mia was the first to move, clutching her uniform to her chest as she disappeared behind the frosted glass. The others followed, their murmurs barely audible over the hum of the building’s climate control.

Kylie leaned against the wall, arms crossed, listening to the rustle of fabric, the sharp inhales, the nervous giggles. When they emerged, the transformation was immediate—Mia’s skirt barely grazed the tops of her thighs, the sheer stockings beneath doing nothing to hide the creamy skin beneath. Lila’s blazer gaped open, revealing the delicate swell of her breasts above the snug satin bustier. Oliver and Ethan looked equal parts horrified and aroused, the snug fit of their trousers leaving little to the imagination.

Kylie circled them, her heels clicking against the floor like a metronome. “Better,” she purred. “Though we’ll have to adjust your posture.” She stopped behind Oliver, pressing a firm hand between his shoulder blades until his back arched. His breath hitched, and he felt a surge of heat run through him at her touch.

Then, with a tap on her tablet, the room filled with the soft, unmistakable whir of the panties activating. Mia gasped, her knees buckling slightly as the vibration pulsed against her clit. Lila’s hands flew to her hips, her breath coming faster. Oliver bit back a groan, while Ethan clenched his jaw, his knuckles white at his sides.

“Consider this your introduction to our open-door policy,” Kylie said, striding toward the entrance of The Bullpen—Bennett & Grayson’s infamous open workspace. The glass walls revealed a dizzying tableau: employees draped over desks, mouths busy, hands wandering. A woman in a pencil skirt was bent backward over a filing cabinet, her blouse unbuttoned as her partner worked between her thighs. Another pair shared a heated kiss beside the coffee machine, one hand tangled in hair, the other disappearing beneath a skirt.

Kylie turned back toward the interns, now squirming under the relentless buzz between their legs. “Here, we believe in accessibility. If a senior staff member has a need, you accommodate it. Immediately.” She tapped her tablet again, cranking the vibration higher. The room seemed to pulse with energy, each buzz sending shockwaves through the interns' bodies.

Mia whimpered, her fingers digging into the edge of a nearby desk. Lila’s head tipped back, her lips parting on a silent moan. Oliver’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, while Ethan’s thighs tensed, his cock straining against the thin fabric of his slacks. The warmth of arousal began to pool at the base of their spines, teasing and taunting.

Kylie smirked. “Good. You’re learning.” She swiped her tablet, and the vibrations ceased, leaving them breathless and flushed. “Now, let’s discuss your first assignments.” She strode confidently into The Bullpen, the interns stumbling after her on unsteady legs—their bodies humming with the ghost of sensation, their minds racing with the unspoken promise of what was to come. The air seemed to crackle with anticipation as they entered the open workspace, ready to embrace whatever challenges lay ahead.

Chapter 3: First Day on the Job

The interns stood in the conference room, their bodies still humming from the phantom vibrations of the panties beneath their too-revealing uniforms. The air crackled with tension, heavy with the musk of arousal. Kylie's predatory smile stretched across her full lips as she watched their discomfort, relishing the telltale blush creeping up their necks, the restless shift of their hips.

"Time to meet your mentors," she announced, the tap of her finger against the tablet sounding like a shot in the tense air.

The door slid open with a whisper, and four senior employees strode in, their presence commanding the room like titans claiming their domain. Sarah, all sharp angles and predatory grace, her brunette hair pulled into a severe knot, stepped forward first. Her gaze raked over Mia with the intensity of a hungry lioness, lingering on the way her blazer gaped open, the swell of her breasts barely contained by the satin bustier beneath.

"Come here," Sarah commanded, her voice smooth as polished steel. Mia obeyed, her pulse fluttering in her throat like a trapped bird as Sarah circled her, the click of stilettos sharp against the floor. One manicured nail traced Mia's collarbone before sliding down to flick open the first button of her blazer, then the second, and the third, until the garment hung open like an invitation.

"We'll start with financial reports," Sarah breathed, her lips brushing Mia's ear, sending a shiver down her spine. She guided Mia's fingers to the keyboard, her own hand sliding possessively over the smaller woman's hip. "Focus on the numbers, not the heat pooling between your legs."

Across the room, Rachel—her caramel skin glowing like molten gold under the soft lighting—approached Lila with the grace of a big cat stalking its prey. Without preamble, she spun the intern's chair around and straddled her lap, grinding down in one fluid motion with the confidence of a woman who knew her allure. Lila's breath hitched as Rachel rocked forward, the heat of her pressing into Lila's core like a brand.

"Type," Rachel murmured, her lips brushing Lila's ear as she dictated an email, her voice steady despite the deliberate roll of her hips. Lila's fingers trembled over the keyboard, struggling to concentrate as Rachel's movements grew bolder, more insistent. The senior employee's fingers slid through Lila's hair, tugging her head back to expose the vulnerable column of her throat.

Meanwhile, Steve and Michael wasted no time with formalities. Oliver barely had a chance to sit before Steve pushed him forward, bending him over the desk as he unfastened his belt with ruthless efficiency. The first thrust punched the air from Oliver's lungs, his fingers scrambling for purchase on the keyboard as Steve set a punishing pace, the smack of flesh on flesh echoing through the room.

"Work," Steve growled, one hand fisting in Oliver's hair, yanking his head back. "Unless you'd rather explain to Kylie why your report is late?" Oliver whimpered, but his fingers flew across the keys, his body arching with every deep, measured stroke that drove him closer to the edge.

Beneath another desk, Ethan choked back a moan as Michael's thick cock hit the back of his throat. Tears pricked his lashes as Michael's grip tightened, holding him in place, feeding him inch by relentless inch, the obscene sucking sounds filling the air. The vibrations from earlier had been teasing—this was domination, a reminder of who was in control.

Kylie moved between them, her clipboard in hand, pausing to adjust a posture here, correct a rhythm there. She stopped behind Lila, watching Rachel's fingers twist in the younger woman's hair, forcing her head back as Lila's keening cries mingled with the clack of keys.

"Nicely done," Kylie murmured, her fingers ghosting over Lila's flushed cheek before moving on to perch on the swell of her breast, just above the satin of her uniform. "Keep going."

The room was alive with movement—bodies shifting, voices low and breathless, the rhythmic sound of skin meeting skin drowning out the steady tap of fingers on keyboards. The scent of sweat and arousal clung to the air, thick enough to taste, heavy with the promise of forbidden pleasures.

"Efficiency," Kylie reminded them, her lips curving as Mia's head was pushed firmly between Sarah's thighs, as Oliver's keystrokes faltered when Steve bit down on his shoulder, his hips never ceasing their relentless drive. "Under pressure, you'll learn to perform."

And perform they did, their bodies becoming instruments of pleasure and productivity as they lost themselves in the task at hand, their productivity rising with the heat that suffused them. The interns didn't know pleasure could be such a potent motivator, but under the watchful eyes of their mentors, they were about to find out.

Chapter 4: Team-Building Exercises

The interns swayed on unsteady legs in The Bullpen, their bodies still humming from the morning’s relentless training. The air was thick with the scent of arousal - musky and sweet, clinging to skin still damp from exertion. Kylie’s heels clicked against the polished floor as she circled them like a hawk, her dark gaze sharp enough to carve secrets from trembling flesh. 

“Today,” she murmured, fingertips brushing along the curve of Lila’s waist, “we refine your ability to perform… without the luxury of sight.” 

Silk blindfolds slithered over flushed cheeks, plunging the interns into darkness. Mia’s breath hitched as the cool fabric tightened behind her head, her pulse pounding in her wrists as hands guided her to her knees. The world narrowed to the rustle of clothing, the shift of bodies, the wet sound of lips parting. 

A groan reverberated above her, followed by the press of warm flesh against her mouth. Sarah’s thigh tensed under Mia’s tentative fingers, guiding her forward until the head of a cock nudged her lips. 

“Listen,” Sarah commanded, her voice rough.

Mia obeyed, her tongue swirling experimentally as she mapped the shape of her mentor’s arousal. The slightest hitch of breath, the twitch of hips—each reaction was a clue, a silent instruction. She hollowed her cheeks, savoring the salt-heavy taste as Sarah’s fingers tightened in her hair, urging her deeper. 

Across the room, Lila gasped as Rachel’s palm skimmed down her spine, settling possessively on her ass. 

“Open,” Rachel ordered. 

Lila’s mouth watered as thick fingers pressed inside, curling just so until her thighs shook. Blindfolded, every sensation was amplified—the rough texture of Rachel’s blazer against her cheek, the impatient roll of hips against her lips, the obscene squelch as those fingers worked her open. 

Desks creaked beneath shifting weight. Oliver’s choked whimper cut through the air as his mentor’s cock breached him in one smooth thrust, his body bending forward, hands braced against the keyboard. Spreadsheets blurred on the screen as his hips were jerked back, again and again, each snap of hips punching ragged moans from his throat. 

Kylie watched, pleased, as Ethan’s lips stretched around Michael’s girth, spit slicking his chin. His blindfold was damp with tears, his throat convulsing as he was fucked deep, his fingers clutching desperately at Michael’s thighs. 

“Efficiency,” Kylie reminded them, her palm gliding over Mia’s bowed head before gripping her ponytail, forcing her to take Sarah deeper. “Anticipate. Adapt.” 

The Bullpen thrummed with the filthy symphony of flesh meeting flesh - wet gasps, bitten-off curses, the rhythmic clatter of fingers stumbling across keyboards. Lila’s climax crashed over her as Rachel’s thumb circled her clit with ruthless precision, her moans muffled against her mentor’s thigh. Mia swallowed around Sarah’s cock, her jaw aching, her senses drowning in musk and sweat. 

By the time Kylie peeled away the blindfolds, the interns were wrecked - lips swollen, bodies trembling, uniforms in disarray. 

“Impressive,” Kylie pured, trailing a finger along Oliver’s sweat-slicked chest. “Tomorrow, the boardroom.” 

A shiver ran through them - half-terror, half-desire. The training had only just begun.

Chapter 5: In the Boardroom

The scent of expensive leather and high-end cologne clung to the air inside Bennett & Grayson’s executive boardroom. The interns stood poised at the threshold, their polished heels sinking into the plush carpet with a soft click. Kylie’s smirk was razor-sharp as she leaned in, her breath hot against Mia’s ear. “No mistakes,” she whispered, her nails dragging down the younger woman’s spine in a display of barely restrained power. The touch sent a shiver down Mia’s skin.

Mia swallowed hard, her pulse thrumming like a live wire beneath her skin as the heavy doors swung open with a soft hiss, revealing the boardroom in all its glory. It was a theater of power—gleaming mahogany walls polished to a sheen, towering glass walls that framed the city skyline in a glittering curtain of lights, and the silent, oppressive weight of expectation that hung heavy in the air. Every molecule of oxygen felt electrified, charged with the promise of sin and satisfaction.

Seated at the head of the table, Mr. Edwards loosened his tie with a lazy flick of his wrist, his eyes never once leaving their trembling forms. His gaze burned like brandy, slow and intoxicating as it raked over the interns, marking out every tremble and every flush with a mastery that left Mia breathless. Beside him, Mr. Clark drummed his fingers against the armrest, his mouth curling into a knowing smirk that spoke of secrets and forbidden pleasures.

At the far end, Ms. Lee crossed her long, perfectly shaped legs, the slit of her skirt parting just enough to reveal a tantalizing flash of smooth, unblemished thigh. Her dark, almond-shaped eyes gleamed as she studied them, her lips painted the same deep, sultry red as the wine swirling in her glass. The cool air conditioning caressed the bare skin of her neck, making her shiver.

“Well?” she murmured, her voice low and husky, like silk on velvet. “Don’t keep us waiting.” Her accent, a melodic blend of East meets West, dripped with unspoken promise.

Kylie gave a single, curt nod—the signal they had all been waiting for, the green light that unleashed a torrent of pent-up need.

Like clockwork, Mia sank gracefully to her knees, her fingers deftly unbuckling Mr. Edwards’ belt before his cock sprang free, thick and already flushed with need. The air was heavy with his musky scent as she wasted no time, her tongue swirling around the head of his erection with practiced ease, savoring the salt-bitter taste of his arousal as his groan reverberated above her. The sound vibrated through her entire body, stoking the fire that had been simmering in her belly since the moment she laid eyes on him.

Under the table, Lila’s hands slid up Mr. Clark’s thighs with a nimble grace, her lips sealing around his length with smooth, practiced ease. His fingers tangled in her silky hair, guiding her pace as she hollowed her cheeks, her throat fluttering around each thrust with a moist, wet sound. The obscene noises of her pleasure mingled with the rustle of clothing and the creak of leather chairs.

Across the room, Oliver and Ethan approached Ms. Lee in tandem, their movements synchronized to perfection. Oliver’s fingertips traced the smooth curve of her knee before sliding beneath the hem of her skirt, his thumb pressing slow, torturous circles against her dampening silk panties. The damp fabric clung to her heated skin, a testament to her arousal. Ethan’s mouth followed, his lips trailing fire up the inner column of her thigh until she gasped, her hips arching off the chair in search of more contact, more pleasure.

“That’s it,” Kylie murmured, circling them like a predator stalking her prey. Her voice was a low, seductive purr that sent Goosebumps skittering down their spines. “Make them remember you.” Her eyes gleamed with dark promise as she watched, drinking in the sight of their submission and the executives' growing satisfaction.

The boardroom filled with the slick sounds of unrestrained hunger—the wet, obscene sounds of mouths and tongues and teeth; the choked, guttural moans of pleasure dragged from raw throats; the creak of leather as bodies pressed closer, skin to skin, flesh to flesh. Mia’s fingers dug into the hard planes of Mr. Edwards’ hips as he fucked her throat with deep, powerful thrusts, her eyes watering as she took him deeper, her nails leaving crescents in his skin. The taste of him coated her tongue, musky and hot.

Beneath the table, Lila’s breath hitched as Mr. Clark dragged her onto his lap, his fingers plunging into her soaked panties with merciless precision, finding her aching clit and rubbing it in tight, torturous circles. Her swollen flesh throbbed beneath his touch, desperate for his touch. She arched into him with a needy moan, her hips bucking wildly against his hand.

Ms. Lee’s gasp was sharp and startled as Ethan’s tongue flicked against her clit, the slick muscle sending sparks of pleasure zinging up her spine. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her steady as Oliver’s fingers pumped in and out of her wet channel with a firm, relentless rhythm. The dual assault on her most intimate places sent her teetering on the razor's edge, her hands fisting in the smooth fabric of the chair.

“Good,” Kylie purred, her melodic voice thick with approval as she watched Mia’s throat work around Mr. Edwards’ cock, her lips stretched wide around his girth. The obscene sight of her submission, the way her eyes rolled back in her head as she gagged on his length, was enough to make Kylie's own core throb with want. “But I know you can do better.”

A shudder ran through the interns—not from fear, but from the molten pleasure of exceeding expectations, of pushing their limits and surrendering to the carnal hunger that had been building for so long. The boardroom had become a symphony of sin, and every moan was a note played to perfection, every touch a beat that brought them closer to the ultimate crescendo.

By the time the executives finished, their satisfaction evident in the lazy drag of their fingers through tangled hair and the way their chests rose with heavy, labored breaths, the interns were flushed and aching, their bodies trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. Kylie’s smile was all teeth as she met their dazed, glazed gazes, a predatory gleam in her eyes. “Now that,” she murmured, her voice husky with unspoken promise, “is how you close a deal.”

