
        
            
                
            
        

    
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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