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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.
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Prologue: What Candy Set in Motion

Chapter One: Reset

Chapter Two: Positioning

Chapter Three: 4:30

Chapter Four: Reputation

Chapter Five: Aftermath

Chapter Six: At Home

Chapter Seven: Reflection

Book Three Teaser


Prologue: What Candy Set in Motion

Candy’s body entered the room before she did.

It always had.

From the very first morning she stepped through the revolving doors of the television company, heels striking polished stone, shoulders back, chin lifted, the effect was immediate. Conversations faltered. Eyes tracked. Not openly, not crudely, but inevitably. Her full chest framed neatly by silk, the narrow pull of her waist into rounded hips, the generous curve of her heart-shaped ass moving with unhurried confidence, long legs revealed just enough to invite attention without apology.

Candy knew exactly how she looked.

She dressed for it.

Not cheaply. Not carelessly. Every skirt chosen to cling where it mattered. Every blouse cut to suggest rather than conceal. She didn’t hide her curves, she curated them, presenting her body as part of her professional identity, as deliberate as a résumé or a handshake. She moved with awareness of how space reacted to her, how men straightened when she approached, how women noticed too, measuring, judging, recalibrating.

Candy had never believed beauty was passive.

She used it.

From day one, she learned the rhythms of the office quickly. How a lean across a desk shifted tone. How crossing her legs slowly could pause a conversation mid-sentence. How letting her skirt ride just high enough on her thighs could make a question feel more important than it was. She smiled, lingered, teased, always careful to stop short of anything she couldn’t deny.

That was the line she believed in.

She was an office tease, yes, but a controlled one. A flirt with boundaries. A woman who understood how attention worked and how to turn it into advantage without surrendering anything she didn’t choose to give.

It worked.

The younger men noticed first. Their eyes followed her openly, sometimes clumsily, drawn to the sway of her hips, the fullness of her chest, the confident way she carried her body like it belonged exactly where it was. Candy let them look. She enjoyed the effect. When they tried their luck, she turned them down with practiced ease, leaving them smiling, still hopeful.

She liked that power.

What Candy didn’t fully account for was how differently the older men watched.

Daniel saw her immediately.

Not just her face, not just her clothes, but the totality of her presence. The way her body shifted rooms before she spoke. The way people oriented toward her without realising why. He noticed how often she was at the centre of attention without ever demanding it, how she seemed to understand instinctively when to speak and when to let her silence do the work.

He told himself it was professionalism.

But every time Candy stood near his desk, every time she leaned in just enough for the curve of her chest to enter his periphery, every time she walked away and left the unmistakable shape of her body in his thoughts longer than necessary, something changed.

Candy noticed that too.

She always did.

She leaned into it carefully, letting her skirts cling a little tighter on days she wanted to be remembered, choosing blouses that framed her breasts more generously when she knew she’d be near him. Nothing overt. Nothing undeniable. Just enough to remind him she was there. Just enough to keep his attention warm.

She believed she was shaping him.

Marcus watched differently.

Where Daniel hesitated, Marcus evaluated. He didn’t see flirtation as accident or charm as coincidence. He saw patterns. He saw consistency. Candy’s curves weren’t incidental to him; they were a language she spoke fluently. Her full chest, slim waist, rounded hips, and long legs weren’t distractions, they were signals.

Signals she sent repeatedly.

He noticed how meetings shifted when she entered. How voices softened. How men recalibrated their posture. How Candy never pretended not to notice. He saw how she dressed to frame herself deliberately, how she used her body to influence tone, to provoke judgement, to create expectation.

Marcus didn’t mistake that for innocence.

Candy, meanwhile, told herself she was winning.

She stayed late when asked. She accepted access when offered. She leaned closer, smiled longer, held eye contact just beyond what professionalism required. She believed attention was leverage, that proximity meant power. She told herself she could always step back.

Until the day she couldn’t.

When implication hardened into expectation, Candy realised the rules she thought she was playing by were not the rules being enforced. What she had treated as flirtation was now being read as promise. What she believed was charm was now interpreted as availability. Her body, once her tool, had become evidence.

Daniel had not hesitated.

He had watched her reveal herself with open approval, his attention focused and unashamed, not playful, not uncertain. He had accepted her tease and called her bluff. She had bared her breasts and sucked his cock. He had enjoyed the way she complied, the way her confidence shifted into something quieter, something offered. He hadn’t rushed her. He hadn’t needed to. The moment had belonged entirely to him, her body displayed, her eagerness unmistakable, her ambition reframed as consent. What she had thought was control, he had experienced as permission.

And still, the office didn’t explode.

No scandal. No confrontation. No raised voices.

The day simply continued.

Candy returned to her desk afterward, her body humming with heightened awareness, every movement amplified by memory. She smoothed her skirt, adjusted her posture, answered emails with steady hands. People came and went, asking questions, making jokes, unaware that something fundamental had shifted behind closed doors.

Or perhaps they were aware and simply didn’t say it.

That possibility unsettled her more than anything else.

She told herself she had enjoyed parts of it. The attention. The certainty. The way her body had responded when control slipped out of her hands. That thought frightened her, but it also gave her something to cling to, a way to rationalise what had happened.

If her body had reacted, if some part of her had wanted it, then maybe she hadn’t been taken.

Maybe she had chosen.

That belief became her shield.

The other interns continued to orbit her.

Ben treated her with a careful distance now, eyes respectful, voice restrained. Jake still smiled, still flirted, still looked at her long legs and familiar curves like the game between them was ongoing. Sophie watched with tightened lips, suspicion sharpening into something colder. Aisha noticed everything and said nothing, her gaze lingering just long enough to suggest she understood far more than she voiced.

Candy felt apart from them now.

They were still proving themselves through work.

She had proven herself differently.

When Marcus summoned her the next morning, Candy tried to reclaim control the only way she knew how, by containing what she had once displayed so freely. A longer skirt. A higher button. Restraint as armour.

Marcus saw it immediately.

Disappointment replaced interest. Inconsistency replaced charm. He made it clear, without raising his voice, that she didn’t get to redefine the terms after the fact. You couldn’t invite attention one day and retreat from it the next. You couldn’t tease power and then resent it for answering back.

Standing in his office, her body suddenly too present even when covered, Candy felt the truth settle heavily into her bones.

She hadn’t crossed a line in a single moment.

She had been stepping over it in inches from the day she arrived.

Now, Candy steps back into the office changed. Her curves still shape rooms. Her presence still draws eyes. But the meaning has shifted. What once provoked curiosity now carries expectation. What once felt like control now feels like obligation.

And yet, Candy tells herself it was a moment, not a definition.

A single misjudgement. A one-off crossing of a line that doesn’t need to be crossed again. She convinces herself that what she gave, her body, her compliance, her willingness, was payment already made, not a standing arrangement. That having gone further than she ever intended doesn’t mean she has to keep going there.

She believes she can reset the balance.

That she can step back into teasing rather than yielding, into flirting rather than complying. That she can return to playing the game the way she always had, using attention without surrendering to it, winning without being owned. She tells herself she can still be the standout intern, the one everyone notices for the right reasons, the one who rises fastest, not because of what she’s given, but because of how cleverly she plays what remains.

It’s a comforting belief.

One she clings to as she straightens her skirt, lifts her chin, and walks back into the flow of the office, determined to prove that what happened does not define what comes next.

Whether the office agrees with her is another matter entirely.

She did get exactly what she asked for.

Attention. Advancement. Being taken seriously.

She just never understood what that seriousness would demand.