Chapter 6: Midterm Evaluations

Kylie's office was dimly lit, the air heavy with the scent of leather and arousal. The interns shifted nervously, their bodies tense as they awaited their evaluations. Kylie lounged in her chair, one stiletto hooked over the desk's edge, her eyes glinting with predatory amusement as she tapped her tablet.

When Kylie's gaze locked onto Mia, the girl's pulse fluttered at the base of her throat. "Knees," Kylie commanded, her voice low and honeyed. Mia sank to the floor, her skirt riding up to reveal the curve of her ass. Kylie retrieved a thick, veined strap-on from her desk drawer, the silicone gleaming under the office lights.

Mia's breath hitched as Kylie guided the tip to her parted lips. She took it in slowly, her tongue working the length as she savored the taste of the silicone. Kylie's free hand gripped the back of her head, pushing forward with a brutal pace that stretched Mia's lips obscenely. Tears welled in Mia's eyes, but she couldn't pull back, not with Kylie's fingers knotted in her hair.

"That's it," Kylie cooed, her hand trailing down Mia's flushed cheek. "Take it all like the good little slut you are." Mia whimpered around the intrusion, her body trembling with the effort, but the sound of Kylie's approval sent a jolt of pleasure straight between her legs. She relaxed her throat, letting Kylie fill her completely, the toy stretching her mouth and throat with a delicious ache.

Lila watched, her thighs pressing together as Kylie finally released Mia, leaving her panting and drooling. Then Kylie's gaze turned to her. Kylie stood, shrugging off her blazer to reveal her toned shoulders and the curve of her breasts straining against her silk blouse. She bent over her desk, her ass on full display as she tossed a riding crop into Lila's hands. "Make me feel it," she ordered, her voice thick with challenge.

Lila hesitated for only a heartbeat before swinging the crop. The sharp crack of leather against skin sent a shiver down her spine, the crimson stripe blooming across Kylie's flesh. Kylie's breath stuttered, her fingers tightening on the desk. "Again." Lila obeyed, each stroke landing harder, the sharp strikes drawing breathy moans from Kylie's lips. Her own arousal coiled tight as Kylie arched into the blows, her body trembling with pleasure.

"Fuck, yes," Kylie panted, her voice rough. "Just like that." Lila reveled in the control, the power of reducing her superior to a gasping, needy mess. She struck again and again, watching as the lines on Kylie's skin deepened, her ass jiggling with each impact. By the time Lila stopped, Kylie was trembling, her fingers scrabbling against the desk as her pussy contracted with need.

Then it was Oliver and Ethan's turn. Kylie straightened, her skin flushed and damp with sweat, and settled on the edge of her desk, spreading her legs wide. "Show me how well you work together," she demanded, her voice a low purr.

Oliver didn't hesitate. He dropped to his knees, burying his face between her thighs, his tongue lapping at her clit with practiced precision. Ethan positioned himself behind, his cock sliding into her ass in one smooth thrust, drawing a keening cry from Kylie's lips. They moved in perfect sync—Oliver's mouth working her clit, fingers teasing her entrance, while Ethan's hips snapped forward, each deep stroke pulling another ragged moan from her.

Kylie's back arched, her hands fisting in Oliver's hair as her body clenched around them. "Don't stop," she gasped, her voice breaking as pleasure crashed over her, her thighs shaking as she came hard, their names spilling from her lips in a breathless chant. Her inner muscles contracted and released, drawing out their own pleasure as she milked their cocks with her tight, slick heat.

When it was over, the interns stood flushed and breathless, their bodies humming with satisfaction. Kylie straightened her skirt, her smirk lazy and self-satisfied as she tapped notes into her tablet. "Pass marks," she announced, her gaze lingering on each of them, "but don't get too comfortable." Her smile turned wicked. "Mr. Hunter's waiting."

A shiver ran through them—anticipation, fear, desire—all blending into one. The real test was coming. And none of them were ready.

Chapter 7: The Final Test

The executive suite hummed with tension, the air thick with the pungent scent of expensive leather and the heady musk of arousal. The four interns—Mia, Lila, Oliver, and Ethan—kneel before Kylie, their skimpy uniforms clinging to damp, flushed skin. The plush carpet mutes their frantic breaths as Kylie circles them, her stiletto heels clicking a hypnotic rhythm against the polished floor.

"Mr. Hunter doesn't tolerate mediocrity," Kylie says, her voice a low, seductive purr. She pauses to trace a perfectly manicured fingertip along Lila's trembling cheek, her eyes smoldering with barely contained desire. "Every movement, every sound, every gasp of pleasure—you give him perfection."

The interns swallow hard, their panties buzzing faintly with anticipation, the vibrations sending jolts of arousal through their bodies. Mia's tongue flicks out to dampen her lips, while Oliver's breath hitches, his cock twitching against the confines of his tight pants.

Then the door opens with a soft click, and Mr. Hunter steps into the room. His tailored suit accentuates the broad stretch of his powerful shoulders, his presence dominating the space. His dark, piercing gaze sweeps over the kneeling interns, lingering on the way Oliver's throat works nervously, on the subtle tremble in Mia's fingers where they clutch her skirt.

Kylie moves toward him with feline grace, sinking gracefully to her knees before him. Her deft fingers make quick work of his belt, the metallic clink loud in the hushed room. She gazes up at him through her thick lashes, her plump lips parting invitingly before she takes his thick, throbbing cock into her mouth with practiced ease.

The interns watch, mesmerized, as Kylie's lips stretch obscenely around Mr. Hunter's girth. She hollows her cheeks, her tongue swirling sinuously around the engorged head before gliding down his impressive length. Mr. Hunter's strong fingers tighten in her dark hair, guiding her rhythm—slow and deep, then punishingly fast until her eyes water with the effort.

"This," Kylie gasps when he finally pulls back, her lips slick and swollen, "is what he expects," she manages, swallowing hard.

Mia and Lila are summoned next, their bodies pressing close as they kneel before their boss. Mia takes him into her mouth, her lips stretching to accommodate his thick shaft, while Lila ducks beneath to lap at his heavy, sensitive balls. Their movements are fluid, perfectly synchronized as if they've practiced this act countless times. Mia's throat works him deep, her tongue swirling around his head, while Lila's tongue teases the sensitive skin beneath.

A deep, masculine groan rumbles from Mr. Hunter's chest, his hand settling possessively on the back of Mia's head. "Good girls," he murmurs, his praise sending a shiver of pleasure through them both.

Oliver and Ethan are next, stripped bare and made to kneel beside the sleek glass conference table, their erections already hard and straining. Mr. Hunter alternates between them, feeding his thick cock into their eager mouths, testing their endurance with slow, deliberate thrusts. Ethan's eyes water as he takes him deep, his lips stretched obscenely, while Oliver chokes around the intrusion, swallowing hard around the thick length.

Kylie positions herself behind Mr. Hunter, her ample breasts pressed against his broad back as her fingers trail teasingly down his chiseled chest. "You're doing so well," she whispers, her hot breath tickling his ear.

The rotation begins, a sensual dance of skin and shameless pleasure. Mia returns to her knees, swallowing Mr. Hunter's cock deep into her throat, while Lila's wicked tongue traces the sensitive skin of his perineum. Oliver is bent over the conference table, Kylie's slick fingers preparing his tight hole before pressing a buzzing vibrator deep inside. He muffled whimpers of pleasure fill the room, his hips rocking back against the intrusion.

Ethan pounds into Kylie from behind, his hips slamming savagely against her tight rear as she moans wantonly around Mr. Hunter's swollen balls. Her fingers knot in Mia's hair, guiding her movements as they work in perfect harmony.

The room dissolves into a symphony of gasps, skin slapping against skin, the wet sounds of mouths and bodies urgently seeking release. Mr. Hunter comes first, a guttural shout tearing from his lips as he spills his seed down Mia's eager throat. Lila tilts her face up, her lips parting to catch the hot spurt of his release.

Oliver and Ethan follow soon after, their hips stuttering as they spill their own loads, painting hot stripes of cum over their trembling skin. Kylie collapses against the desk, her legs still shaking with the aftershocks of her own pleasure.

Mr. Hunter buttons his slacks, his dark eyes sweeping over the spent interns with satisfaction. "Impressive," he growls, his voice rough with arousal.

Kylie beamed, pushing her damp hair back from her flushed face. "Certified," she announces triumphantly.

And as Mr. Hunter strides toward the door, his parting words linger in the air: “You’ll make fine additions to the firm.”

The interns exchange exhausted, elated smiles, knowing they've passed the ultimate test tonight and earned their place in this world of decadent pleasure and corporate power.

Chapter 8: Graduation Day

The grand hall of Bennett & Grayson was alive with decadence. Crystal chandeliers cast shimmering light over the polished marble floors, their glow reflecting off the slender glasses of champagne clutched in elegant hands. The air smelled of rich perfume, expensive whiskey, and the faint, heady musk of sweat-slicked skin.

At the center of it all stood the four interns—Mia, Lila, Oliver, and Ethan—dressed in their finest. Mia’s deep red dress hugged every curve, the neckline dipping low enough to tease the swell of her breasts. The dress clung tightly to her waist, accentuating her narrow hips and the tantalizing glimpse of her toned stomach where the fabric parted. Lila’s black ensemble clung to her lithe frame, the slit in her skirt revealing the delicate lace of her garters with every step. Her heels clicked against the floor, drawing attention to her smooth legs, toned from months of secret late-night workouts in the gym. Oliver and Ethan, sharp in their navy suits, stood with their shoulders back, the subtle bulge in their tailored pants betraying their lingering arousal.

Kylie Carter, now resplendent in silver, prowled between them with a predator’s grace. Her stiletto heels tapped a slow, deliberate rhythm against the floor as she surveyed them, a smirk curling her red-stained lips. She paused in front of Lila, trailing a manicured finger along the column of her throat. Lila’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening under Kylie’s touch. "Look at you," Kylie murmured, her voice husky. "All grown up."

Behind them, the towering figure of Mr. Hunter loomed, his presence commanding the room. His dark suit was immaculate, tailored to emphasize the breadth of his chest, the power in his stance. His gaze burned across the four interns, lingering on the way Mia bit her lip, the tremor in Lila’s fingers as she fought the urge to reach for him. He exuded confidence and authority, his presence making the air feel electric and dangerous.

"You’ve all performed beyond expectations," he said, his voice a deep rumble that vibrated through their bones. "And as of today, you are no longer interns."

Kylie lifted a leather folder, flipping it open with a flourish. "Welcome to Bennett & Grayson, officially."

Lila’s breath hitched. The word permanent echoed in her mind, heavy with promise—or perhaps threat. Before she could dwell, the double doors behind them swung open, revealing what had once been The Bullpen. Now, it was something far more sinful.

Plush velvet couches lined the walls, their deep crimson fabric strewn with discarded ties and silk stockings. A long table groaned under the weight of champagne flutes and platters of delicate fruit, their juices glistening under the dimmed lights. And beneath the interns’ pristine outfits, the familiar, insistent buzz of their training devices pulsed to life.

Kylie’s smirk widened. "Consider this your true initiation."

Mia wasted no time. In a single fluid motion, she dropped to her knees before the nearest executive, her hands already working his belt. The man groaned as she took him into her mouth, her lips sealing around his girth in a single, practiced motion. She swallowed him whole, her throat contracting around his length. Lila watched, her own body throbbing in response, before a sharp slap of leather against her ass sent her stumbling forward with a gasp.

Rachel caught her, riding crop in hand, her eyes dark with hunger. "No hesitating now, darling," she purred, dragging the tip down Lila’s spine. The crop left a trail of tingles in its wake, making Lila shiver. She bit her lip, trying to muffle a moan as Rachel's fingers tangled in her hair, tugging her head back.

Oliver and Ethan were already moving, their hands gripping the waists of their mentors as they shoved them onto the nearest surface. Zippers hissed open, buttons were ripped free, and soon the slick sounds of eager mouths and desperate friction filled the air. Ethan groaned as one of the executives palmed him, rough fingers finding his clothed erection. He bucked into the touch, craving more as the man freed his cock, stroking it in time with his needy pants.

The room became a tangle of limbs—Oliver bent over an armchair, his trousers shoved down as Kylie mounted him from behind, her nails raking down his back. She rode him hard, her hips snapping against his, each thrust echoing through the room. Ethan had two executives in hand, their cocks sliding between his palms, their groans mingling with his own as Rachel twisted his nipple between her fingers. He gasped at the sensation, his hips stuttering forward into their touch.

Mia had moved on to her second partner, her lips wrapped tight around one man while her fingers worked another. She hummed around his length, the vibrations making him curse. Lila, now pinned beneath Rachel’s thigh, moaned as the woman’s hand twisted in her hair, forcing her face into the heat between her legs. The musky scent filled her nose, making her head spin. She lapped at Rachel's clit, her tongue delving deep, seeking to please.

Mr. Hunter watched it all from his throne-like chair, his fingers lazily stroking his own length as Kylie crawled back to him, her lips parted in silent invitation. His cock pulsed in his hand, eager and hard. He gripped her hair as she sank down onto him, her walls squeezing tight around his shaft.

"You’ve outdone yourself," he murmured, his voice strained with pleasure.

Kylie’s breath came in ragged pants as she rocked against him. "Just imagine," she gasped, "what the next group will endure."

His laughter was dark, promising, his hands tightening on her hips as the room dissolved into a symphony of pleasure. The interns, now graduates, knew one thing for certain—this was only the beginning.

Corporate Retreat Orgy

Chapter 1: Morning Icebreaker

The first rays of dawn painted the lake in molten gold as Kylie padded barefoot across the deck, the morning air teasing her skin beneath the sheer silk robe that clung to her dampened curves. The hot tub’s steam rose in lazy tendrils, swirling around the already crowded water where Mr. Hunter and his inner circle lounged—their predatory gazes locked onto her like she was the main course at a long-awaited feast.

“Morning, team,” she murmured, letting the robe slip from her shoulders with a calculated slowness. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her naked except for the glint of a delicate silver chain around her waist. The executives’ collective exhale was almost comical as she stepped into the bubbling water, sinking between Mr. Hunter and Marcus from Legal.

“You’re late,” Mr. Hunter chided, though the smirk playing at his lips betrayed him. His hand found her thigh beneath the churning surface, fingers digging in just hard enough to make her breath hitch. “We were beginning to think you’d forgotten today’s… agenda.” 

Kylie arched a brow, letting her fingers trail along his inner thigh in retaliation. “Oh, I never forget an opportunity to inspire,” she purred, her voice husky with promise. The water rippled as she shifted, her hand gliding higher until her fingertips brushed the thick length of him. His sharp inhale was all the encouragement she needed.

She began to stroke him lazily, her touch barely there, teasing. Around them, the other men watched—Greg’s knuckles whitening around his glass, Jensen’s tongue swiping his lower lip—as Kylie worked Mr. Hunter over. Jensen shifted closer, his hardness brushing her hand, and she smirked, giving him a few teasing strokes before returning her attention to the company head.

“Why don’t you remind us of the company mission statement, darling?” Marcus prompted, his own hand drifting toward her hip. Kylie smiled, her free hand slipping beneath the surface to tease the growing hardness of Jensen’s cock. “Bennett & Grayson fosters innovation through—” she gasped as Marcus’s fingers found her clit, “—unconventional team-building strategies.” 

Then she was moving, her lips sealing around Marcus’s cock as Jensen and Greg crowded closer. The hot tub became a symphony of groans and sloshing water—her mouth working Marcus over with practiced skill while her fingers stroked Jensen, her toes tracing the inside of Greg’s thigh. 

And then there were the new recruits. 

James stood rigid at the patio’s edge, his jaw clenched as he watched her take Marcus deeper, her throat fluttering around him. Lily’s fingers twisted in the hem of her borrowed robe, her breath coming in shallow gasps whenever Kylie’s eyes flicked to hers. And Marco—poor Marco—was half-hard in his swim trunks, his gaze darting between the obscene display and Lily’s parted lips. 

Kylie surfaced with a gasp, water cascading down her breasts as Marcus shuddered behind her. “Anyone else need a morning boost?” she asked, her voice syrupy with invitation. Her gaze lingered on Lily, then slid deliberately to Marco’s tented trunks. 

Mr. Hunter chuckled darkly, tipping his head toward the younger recruits. “Looks like the next generation is eager to learn.” 

Lily hesitated only a heartbeat before stepping forward, her robe falling open as she sank into the water beside Kylie. “T-teach me?” she whispered, her trembling fingers brushing Kylie’s waist. 

Kylie’s grin was pure sin as she guided Lily’s hand lower beneath the bubbling surface. “Oh, sweetheart… consider this your first performance review.” 

Across from them, Marco finally caved, stripping off his trunks with a ragged groan before joining the fray. The executives exchanged knowing glances—this was going to be one hell of a team-building retreat.

Chapter 2: Afternoon Trust Falls

The sun blazed overhead as the group gathered on the emerald expanse of lawn, the scent of freshly cut grass mingling with the musk of anticipation. The warmth pressed against Kylie's skin, making the thin fabric of her sundress cling to every curve. She stretched her arms overhead, letting the straps slip down her shoulders just enough to tease. The translucent material left little to the imagination, hinting at the tantalizing treasures beneath.

Mr. Hunter's voice cut through the murmurs, his deep tone resonating with authority. "Trust is the foundation of any successful team," he declared, his gaze darkening as it settled on Kylie. She felt the weight of his stare, a promise of pleasures to come. "And today, you'll learn just how deep that trust goes."

The executives chuckled, loosening collars and rolling up sleeves. Their eyes raked over Kylie's body, undressing her with their gazes. The new recruits—James, Marco, and Lily—stood stiffly, their curiosity warring with disbelief as Kylie strode to the center of the circle. Her heels sank into the soft grass, her dress swaying around her thighs with each step.

"Rules are simple," Mr. Hunter continued, his voice rough with lust. "She's the baton. Pass her well." His words hung heavy in the air as the group shifted, anticipation building.

Before anyone could react, Carter from finance lunged forward, his thick hands locking around Kylie's waist. He spun her, her dress flaring up like a skirt to reveal the absence of anything beneath. The group roared as his fingers dug into her bare ass, kneading the flesh before lifting her bodily and thrusting her toward Daniels from marketing.

Daniels caught her mid-air, his mouth crashing onto hers in a brutal kiss. His greedy hands slid under her dress, peeling it up inch by torturous inch until her breasts bounced free, nipples pebbled in the warm air. Kylie arched into him, moaning as his teeth grazed her neck, leaving marks in their wake.

"Trust fall!" someone shouted, and Kylie let herself drop backward, knowing Daniels wouldn't let her hit the ground. He didn't—his hands gripped her thighs, yanking them apart as he lowered her onto the grass, his mouth descending between her legs before the next executive dragged her up again.

The passes grew filthier—each man marked her in his own way. A sharp smack left her ass stinging, the heat blooming through her skin. A rough hand fisted her hair, forcing her to her knees to swallow the next cock shoved between her lips. She gagged prettily, spit dripping down her chin as she was hauled up and pushed toward the next waiting hands.

By the time she reached the end of the line, Kylie was delirious—her dress torn away, her skin slick with sweat and saliva, her thighs trembling. But Mr. Hunter wasn’t done. He studied her with a hungry gaze, drinking in every inch of her exposed flesh.

"Lily," he purred, crooking a finger at the trembling recruit. "Your turn."

Kylie reached for her, tangling their fingers together. "You want this," she whispered against Lily's ear, feeling the girl shiver. "Say it."

"I—I want it," Lily breathed, her pupils blown wide with desire.

Kylie sealed their mouths together, swallowing Lily's gasp as her hands roamed. She guided Lily's fingers to her own breasts, showing her how to twist and pinch until Lily moaned. Then Kylie dropped to her knees, dragging Lily's skirt down with her. The men groaned as Lily's panties hit the grass, her thighs parting instinctively.

Marco and James needed no further invitation. Marco's belt clattered to the ground as Kylie took him into her mouth, her fingers working Lily's slick folds in tandem. James found himself pressed between two executives, their hands stripping him bare before guiding him into Kylie's waiting warmth from behind.

The air thickened with broken moans and the slap of skin. Sweat glistened on flushed bodies, the scent of sex hanging heavy. When the last shuddering climax tore through them, Kylie collapsed onto the grass, her limbs entwined with Lily's, both of them panting and grinning like fools.

Mr. Hunter pulled Kylie to her feet, brushing a stray curl from her forehead. "Perfect execution," he murmured, his thumb tracing her swollen lips. He leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. "I knew you'd take to this so well." He turned to the flushed, disheveled recruits. "Now you understand—trust at Bennett & Grayson isn’t given. It's earned."

With a wink, he led the group back toward the lodge, leaving Kylie sprawled bonelessly in the grass, her body singing with anticipation for what the night would bring. The fading scent of grass and sex clung to her skin, a reminder of the debauchery to come.

Chapter 3: Networking Dinner

The grand dining hall was bathed in flickering candlelight, casting a sensual glow over the opulent space. The long mahogany table groaned under the weight of silver platters and crystal decanters, each one reflecting the hungry anticipation that hung in the air. Kylie stood at the center, draped in a sheer lace body stocking that clung to every dip and curve of her body like liquid sin. The fabric left nothing to the imagination—all of her hard nipples, the swell of her hips, the shadow between her thighs—all on display for the ravenous eyes of the executives lounging around the table.

Ties were loosened, collars unbuttoned. Glasses of wine glinted in the golden light as murmured conversations lulled into expectant silence. At the head of the table, Mr. Hunter leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled, his gaze a slow, searing brand across Kylie’s skin. His eyes darkened with lust as he took in her barely concealed body, the outline of her nipples clearly visible through the lace.

"Tonight, we celebrate more than just collaboration," he drawled, swirling his drink. The rich aroma of the whiskey mingled with the sweet scent of the strawberries and chocolate sauce that sat waiting in ornate silver bowls. "We celebrate indulgence."

The unspoken command hung in the air, thick with promise and forbidden pleasure. Kylie smirked, then stepped gracefully onto the table, the wood cool beneath her bare feet. She arched her spine, letting the candlelight catch the shimmer of her lace-clad thighs as she reached for a champagne bottle. With deliberate slowness, she pressed it between her legs, the glass neck nestling against her heated core.

Her breath hitched as she tilted it, the bubbling liquid spilling from its mouth straight into her mouth. Drops of champagne kissed her lips, dripping down her chin and painting her skin with sticky sweetness. Then she leaned forward, letting the champagne drip from her lips into Mr. Hunter’s waiting glass, her breasts swaying just above the rim like heavy, ripe fruit.

The executives chuckled, but their laughter was edged with hunger. Hands tightened around stemware. Fingers tapped impatiently against the tablecloth, the only sound in the heavy silence. Kylie’s lips curved as she moved down the table, pausing before each man to let them sip champagne straight from her mouth.

Some were bold—nipping at her lower lip, dragging their tongues against hers and tasting the tang of alcohol mixed with the sweetness of her skin. Others hesitated, only to groan when she deepened the kiss, her fingers tangling in their hair and pulling them closer. She could feel their lust, hot and eager, pressing against her body like a physical force.

Lily’s breath caught from her seat near the end of the table. The new recruit’s cheeks were flushed, her fingers trembling around her wineglass. Kylie caught her gaze and winked before turning her attention to the final course. A server appeared, carrying a bowl of warm chocolate sauce. Kylie knelt at the center of the table, spreading her thighs wide as the decadent liquid cascaded down her stomach, pooling in the hollow of her navel before trickling lower.

Each drop seemed to paint fire on her skin, the heat intense and all-consuming. Strawberries followed—plump, ripe—nestled against the lace stretched taut over her breasts, pressed into the crease of her hips, balanced precariously on the apex of her thighs. The sweet scent filled the air, mixing with the sexy musk of arousal.

"Help yourselves, gentlemen," Kylie purred, rolling her hips to send a rivulet of chocolate sliding down her inner thigh. The needy gasps and groans that rippled around the table made her lips curl into a cruel smile. She loved this, loved the power and control, the feeling of being the center of their world.

Mr. Hunter was the first to rise. He plucked a strawberry from her hip, then dragged his tongue along the sticky path left behind, slow and deliberate, stopping just short of where she ached for him. His breath ghosted over her slick lace-clad core, hot enough to make her tremble.

The others needed no further invitation. Hands descended—some greedy, some teasing—claiming strawberries, licking chocolate from her skin. One executive peeled the lace aside entirely, his mouth closing over her bare nipple while his fingers worked her folds. Another pressed two fingers into her mouth, letting her suck them clean before trailing them down her body to replace them with his tongue.

Lily whimpered, her nails digging into the tablecloth. The senior woman beside her smirked, then guided Lily’s hand to Kylie’s breast, urging her to squeeze. "Taste her," the woman murmured, plucking a strawberry slick with chocolate—and Kylie’s arousal—before pressing it between Lily’s lips. Their mouths met in a messy, sweet kiss, tongues tangling, juice dripping down their chins.

The air grew thick with moans, the slick sounds of mouths on skin, the occasional sharp gasp as someone nipped too hard. Kylie arched, her body alight, every nerve singing as hands and lips claimed her. She was a canvas of pleasure, each touch a brush stroke of ecstasy.

By the time the last strawberry was eaten, Kylie was a shaking, sweat-slick mess—her lace torn, her skin flushed and marked, arousal glistening between her thighs. She felt empty, craving more, begging to be filled. Mr. Hunter leaned back, his lips glistening. "Now that," he said, voice rough with lust, "is how you close a deal."

Laughter rippled through the room, low and satisfied. Kylie stretched, languid as a cat, her grin promising more. Because the night? It was far from over. There were still so many unfulfilled desires, so much pleasure yet to be had. And Kylie was ready to take it all.

Chapter 4: Conflict Resolution

The conference room was thick with unresolved tension, the kind that prickled beneath skin and coiled tight in the gut. Mark’s knuckles were white where they gripped the edge of the oak table, his jaw clenched as Rachel leaned in, her manicured nails tapping against a budget report like a metronome counting down to an explosion. The air practically hummed with their mutual animosity.

“You can’t seriously expect Marketing to pull off the Q3 campaign with these cuts,” Rachel hissed, her voice sharp enough to slice through the air. Her emerald eyes flashed with barely contained fury as she bared her teeth in a feral snarl.

Mark’s retort was venom-laced, but before he could spit it out, Mr. Hunter raised a hand. His smirk was knowing, too amused for the storm brewing between them. “Children,” he chided, though his gaze was anything but paternal as it slid to Kylie. She was stretched in her chair, legs crossed just so—enough to make the slit in her skirt reveal a tempting flash of thigh. The silk clung to the curve of her hip, drawing appreciative glances from the junior associates crowding the room.

“The Bennett & Grayson method,” Kylie murmured, stepping between Mark and Rachel, “is about finding creative compromises.” Her hands settled on Mark’s tie first, loosening the knot with practiced ease. His breathing hitched as she knelt before him, lips brushing the strained fabric of his slacks. Rachel’s scoff turned into a gasp when Kylie turned her head, catching the woman’s wrist and guiding her fingers into her tousled hair.

“See?” Kylie breathed, her tongue tracing the outline of Mark’s cock through his trousers before glancing up at Rachel. “No more fighting. Just… shared focus.” A hungry smile curved her lips as she undid his belt, freeing his hardening length. The musky scent of arousal thickened the air.

Mark groaned when she took him into her mouth, his hands gripping the arms of his chair as she worked him with skill and enthusiasm. Rachel’s fingers tightened in Kylie’s hair, her hips tilting forward instinctively—until Kylie reached for her, pulling her close enough to taste the salt-slick arousal soaking through her silk underwear. The room dissolved into a symphony of ragged breaths. Junior associates leaned in, drinks forgotten as they watched Kylie work—first swallowing Mark down to the hilt, then letting Rachel grind against her tongue, muffled curses spilling from both their lips.

But Mr. Hunter wasn’t finished. “Disputes require thorough resolution,” he purred, snapping his fingers. Silk ropes slithered across the table, offered by eager hands. Kylie’s wrists were bound to the table legs, her body arched like an offering. A leather paddle appeared, pressed into Rachel’s palm.

“Show him,” Mr. Hunter murmured, “how Marketing owns its assets.” His eyes glittered with wicked intent as he stepped back, leaving Kylie vulnerable.

The first strike cracked against Kylie’s ass, drawing a sharp cry from her lips. The second made her squirm, the third had her moaning, toes curling against the carpet. Mark watched, transfixed, as Rachel painted Kylie’s skin red—each smack punctuated by a gasp, a whimper, a plea for more. The paddle passed to him, and after a moment's hesitation, he brought it down hard, relishing the way Kylie’s back bowed, the way her scream melted into a wanton sob.

Rachel’s laugh was dark as she unbuckled her slacks, pushing Kylie onto her knees. “Now, let’s really settle this.” The room grew hotter, more charged, as they took turns with Kylie's eager body. Mark drove into her from behind while Rachel filled her mouth, her body a shuddering bridge between them. Junior associates crowded closer, hands roaming, mouths eager. James fisted her hair, fucking her throat until tears streaked her cheeks, while Lily, trembling, pressed two fingers into Kylie’s dripping cunt, whimpering at the slick heat.

The table rocked beneath them. The ropes creaked. 

And when it was over—when Kylie lay boneless and glazed with sweat, limbs tangled with theirs—Mr. Hunter clapped his hands, a wave of satisfaction washing over his face. “Now that,” he said, surveying the wreckage of them with satisfaction, “is what I call teamwork.”

The weekend wasn’t over yet. 

But the conflict? 

Extinguished.

Chapter 5: Innovation Brainstorming

The conference room smelled like leather, crisp paper, and anticipation. Sunlight slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, glinting off the polished mahogany table as the executives took their seats with quiet murmurs of morning greetings and coffee-fueled banter. Kylie knelt beside Mr. Hunter, her thighs pressed together beneath the scandalously short lace-trimmed skirt of her lingerie. The delicate collar around her throat was just tight enough to remind her of her place—on display, awaiting orders.

Her pulse fluttered as Hunter's fingers brushed through her hair with practiced ease, trailing down the sensitive skin of her neck to tweak the collar. "Gentlemen, ladies—today we push boundaries, extend limits," he announced, his voice carrying through the room. "No idea is too bold, no fantasy too indulgent." His grip tightened in her hair, tilting her face up for the room to admire her parted lips and flushed cheeks. "And Kylie here is our living prototype."

A murmur of approval rippled through the group. James, one of the new hires, shifted in his seat, his knuckles whitening around his pen as he gazed at Kylie with barely concealed hunger. Lily bit her lip, eyes tracing the curve of Kylie’s exposed collarbones and the tantalizing swell of her breasts through the gossamer lace. Marco, the youngest of the recruits, looked like he might combust on the spot, his pupils blown wide with desire.