And the office is no longer asking whether she’s willing.

It’s watching to see how far she’ll go.


Chapter One: Reset

By mid-morning, the office had settled into its familiar rhythm.

Candy took her seat with deliberate calm, smoothing her skirt, adjusting her chair, aware of the way her presence still shifted the air around her. She felt eyes on her almost immediately, some curious, some cautious, some lingering a second too long before snapping away. Her curves were still doing their quiet work, her full chest framed neatly by her blouse, her slim waist and rounded hips unmistakable even in stillness. She hadn’t lost that.

Not yet.

Ben was the first to stop by.

He hovered at the edge of her desk, hands clasped loosely, voice polite. “Hey, Candy. I just wanted to check something about the edit notes from yesterday.”

She smiled warmly, professional but soft, the smile that always made him straighten a little. She leaned in just enough to look at his screen, aware of the way her body entered his space before her words did.

“That looks right,” she said. “You’re doing great.”

His ears coloured slightly. “Thanks.”

She could feel his relief, the quiet gratitude. Ben still treated her like something fragile now, careful not to stare, careful not to assume. But as she handed his notes back, he hesitated, a hopeful smile tugging at his mouth.
“Maybe we could grab a drink sometime?” he said, trying to sound casual.
Candy smiled back, warm but unmistakably final. “That’s sweet, Ben, but I’m really trying to keep things simple right now.”
He nodded quickly, disappointment masked by politeness. “Yeah. Of course.”
The attention lingered anyway, gentler, almost reverent. Candy filed that away.

Jake came next, confidence reasserted.

He leaned casually against the doorframe, flashing that easy, charming smile that had always carried promise. His eyes flicked down, then back up, unmistakably taking her in, the length of her legs beneath the desk, the familiar shape of her body even in conservative lines.

“Morning,” he said. “Survived the week?”

“Barely,” she replied lightly, meeting his gaze without flinching.

He chuckled. “Still killing it though.”

She let the compliment land without deflecting it, holding his eye just long enough to remind him the game wasn’t over. Jake lingered, leaning closer to her desk, keeping the conversation alive with easy jokes and casual questions, stretching the moment as if confidence alone might tilt things his way. Candy answered pleasantly but briefly, never quite giving him the opening he wanted, her attention already drifting back to her screen. After a beat, he realised he wasn’t getting anywhere. Jake left smiling, reassured on the surface, though a flicker of irritation passed across Sophie’s face as she watched him go.

Sophie approached next, posture immaculate, expression composed.

“Can I borrow you for a second?” she asked.

Candy stood, smoothing her skirt as she did. Sophie’s eyes flicked briefly to the movement, then away again.

They spoke quietly about schedules, about upcoming meetings. Sophie kept it strictly professional, her tone cool. But beneath it, Candy could feel the judgement, the unspoken question lingering.

When Sophie left, her jaw was tight.

Aisha arrived last, calm as ever.

She perched lightly on the edge of a chair, eyes sharp, taking Candy in as a whole rather than parts. “Busy morning,” she said.

“Always,” Candy replied.

Aisha studied her for a beat longer than necessary. “You seem… settled.”

Candy smiled. “I am.”

Aisha nodded slowly, as if filing that answer away. “Good.”

When she left, Candy exhaled quietly.

By the time Daniel passed through the open office area, Candy was ready.

She caught his attention with a glance, rose smoothly from her chair, and moved toward him with an easy confidence that felt almost practiced now. Nothing overt. Nothing careless. Just warmth, familiarity, the quiet suggestion that she belonged in his orbit.

“Morning,” she said lightly. “Hope your day’s going well.”

Daniel paused, professional mask firmly in place. His eyes flicked briefly to her face, then away again, controlled.

“Busy,” he replied. “Always is.”

She smiled, unfazed, and matched his pace for a step or two, careful not to crowd him. “I imagined. I was just finishing up the notes from yesterday and thought I’d check in, see if there was anything else you needed.” She let the offer hang, open-ended, generous with her time.

He slowed slightly, just enough to acknowledge her presence beside him. “I’ll let you know.”

She nodded, stepping a fraction closer, lowering her voice as if sharing something private. “Anytime. I’m around most of the afternoon.”

The words were neutral. The intent was not.

Daniel gave a short nod, polite, contained, but not dismissive. “Of course.”

As he moved on, Candy felt the familiar ripple of attention behind her, the awareness that lingered even after the moment had ended. Controlled. Contained. But present. She returned to her desk satisfied, already planning the next opportunity.

Marcus appeared not long after.

He didn’t stop. He didn’t smile.

His gaze swept over her once, slow, clinical, from her sensible heels to the line of her shoulders, taking in the restraint, the intention. He paused just long enough for her to feel it, then continued on without comment.

The silence was louder than any flirtation.

Candy returned to her desk, pulse steady, posture perfect.

Around her, the interns continued their quiet competition. Ben earnest. Jake charming. Sophie irritated. Aisha observant.

And Candy, still teasing, still drawing eyes, still convinced she could balance on the edge between attention and control.

For now.


Chapter Two: Positioning

The meeting room was all glass and angles, designed to make everyone feel visible.

Candy chose her seat carefully.

She arrived early, taking the chair closest to Daniel’s usual position at the table, angled just enough that when she turned toward him, her body followed naturally. Knowing there was a meeting that morning, Candy had chosen an even shorter skirt than usual, still professional on paper, but unmistakably revealing when she sat. She crossed her legs slowly, the fabric smoothing over her thighs and riding far higher than before. Sitting that way, the skirt crept up until more than half of her shapely thighs were fully on display, smooth, toned, impossible not to notice. Her posture remained relaxed, intentional, as if the exposure were incidental rather than chosen. When Daniel entered, she felt the familiar shift, his awareness catching on her before he quite meant it to.

Sophie and Aisha arrived together, taking seats opposite her.

Sophie clocked Candy’s positioning immediately. Aisha noticed too, though her reaction was quieter, a slight narrowing of her eyes, an assessment rather than irritation.

The other manager, Laura Finch, arrived last. Mid-thirties, sharp suit, composed, the kind of woman who had learned to command rooms without decoration. She took the head of the table, nodding briefly to everyone.

“Let’s get started,” Laura said.

Candy leaned forward as Daniel spoke, elbows resting lightly on the table. The movement shifted her blouse subtly, drawing attention to the line of her chest without revealing anything improper. She asked questions when Daniel looked her way, nodded at his answers, smiled when he elaborated, making it easy for his attention to keep returning to her.

Not accidentally.

Sophie watched it unfold with increasing tension. Every time Candy adjusted her position, turning her body toward Daniel, uncrossing and recrossing her legs, leaning back just enough to stretch, Sophie’s jaw tightened. Aisha stayed outwardly neutral, but her gaze flicked between Candy and Daniel often enough to tell the story.

Candy could feel it working.

She didn’t overplay it. She never did. Just enough movement to keep herself present. Just enough warmth in her voice to feel collaborative rather than calculated. She had perfected this balance long ago.

Then the door opened.

Marcus entered without apology.

The dynamic shifted instantly.

Candy felt it before she saw him, the room tightening, attention reorienting. She straightened subtly, recalibrating. When Marcus took a seat beside Daniel, Candy adjusted her chair just enough to bring herself into his line of sight as well.

She became very aware of her body again, of how it occupied space. The curve of her hips against the chair. The way her posture accentuated her waist. The length of her legs beneath the table.

This time, she angled herself toward Marcus.