Senior VP Daniels cleared his throat first, standing to circle the table with slow, deliberate steps. "The Naughty Secretary," he announced, his voice deep and commanding. "An office staple, but with impact." Without warning, he hauled Kylie up by the leash and bent her over the polished wood. Her cheek pressed against a stack of reports, fingers scrambling for purchase as he hiked her skirt to her waist, exposing her bare ass to the murmuring crowd. His large hand rested against the small of her back, a silent promise of the pleasure-pain to come.

Daniels’ palm cracked down, the sharp sound punctuated by Kylie’s gasp as it reverberated through the room. "Every typo earns a punishment," he drawled, producing a ruler from his pocket. The thin wood snapped against her skin, leaving a pink stripe that bloomed across her flesh. She whined, arching into the next strike, thighs trembling as her arousal flooded through her.

Reynolds, the Graphics Director, smirked and slid his chair back with a soft creak. "Too passive. The Domineering Boss is where the real power lies." His voice was a low, seductive purr as he crooked a finger, and Kylie scrambled to obey, straddling his lap in one fluid motion. His hands found the buttons of her sheer blouse, popping them open with deliberate slowness as he drank in the sight of her perfect breasts. "A reprimand should be personal," he growled, calloused fingers slipping between her thighs to rub rough circles over her sensitive clit. Kylie cried out, hips jerking against his touch as he worked her into a frenzy. "Disappoint me, and I'll make sure you never sit comfortably again."

Marco's voice cracked when he spoke up, but there was a new confidence in his tone. "What about—uh—The Eager Intern?" The room erupted into laughter, but Hunter silenced them with a stern look, nodding for Kylie to proceed.

She dropped to her knees, crawling toward Marco with deliberate slowness. His breath came faster as she reached for his belt, her tongue darting out to wet her lips in anticipation. "Interns learn," she purred, freeing his cock in one smooth motion. His stifled groan filled the room as she took him deep, tongue swirling around the tip before sliding down his length. One hand worked his shaft while the other teased the soft skin of his inner thigh, stoking the beginnings of his pleasure. The executives watched, drinks forgotten, as she hollowed her cheeks—sucking, swirling, swallowing him like she was born for it.

Lily, emboldened by the charged atmosphere, pushed to her feet. "Office Rivalry," she declared, stepping behind Kylie. "Two employees fighting for a promotion—winner takes all." Her hands slid around Kylie’s waist, nails digging into her hips as she pressed her against the copier. The machine hummed beneath them as Lily ground against Kylie’s ass, her breath hot on her neck. "You want it?" she whispered, fingers pinching a taut nipple through the lace. "Beg for it."

Kylie whimpered, arching back into her touch, but James was already moving. "After-Hours Overtime," he said, dragging her away from Lily. He spun her toward the table, bending her over, his cock nudging against her slick entrance. "This is how we handle unfinished business." He buried himself inside her with one brutal thrust, drawing a broken moan from her lips as he bottomed out. His hands fisted in her hair, hips slamming relentlessly into her as the others watched, their own hands straying beneath the table to find their own pleasure.

Hunter’s voice cut through the haze of arousal, a reminder that the true purpose of this meeting had only just begun. "Enough voting—this deserves a hands-on review."

Kylie barely had time to gasp before they were on her—hands, mouths, cocks claiming every inch of her body. Someone lifted her onto the table, spreading her legs wide as fingers and tongues explored her most intimate places. Daniels fucked her mouth while Reynolds took her from behind, her voice ragged around each thrust as she swallowed around him. Marco, bolder now, knelt between her thighs, lapping at her clit with desperate enthusiasm. Lily straddled her face, grinding against her lips, fingers twisting in her hair to direct her pleasure.

The room was a chorus of groans, skin slapping against skin, the wet sounds of penetration and pleasure. Kylie lost count of the hands on her, the mouths sucking her nipples, the fingers tracing the marks left by the paddle. She knew she was theirs, a willing plaything for their desires, and the knowledge only heightened her arousal.

When they finally pulled away, she was a trembling mess—glistening, gasping, utterly ruined. Her skin was flushed and flushed, covered in red handprints and bite marks. She could feel every single touch, every spark of pain and pleasure, and she craved more.

Hunter surveyed the wreckage with a satisfied smile, thumb swiping through the slickness between her thighs. "All concepts show… exceptional potential." His voice was a low, gravelly thing, and it made Kylie's core tighten in anticipation.

He unbuckled his belt.

"Time for further research."

Chapter 6: Performance Review 

The lake was a tranquil mirror, its surface reflecting the vast, twinkling expanse of stars above. Soft lanterns gently swayed along the weathered dock, casting warm, golden light over the group gathered there. Kylie knelt at the center, her body already hypersensitive and aching from the day's earlier erotic exertions.

The circle of executives loomed over her, their hands clutching amber-tinted glasses of fine scotch. Their eyes were dark with lustful anticipation as they ogled her heaving breasts, barely contained by the thin lace of her lingerie. Perfection personified, Kylie's succulent curves glistened with a sheen of perspiration in the flickering light.

Mr. Hunter, the CEO, stepped forward, the soles of his polished oxfords clicking against the dock's planks. He raised his glass in a toast, his deep voice smooth as the whiskey he sipped. "Gentlemen," he began, his gaze slowly trailing down Kylie's exposed body, "tonight isn't about criticism. It's about showing proper appreciation." His eyes lingered on her hardened nipples, barely concealed by the flimsy fabric. "Kylie has exceeded all expectations. Now let's make sure she knows just how thoroughly we value her incredible contributions."

Daniels, a burly executive with a deep, raspy voice, spoke up next. He set his drink aside and loosened his tie, his thick fingers already working the buckle of his leather belt. "You've been very attentive this weekend, Kylie," he mused, his voice low and gravelly. Stepping behind her, he grasped her small waist in his large hands. "But let's see how well you can multitask."

Before Kylie could react or anticipate his intentions, he yanked her back against his firm, muscular body. She shivered as his hot breath washed over her ear and the tip of his thick, hard cock pressed insistently against the soft curve of her ass. At the same time, Reynolds sank to his knees in front of her, gripping her thighs and spreading them wide. He dragged his tongue slowly up her drenched slit, and Kylie gasped, her nails digging into the dock's wood as intense pleasure shot through her core.

Mr. Hunter stepped forward, his voice authoritative and commanding as he grabbed her chin. "Eyes on me, sweetheart." He forced her gaze upward as he unzipped his tailored slacks, freeing his impressive, pulsing length. Kylie's plump lips parted instinctively, and she took him deep into her hot, wet mouth. Her tongue swirled around the broad head, and Mr. Hunter groaned, his fingers tightening in her silky tresses.

The dock became a whirlwind of skin and sensation as the executives worked to bring Kylie to new heights of ecstasy. Daniels' large hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he thrust into her from behind with deep, powerful strokes. Reynolds' tongue worked circles around her sensitive clit, his lips suckling the swollen bud. Above her, Mr. Hunter fucked her throat with slow, deliberate movements, his thick cock sliding in and out.

As Kylie moaned around Mr. Hunter's length, the vibrations pulled a ragged curse from his lips. Lily and Marco joined the fray, their hands roaming greedily over her body. Lily pinched and twisted Kylie's pert nipples, the sharp pain sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. Marco pressed fevered kisses along her throat, his fingers slipping between her ass cheeks to caress her other entrance.

"Fuck, she's so tight," Daniels grunted, slamming into her harder, his rhythm growing rapid and erratic as he neared his release. Kylie's thighs trembled, her body strung taut between overwhelming pleasure and sensory overload.

Reynolds sucked her clit between his teeth, and Kylie shattered with a muffled scream, her cunt clenching around Daniels' thrusting cock as waves of intense ecstasy crashed through her. Mr. Hunter cursed, his hips stuttering as he came down her throat, his hot, bitter seed coating her tongue.

One by one, the executives took their turn with Kylie. Lily rode her face, grinding her dripping pussy against Kylie's mouth until her lips were slick with arousal. Marco sank into her from behind, his breath hitching as Kylie's tight walls milked him to a shuddering climax. When the last executive spilled his release across her stomach, painting her skin in streaks of white, the group erupted into applause.

Mr. Hunter smirked, dragging a thumb through the sticky mess on Kylie's abdomen before pushing it between her lips. "Outstanding performance," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. "But next year..." He leaned in close, his teeth grazing her earlobe, sending a shiver through her. "...we're inviting the entire board."

Kylie lay sprawled on the dock, gasping and sticky, the stars whirling above her. A promise of even greater delights coiled low in her belly, hungry and eager. She couldn't wait to see what the future held.

Chapter 7: Wrap-Up and Commitments

The grand lodge buzzed with electrifying energy—the clink of glasses, the sultry laughter that rolled through the air like warm, melted honey, and the lustful movements of bodies still basking in the pure, unbridled pleasure of a weekend spent indulging in every carnal delight imaginable.

Kylie stood near the towering stone fireplace, her flawless skin still flushed a rosy pink from the dock, her body humming with the phantom memories of so many skilled hands, probing mouths, and pulsing cocks claiming her, again and again, in the most exquisite ways. Pleasing her, ravishing her, making her theirs.

The sound of Mr. Hunter’s polished dress shoes clicking against the hardwood echoed through the room as he stepped onto the raised platform at the front. The chatter died instantly, every heated gaze drawn to him like moths helplessly attracted to a flickering flame.

"What a weekend," he purred, his smirk dark with wicked amusement as his eyes locked onto Kylie, lingering on the way her fitted dress clung to her seductive curves. "And while we've all thoroughly enjoyed ourselves, one employee has gone far above and beyond."

A ripple of knowing, appreciative laughter spread through the crowd as Kylie's pulse quickened and jumped erratically in her throat. Hunter crooked a beckoning finger, summoning her forward, and she moved between the watching executives, their approving murmurs trailing sensually over her like the lightest, teasing touches of fingertips against bare skin.

The moment she reached the podium, Hunter grabbed her possessively by the waist and spun her to face the room. "Effective immediately," he announced, his deep voice laced with command, as a large, skilled hand slid down to squeeze and knead the supple flesh of her ass. "Kylie is Bennett & Grayson's new Vice President of Employee Morale." He delivered a sharp, stinging slap to her backside, drawing a breathy gasp from her parted lips—and a chorus of cheers from the crowd.

The cool, polished plaque he handed her glinted brightly under the chandeliers, the engraved title speaking volumes. But before she could fully admire it, Hunter's grip tightened on her hips, his warm mouth brushing her ear as he murmured, loud enough for everyone to hear, "That's not all, my dear. Our newest recruits have been very eager for their initiation."

James, Lily, and Marco stepped forward, their flushed faces reflecting an intimate combination of passion and unbridled need, their eyes ravenous with hunger and craving. Kylie's breath hitched sharply as they approached, their hands already reaching for her, craving her.

Hunter produced three sleek black contracts, the stark ink gleaming against the cream paper. "Sign," he ordered, his voice thick with authority and power.

Lily was the first to scrawl her name, her teeth sinking into her plump lower lip as she handed the pen to James. Marco's signature was bold, impatient, his long, dexterous fingers twitching with barely contained urgency as he set the pen down.

Kylie sank gracefully to her knees before them, her thighs spreading instinctively as the cool air kissed her heated skin. Lily's breath came in quick, shallow little pants as she dropped down, her tongue darting out to sensually trace the damp, fabric-clinging seam of Kylie's soaked panties. The clinging fabric only served to accentuate her need, and Lily groaned as she yanked the drenched garment aside, burying her face between Kylie's quivering thighs.

Behind her, James gripped her hips firmly, his hard, thick cock already straining against the confines of his pants as he nudged insistently against her slick entrance. He didn't hesitate, didn't pause, just sheathed himself deep inside her with one brutal, claiming thrust, drawing a choked, blissful cry from Kylie's lips.

Marco tangled his nimble fingers in her hair, guiding her mouth to his impressive erection, and she sucked him greedily, her tongue swirling sensually around the engorged head. The room erupted in applause, but Kylie barely heard it, her world narrowing to the searing, all-consuming stretch of James's cock fucking her deep, Lily's relentless tongue circling her sensitive clit, Marco's pulsing cock hitting the back of her throat.

Hunter watched from the podium, his voice a low, wicked growl as he addressed the crowd. "And mark your calendars—next quarter's retreat will be twice as large." His knuckles brushed Kylie's cheek as she sucked Marco dry, her lips glossy with spit and pre-come. "Double the attendees," he murmured, just for her, his tone a sinful promise, "and far, far filthier activities."

By the time the eager recruits finished with her, Kylie was a trembling, sweat-slick mess of thoroughly ravished ecstasy. James had spilled his hot seed deep inside her, his cum leaking slowly down her quivering thighs. Lily's lips were swollen from eating her out, and Marco's release streaked her flushed chin.

The executives closed in as the recruits staggered back, their ties loosened, their gazes still hungry and undiminished by the night's activities. The glossy boardroom table gleamed under the bright lights, and Kylie didn't resist as they lifted her onto it, spreading her legs wide in offering.

The last thing she saw before the heavy door shut was Hunter's cruel, wicked smirk—and the promise of endless, filthy meetings to come.  Pleasures yet unknown, waiting to be savored and explored.

Corporate Auditions

Chapter 1: The Opportunity

The fluorescent lights overhead cast an artificial glow on the sea of cubicles in the office, their hum filling the air as employees worked diligently on their tasks. Amidst the bustle, Kylie sat at her desk, her focus laser-sharp on the email notification that had just popped up on her monitor with a soft chime.

The sender's name alone sent a tingle of excitement through her body: Mr. Hunter, Senior Partner. She glanced around, making sure no one was watching her, before clicking on the email with a sense of trepidation. Her heart rate quickened as she hovered her cursor over the message.

"Kylie, we’re considering internal candidates for the Executive Assistant position. Your name came up. Interested?" the message read in bold font, the words leaping off the screen.

A surge of adrenaline shot through her veins like liquid fire. The Executive Assistant role was one of the most coveted positions in the firm, a true holy grail of corporate climbing. It came with an impressive salary increase that would revolutionize her lifestyle, a sleek corner office overlooking the glittering city skyline, and most importantly, direct access to the company's most powerful men. The thought of working closely with the senior partners sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine, her skin prickling with goosebumps.

Without hesitation, Kylie typed out a response, her fingers flying across the keyboard with a sense of urgency. "Absolutely. What’s the next step?" She hit send before she could second-guess herself, her stomach twisting with anticipation.

To her surprise, Mr. Hunter's response was immediate, almost as if he had been waiting for her reply. "Be prepared for an… unconventional interview process. Details to come." The cryptic message left more questions than answers, but Kylie's heart raced with anticipation, her mind spinning with possibilities. She barely gave it a thought as her coworker Jenna slid into the chair beside her with a soft scrape.

"You look like you just got a text from a secret admirer," Jenna teased, her eyes sparkling with curiosity as she studied Kylie's flushed face.

Kylie smirked, leaning back in her ergonomic chair with a slow, confident smile that curved her lips. "Better. Hunter just offered me a shot at the EA role."

Jenna's eyes widened in surprise, her eyebrows shooting up. "No way! That job's the holy grail—but I've heard rumors about the interview process. It's... intense." She lowered her voice, glancing around the office with a conspiratorial whisper. "The last candidate quit after the first round."

Kylie raised an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued, a flicker of intrigue kindling in her eyes. "What kind of 'interview' are we talking about?" She leaned in closer, her voice barely audible above a whisper as she rested her elbows on her knees.

Jenna shrugged, her expression a mix of intrigue and trepidation. "To be honest, I have no idea. But if you're even considering it, you're braver than I am." Her words hung in the air between them like a challenge.

Kylie sat back, a slow, confident smile curving her lips. Bravery wasn't the first word that came to mind. She was hungry—for the job, for the challenge, and for whatever lay ahead. The prospect of being in the presence of the company's most powerful men sent a tingling sensation through her body, her pulse quickening in her throat.

She opened her calendar and blocked out the following week, her mind already racing with possibilities and carnal fantasies. Whatever this unconventional interview entailed, she was determined to see it through to the very end. Kylie had always been one to take risks, to push herself to the limit, and this opportunity was too tempting to pass up.

With a newfound sense of purpose, she refocused on her work, her mind constantly drifting to the mysterious email and the unknown challenges that awaited her like a siren's call. As the day drew to a close, Kylie gathered her belongings and headed out of the office, her heart pounding with anticipation. Little did she know that her life was about to take a drastic turn, one that would push her to her limits and challenge everything she thought she knew about herself.

As she stepped out into the cool evening air, Kylie took a deep breath, ready to embrace whatever lay ahead. The Executive Assistant position was within her reach, and she was determined to do whatever it took to make it hers. With that thought, she set off into the unknown, her destiny hanging in the balance like a rose on the precipice of its first bloom.

Chapter 2: The Dress Code

Kylie’s fingers trembled as she scrolled through the email, her breath hitching sharply at the bolded instructions. Kneepads and an open-back blazer with no shirt. The words seared into her mind, igniting a slow, intense burn deep in her core. She leaned back in her desk chair, the supple leather creaking softly beneath her as she exhaled through trembling lips.

This was no ordinary dress code. This was a test—one designed to strip her down in every sense of the word, to bare not just her body but her pride and inhibitions. A test of her willpower, her limits, and her ultimate willingness to submit.

Her apartment felt too quiet when she stepped inside, the silence amplifying the rapid, erratic thrum of her pulse in her ears. The stillness seemed to press in on her from all sides, making her skin prickle with a stew of fear and anticipation. She padded down the hallway to her bedroom on silent feet, the cool hardwood pressing against her bare soles. The bedroom mirror became her confessional as she undressed with slow, deliberate movements, each button slipping free with a soft click.

Her blouse puddled at her feet in a whisper of silk, leaving her bare from the waist up. Goosebumps prickled her skin, her nipples tightening into stiff peaks under the weight of her own scrutiny. She could feel her heart pounding against her ribcage, the force of it jostling her small breasts with each rapid beat.

The blazer was next—structured, expensive, and utterly indecent. She shrugged it on with a tremor of arms, the cool wool skating over her sensitive skin. The open back left nothing to the imagination, the fabric barely grazing the sides of her heaving tits as she adjusted it. She turned slowly in front of the mirror, studying the way the material framed her curves, the way it barely concealed anything at all. The swell of her breasts strained against the confines of the jacket, the dark peaks of her nipples just barely visible. The gap between the two sides of the blazer framed her cleavage perfectly, showcasing every dip and curve of her front.

A wave of heat washed over her, stealing her breath. She could feel her pussy warming, dampness collecting between her thighs at the thought of what she might be doing in this outfit. What Hunter would see. The kneepads were a final, humiliating touch, her final submission. Strapping them around her thighs with clumsy fingers, she couldn’t help but imagine why they’d been specified—what exactly she’d be kneeling for.

She pictured herself on her hands and knees, the hard floor pressing into her knees through the thin pads. Hunter looming over her, his hands fisted in her hair as he positioned himself at her mouth. His thick cock brushing against her lips, the musky scent of him filling her nose as he commanded her to open wide. She shuddered at the thought, her core tightening with anticipated pleasure.

A shiver raced down her spine, making her whole body tremble. Her heart was racing, sweat beading on her skin as she stared at her reflection. She looked wanton, debauched, barely restrained by the flimsy barrier of her jacket. The picture of a woman about to let herself be utterly debased.

For a moment, she considered backing out. Putting her clothes back on and calling in sick, or just quitting altogether. But then she thought of Hunter, of his eyes raking over her body, of the power he held over her. She thought of the position she wanted, the job she needed, and what she was willing to do for it.

The office was a gauntlet when she arrived, heads turning as she walked through the lobby and hallways. Whispers slithered in her wake, not all of them subtle. She could feel dozens of eyes on her, boring into her skin and making her burn with a stew of shame and arousal. But Kylie kept her chin high, her shoulders squared. The click of her heels on the marble floor echoed like a challenge, a daring defiance to anyone who thought she wouldn’t follow through.

Mr. Hunter’s office loomed ahead, the door slightly ajar as if expecting her. She knocked once, brisk and assertive, then stepped inside without waiting for a response. The heavy wood creaked shut behind her, making the small space feel suddenly claustrophobic.

Hunter didn’t look up at first. Instead, he took his time finishing whatever memo he was signing before lifting his gaze. When he did, it was slow and deliberate, dragging from her knees up to the exposed swell of her chest before finally settling on her face. His eyes seemed to darken with each passing second, smoldering with a heat that made her skin burn.

The corner of his mouth twitched into a small, satisfied smile. "Well, Miss Carter," he murmured, leaning back in his chair with a casual arrogance, "it seems you’re serious about this position after all."

Kylie’s lips parted, her breath hitching unevenly. "I don’t do things halfway," she replied, her voice steady despite the trepidation thrumming through her veins.

Hunter’s gaze flashed dangerously. "Good. Because neither do I."

He stood then, circling his desk with a predatory grace that made her pulse race. The space between them crackled with something electric, unspoken. When he stopped just inches from her, she could feel the heat rolling off his body, the subtle scent of his cologne wrapping around her like a sensual caress.

His fingers brushed against the edge of her blazer, skimming along the bare skin beneath with a feather-light touch that made her shiver. "Tell me," he rasped, his voice dropping to a rough whisper, "are you prepared to prove just how far you’ll go for this job, Kylie?"

Kylie’s pulse hammered in her throat, her heart near to bursting from her chest. But she didn’t flinch, didn’t let fear or shame stop her. She met his intense gaze head-on, her voice steady and firm.

"Try me," she breathed, the words dripping with challenge and promise.

And then she waited, trembling with anticipation, to see what he would do next.

Chapter 3: The Interview Round, Continued

The minutes ticked by, each one feeling like an eternity as Kylie remained seated, her body still tingling from the hands that had so recently abandoned her. She heard footsteps approaching and braced herself, unsure of what to expect.

The door swung open, and the silver-haired partner re-entered, a single folder in his hand. He set it on the table before her, his eyes boring into hers.

"Your performance today has been... impressive," he said, his voice low and gravelly. "But we require more than just a pretty face and sharp mind. We need someone who can handle... pressure."

Kylie's heart raced as he advanced, the folder hissing open to reveal a contract, its pages dense with legalese. She scanned the document, her pupils dilating at the clauses that leapt out at her - the personal conduct, the discretion agreements, the non-compete clauses.

"This is more than just a job offer," the partner murmured, his thumb tracing the curve of her lower lip. "This is an invitation to a lifestyle. One that requires absolute submission, in and out of the office."

He pressed closer, his words spiced with musk and hunger. "Sign this, and you'll have everything you've ever wanted. Power, prestige, pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. But you'll belong to us, body and soul. Are you prepared for that?"

Kylie's breath came in short, sharp gasps. Her head spun with the implications, the promise of forbidden delights tangled with the threat of total domination. This was her line in the sand. One signature, and there would be no going back.

Slowly, almost reverently, she reached for the pen, her fingers closing around its cool metal. She looked up, meeting the partner's gaze head-on, and signed her name with a flourish.

As the ink dried, the room seemed to pulse with a new kind of energy. The partner's eyes darkened, a predatory smile curling his lips. "Welcome to the family, Miss Carter," he growled. "Now let's see how well you take direction..."

With a swift motion, he yanked her up, spinning her around to face the table. His hands gripped her hips, grinding against her as he pressed her down, his knee nudging her thighs apart. Kylie gasped, the table's surface cold against her breasts, her skirt riding up to expose the damp lace of her panties.

The first slap made her yelp, his palm stinging her flesh. Again and again he struck, each blow sending heat radiating through her body. She arched into it, her pussy contracting, aching for more.

"Mm, so responsive," the partner rumbled, his fingers fisting in her hair. "I think you'll enjoy being ours."

He buried himself inside her with one brutal thrust, driving her into the table. Kylie cried out, her nails scrabbling at the surface as he set a punishing pace, pounding her into oblivion. The room echoed with the obscene sound of flesh meeting flesh, broken by her desperate moans.

Yes, yes, yes, she chanted, her body surrendering completely. This was her place, her purpose - to be claimed, to be used, to serve. The partner's grip tightened, his movements becoming more erratic. With a roar, he slammed into her one last time, flooding her with his release.

They collapsed together, gasping, his weight pinning her down. Slowly, he withdrew, leaving her raw and empty. Kylie knew that this was only the beginning. She had surrendered, but the true test of her submission had yet to come.

The partner tugged her up, his arm banding around her waist. "Come," he ordered, his voice a low command. "The others are waiting. It's time for your final initiation..."

Kylie shivered, both fear and anticipation coiling in her gut. She had no idea what lay ahead, but she knew one thing for certain - she would endure anything to prove her loyalty, her devotion. For in this world of power and pleasure, she would be rewarded for her obedience.

Hand in hand with the silver-haired partner, she stepped out into the unknown, ready to embrace her new role, her new life. The game had only just begun.

Chapter 4: The Technical Assessment

Kylie's fingers trembled as she smoothed the first page of the contract against the glass of the copier, the cool surface contrasting with the heat pooling in her core. The note beside it left no room for misinterpretation - Proofread these while maintaining position. Errors will reflect poorly on your candidacy. She inhaled sharply, then let the air out through her nose as she bent forward, her blazer gaping open to expose the swell of her breasts.

The edge of the machine dug into her hips, forcing her ass higher, her skirt already riding up past the backs of her thighs. Cool air whispered over skin she hadn't realized was bared until the first footsteps paused behind her. A familiar presence, his silver hair catching the fluorescent light as he stepped closer.

"Miss Carter," the voice was familiar - the silver-haired partner from yesterday, his tone laced with amused detachment. A pen tapped against the contract beside her elbow. "Third clause, line twelve. There's a misplaced modifier."

She swallowed, focusing past the heat of his gaze raking over her exposed curves. "Yes, sir. I'll correct it." Her voice held steady even as his knuckles grazed the small of her back, drifting lower to trace the seam of her ass. She didn't flinch, didn't let her pen waver as she marked the error.

Another partner rounded the corner, his sharp intake of breath audible before he stepped closer, one hand gripping her hip to hold her in place while the other flipped to the next page. "You missed a comma splice on page four," he murmured, his breath hot against her neck. His fingers slid beneath her skirt, finding the damp lace beneath. "Distracted?"

Kylie's teeth sank into her lower lip as his fingers pressed against her, the thin fabric doing nothing to shield her from the deliberate circles he traced over her clit. "No, sir," she managed, her thighs tightening instinctively around his wrist. "I'll review page four again."

By the time she reached the last contract, her skin was feverish, her breaths shallow. Every correction had come with wandering hands - fingers pinching her nipples rougher each time she hesitated over a phrase, nails scraping down her spine when she caught a typo too slowly. The final partner lingered longest, his palm cupping her ass as he leaned in to murmur, "Good girl. Now let's see how you handle the next round."

The supply closet was barely large enough to turn around in. Kylie's back hit the shelves the moment the door clicked shut behind the first partner, his tie already loosened, his mouth crashing onto hers before she could draw breath. His hands were everywhere, shoving her skirt up around her waist, tearing the lace aside to plunge two fingers inside her with a groan. "Fuck, you're already dripping."

She arched into his touch, her nails biting into his shoulders as he worked her ruthlessly, his thumb pressing hard against her clit. The door opened exactly fifteen minutes later, her first partner stepping out as the next slipped in, his belt already unbuckled.

He didn't bother with preliminaries - just spun her around, yanking her hips back to bury himself in one brutal thrust. Kylie gasped, her forehead pressed against the shelves as he fucked her with punishing strokes, his grip on her waist tight enough to bruise.

Each new partner brought a fresh challenge - one bending her over the paper reams to take her from behind, another dragging her onto his lap in the corner, her thighs straddling his as he filled her so deeply she saw stars. Sweat slicked her skin, her muscles trembling with exertion, but she didn't falter. Not when one murmured filthy praise against her ear, not when another tangled his hands in her hair to guide her onto her knees.

Midday sunlight spilled across the hallway tiles when she finally stumbled out, her legs unsteady beneath her. The whispers followed her like a second shadow - Did you see her in the copy room? Heard she took all five of them without breaking a sweat. A junior associate caught her arm, his gaze raking over her swollen lips, the messy fall of her hair. "You're insane," he muttered, equal parts awe and envy in his voice.

The eldest partner intercepted her before she could reach the break room. His fingers tipped her chin up, studying the flush staining her cheeks. "Still standing?"

Kylie met his gaze, her voice raw but unwavering. "Still hungry."

His laugh was approving. "Good. Because your final test starts now."

The desk was polished mahogany, the leather chair creaking as the partner settled into it, his tie perfectly knotted despite the hunger darkening his eyes. "Explain the Blackwell merger," he said, clicking his pen. "And don't stop until I tell you."

Kylie sank to her knees, her hands steady as she unbuckled his belt. The first slide of her PowerPoint illuminated the screen behind her as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before sinking deeper. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding - just holding, letting her set the pace as she sucked him relentlessly, her lips stretched taut around his girth.

"First slide: financial projections," she intoned, her voice muffled but clear, even as she swallowed him whole. "The projected ROI-"

Her words cut off as he thrust forward, hitting the back of her throat. She swallowed around him, her throat fluttering against his cock, and continued seamlessly. "The projected ROI indicates a 15% increase in the first quarter -"

He growled his approval, his hips bucking as she worked him deeper, her hands massaging his balls in time with her thrusts. "Second slide: organizational restructuring -"

She paused to breathe, her nose brushing against his pubic bone, before taking him deep again. "The proposed merger will streamline operations, reducing overhead costs by 20% -"

His grip tightened in her hair, his other hand fisting in her blazer as he fucked her face with increasing urgency. "Third slide: market projections -"

She could feel him tensing, his cock throbbing against her tongue. She doubled her efforts, hollowing her cheeks and swallowing around him, her nails digging into his thighs.

With a shout, he came, his release spurting hot down her throat. She swallowed every drop, her lips lingering as she pulled back, her gaze lifting to meet his.

His thumb brushed her lower lip, catching a stray bead of cum. "Perfect," he murmured. "Check your email tonight."

The message waiting on her phone that evening was succinct:

Boardroom tomorrow. Finish your presentation. We'll handle the troubleshooting.

Kylie's pulse hammered against her ribs. She already knew she'd ace this test too.

Chapter 5: Preparing for the Final Decision

Kylie's silk blouse clung to her damp skin as she paced the length of her apartment, the email from Mr. Hunter burning in her mind. The mock boardroom presentation wasn’t just another test—it was a calculated seduction, a final gauntlet designed to break her in the most delicious way possible.