She spoke less, listened more, letting her gaze linger when he talked, nodding thoughtfully, offering the occasional measured comment that drew his attention back to her. When she shifted in her seat, the movement was unhurried, deliberate, her body doing as much work as her words.

Sophie’s irritation sharpened into something closer to disbelief.

Aisha glanced at Laura, who had clearly noticed Candy’s behaviour now, her expression cool, controlled, unreadable. Laura said nothing, but the pause she allowed after Candy spoke felt deliberate.

Marcus, for his part, didn’t comment. He observed. His gaze moved over Candy once, slow, assessing, before returning to the discussion. The lack of reaction unsettled her more than approval would have.

Still, she persisted.

When the meeting wrapped up, Candy leaned back in her chair, legs crossed, expression composed, as if nothing unusual had occurred.

But the air in the room told a different story.

Sophie gathered her notes with clipped movements, barely glancing at Candy. Aisha met Candy’s eyes briefly, something unspoken passing between them, a warning or a question, Candy wasn’t sure which.

Laura stood. “Thank you, everyone.”

As they filed out, Candy felt it again, the familiar mix of attention and judgement trailing behind her. She smoothed her skirt, lifted her chin, and walked out with the quiet confidence of someone who believed she was still controlling the game.

Even as the irritation she’d provoked followed her down the corridor.


Chapter Three: 4:30

The email arrived at 4:30 p.m.

Candy stared at the time stamp longer than she should have.

Late-afternoon meetings were rare, especially ones that came without context. No agenda. No explanation. Just a brief instruction and a location.

Marcus Hale would like to see you. Now.

Her stomach tightened.

She replayed the morning in her head as she gathered her things, every calculated movement suddenly feeling less clever in hindsight. The shorter skirt. The careful positioning in the meeting room. The way she had angled herself, again and again, toward Daniel, then Marcus, convinced she was still playing the game the way she always had.

Had she pushed too far?

As she made her way toward the executive floor, the office felt different. Quieter. The end-of-day lull had settled in, desks emptying, voices dropping. Every step echoed too loudly in her ears. She was acutely aware of herself, of her body, of the way her skirt moved with her stride, of how exposed she suddenly felt despite being fully dressed.

The memory of yesterday pressed in on her, uninvited. The closed door. The silence. The way power had shifted without warning. Anxiety tightened in her chest, sharp and breathless, the fear that she might be walking into another private reckoning she wasn’t prepared for. And beneath that fear, unwelcome and undeniable, something warmer stirred, a familiar, traitorous heat that bloomed at the thought of being summoned, evaluated, reduced again to a being on her knees sucking Marcus’s big black cock.

The mix of dread and desire made her stomach twist. She hated that her body remembered. Hated that the anticipation clung to her as stubbornly as the fear. By the time she reached the executive floor, her pulse was racing, her thoughts scattered, her confidence suddenly feeling like something she’d borrowed rather than owned.

She knocked once.

“Come in.”

The door opened onto a scene she hadn’t expected.

Marcus was there, standing near his desk, expression unreadable. Daniel sat to one side, composed, professional, his presence alone enough to make her chest tighten. But it was the other two figures that made Candy stop short.

Aisha stood near the window, arms loosely folded, her gaze calm but intent. Sophie sat opposite Daniel, posture rigid, lips pressed into a thin line.

All of them were waiting for her.

The door closed behind Candy with a soft, decisive click.

For a moment, no one spoke.

Candy felt every pair of eyes on her, not openly appraising, not leering, but assessing. The silence stretched, thick and deliberate, as if they were giving her space to understand something she hadn’t yet named.

Marcus broke it first.

“Sit down, Candy.”

She obeyed, choosing the chair nearest the door, smoothing her skirt automatically as she did. The gesture felt exposed now, the familiar habit suddenly charged with meaning.

“This isn’t a disciplinary meeting,” Marcus said calmly. “Not yet.”

The word settled heavily.

Daniel didn’t look at her. Sophie did, briefly, then looked away again. Aisha’s gaze stayed steady, observant, almost sympathetic, though Candy couldn’t be sure.

“We called you in,” Marcus continued, “because patterns have been noticed.”

Candy’s throat went dry.

“Patterns?” she repeated, carefully.

“Yes.” His eyes flicked to Daniel, then to the two women in the room. “In behaviour. In presentation. In how attention is managed.”

Candy felt heat crawl up her neck. She resisted the urge to cross her legs again, to shift, to reclaim the familiar comfort of movement.

Sophie spoke for the first time, her voice tight. “This isn’t about how you dress alone. It’s about how meetings derail. How focus shifts.”

Aisha added quietly, “And how that affects everyone else.”

Candy’s heart pounded. She opened her mouth to respond, to explain, to frame it the way she always had, but Marcus lifted a hand.

“You don’t need to defend yourself,” he said. “Not today.”

That was worse.

Daniel finally looked at her then, his expression neutral, controlled. Not unkind. Not reassuring.

“We’re clarifying expectations,” he said.

Candy nodded slowly, absorbing the weight of the moment. This wasn’t punishment. It wasn’t indulgence either.

It was something else entirely.

A line being drawn.

Marcus stepped back, folding his arms. “You wanted to be noticed, Candy. You have been. The question now is whether you understand what that visibility means in this environment.”

Silence settled again.

Candy sat very still, her body suddenly too present, too significant in the space. She realised then that whatever she had believed about resetting the balance, about returning to teasing without consequence, was no longer entirely hers to decide.

At 4:30 p.m., in a room she hadn’t expected to share, the game had shifted again.
And this time, everyone was watching.

Daniel was the one who said it.

“This isn’t just coming from us,” he explained evenly, his tone measured, managerial. “Your peers have raised concerns. The teasing. The positioning. The way attention keeps getting pulled off the work and onto you.” He paused, letting that land. “They feel like favours are being won, not earned. And that creates resentment.”

Candy felt the words hit harder than any reprimand. This wasn’t private. This wasn’t indulgent. Her flirting hadn’t just been noticed by the men she’d aimed it at, it had been seen, discussed, and quietly judged by the people sitting across from her now.

She wasn’t just being evaluated from above anymore.

She was being weighed by the room.

“I don’t….” she began.

“Strip,” Daniel interrupted, his tone leaving no room for debate. “Right now. Everything. Let’s all see what you’ve been so eager to trade.”

No. God, no. The protest screamed in her head. But her body, trained by the last two days, was already responding to the command in his voice. Aisha and Sophie were watching. Judging. The ultimate exposure. Her fingers, trembling violently, went to the first button of her silky blouse.

She couldn’t look at them. She focused on the grey skyline as she undid each button. The blouse slid from her shoulders. The cool air hit her skin. She reached behind, unhooked her bra, and let it fall. Her full, 34C breasts swayed free, the large nipples puckering instantly under their combined gaze.

A soft, almost imperceptible intake of breath came from Sophie. Candy didn’t dare look.

“Keep going,” Marcus said.

Her skirt’s zipper was deafening. She pushed it down her hips, stepped out of it, then hooked her thumbs into the sides of her lace thong. This was the final barrier. She closed her eyes for a second, then pushed the scrap of fabric down her long, toned legs. She straightened up, naked, her slender physique on full display, the swell of her hips, the full, heart-shaped roundness of her ass, the blonde curls covering her pink pussy.

Candy had never felt so exposed. Standing there, naked in front of four sets of eyes, she felt utterly stripped of any semblance of dignity. Aisha and Sophie, her peers, her equals, now saw her in the most vulnerable state imaginable. Their gazes burned into her, each glance a searing reminder of her humiliation. Aisha’s expression was inscrutable, a mask of professionalism that made Candy feel even more exposed, as if her nakedness were being dissected and catalogued with clinical precision. Sophie, on the other hand, wore her disdain openly, her lips curled in a smirk that made Candy’s skin crawl.

Her gaze flicked to Sophie, who was still watching her with that infuriating smirk. Candy’s cheeks burned, her humiliation deepening. Sophie’s eyes lingered on her trembling form, taking in every detail, the roundness of her ass, the way her tall breasts swayed with each shaky breath, the dampness glistening between her thighs. It was as if Sophie was savouring every moment of her humiliation.

Candy tore her eyes away, focusing instead on the floor. She couldn’t bear to meet Sophie’s gaze any longer. The weight of their judgment pressed down on her, suffocating. She felt smaller than she ever had, reduced to nothing more than a spectacle.

“Turn around,” Daniel ordered.

She turned, presenting her back to Marcus and Daniel, her naked front now facing Aisha and Sophie. The shame was a physical burn. Sophie’s eyes were wide, a flicker of something, hatred? envy? in their depths. Aisha’s expression remained composed, analytical.

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” Daniel mused, walking around her. “Such a perfect little body. And she knows it. She’s been waving it under everyone’s noses for weeks. Now it’s time she understood that actions have consequences. For everyone.”

He stopped behind her. “Bend over the desk. Hands flat.”

Candy’s legs moved as if detached. She leaned forward, her palms hitting the cool mahogany. The position thrust her full round heart-shaped ass high into the air, fully exposed to the room.

“Aisha,” Daniel said. “Come here.”

Candy’s head shot up. No.

Aisha rose without a word, her movements graceful. She came to stand beside Daniel, looking down at Candy’s presented body.

“Her behaviour has undermined team cohesion,” Daniel explained, as if lecturing. “You will participate in correcting it. Spank her. Ten times. Hard, on each cheek.”

Aisha hesitated. For a fraction of a second, her eyes met Candy’s. There was no malice there, only a weary resignation. Then her face hardened. She raised her hand.

The first slap cracked through the silent office. The pain was bright, shocking. Candy yelped.

The second landed on the other cheek. The sting bloomed, a hot, spreading ache. Candy squeezed her eyes shut.

Aisha continued, methodical, relentless. Each impact jolted Candy forward, made her breasts sway. The pain built, a throbbing, fiery heat across her entire backside. By the tenth strike, tears were streaming down Candy’s face. But beneath the searing pain, something else was happening. A deep, pulsing warmth was gathering between her legs. With each slap, it grew. Her nipples were hard pebbles. She was getting wet. The realization horrified her.

Aisha finished the twentieth strike and stepped back, her hand red. She didn’t look at anyone as she returned to her seat.

“Sophie,” Marcus said, his voice quiet.

Sophie was on her feet instantly, a sharp, eager energy in her motion. She didn’t need instruction. She strode over, her eyes gleaming with a fervent intensity.

“You think your tits and your ass are a shortcut,” Sophie hissed, low enough for only Candy to hear. “Let’s see how you like paying the toll.”

Her spanks were different. Vicious. Personal. She aimed for the same spots, driving the pain deeper. Candy sobbed openly, her body shuddering. The humiliation was complete. But the arousal was now a torrent, a slick, desperate heat soaking her folds. Her body was betraying her utterly. She was a sobbing, humiliated mess, and she was desperately, shamefully turned on.

Sophie delivered the final, brutal slap and stepped back, breathing slightly harder.

“Good,” Daniel said. “You may both leave.”

Aisha stood and left without a backward glance. Sophie lingered for a second, a smirk twisting her lips as she took in Candy’s tear-streaked, crimson-assed form, before following.

The door closed. Candy was alone with them.

“Stay as you are,” Marcus said. She heard his footsteps, the rustle of clothing. Then his hands were on her hips, his thick, monstrous cock nudging against her slick entrance. He entered her in one slow, devastating thrust, stretching her impossibly full.

She cried out, a raw sound of pain and overwhelming sensation. He fucked her with deep, powerful strokes, each one jarring her forward on the desk, each one making the fiery pain in her ass sing and the slick pleasure in her core coil tighter. She came suddenly, violently, her inner muscles clamping around him in helpless, convulsing waves. He grunted, driving deep, and pumped his release into her with a low, satisfied groan.

“Good little office tease. Such a slut,” he told her.

He pulled out. She was dripping, gaping, used.

Before she could slump, Daniel was there. He pushed into her wet, messy channel, a sloppy, claiming second possession. He fucked her faster, harder, using her spent body, his hands gripping her sore ass cheeks, making her whimper. The overstimulation was agony and ecstasy. Another, smaller orgasm ripped through her, milking him as he came with a choked gasp, filling her with a fresh, warm flood.

They stepped back. Candy remained bent over the desk, trembling, their combined cum already beginning to leak out of her, a warm trickle down her inner thighs.

She heard the soft rustle of fabric, the creak of leather as they sat. Marcus’s voice, calm, businesslike, broke the silence. “The Henderson account needs a revised strategy before the morning. The margins are unsustainable at the current proposed rate.”

Daniel’s reply was equally detached. “I’ve run the numbers. We need to renegotiate the deliverables or walk away.”

Candy slowly, achingly, pushed herself upright. Her legs threatened to buckle. She didn’t look at them. She gathered her clothes from the floor with fumbling fingers.

“You may get dressed,” Marcus said, not glancing up from the document Daniel had passed him. “Then quickly return to your desk. You’ve waisted too much of everybody’s time.”

Candy’s chest heaved as she stood, her naked body trembling. She felt the sticky trails of cum drying on her inner thighs, a stark reminder of what had just transpired. Her legs wobbled, but she forced herself to walk toward the en-suite bathroom, each step a battle against the lingering sensations in her spent body.

Candy’s hands shook as she gathered her discarded clothes from the floor. She felt unclean, exposed in a way that went beyond the physical. Her fingers fumbled with the buttons of her blouse, and for a moment, she hesitated, wondering if she could ever reclaim the persona, she had carefully crafted. The persona that now lay in ruins.

She stepped into her skirt and pulled it up over her hips, the fabric brushing against her sensitive skin. Dressing felt surreal, like an out-of-body experience. As she zipped up the back of her skirt, she glanced at Marcus and Daniel. They were engrossed in their conversation, their voices low.


Chapter Four: Reputation

The meeting invite hit everyone’s calendars just after nine.

Routine Progress Check.

Candy arrived early.

For the first time since joining the programme, she didn’t choose a seat that put her in anyone’s direct line of sight. She slipped into a chair near the back of the conference room, close to the wall, placing her notebook neatly in front of her like a shield. Her posture was different too, shoulders slightly drawn in, legs crossed and held still rather than angled, hands folded instead of restless.

It wasn’t that she looked less polished. If anything, she looked more controlled. But the ease was gone. The confidence that usually filled space around her had tightened inward, compressed.

Daniel noticed immediately.

He didn’t acknowledge it.

He stood at the front of the room, hands loosely clasped, voice measured as he spoke about the first weeks of the internship. Performance metrics. Adaptability. Team dynamics. Early impressions.

Candy kept her eyes on her notes.

Across the table, Sophie sat upright, pen poised, expression unreadable. Aisha listened quietly, her gaze steady, taking everything in. Jake leaned back in his chair, arms folded, brow faintly furrowed as he glanced between Candy and the two women opposite her. Ben sat forward, attentive, stealing quick looks in Candy’s direction and then looking away again when she didn’t return them.

Daniel spoke on.