She pulled up the slides on her laptop, the glow of the screen casting shadows across her bare thighs. The PowerPoint was flawless—crisp bullet points, sleek graphics—but the real challenge would come when the Senior Partners decided to troubleshoot her composure. The thought alone made her core clench.

Her fingers danced over the keyboard, tweaking transitions as she imagined hands sliding beneath the boardroom table—palms skimming up her stockings, nails biting into the soft flesh of her inner thighs. She rehearsed her talking points under her breath, forcing her voice to stay steady even as her mind conjured the phantom sensation of fingers slipping past her lace panties, circling her swollen clit while she spoke.

"Blackwell’s market penetration relies on—" Her breath hitched as she envisioned Mr. Hunter’s thumb pressing harder, his other hand clamped over her mouth to muffle her whimpers. She adjusted her stance in the mirror, legs slightly parted, the slit in her skirt gaping just enough to tease. Professional, but fuckable.

The outfit she’d chosen was a weapon—black lace cupping her breasts, the push-up bra ensuring her nipples peaked visibly through the thin silk of her blouse. The skirt hugged her hips, the hidden slit positioned for easy access when they inevitably dragged her to the edge mid-presentation. She practiced bending to retrieve a hypothetical dropped pen, ass tilted up, the motion slow enough to make any watching man’s jaw tighten.

By midnight, her rehearsal had dissolved into outright fantasy. Kneeling on the rug, she replayed last week’s technical assessment—the way the fifth partner had pinned her against the supply shelves, his cock splitting her open as she choked on the third’s length. Her fingers mimicked their rhythm now, plunging in and out while her other hand twisted her nipple, sharp bursts of pain mingling with the ache between her legs.

When her climax ripped through her, she bit down on her own wrist to stifle the cry, her hips jerking wildly. Panting, she collapsed back against the bed, muscles trembling. Tomorrow, she wouldn’t be the one silencing herself.

The heels she selected were deliberate—high enough to make her calves flex, the stilettos sharp enough to leave marks if someone forced them over her shoulders. She lined her eyes dark, smudging the kohl just enough to look thoroughly ruined.

As dawn bled through the curtains, Kylie examined her reflection one last time. Flushed. Desperate. Ready. The boardroom would be her stage, and she intended to bring the partners to their knees—even if they made her crawl first.

Her phone buzzed with a final message: Don’t be late. We saved you the middle seat.

She smirked. Oh, she’d be taking far more than that.

Chapter 6: The Mock Presentation

The boardroom door clicked shut behind Kylie with a resounding finality, sealing her in with the Senior Partners. The scent of expensive cologne and leather chairs filled the air, undercut by something darker - anticipation. Their gazes burned into her as she set her laptop on the polished mahogany table, the sharp tap of her stilettos against marble the only sound in the hushed room.

She didn’t need to look up to know where each of them sat. Hunter at the head, his presence a physical weight against her skin, as if even the air between them crackled with tension. Daniels to her left, fingers already drumming the table in a slow, predatory rhythm that made her pulse quicken. And Voss, lounging too close, his tie loosened just enough to expose the bite marks she’d left last week, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he studied her.

The first slide illuminated the screen behind her, graphs and projections crisp under the dimmed lights. Kylie didn’t stumble as she began, her voice smooth despite the heat crawling up her thighs, making her silk stockings feel like a second skin. She could feel their eyes on her, undressing her, imagining what lay beneath her pencil skirt and crisp blouse.

A hand settled on her knee beneath the table - large, warm, unmistakably Hunter’s. His thumb stroked the sensitive skin just above her stocking, unhurried, as if he had all the time in the world to savor her. She kept speaking, her fingers steady on the clicker as the next slide flickered to life, although her mind struggled to focus on anything but that languid caress.

Daniels cut in with a question about profit margins, his voice deceptively mild even as his palm slid higher, pushing her skirt up inch by torturous inch. Fabric whispered against her thighs, the cool air ghosting over damp lace, making her toes curl in her shoes. She answered without hesitation, reciting numbers while his fingers traced the soaked outline of her panties, the thin lace a flimsy barrier.

Then Voss shifted, his chair scraping closer. His knuckles brushed the inside of her knee before taking over Daniels’ work, his touch impatient now, nails catching on the lace as he ripped it aside in one swift motion. Kylie’s breath stuttered, just for a second, before she seamlessly pivoted to competitor analysis, her voice steady even as she steeled herself for what was to come.

She didn’t see Hunter move, but suddenly his mouth was at her ear, his teeth scraping her lobe, sending a jolt straight to her core. “Louder,” he murmured, just as Voss’s fingers plunged into her without warning, driving deep, his palm grinding against her clit.

Kylie choked back a moan, her hips jerking forward into his hand as she forced out the next line. The PowerPoint blurred at the edges of her vision, her nails digging into the tabletop to keep from buckling under sheer pleasure. Voss crooked his fingers inside her, relentless, while Daniels leaned in to question her - sharp, rapid-fire - about fiscal forecasts, his breath hot on her neck, heightening her fevered arousal.

Hunter’s palm clamped over her mouth when she came, muffling her cry as ecstasy tore through her, her walls spasming around Voss’s fingers. Her thighs trembled, but she stayed upright, her voice miraculously steady as she wrapped up the final slide, never breaking stride even as aftershocks rocked her.

The screen faded to black. Silence. Then the slow, deliberate clap of Hunter’s hands. “Impressive,” he said, his gaze raking over her ruined panties, the flush creeping down her chest, his eyes dark with lust. “But we’re not done yet.”

Kylie lifted her chin, meeting his stare head-on, a self-satisfied smile playing on her lips. “I didn’t think we were.”

The partners exchanged glances before Hunter smirked and nodded toward the conference table. “Then let’s discuss your… performance review.” His voice dripped with double meaning.

They moved with sudden purpose, despite their earlier languor. Hands grabbed her, pushing her down onto the polished wood, her bare back pressed against the smooth surface. She didn’t fight, didn’t want to, not when their hunger matched her own.

And then they were on her, mouths and hands everywhere, a tangle of limbs, as they claimed her, body and soul, right there on the conference table, the only sounds their harsh breathing and her shameless cries of pleasure.

Chapter 7: The Climax 

The cool, smooth surface of the conference table pressed against Kylie's bare skin, the sharp edge a delicious contrast as it dug into her lower back. Hunter's strong fingers tightened around her wrists, his grip firm and unyielding - a silent command to stay perfectly still. She arched her back instinctively, the movement baring the smooth column of her throat to Daniels' hungry gaze and probing tongue.

He dragged his tongue along the pulse fluttering wildly beneath her skin, savoring the way it jumped at his touch. "Presentation was solid," Hunter murmured against the delicate skin of her collarbone, his hot breath making her shiver. His other hand tugged impatiently at the buttons of her blouse, sending them scattering across the tabletop with a soft clatter. They rolled off the edge and hit the floor with tiny metallic pings.

" Fuck, look at her," Voss breathed, his voice thick with lust and desire as he unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness. The leather creaked as it slid free, followed by the unmistakable sound of his zipper slowly lowering. Kylie turned her head just in time to watch him stroke his already hard cock, the action making the thick shaft throb and leak a bead of pre-come at the tip. She swallowed heavily, her own arousal growing as she watched him touch himself.

Daniels' mouth found her nipple, his teeth grazing the peaked flesh teasingly before he sucked hard, wringing a gasp from her lips. His fingers mirrored the motion below, plunging into her slick heat with rough, uneven thrusts. "She's tight," he remarked coarsely, twisting his wrist just so to make her see stars. "Perfect for fucking."

Hunter's large hand smacked against her thigh, twice, leaving a stinging pink imprint behind. "Eyes on me," he commanded, tilting her chin up to meet his heated gaze. "You take direction well. That's good."

Kylie's breath came in ragged, panting moans, her hips lifting shamelessly into Daniels' touch as she sought more of his delicious friction. She didn't beg - didn't need to. The way her greedy cunt clamped down around his fingers, holding him deep inside, was plea enough. Her eyes were glazed and unfocused, her face flushed with pleasure, as she lost herself to the sensations they were creating.

Voss stepped forward, dragging the broad head of his cock through her soaked, swollen folds with a low groan. "Christ, you're dripping," he growled, his voice deep and raw with need. "So fucking wet for us already." He didn't ask permission. Didn't warn her. Just gripped her hips tightly and slammed his thick cock all the way inside her in one brutal, powerful thrust.

The moan tore out of Kylie's throat, raw and unfiltered, as she was stretched and filled entirely by his invading length. The stretch was deliciously intense, bordering on pain, as he buried himself deep inside her quivering cunt. She could feel every throb and pulse of him, his cock throbbing against her sensitive walls.

Hunter's thumb brushed over her lower lip, teasingly. "Open," he ordered, his voice a deep, commanding rumble.

Obediently, Kylie parted her lips, her tongue darting out to lick eagerly across the pad of his thumb. She tasted the salt of his skin, the heady musk of his arousal, and it ignited a hunger deep inside her. She needed more. Needed him.

She took him into her hot mouth without hesitation, hollowing her cheeks and sucking him deep. Hunter groaned, the sound vibrating through her as his fingers tangled roughly in her hair, holding her steady as he fucked her mouth in time with Voss's relentless thrusts.

Daniels chuckled lowly, the sound vibrate through her core as he withdrew his fingers to lick them clean. "Multitasking. Nice," he praised, his eyes dark with lust as he watched her service Hunter's cock with such enthusiasm.

Voss was pounding into her now, each powerful thrust driving Kylie's head deeper onto Hunter's cock as he fucked her mouth with brutal efficiency. She could only focus on the overwhelming sensations - the burning stretch as Voss's thick shaft split her open, the pressure of Hunter's cock slipping down her throat, the delicious friction as he thrust rhythmically in and out.

She gagged around him, tears of pleasure pricking at the corners of her eyes as her throat worked overtime to keep him deep. Pre-come coated her tongue, salty and thick, as Hunter used her mouth for his pleasure. The dual assault was relentless, pounding her into a writhing, mewling mess as they dragged her rapidly toward the edge of oblivion with ruthless skill.

And then she was coming, her body seizing up as electric pleasure detonated through her. Her cunt seized around Voss, rippling and contracting wildly around his invading length as she screamed around Hunter's cock, the vibrations adding to his pleasure.

Voss cursed, his hips stuttering before he spurted deep inside her, filling her with his hot, thick seed. His cock throbbed and pulsed inside her, prolonging her orgasm as he emptied himself into her spasming core.

Hunter wasn't far behind, pulling out just enough to paint her swollen, slick lips and chin with his release before shoving back in. "Swallow," he ordered roughly, his hand fisting in her hair to hold her in place as he fucked her mouth with shallow, jerky thrusts.

Kylie did as she was told, swallowing every last drop of his essence as it coated her tongue and slid down her throat. She lapped at his sensitive flesh, soothing him as he came down from his high.

Silence fell, broken only by their ragged, panting breaths. All three were spent, sated for the moment as they floated in the afterglow.

Voss withdrew first, tucking himself away with a satisfied smirk playing at his lips. "Promotion well earned, Carter," he purred, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction and a hint of possessiveness.

Hunter smoothed a thumb over Kylie's swollen, kiss-swollen lips, a soft, almost tender gesture that belied the cruelty in his eyes. "Just remember," he murmured, his voice a seductive growl, "this desk isn't the only thing you'll be servicing from now on."

Kylie grinned lazily up at him, licking the last traces of his come from her lips. "Looking forward to it, sir," she purred, her voice husky and pleased.

The boardroom door clicked open then, a passing intern freezing in the doorway as he took in the debauched scene before him. Kylie's skirt was hiked up around her waist, her blouse torn open with her breasts bared and cocks still nestled in her holes. The partners sat back in their chairs, looking thoroughly sated and self-satisfied as they admired the view.

Hunter didn't bother covering her, just looked up at the stunned boy with a smirk. "Close the door on your way out," he ordered dismissively.

It shut with a definitive snap, leaving them alone once more. Kylie stretched languidly, arching her back with a blissful sigh as she felt their cocks twitch and throb inside her. She traced idle patterns on Hunter's thigh, her nails lightly scraping the skin.

"So," she purred, tilting her head to glance between them, "when's the next performance review?"

The partners exchanged glances, wicked grins curving their mouths. Hunter's smile was all teeth, predatory and cruel. "Oh, darling," he growled softly, "we're just getting started."

Chapter 8: Blissful Chaos

The rhythmic pulse of Hunter's cock against the roof of Kylie's mouth was a familiar sensation by now. He had become so comfortable with his "stress relief sessions" that he no longer flinched when she masterfully juggled her work and his pleasure simultaneously.

She answered emails with practiced efficiency, her fingers flying over the keyboard at lightning speed while her lips and tongue worked overtime to bring Hunter to the brink. His low groans vibrated through the desk as she expertly hollowed her cheeks, dragging her tongue along the underside of his shaft with deliberate precision.

Across the room, a senior partner smirked knowingly as he caught sight of Kylie's head disappearing under the desk. She maintained steady eye contact with Hunter's dark, lust-clouded gaze, refusing to let anything distract her - not even the ache building in her knees as they dug into the plush office carpet.

"Efficient," Hunter murmured, his fingers tightening in her hair as her throat fluttered around him. "Just like your filing system."

She hummed in response, the vibrations making his hips jerk involuntarily. By midday, Kylie had perfected the art of multitasking - finalizing contracts with one hand while unzipping executives with the other. Storage closets became impromptu boardrooms, elevators turned into audition spaces for her talents, and conference calls? Well, no one needed to know why her breath hitched whenever Hunter leaned too close to the mic.

Junior associates whispered in the breakroom, marveling at how she seemed to juggle it all so seamlessly. "How does she do it?" they mused.

Kylie answered them wordlessly when she bent over the copy machine for a skeptical manager, proving her adaptability wasn't limited to paperwork. His startled gasp echoed off the walls as she took him deep, swallowing him whole before straightening her skirt and handing him his freshly collated report.

"Any other questions?" she asked sweetly.

There weren't any.

By the time the firm's annual retreat rolled around, Kylie had solidified her position as the star of the show. Poolside, martini in hand, she charmed high-profile clients with her razor-sharp wit - right before sinking to her knees between their lounge chairs, her lips wrapping around their gratitude in the cabana's dim light.

Hunter watched from the shadows, pride glinting in his gaze as she took charge - of the room, of their cocks, of her own pleasure. She was a natural born leader, and he had never been more attracted to her than he was in that moment.

Later, beneath the star-studded sky, he slid a new contract across the table. It outlined her official promotion to Executive Cocksucker, complete with her very own set of kneepads and a corner office with a lockable door.

She signed without hesitation, a smug smile playing on her lips as she dotted the final i. Some promotions came with fancy perks, but hers came with everything she needed to excel in her unique role.

And that was exactly how she liked it.


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.


Chapter 1: The Invitation 

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

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

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

"My office. Now." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She’d be their masterpiece. Their prize. 

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

Chapter 2: Friday Night Welcome Reception 

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

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

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

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

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

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

She loved every second of it. 

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

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

She could barely think. 

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

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

Then came Mr. Delaney. 

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

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

She wanted more. She wanted his tongue everywhere. 

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

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

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

Kylie shivered. 

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

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

Kylie’s stomach tightened with anticipation. 

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

Chapter 3: Saturday Morning "Meetings" 

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

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

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

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

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

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

The clients didn’t hesitate. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She couldn’t wait to see what came next.

Chapter 4: Heating Up 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She couldn’t wait.