“This programme is competitive,” he said calmly. “Visibility matters. But so does cohesion. How you operate as a group will matter just as much as individual performance.”

Candy felt the words land, even though his eyes never met hers.

The morning meeting passed in a haze of detached voices and blurred faces. Candy kept her gaze fixed on her notebook, her usual confidence locked away. Daniel’s words about performance and cohesion were a clinical drone. She felt the weight of Sophie’s stare from across the table, Aisha’s quiet, analytical presence beside her. Jake kept glancing over, confusion in his eyes. Ben looked worried.

When the room finally began to empty, relief washed over her. She gathered her things, moving toward the door with the herd.

Sophie was the first to speak, her voice sharp with vindication. “We should probably clear the air. About yesterday.”

Candy’s head snapped up. “What about yesterday?”

Candy’s stomach dropped.

Jake frowned. “Clear the air about what?”

Sophie’s gaze flicked to Candy, then back to the others. “About why some people seem to get special attention.”

Candy’s throat tightened. She said nothing.

“It’s been obvious for weeks,” Sophie continued. “The flirting. The positioning. The way meetings derail.” She smiled thinly. “Yesterday was just the correction.”

Ben’s face drained of colour. “Correction?”

Aisha spoke then, her voice even, precise. “Danile insisted we punish the little tease.”

Jake stared at them both. “How?”

Sophie leaned back in her chair. “Let’s just say management decided her behaviour needed… addressing.” Her eyes slid back to Candy. “They made a point. One that was very clear.”

“You can probably still feel it today, can’t you tease?” Aisha added.

Candy felt heat rush to her face. She stared at the table.

Ben swallowed hard. “Candy?”

She didn’t answer.

Sophie went on, her tone sharpening. “It wasn’t indulgent. It wasn’t flattering. It was disciplinary.” A pause. “And it wasn’t gentle.”

Jake’s jaw tightened. “You’re saying….”

“I’m saying,” Sophie interrupted, “that the teasing finally caught up with her.”

Silence fell again, heavier now.

“Your little disciplinary review,” Sophie said, smirking. “The one you earned. You’ve been teasing management for weeks, Candy. Flashing that body, playing your little games. Did you think there wouldn’t be consequences for the rest of us? For team cohesion?”

Jake frowned. “What are you talking about?”

Aisha’s calm, precise voice cut in. “Marcus and Daniel addressed Candy’s disruptive behaviour. We were asked to witness the correction.” She looked at Jake, then Ben. “She was spanked. Twenty times by me. Twenty more by Sophie. Bare-assed, over the desk. For being a disruptive tease.”

The words hung in the air, brutal and plain. Jake’s face went from confusion to stunned disbelief. Ben paled, his eyes darting to Candy, then to the floor.

“You’re lying,” Jake breathed, but his voice lacked conviction. He looked at Candy for denial, but she was frozen, her cheeks burning.

“Why would we lie?” Sophie asked, crossing her arms. “Ask her. Look at her. She can’t even look at you. She knows it’s true.”

“It was… it was a private matter,” Candy managed, the weak protest dying in her throat.

“Private?” Sophie laughed, a cold, brittle sound. “We were there, you stupid slut. We were the ones who spanked you. Daniel and Marcus watched us turn your slutty fat ass red. And that wasn’t even the end of it, was it, Aisha?”

Aisha’s dark eyes held Candy’s. “No. We were dismissed. Candy stayed behind.” She let the implication settle, heavy and foul. “The men stayed with her. Alone.”

Jake’s expression collapsed into something ugly, resentment, betrayal. “So that’s it? All that flirtation, all those looks… you weren’t choosing. You were just climbing. And you weren’t even climbing with us.”

Ben looked sick. “Candy… did they… force you?”

The question was a pit she couldn’t climb out of. Admitting force would be a lie. Admitting consent was a social death sentence. She stayed silent.

Sophie saw her opening. “Force her? Look at her. She loves it. She gets off on it. Why do you think she dresses like that?” Her smirk turned vicious. “Tell you what. Why don’t you two ask for a blowjob? She hands them out freely upstairs. Consider it a team-building exercise. Let’s see the merchandise she’s been trading on.”

“No,” Candy whispered.

“Strip,” Sophie commanded, her voice echoing Daniel’s cold authority. “Right now. Show them what you showed us. Show them the marks. Let them see what your ambition really looks like.”

The command triggered something deep, a conditioned response. Her fingers, trembling, went to her blouse. Under the combined gaze of her peers, Jake’s angry hurt, Ben’s pitying shock, Sophie’s triumph, Aisha’s detached observation, she undid each button. The silky fabric slid away. Her bra followed. Her full, 34C breasts spilled free, the large, pink nipples hardening instantly in the cool, conditioned air.

“Skirt. Everything,” Aisha added, her tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Candy’s vision blurred with humiliated tears. She pushed her tight skirt down her hips, stepped out of it, then hooked her thumbs into her lace thong. She bent, peeling it down her long, toned legs. She straightened, completely naked, her body a spectacle. She turned slowly, as if in a trance, presenting her backside to the two men.

A soft gasp came from Ben. Her ass was a canvas of faded but vivid handprints, the skin still flushed a tender pink and mottled with the faint bruises of yesterday’s vicious spanking.

“See?” Sophie said. “Proof. Now get on your knees, Candy. In the centre. Let’s see how you serve your peers.”

Candy sank to the rough commercial carpet, the fibres scratching her knees. She kept her eyes down, her beautiful face a mask of shame, her full lips parted. Her incredible breasts hung heavily, swaying slightly with her shaky breaths.

Jake stared, his earlier resentment warring with a raw, sudden lust. Ben looked torn, guilty, but his gaze was locked on her naked form. Candy’s incredible naked body fully on display for them.

“Well?” Sophie goaded. “Ben? You liked her, didn’t you? Go on. She won’t say no.”

Ben shuffled forward, his face crimson. He fumbled with his trousers, his cock springing out, slender, uncut, already stiff. He looked at Candy’s plush, waiting lips with awe and terror. He stepped closer, the tip brushing her mouth.

“Open,” Sophie instructed.

Candy obeyed, her jaw slack. Ben pushed forward gently. The feel of him was different, younger, less commanding. She closed her lips around him, her tongue flattening against his shaft. She began to bob, taking him deeper. Her technique was practiced now, efficient. She hollowed her cheeks, applying suction, her hand coming up to cup his balls. She heard his sharp intake of breath, felt him swell in her mouth.

Ben’s hands came to rest tentatively on her head. “Oh, god, Candy…” he whimpered. His hips began to stutter. The taste of him, clean and salty, filled her mouth. With a choked cry, he came, his release pulsing hotly down her throat. She swallowed obediently, milking him with her lips until he softened and slipped out.

She stayed on her knees, panting, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his spent cock.

Jake was already undoing his belt, his eyes dark. “My turn.” There was no request in his voice. He pushed his trousers and boxers down. Candy’s eyes widened. Sophie hadn’t lied. Jake was hung, his cock thick and impressively long, a deep black and already weeping pre-cum. It wasn’t Marcus’s monstrous size, but it was bigger than Daniel’s, and it looked aggressive.

He wasn’t gentle with her. He grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and guided his broad head to her lips. “Suck it, you ambitious bitch. Show me what you showed them.”

She opened wider, taking the thick head. He pushed, stretching her lips. She worked her tongue around the corona, then took more, sinking down his length. She gagged slightly, tears returning. He fucked her mouth with short, sharp thrusts, the slap of his balls against her chin a vulgar rhythm. Her breasts bounced with each motion. One of his hands dropped, groping her heavy tit, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her hard nipple until she moaned around his cock.

The sound drove him wild. His thrusts grew harder, deeper. “Gonna cum. Swallow it all,” he grunted.

The first hot jet hit the back of her throat. She swallowed desperately. The second and third came in a flood. It was too much. Some spilled from the corners of her stretched, reddened lips, dripping in thick white ropes down her chin and splattering across the perfect, creamy curves of her breasts.

Jake held himself there, pulsing, until he was spent. He pulled out with a wet pop.

Candy knelt, wrecked. Cum dripped from her chin onto her chest. Her lips were swollen. Her eyes were vacant. The two women looked on, Sophie with a satisfied smirk, Aisha with quiet, unsettling approval.

Without a word, the four of them gathered their belongings. Jake zipped up, avoiding her eyes. Ben looked like he might be sick. Sophie shot Candy one last, triumphant glance.

They filed out, the door swinging shut behind them.

Candy was left alone, on her knees in the silent meeting room, sticky and used, the reality of her new position drenching her colder than any cum. The office tease now reduced to the office slut.


Chapter Five: Aftermath

Candy was already at her desk when the office began to fill.

She had arrived early again, more out of instinct than intention. Routine felt safer now. Familiar. She kept her posture neat, movements economical, eyes mostly on her screen. Anyone passing might have thought she looked composed, professional, unchanged.

She wasn’t.

Every sound seemed louder than it should have been. Every footstep behind her made her shoulders tighten just a fraction before she forced them to relax again. She was acutely aware of herself, of the way she sat, of the way her body still occupied space whether she wanted it to or not.

By late morning, she had almost convinced herself the worst of yesterday had ended behind closed doors.

Then Ben appeared.

He didn’t hover this time.

He leaned casually against the edge of her desk, far more at ease than she had ever seen him, hands loose in his pockets, expression open. There was no nervousness in his smile now, no careful distance.

“Morning, Candy,” he said easily.

She looked up, heart stuttering. “Hi, Ben.”

“You look… good,” he added, letting his gaze linger a second longer than was strictly polite. Not leering. Just certain.

She swallowed. “Thanks.”

Jake arrived moments later, stepping into the space with an easy confidence that felt heavier than before. He didn’t ask permission to join the conversation. He simply did, leaning against the opposite side of her desk, close enough that Candy felt bracketed between them.

“Busy?” he asked, though it was clear he didn’t expect her to be.

“Just catching up,” she replied.

Jake smiled, slow and knowing. “Good. We were thinking about lunch.”

Ben nodded. “Yeah. Thought we’d check in.”

The phrasing caught her. Check in.

Candy glanced between them, suddenly aware of how different this felt from before. The flirtation wasn’t tentative anymore. There was no trying, no testing. Just assumption.

“That’s nice,” she said carefully. “I’ve got a lot on today.”

Jake tilted his head, studying her. “Sure. We all do.”

The silence that followed wasn’t awkward. It was loaded.

Ben spoke again, his voice quieter now, pitched for her alone. “Yesterday was… intense.”

Candy’s fingers curled slightly against the desk. “Ben….”

He held up a hand, not stopping her, just slowing her. “I’m not judging. I just want you to know we get it now.”

Jake nodded in agreement. “Yeah. No confusion anymore.”

Her pulse thudded in her ears. “Get what?”

Jake smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “That you don’t tease without intention.”

The words landed like a weight.

Candy forced a small laugh. “That’s not….”

Ben leaned closer. Not touching. Not threatening. Just close enough to be felt. “You don’t have to explain. We’re not asking questions.”

Jake straightened, glancing around the office briefly before looking back at her. “We’re just… adjusting expectations.”

Candy felt heat rise up her neck, equal parts anger and something else she didn’t want to name. “You’re making assumptions.”

Jake’s smile softened, almost sympathetic. “That’s the thing. We don’t need to anymore.”

Ben nodded. “You’ve made it clear what works for you.”

Her stomach twisted. “That doesn’t mean….”

“It means,” Jake cut in gently, “that when we ask, it’s not really a question, is it?”

Candy stared at them, words failing her.

The confidence in them was unmistakable now. Not arrogance. Certainty. The kind that came from believing the rules had already been rewritten.

The silence after they walked away from her desk was a physical thing. It pressed against Candy’s eardrums, a vacuum where the normal office hum should be. She stared at her monitor, the numbers blurring. Her lips still tingled from the brief, shocking press of Jake’s mouth. Her ass cheek still burned from Ben’s casual, familiar slap. They hadn’t lingered. They’d just… taken a taste. And walked off as if they owned it.

They think they do, the thought slithered through her, cold and clear.

She didn’t see them approach again. She just felt them. A presence at either shoulder, blocking the light from the overhead fluorescents.

“Up,” Jake said. It wasn’t a question.

Her chair scraped as she stood. Her knees felt weak.

“We’re going for a walk,” Ben stated, his voice firmer than she’d ever heard it. There was no nervous tremor now. Just certainty.

They flanked her, guiding her away from the open-plan desks with a subtle, inescapable pressure. Their bodies were close, boxing her in. She could smell Jake’s cologne, clean and sharp, and the faint, warm scent of Ben’s skin.

“The nearest office toilets are free,” Jake murmured, his breath stirring her hair. His hand came to rest on the small of her back. It wasn’t a caress. It was steering.

“We know what you like now,” Ben added from her other side. As they turned a corner into a deserted corridor lined with filing cabinets, his hand came down hard on her round ass. The smack echoed, a sharp, stinging punctuation to his words. She jolted forward with a gasp.

Jake matched him a second later, his slap landing on the other cheek, possessive and firm. “No more games, Candy. After yesterday we know just how much you like it.”

Humiliation heated her face, but beneath the thin silk of her blouse and skirt, a traitorous pulse beat between her legs. Their assurance was terrifying. Their entitlement was a door slamming shut. She wasn’t being asked. She was being informed.

The staff bathroom door swung shut behind them, the lock clicking with finality. It was a sterile, white-tiled space with two stalls and a long counter with basins. The large mirror reflected her wide, frightened eyes and their closed, determined faces.

“Strip,” Jake commanded, leaning back against the locked door, arms crossed. “All of it. We want to see your hot slutty tight body again.”

Her fingers fumbled at her blouse. The silence was heavy, broken only by the rustle of fabric and her own shaky breaths. The silky blouse pooled on the tiles. Her bra followed. Her full, 34C breasts bounced free, the large pink nipples tightening instantly under their avid gaze. She pushed her skirt down, stepped out of it, then hooked her thumbs into her lace thong. She bent, presenting her spank-marked ass to them as she peeled the last scrap down her legs. Straightening, she was utterly naked, vulnerable before them in the harsh fluorescent light.

“Fuck,” Ben breathed, stepping closer. His eyes devoured her. “You really are perfect.”

His hands came up first, cupping the heavy weight of her breasts, thumbs brushing over her stiff nipples. The touch was less tentative than before, bolder. He squeezed, and a jolt went straight to her core. Jake moved in behind her, his hands smoothing over the curves of her ass, kneading the flesh where his handprint still lingered.

“So soft,” Jake muttered, his voice thick. He pulled her back against him, and she felt the hard ridge of his erection through his trousers press against the small of her back. One of his hands slid around her hip, down through the blonde curls, his fingers finding her slit. She flinched, but he pushed two fingers inside easily. “And so wet. You’re already dripping for us, you slut.”