Chapter 5: Saturday Night Gala 

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

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

“You’ll be feeling me all night.” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kylie’s lips curved into a delirious smile. 

Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough.

Chapter 6: Dessert Course 

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

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

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

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

Then, the guests descended. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tomorrow, indeed.

Chapter 7: Sunday Check-Out 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kylie didn’t fight it. 

--- 

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

And then there was Mr. Hunter. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And just like that, the reviews began in earnest. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Next quarter couldn’t come soon enough.


TRAINING THE INTERNS

Chapter 1: The Intern’s Initiation 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I’ll stay." 

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

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

Chapter 2: Performance Reviews 

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

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

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

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

One by one, the others came. 

Silent, efficient, hungry. 

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

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

But the day was far from over. 

The legal department was waiting. 

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

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

Debates turned to moans. Objections to whimpers. 

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

Human Resources was different. Slower. More deliberate. 

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

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

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

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

Tomorrow would bring new clients. 

And Kylie couldn’t wait.

Chapter 3: Client Relations 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They’d be back. 

And Kylie would be more than ready.

Chapter 4: The Annual Review 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On your knees.” 

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

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

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

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

But he wasn’t finished with her. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She wasn’t just an asset anymore. 

She was irreplaceable.

Chapter 5: The Conference Room 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Chapter 6: The Executive Suite 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Chapter 7: The Office Party 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The corner of her mouth curled. 

Promotion secured.

Chapter 8: The Final Merger 

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

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

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

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

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

A sharp intake of breath. A barely restrained shiver. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Kylie did. 

And she was just getting started. 

The End.


Owning The Office Bimbo

Chapter 1: Cubicle Confessions

The fluorescent lights flickered lazily overhead, their persistent hum a dull soundtrack to the otherwise silent office. Kylie shifted in her chair, the leather groaning beneath her as she stretched her arms above her head, trying—and failing—to shake off the drowsiness creeping into her limbs. The spreadsheet on her screen blurred before her eyes, columns of numbers bleeding together until they were nothing more than a meaningless sea of gray and white. She huffed out a breath, blowing a stray lock of blonde hair from her face before tucking it impatiently behind her ear. 

Another mind-numbing day at Bennett & Grayson. 

She let her gaze drift—past the clock ticking away in the corner of her monitor, past the half-empty coffee mug with lipstick smudged along the rim—to the flimsy partitions of her cubicle. The walls were bare, save for a single Post-it note reminding her of a meeting she had no interest in attending. Three weeks into her internship, and already the monotony was suffocating. Filing reports, fetching coffee, pretending to care about corporate jargon—none of it was what she’d imagined when she’d landed the position. She wanted more. 

And, well… she’d found it. Just not in the way she’d expected. 

Kylie bit her lip, suppressing a grin as her mind wandered to the previous night—to the dim glow of the surveillance room, the hum of the monitors casting a blue hue over Jake’s rugged features as he’d pulled her onto his lap. The security guard’s hands, rough from years of patrolling the office, had been surprisingly gentle as they’d slid beneath her skirt, his fingers tracing the delicate lace of her stockings before slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. She could still remember the way his breath had hitched when he’d found her already slick for him, his calloused thumb circling her clit in slow, teasing strokes. 

She’d ridden him right there in his chair, her thighs trembling as she ground against him, her teeth sinking into her bottom lip to muffle her moans. The cameras had flickered idly, capturing empty hallways and vacant offices—anything but the way Jake’s grip had tightened on her hips, his whispered curses muffled against her neck as he’d filled her, stretching her so deliciously she’d nearly forgotten where they were. 

That wasn’t all she’d forgotten. 

Just this morning, the polished wood of the boardroom table had been cool against her bare back, her blouse pushed up to expose the sheer lace of her bra while Jessica’s fingers—soft, manicured, knowing—traced slow, torturous circles down her stomach. The scent of Jessica’s perfume had surrounded her, intoxicating and floral, mixing with the musk of her own arousal. Kylie’s breath had caught in her throat when Jessica had dropped to her knees between her thighs, her tongue flicking out in one teasing stroke before diving in, slow and deliberate, until Kylie had been writhing beneath her, her hands fisted in Jessica’s dark curls. 

The knock at the door had been like a bucket of ice water. 

They’d scrambled apart, breathless and flushed, Jessica wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as Kylie yanked her skirt down, her thighs still slick. By the time the door creaked open, they’d been the picture of professionalism—Jessica straightening a stack of papers, Kylie adjusting her blouse—though the knowing smirk Jessica had shot her before leaving had sent another pulse of heat straight between her legs. 

And then there was Lee. 

God, Lee. 

The memory of him pressed against her, his broad chest flush with her back, his breath hot against her ear as he’d fucked her hard and fast behind the printer made her squirm in her seat. His hands had gripped her hips, fingers digging into her skin as he’d thrust into her with a rhythm that matched the dull thump-thump-thump of the machine beside them. The sound of paper feeding through had masked her whimpers, but nothing could’ve hidden the way her body had clenched around him when he’d hit just the right spot—deep enough to make her toes curl, her nails scrabbling against the copier’s smooth surface for purchase. 

Word had spread. 

Not loudly, of course. Not in a way that could be traced. But Kylie had noticed the lingering glances in the breakroom, the way someone’s fingers would accidentally brush against hers when passing her coffee. The office was full of unspoken invitations, and Kylie? 

She’d never been one to decline. 

Still… between stolen moments of pleasure, the reality of her internship weighed on her. Spreadsheets and data entry and coffee runs—none of it was enough. She wanted more. 

And then, the email. 

Please report to Conference Room B at 3:00 PM. 

Kylie’s stomach had twisted the moment she’d read it. Had someone found out? Was she being fired? If so, for what—her lack of focus on her work, or the fact that she’d let Lee bend her over the printer just yesterday afternoon? 

Her heart hammered against her ribs as she pushed open the conference room door. 

The HR manager sat with perfect posture, her smile polite but distant. "Thank you for coming," she said, gesturing to the seat across from her. "Kylie, I’m afraid we’ve made the decision to terminate your internship with Bennett & Grayson, effective immediately." 

Kylie’s mouth went dry. "I—I don’t understand." 

The woman’s expression softened, but only barely. "This isn’t a reflection of your performance," she assured her, though the words felt hollow. "Sometimes these things just happen." 

Just happen? 

Kylie nodded numbly, her mind racing as she gathered her things from her cubicle. What now? Where would she go? 

She had no idea. 

But as it turned out, she didn’t need to worry. 

Because her real career—one far more exciting than spreadsheets and conference calls—was just about to begin.

Chapter 2: The Indecent Proposal 

Kylie’s fingers trembled as she shoved the last of her belongings into a cardboard box—a wilting succulent, a framed photo of her dog, a half-empty bottle of lavender hand lotion. The faint scent of the lotion still clung to her skin, a ghost of the careless mornings when she’d rubbed it into her hands mindlessly, unaware of how soon she’d be packing up her desk in humiliation. The office was eerily quiet, save for the muffled clicks of keyboards and the occasional whisper from the cubicle beside hers. She could feel eyes on her—Jake’s from the security desk, watching with that smug grin of his, like he knew exactly what she’d been up to in the supply closet last Thursday. Jessica’s from the marketing cluster, her curious gaze darting away the second Kylie looked up. And then there was Lee’s shadow lingering by the printer, his fingers still imprinted on her memory, rough and impatient as they’d dragged up her thighs while she was bent over the filing cabinet. 

She wasn’t supposed to miss this job. 

But she would miss this. 

A throat cleared behind her, deep and commanding. The sound sent an involuntary shiver down her spine before she even turned, her body responding before her mind could catch up. That voice had haunted her dreams, thick and husky in her ear, whispering filthy things while his hands roamed. 

Mr. Hunter loomed in the entryway of her cubicle, his tailored suit accentuating the broad planes of his shoulders, the kind of shoulders that made a girl fantasize about being pinned beneath them. His gray eyes flickered with something unreadable—disapproval, maybe. Or hunger. Or both. The kind of look that made her stomach clench in anticipation. 

“My office,” he said, his voice rough velvet, the kind of tone that didn’t leave room for argument. “Now.” 

Kylie swallowed hard, but curiosity coiled low in her stomach, warm and insistent. She followed him, acutely aware of the way his presence filled the space between them, the scent of his cologne—something woodsy and expensive, like sandalwood and sin—lingering in the air. The walk to his office felt endless, every step measured, deliberate, her heels clicking against the polished floor like a countdown to something dangerous. 

His office was immaculate. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a view of the city, but all she could focus on was the way the afternoon light caught the sharp angles of his jaw. The polished desk gleamed, sleek and uncluttered, and the leather chairs looked so supple they were practically begging for someone to be bent over them. The door clicked shut behind her. Locked. 

“Sit.” 

She sank into the chair facing his desk, deliberately crossing her legs just enough to let her skirt ride up, knowing full well what it did to him. His gaze dipped, lingered for a heartbeat too long on the exposed skin of her thigh, then snapped back to hers. 

“You’ve been busy, Kylie.” His fingers steepled in front of him, the movement slow, deliberate. “Quite the… extracurricular activities.” 

Her pulse jumped. “I don’t know what you mean.” 

His smirk was knife-sharp. “Don’t you?” 

Heat crept up her neck, pooling lower, between her legs. He knew everything. The stolen moments in the copy room, the breathless trysts in the stairwell, the way she’d let Jake press her against the supply shelves while she bit back moans. 

Instead of reprimanding her, though, he leaned forward, the scent of his cologne intensifying, wrapping around her like an embrace. “I have a proposition.” 

She shifted, her thighs pressing together under the weight of his stare, the fabric of her panties already damp. 

“A new role. Morale Specialist.” His tongue lingered on the words, savoring them. “You’ll be responsible for ensuring our employees stay… motivated. Satisfied.” 

Kylie’s breath hitched. “And how would I do that?” 

His chuckle was dark, promising. “Creatively.” 

She should say no. She should walk out, head held high, pretend she wasn’t already imagining the feel of his hands on her again. 

But the air between them crackled with something electric, dangerous, and when he mentioned the salary—triple what she’d been making—her lips parted, her mind already racing with the possibilities. 

“I’d need a trial run,” he murmured, standing, his body blocking out the light as he closed the distance between them. 

Kylie didn’t hesitate. She rose to meet him, his hands already gripping her waist, dragging her against him so hard she gasped. His mouth crashed down on hers, possessive and demanding, his tongue sliding against hers in a way that left no room for second thoughts. 

His fingers tore at her blouse, buttons scattering across the floor as he shoved the fabric aside, exposing her lace-clad chest. His mouth trailed down her throat, teeth scraping her collarbone, a sharp bite that made her whimper. 

“This is your interview,” he growled, one hand fisting in her hair while the other slid down to cup her ass, squeezing roughly. 

She moaned as he pinned her to the desk, her thighs spreading on instinct, her skirt pushed up around her hips. His fingers hooked into her panties, shredding them with a sharp tug, the sound sending another bolt of heat straight to her core. 

Then he was inside her, filling her, his thrusts relentless, each one deeper than the last. She gasped, arching into him, her nails raking down his back as she clung to him, her body already spiraling toward release. Every stroke was a promise—of power, of pleasure, of a job description that would leave her trembling every night. 

When it was over, her body still thrumming, her legs weak, he smoothed a hand down her bare thigh, his touch almost tender. 

“Welcome to the team.” 

Kylie smiled, already imagining all the ways she’d excel at her new position.

Chapter 3: Taking Care of Business 

The business card felt heavy in Kylie's palm, the thick stock paper luxurious against her skin. She turned it over in her fingers, watching how the embossed gold lettering caught the fluorescent office lights, making them dance across the words Morale Specialist like a promise. No more pretending to care about quarterly reports or pretending interest in interdepartmental memos that bored her to tears. Her job now was pure, unadulterated pleasure—raw, unfiltered, and deliciously indulgent. 

She traced the edge of the card with her thumb, dragging her fingertip slowly along the smooth finish, her lips curving into a knowing smile as warmth pooled low in her belly. Time to get to work. 

--- 

The executive washroom was empty when she stepped inside, the air thick with the scent of expensive soap and lingering steam from recent showers. Kylie turned the faucet, letting the water run over her fingers as she studied her reflection—flushed cheeks from anticipation, lips still slightly swollen from Mr. Hunter's thorough interview. The memory of his mouth on her made her breath hitch. 

The door creaked open behind her. 

Michelle from Accounting stood frozen in the doorway, her sensible blouse buttoned primly to the collar, her fingers clutching a manila folder like some kind of pathetic shield against temptation. 

Kylie didn’t miss the way her gaze flickered down, lingering on the undone buttons of her blouse—only the top three, but enough to reveal the swell of her breasts, the smooth expanse of skin barely concealed by the silky fabric. Michelle's tongue darted out to wet her lips, a nervous gesture that sent a thrill through Kylie's body. 

“You’re—you’re her, aren’t you?” Michelle’s voice was barely above a whisper, breathy and uncertain. “The new… specialist.” 

Kylie turned slowly, leaning back against the sink, her hips pressing into the cool marble edge. The pose arched her back just so, emphasizing the curve of her body beneath her fitted skirt. “Depends on what you need,” she purred, watching the way Michelle’s throat worked as she swallowed. 

Michelle swallowed hard, her knuckles whitening around the folder. “I’ve never—I mean, I’ve thought about it, but—” 

Kylie closed the distance between them in two deliberate steps, her fingers brushing Michelle’s wrist. The folder hit the floor with a soft thud, papers scattering unheeded. 

“Tell me,” Kylie murmured, her lips grazing the shell of Michelle’s ear as she breathed in the faint floral scent of her shampoo. 

A shudder ran through the other woman—Kylie could feel it under her fingertips, the trembling tension in Michelle's shoulders melting into something far more pliant. “I want you to ruin me.” 

The words hung between them, electric and undeniable. 

Kylie didn’t hesitate. She pushed Michelle against the tiled wall, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss that burned through any lingering resistance. Michelle gasped into it, her hands flying to Kylie’s waist, fingers digging into the soft flesh there as if she couldn’t bear to let go. 

The shower stall was already fogged with steam when Kylie dragged her inside, their clothes discarded in a wet heap on the floor—blouses unbuttoned in haste, skirts kicked aside, stockings peeled away. Water sluiced over their bare bodies as Michelle pressed her back against the slick tile, her mouth trailing down Kylie’s throat, her collarbone, lower— 

Kylie arched into the heat of Michelle’s tongue as it flicked over her nipple, teeth grazing the sensitive peak in a way that made her gasp. A moan tore from her throat, lost in the rush of water pounding against their skin as Michelle worshiped her breasts with lips and teeth and tongue. 

Michelle dropped to her knees, her hands gripping Kylie’s hips, holding her in place as she buried her face between her thighs. The first swipe of her tongue had Kylie’s knees buckling, her fingers tangling in Michelle’s damp hair, pressing her closer. 

“Fuck—” The word escaped in a ragged exhale as Michelle's tongue worked in slow, deliberate circles, teasing her closer and closer to the edge with maddening precision. 

Kylie didn’t let her finish. She hauled Michelle up, spinning her around and bending her over the shower bench with a firm hand between her shoulder blades. Her fingers slid between Michelle’s thighs, finding her already dripping, her folds slick and hot against Kylie's exploring touch. 

“You’ve been thinking about this,” Kylie breathed, pressing a kiss to the nape of Michelle’s neck, her free hand roaming possessively over the swell of her ass. 