The crude word sent another shock of heat through her. He worked his fingers in and out, the slick sound obscene in the quiet room. Ben leaned in, capturing her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, his tongue claiming hers. She was surrounded, handled, explored. Ben’s mouth left hers to trail down her neck, then lower, taking a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard while his fingers pinched and rolled the other.

Jake removed his wet fingers, and she heard the clink of a belt, the zip of trousers. “On your knees,” he ordered, pushing down on her shoulder.

She sank to the cold, tiled floor. Jake stood before her, his thick, impressive cock springing free, already fully erect and leaking. Ben moved beside him, his slender, uncut length also hard and ready.

“Open wide,” Jake said, guiding his broad head to her lips.

She obeyed, taking him into her mouth. The taste of him, musky and salty, filled her senses. She began to bob, using her tongue along the underside of his shaft. At the same time, Ben pressed his cock against her cheek, then slid it toward her mouth, feeding himself alongside Jake’s. She struggled to accommodate them both, her lips stretched wide around the two invading shafts. They began a rough, uncoordinated rhythm, fucking her face, their cocks sliding against each other over her tongue. Drool and pre-cum dripped from her chin. The degradation was absolute, but the frantic fullness, the sheer physical use of her, made her pussy clench with empty need.

“Enough,” Jake grunted, pulling out. “Stand up. Bend over the counter.”

Her legs trembled as she rose. Jake positioned her, leaning her over the cold porcelain sink, her breasts pressed against the mirror, her crimson-tipped ass high in the air. He spat once into his palm, slicked his cock, and without ceremony, drove into her from behind.

“Oh, God!” she cried out, the sudden, deep stretch stealing her breath. He was big, and he didn’t gentle her. He set a fast, pounding pace, his hips slapping against her sore ass cheeks with every thrust. The pain and pleasure blurred into one overwhelming sensation.

“Suck Ben,” Jake commanded, gasping as he fucked her. “Don’t stop.”

Ben moved in front of her, pushing his cock back between her bruised lips. She sucked him eagerly now, the rhythm of her mouth matching the brutal rhythm Jake was setting in her pussy. She was a conduit for their pleasure, used at both ends. The coil in her belly wound tighter and tighter, fed by the humiliation, the fullness, the sheer animal drive of their bodies.

“Gonna cum,” Jake snarled, his thrusts becoming erratic, deeper. “Take it, you ambitious whore!”

He slammed home and held, his body shuddering against hers. She felt the hot, pulsing release flood her core, and it tipped her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, screaming convulsion that clenched around his spurting cock, milking him dry. Her cries were muffled around Ben’s shaft.

Jake pulled out, spent. Immediately, Ben pulled his cock from her mouth. “Swap,” he panted.

They maneuvered her like a doll. Now Ben moved behind her, his smaller, slender cock pushing into her well-fucked, dripping pussy. It was a different sensation, tighter, a smoother glide through the slick mess Jake had left. Jake stood before her, pushing his semi-soft, wet cock back against her lips. “Clean me off,” he demanded. She licked and sucked, tasting herself and him mixed together.

Ben’s thrusts were quicker, more frantic. “I’m close, I’m close,” he whimpered. He pulled out of her pussy just as his climax hit. He aimed, and thick, white ropes of cum splattered across her face, her cheek, her chin, her forehead. The final, hot spurt landed on her collarbone and dripped onto the slope of her breast.

They stepped back, breathing heavily. Candy stayed bent over the sink, a mess of sweat, saliva, and semen. Her reflection was a grotesque parody: wide, shocked eyes in a face painted with Ben’s release, her breasts glistening, her body used and trembling.

Jake pulled out his phone. The camera light clicked on, blinding her. “Evidence,” he said, his voice cool now, almost businesslike. He panned slowly over her ruined face, down her cum-streaked torso, to her reddened, gaping pussy. “We’ll show the others. So, everyone understands your new role.”

Ben was doing the same, filming from another angle. “No longer the office tease,” Ben recited, as if capturing a headline. “Now the free use slut.”

They stopped recording, tucked their phones away, and adjusted their clothes. Without another word, they unlocked the door and left.

The door swung shut.


Chapter Six: At Home

The silence in her room in the shared house was a different beast than the office quiet. This was heavy, personal, saturated with the ghost of her own breathing. Candy lay under her comfortable duvet, the fabric soft against skin that felt permanently altered. She wore a pair of brief pyjama shorts and an oversized, baggy t-shirt. No bra. No underwear. The loose cotton brushed against her nipples with every shallow breath, a faint, constant tease.

Her mind, against her will, began to replay the film.

It started with Daniel’s office. The plush carpet under her knees. The cold, clinical eye of his phone. “Tell me you want to suck my cock.” The shock of the command, then the deeper, more shocking thrill of obeying. The feel of him, thick and demanding, pushing past her lips. The sheer, shocking heat of his release flooding her throat.

The memory triggered a low, answering warmth in her own belly. Her hand, resting on her stomach, tensed.

Then Marcus. The larger, colder office. His detached voice. “Strip.” The exposure not just to him, but to the windows, to the city. His hands, his cock larger, more ruthless. Being bent over the desk, used so thoroughly she came while sobbing. The humiliation was a stain, but beneath it, even now, her pulse quickened.

Her breath hitched. The warmth between her legs grew from an ember to a gentle glow. Her nipples, beneath the soft cotton, tightened into hard, sensitive points.

The audience. That was worse. Sophie’s vicious, eager strikes. Aisha’s resigned, methodical ones. The pain blossoming across her ass, each slap a jolt that travelled straight to her core, making her wetter, making her ache. Being made to kneel for Jake and Ben, their cocks in her mouth, one after the other, her breasts on display, cum dripping down her chin onto them…

A soft moan escaped her lips. Her thighs pressed together under the duvet, seeking friction. The heat was a pulsing knot now, deep and insistent.

And today. The bathroom. The cold tiles. Being guided, steered by their hands. Jake’s thick invasion from behind, Ben’s slender length in her mouth, the brutal, claiming rhythm. The feel of being utterly filled, used at both ends, a vessel for their pleasure. The final, degrading splash of Ben’s cum across her face, the camera lights…

Oh, god.

Her little hand slid from her stomach, under the elastic waistband of her shorts. The skin of her lower belly was hot. Her fingers descended through soft curls, and found her folds slick and swollen with memory.

I’m a free use slut.

The thought should have horrified her. It did. But it also sent a bolt of pure, electric desire straight to her core, making her hips jerk, her fingers press deeper.

She let one finger slide along her slit, gathering the wetness, a shiver wracking her frame. She was so sensitive. Every nerve was alive, humming with the echoes of the past days. She circled her clit, a slow, tentative press.

This is what you are now.

The images came faster, sharper. Daniel’s face, smug and satisfied above her. Marcus’s cold eyes watching her lose control. Sophie’s smirk. The feel of two cocks sliding over her tongue. The slap of Jake’s hips against her sore ass. The camera light.

Her breathing became ragged. She added a second finger, slipping them inside herself, gasping at the fullness. Her body clenched around them, hungry. She pumped them slowly, then faster, her thumb working frantic circles on her clit. The coil inside her wound impossibly tight.

She was that girl. The one on her knees. The one bent over the desk. The one with the red ass and the wet pussy and the mouth always open. The ambitious tease who had traded everything for a chance, and found herself not in power, but in service.

And the most shocking, terrifying, undeniable truth? It aroused her. The surrender. The loss of control. The sheer, naked use of her. Her body loved it. Craved it. Needed it.

“Yes…” she whispered into the dark room, her voice a broken thing.

Her fingers worked furiously, mimicking the rhythms imprinted on her. Deep thrusts. Rough circles. The pleasure built in a crashing wave, no longer just physical but psychological—a climax of identity. She was coming, as the slut, owning the title, the shame, the desperate, wet need of it.

Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream stretching her lips. The orgasm tore through her, white-hot and devastating, milking her own fingers as she imagined it was them, all of them, taking their turns, claiming her. It went on and on, waves of convulsing pleasure shaking her slender frame until she collapsed, boneless and gasping, into the damp sheets.

She lay there, spent. The images slowly faded. The physical urgency subsided. But the new knowledge remained, cold and clear in the aftermath.

The soft click of her bedroom door opening made her freeze.




Chapter Seven: Reflection

The silence in her room in the shared house, was a different beast than the office quiet. This was heavy, personal, saturated with the ghost of her own breathing. Candy lay under her comfortable duvet, the fabric soft against skin that felt permanently altered. She wore a pair of brief pyjama shorts and an oversized, baggy t-shirt. No bra. No underwear. The loose cotton brushed against her nipples with every shallow breath, a faint, constant tease.

Her mind, against her will, began to replay the film.

It started with Daniel’s office. The plush carpet under her knees. The cold, clinical eye of his phone. “Tell me you want to suck my cock.” The shock of the command, then the deeper, more shocking thrill of obeying. The feel of him, thick and demanding, pushing past her lips. The sheer, shocking heat of his release flooding her throat.

The memory triggered a low, answering warmth in her own belly. Her hand, resting on her stomach, tensed.

Then Marcus. The larger, colder office. His detached voice. “Strip.” The exposure not just to him, but to the windows, to the city. His hands, his cock—larger, more ruthless. Being bent over the desk, used so thoroughly she came while sobbing. The humiliation was a stain, but beneath it, even now, her pulse quickened.

Her breath hitched. The warmth between her legs grew from an ember to a gentle glow. Her nipples, beneath the soft cotton, tightened into hard, sensitive points.

The audience. That was worse. Sophie’s vicious, eager strikes. Aisha’s resigned, methodical ones. The pain blossoming across her ass, each slap a jolt that travelled straight to her core, making her wetter, making her ache. Being made to kneel for Jake and Ben, their cocks in her mouth, one after the other, her breasts on display, cum dripping down her chin onto them…

A soft moan escaped her lips. Her thighs pressed together under the duvet, seeking friction. The heat was a pulsing knot now, deep and insistent.

And today. The bathroom. The cold tiles. Being guided, steered by their hands. Jake’s thick invasion from behind, Ben’s slender length in her mouth, the brutal, claiming rhythm. The feel of being utterly filled, used at both ends, a vessel for their pleasure. The final, degrading splash of Ben’s cum across her face, the camera lights…

Oh, god.

Her little hand slid from her stomach, under the elastic waistband of her shorts. The skin of her lower belly was hot. Her fingers descended through soft curls, and found her folds slick and swollen with memory.

I’m a free use slut.

The thought should have horrified her. It did. But it also sent a bolt of pure, electric desire straight to her core, making her hips jerk, her fingers press deeper.

She let one finger slide along her slit, gathering the wetness, a shiver wracking her frame. She was so sensitive. Every nerve was alive, humming with the echoes of the past days. She circled her clit, a slow, tentative press.

This is what you are now.

The images came faster, sharper. Daniel’s face, smug and satisfied above her. Marcus’s cold eyes watching her lose control. Sophie’s smirk. The feel of two cocks sliding over her tongue. The slap of Jake’s hips against her sore ass. The camera light.

Her breathing became ragged. She added a second finger, slipping them inside herself, gasping at the fullness. Her body clenched around them, hungry. She pumped them slowly, then faster, her thumb working frantic circles on her clit. The coil inside her wound impossibly tight.

Her fingers were no replacement for their cocks, especially Marcus’s and Jake’s, their big, commanding lengths that had stretched her, filled her, irrevocably altered her. She’d felt so small beneath them, so dominated, and yet so alive. Her body had responded with a ferocity that shocked her, craving their possession, their ruthlessness.

She had a hunger now, a need she couldn’t ignore. It wasn’t just the physical pleasure, though that was undeniable, it was the surrender. The way they had stripped her of control, reduced her to a vessel for their desires, and left her trembling with a mixture of shame and exhilaration. She wanted it again. Wanted to feel their hands on her, their cocks inside her, their voices telling her what to do, how to please them.

The thought of Marcus’s icy detachment as he bent her over his desk, or Jake’s rough, greedy thrusts as he claimed her from behind, sent another pulse of warmth through her spent body. She clenched around nothing, already imagining the stretch, the pressure, the way they would use her until she was raw and dripping with their cum.

She was theirs now, whether she liked it or not. Herself included. A slut. A toy. A thing to be used. And deep down, in the darkest, most secret part of her, she loved it. Loved the way it made her feel, alive, needed, owned.

Her breathing slowed, but the hunger remained. A quiet, persistent ache that whispered promises of more. She knew it wouldn’t be long before she had to feed it again. Before she had to kneel, or spread her legs, or bend over, and let them take what they wanted from her.

And she would. Gladly.

She was that girl. The one on her knees. The one bent over the desk. The one with the red ass and the wet pussy and the mouth always open. The ambitious tease who had traded everything for a chance, and found herself not in power, but in service.

And the most shocking, terrifying, undeniable truth? It aroused her. The surrender. The loss of control. The sheer, naked use of her. Her body loved it. Craved it. Needed it.

“Yes…” she whispered into the dark room, her voice a broken thing.

Her fingers worked furiously, mimicking the rhythms imprinted on her. Deep thrusts. Rough circles. The pleasure built in a crashing wave, no longer just physical but psychological—a climax of identity. She was coming, as the slut, owning the title, the shame, the desperate, wet need of it.

Her back arched off the bed, a silent scream stretching her lips. The orgasm tore through her, white-hot and devastating, milking her own fingers as she imagined it was them, all of them, taking their turns, claiming her. It went on and on, waves of convulsing pleasure shaking her slender frame until she collapsed, boneless and gasping, into the damp sheets.

She lay there, spent. The images slowly faded. The physical urgency subsided. But the new knowledge remained, cold and clear in the aftermath.


Book Three Teaser

Candy thought she understood what she’d become.

An expectation.
A reputation.
A story people whispered about when they thought she wasn’t listening.

She was wrong.

By the time Book Three begins, the rules of the office are no longer unspoken. Candy’s presence doesn’t just draw attention anymore, it reorders rooms. People don’t ask what she wants. They assume they already know. Doors close faster. Invitations change tone. What once felt like isolated moments now feels systemic.

Management believes they’ve refined her.
Her peers believe she’s available.

And Candy is caught between two dangers: resisting a role that’s already been assigned to her or embracing it so completely that she controls how far it goes.

But power doesn’t stay neatly contained.

As rumours spread beyond her immediate team and new eyes begin to watch her more closely, Candy realises the most frightening truth yet, that the story being told about her is no longer hers to edit. Every choice she makes now reinforces the narrative or accelerates it.

Jake and Ben aren’t the exception.
They’re the preview.

No longer the office tease, now the office slut!

And when Candy finally pushes back, the office won’t respond with outrage.

It will respond with consequences.

In Book Three, the question is no longer how far Candy will go.

It’s whether she can survive what happens when an entire workplace decides who she is, what she’s for, and how freely they’re allowed to use her.

She wanted to be noticed.
She wanted to win.

Now she has to decide whether power has taken her, or whether she’s ready to take it back.
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