Michelle whimpered, pushing back against her fingers, her hips rocking in silent demand. “Every damn day,” she admitted, the confession wrenched from her in a desperate rush. 

Kylie fucked her like that, water cascading over them, her fingers curling inside Michelle until the other woman was shaking, her cries echoing off the tiles in wanton abandon. When Michelle finally sagged against the bench, breathless and spent, she let out a breathless laugh. 

“I think I overestimated my deductions this quarter.” 

Kylie grinned, stepping out of the shower. “Consider this a write-off.” 

--- 

The conference room was dark when Dominic from Sales pulled her inside, his grip firm on her wrist. His tie was already loose, his sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms corded with tension. 

“You’re the one they’re all talking about,” he said, his voice rough with need. 

Kylie arched a brow, letting her gaze drag over the breadth of his shoulders, the way his chest rose and fell with each unsteady breath. “And?” 

Dominic exhaled sharply, his confidence flickering for the first time. “I need you to take control.” 

She didn’t need to be told twice. 

With a sharp tug, she had him stripped to the waist, his belt coiled around his wrists, securing him to the sturdy table legs. His cock strained against his slacks, already leaking a damp patch onto the fabric. 

Kylie ran a fingernail down his chest, relishing the way his muscles tensed under her touch. “You like being told what to do, don’t you?” 

Dominic’s jaw clenched. “Yes.” 

The first smack of her palm against his ass echoed through the room. He groaned, his hips jerking forward as the sting bloomed across his skin. 

She did it again. And again. 

By the time she mounted him from behind, his skin was flushed, his breath coming in ragged gasps. She rode him hard, her nails digging into his shoulders, her voice a sultry command in his ear. 

“You close deals for me now.” 

Dominic came with a strangled groan, collapsing onto the table, his body trembling beneath hers. “Revised projections,” he muttered, dazed. 

Kylie smirked, straightening her skirt. “Glad we’re on the same page.” 

--- 

Tim from HR was waiting for her in his glass-walled office, his fingers drumming nervously on the desk. His shirt was wrinkled, his tie too tight—as if he’d been pacing before she arrived. 

“I—I don’t know how to ask for this,” he stammered, his cheeks flushing. 

Kylie didn’t give him the chance. She locked the door with a decisive click, then slowly, deliberately, began to undress, her fingers making quick work of buttons and zippers. 

Tim’s breath hitched as she leaned back against the desk, her fingers sliding between her thighs, her legs parting just enough to give him a view. 

“Just watch,” she murmured. 

His Adam’s apple bobbed as she worked herself to the edge, her hips rocking against her own hand, her breath coming faster. When she came, it was with his name on her lips, her body trembling with the force of it. 

Only then did she unbuckle his belt, taking him into her mouth while his eyes darted to the hallway beyond the glass, torn between fear and arousal. 

He spilled down her throat with a choked moan. “This violates so many policies.” 

Kylie licked her lips, savoring the taste of him. “Then write me up.” 

--- 

The break room was quiet when she finally sank into a chair, sipping water with a satisfied smile. 

Productivity was soaring. Employees were happy. 

And she? 

She’d never been more satisfied with her work. 

Across the office, Mr. Hunter’s door stood slightly ajar. His gaze met hers through the gap, dark and knowing. 

Kylie’s pulse jumped. 

Her next assignment was going to be very demanding.

Chapter 4: The Art of the Deal 

Kylie lounged in the plush leather chair outside Mr. Hunter’s office, letting the supple material mold to her body as she crossed one long leg over the other with deliberate, teasing slowness. The way the fabric of her skirt slid up her thigh was no accident—she knew exactly how much skin to reveal, how to make the air hum with anticipation. The whispers that followed her these days were like a melody she’d composed herself—did you hear what she did to Dominic? and Michelle hasn’t stopped smiling since Tuesday—each rumor a note in the symphony of her reputation. Her lips curled into a slow, knowing smile as she remembered just how thoroughly she’d left them both breathless, her own body warming at the memory, a slow, delicious heat pooling between her thighs. 

The door swung open, and there he was—Mr. Hunter, framed against the floor-to-ceiling windows, the city skyline stretching behind him like a kingdom he ruled. His tailored suit clung to his broad shoulders, the crisp lines of it only emphasizing the power in his stance. The way his gaze raked over her, lingering just a second too long on the exposed curve of her leg, sent a thrill skittering down her spine. 

"Eva Langley is arriving in twenty minutes," he said, his voice a low, rough timbre that vibrated through her. "She’s… particular about her partnerships." 

Kylie uncrossed her legs with deliberate leisure, letting her skirt ride up another inch, just enough to watch his jaw tighten as his eyes flickered down. "Particular how?" she asked, tilting her head, her voice dripping with faux innocence. 

"Unimpressed by bullshit. Ruthless in negotiations." He stepped closer, the scent of his cologne—something dark and expensive—wrapping around her. His fingers brushed her chin, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. The pad of his thumb grazed her lower lip, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core. "But you’ve handled worse." 

The thrill that shot through her had nothing to do with fear. It was pure, liquid desire, hot and insistent. 

--- 

Eva Langley strode into the conference room like she owned it—because, in every way that mattered, she did. Her sharp heels clicked against the marble floor, each step a declaration, her blazer cut to accentuate the dangerous curve of her hips, the kind of body that made even the most composed executives lose their train of thought. Platinum blonde hair was swept into a sleek knot, not a single strand out of place, and her crimson lips parted in a smirk as her gaze landed on Kylie, sharp as a blade. 

"Ah. The infamous Morale Specialist." Eva slid into the chair beside her, close enough that Kylie could feel the heat radiating from her, could catch the intoxicating scent of her perfume—something expensive, something that made her think of dark rooms and whispered promises. Eva’s fingers drummed once on the table, her manicured nails gleaming under the lights. "Tell me, does the company actually pay you to fuck, or is that just a perk?" 

Kylie didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned in, letting her fingers graze Eva’s wrist, her touch feather-light but deliberate. The way Eva’s pulse jumped under her fingertips was all the answer she needed. "Depends on how well you negotiate," she murmured, her voice a low purr. 

Eva’s laugh was a dark, velvet thing, the kind of sound that curled around Kylie’s ribs and squeezed. "I always get what I want." 

The air between them thickened, charged with something far more electric than business, something that made Kylie’s skin prickle with anticipation. 

--- 

When Eva's manicured nail traced the inside of Kylie’s thigh under the table, it took everything in her not to gasp. The touch was light, almost casual, but it burned like a brand, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her. 

"You’re good," Eva murmured, her breath warm against Kylie’s ear, sending a shiver down her spine. "But I can tell you’re used to being in control." 

Kylie’s pulse spiked, her breath hitching just slightly. "Problem with that?" 

Eva’s grip tightened—just shy of painful—her fingers digging into Kylie’s thigh in a way that made her clench around nothing. "Let’s find out." 

Before Kylie could react, Eva stood, offering a saccharine smile to the room. "We’ll need the executive lounge for further discussions." 

Mr. Hunter’s eyes darkened, his gaze flickering between them with something hungry in his expression, but he merely nodded. "By all means." 

--- 

The lounge door hadn’t even clicked shut before Eva had Kylie pressed against it, her mouth claiming hers with bruising force. Kylie melted into it, her body arching as Eva’s hands roamed—squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples through the thin fabric of her blouse until they were hard and aching. 

"On your knees," Eva ordered, stepping back just enough to make the space between them ache, her voice leaving no room for argument. 

Kylie sank down without hesitation, her fingers already working at Eva’s zipper, her mouth watering at the first glimpse of bare skin. The first taste of her—salty, sweet, intoxicating—had Kylie moaning, her tongue swirling in slow, worshiping circles, savoring every inch of her. Eva’s hand fisted in her hair, guiding her deeper, faster, her hips rocking against Kylie’s mouth with a rhythm that had her own body throbbing with need. 

"Such a quick learner," Eva purred, her free hand trailing down to cup Kylie’s chin, tilting her face up to meet her gaze. "But let’s see how well you handle a real challenge." 

The door creaked open. 

Mr. Hunter stood frozen in the doorway, his gaze raking over the scene, his pupils blown wide with desire. Eva didn’t stop. She crooked a finger, her smirk widening. "Join us." 

The command hung in the air, irresistible. 

Kylie watched, lips still glistening, as Mr. Hunter crossed the room in three strides. His hand tangled in her hair, tugging her head back as Eva undid his belt with practiced ease, her fingers making quick work of the buckle. 

"You’ve been a very good girl," Eva murmured, tracing Kylie’s lower lip with her thumb, her other hand sliding between Kylie’s legs, her touch feather-light but relentless. "Now let’s see how well you multitask." 

Kylie took him into her mouth at the same moment Eva’s fingers slid inside her, the dual sensation—hot, thick length on her tongue, Eva’s deft touch working her toward the edge—drove her wild. She moaned around him, the vibration drawing a ragged groan from Mr. Hunter as his grip on her hair tightened. 

"Fuck—" His hips jerked forward, his control fraying. 

Eva’s laugh was low, triumphant, her fingers curling just right inside Kylie, her thumb circling her clit with merciless precision. "Told you I always get what I want." 

When Kylie came, it was with their names tangled on her tongue, her body trembling between them, pleasure crashing over her in waves so intense she saw stars. 

--- 

After, sprawled across the chaise with Eva’s head resting on her stomach and Mr. Hunter lighting a cigar by the window, Kylie exhaled, languid and sated, her limbs heavy with satisfaction. 

"You’re wasted in middle management," Eva said, trailing a finger down Kylie’s bare thigh, her touch leaving fire in its wake. "I could use someone like you on my team." 

Mr. Hunter smirked, blowing out a slow stream of smoke, his gaze dark with possession. "Over my dead body." 

Kylie stretched, catlike, arching into Eva’s touch, her smile lazy and satisfied. "Guess you’ll just have to keep negotiating." 

Eva’s smile promised endless games, each one more delicious than the last. 

And Kylie? 

She couldn’t wait to play.

Chapter 5: A Job Well Done 

Kylie leaned against the edge of her desk, arms crossed beneath her breasts, the silk of her blouse tightening just enough to emphasize the curve of her body. The office hummed around her—a delicious symphony of productivity and pleasure. Gone were the stiff, sterile days of hushed reprimands and forced professionalism. Now, the air was thick with the scent of arousal, the sound of husky laughter, and the occasional gasp as someone succumbed to the temptation of an illicit touch. 

She caught Michelle’s eye across the room, and the normally composed accountant let out a soft whimper as Jake’s fingers trailed possessively up her thigh beneath the desk. Kylie smirked, watching the way Michelle’s breath hitched, the flush creeping down her throat as she bit her lip. Jake, ever the opportunist, grinned wolfishly before ducking his head to whisper something in her ear—something that made Michelle’s legs cross tighter for the briefest second before she uncrossed them entirely. 

The elevator chimed, dragging Kylie’s attention away from the delicious little display. A fresh batch of interns shuffled in, wide-eyed and nervous, their stiff postures screaming inexperience. Kylie’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. She pushed off the desk, letting her hips sway just enough to draw every gaze in the room as she sauntered toward them. 

“First day jitters?” she purred, letting her fingers trail over the edge of a filing cabinet as she passed. 

One of them—tall, with dark hair that looked like he’d run anxious hands through it one too many times—cleared his throat, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “Just trying to make a good impression.” 

Kylie arched a brow, letting her eyes drift slowly down his body before meeting his gaze again. “Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured, stepping close enough to catch the way his breath stuttered. “I can think of a much better way to leave an impression.” 

She led them to the recreation room, her heels clicking with deliberate rhythm against the tile. The space had been transformed under her influence—no more fluorescent lighting or stale coffee. Now, plush couches sprawled invitingly beneath warm, dim lamps, the air thick with the musk of lingering pleasure. A faint, damp scent clung to the cushions, a testament to the afternoon’s activities. 

Turning, she let her gaze sweep over the interns, enjoying the way their eyes darted between her and the telltale signs of the room’s real purpose. 

“Team-building exercises are essential here,” she said, her voice dropping to a sultry murmur as she stepped toward the dark-haired one again. Her fingertips grazed his wrist, feather-light, and his pulse jumped beneath her touch. “And trust me,” she added, leaning in until her lips brushed his ear, “I excel at breaking the ice.” 

The first touch was tentative—a nervous hand settling hesitantly on her waist, a sharp inhale as she guided his fingers higher. Then, like kindling catching flame, hunger took over. Lips crashed together, teeth nipping, tongues sliding in slick, desperate exploration. Kylie moaned into the kiss, arching against him as his hands grew bolder, kneading the curve of her ass through her skirt. 

Around them, the others followed suit—bodies pressing close, breath hitching as hands roamed beneath clothes, buttons popping open to reveal flushed skin. One intern, a redhead with freckles dusting her collarbones, let out a shaky gasp as another girl’s fingers slipped beneath her blouse, teasing her nipples to stiff peaks. 

Kylie pulled back just enough to watch, her own breath coming faster as the room filled with the sounds of slick kisses and ragged breathing. She guided the dark-haired intern’s hand between her thighs, sighing as his fingers pressed against the damp fabric of her panties. 

“See?” she whispered, rocking against his touch. “Not so nervous now, are you?” 

The door swung open before he could answer. 

Mr. Hunter stood in the doorway, his tailored suit doing nothing to hide the thick outline of his cock straining against his slacks. His dark eyes swept over the scene—interns tangled together, skirts hiked up, lips swollen from kissing—before settling on Kylie. 

“Productivity reports are up,” he rumbled, tossing a key onto the coffee table. The heavy clink of metal against glass made everyone pause. “Thought you deserved a proper workspace.” 

The playroom was a masterpiece of decadence—a sprawling den of sin designed for indulgence. Gleaming restraints hung from the walls beside neatly arranged floggers, their supple leather tails just begging to be used. But it was the desk—solid oak, polished to a sinful sheen—that called to Kylie. 

She didn’t hesitate. 

Bending over it, she arched her back, letting her skirt ride up enough to reveal the lace of her garter belt. Glancing over her shoulder, she wet her lips. “Going to christen it properly, sir?” 

He was on her before the last syllable left her mouth. 

The first thrust stole her breath, his cock stretching her wide, filling her in one ruthless stroke. Kylie cried out, fingers scrambling against the smooth wood as he set a brutal pace, each snap of his hips sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. 

“This—” he growled, gripping her waist hard enough to bruise, “—is what happens when you exceed expectations.” 

Kylie could only moan, her body shaking as he pounded into her, the desk creaking beneath them. 

Word traveled fast. By sundown, the playroom’s door barely had a chance to close. Bodies moved in a feverish tangle—Michelle, spread across the couch with Kylie’s mouth between her thighs while Jake drove into her from behind; Dominic on his knees, worshipping Eva’s stilettos before she dragged him up by the hair to claim his mouth. The interns, now far from hesitant, threw themselves into the chaos with greedy hands and hungry tongues. 

Kylie orchestrated it all, moving from one partner to the next, coaxing whimpers and screams with every skilled touch. 

When the last shuddering aftershocks faded, the room was a wreck of tangled limbs and sweat-slick skin. Mr. Hunter pressed a check into Kylie’s palm, the number making her bite her lip. 

“Still think you’re wasted in middle management?” Eva drawled from the couch, her fingers lazily tracing circles on Michelle’s spent thigh. 

Kylie stretched, a satisfied purr rumbling in her chest. “Best. Job. Ever.”
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