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Prologue

Candy’s bedroom was quiet in the early light, the house still asleep around her.

Steam lingered in the air as she stepped back from the bathroom, a towel wrapped loosely around her, hair damp against her shoulders. Her room was her one private space, a clean, comfortable double bed, neatly arranged shelves, soft light filtering through the curtains. Safe. Controlled.

At least, it used to be.

She sat on the edge of the bed and looked down at what she had laid out.

Two choices. Carefully placed, like evidence.

The morning light, thin and pale, cut through the gap in her curtains and fell across the foot of the bed. It illuminated two possibilities laid out with a stark, deliberate clarity.

On the left side of the duvet: restraint. A simple, clean bra in a soft cotton blend. Brazilian-style panties in a matching dove grey, cut for comfort, not intent. Beside them, a knee-length black pencil skirt, tailored but not tight. A high-necked blouse in a subtle cream, its fabric opaque, its buttons reaching to the collarbone. At the foot of the bed, a pair of sensible two-inch heels, closed-toe and silent.

On the right: familiarity. The scrap of black lace that was her thong. The matching demi-cup bra, all delicate straps and sheer panels, designed to suggest rather than contain. The charcoal grey skirt, at least four inches shorter, hugging the curve of her hips. The silky, shell-pink blouse, so thin it would glow like a second skin under the office fluorescents, clinging to every swell. And waiting beneath, the four-inch black stilettos she could navigate in her sleep.

Candy stood between them, a towel wrapped snugly around her torso, her damp hair dripping cold droplets down her spine. The silence of the room was a roar. It was the silence of the meeting room after they’d left her. The silence of the bathroom stall after the lock clicked shut. The silence of Marcus’s office as he’d stared, waiting for her to undress.

This is the choice, she thought. Not between right and wrong. Between surrender and a different kind of surrender.

Her mind, unbidden, replayed the last week like a sordid filmstrip. The sharp, stinging pain of Aisha’s disciplined spanks, each one a cold, calculated correction. Then Sophie’s, vicious, personal, each slap blooming with a heat that travelled straight to her core, making her wet even as she cried out. Being bent over Marcus’s desk, his larger, colder cock invading her, her own climax a shocking betrayal as she sobbed. Daniel’s smug satisfaction. Jake’s rough, claiming thrusts from behind in the bathroom, his grip in her hair. Ben’s shy gaze turning hungry, his release painting her face.

Office slut. Free use. Their words. The shame was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it, coiling and alive, was that other thing. The pulse of heat that had answered every command, every degradation. The shocking, wet readiness of her own body. The way her pussy had clenched around nothing in the dark last night, hungry for the stretch, the fill, the use.

With a sharp movement, she let the towel fall. It pooled at her feet on the worn carpet.

She turned to the full-length mirror on the back of her door.

The young woman who looked back was a stranger, and yet intimately known. Her skin glowed from the shower, pale and smooth. She took in the slender shape, the gentle taper of her waist flaring out into the swell of her hips. Her heart-shaped ass was still faintly marked, a kaleidoscope of faded yellows and the tender pink of last week’s discipline. A map of her submission. She ran her hands over the curves, feeling the soft give of the flesh.

Her gaze travelled up over the slim waist to her full, firm 34C breasts. They sat high and heavy, the large, pink areolas pebbled in the cool air, the nipples tight and sensitive. She cupped them, their weight familiar and comforting in her palms. A thumb brushed over one peak, and a jolt, sharp and electric, shot down to the junction of her thighs. She bit her lip.

Finally, she looked down. At the long, shapely thighs. At the neat, blonde curls at their apex. She remembered the feel of calloused hands parting them, of thick cocks pressing against her entrance, of being stretched and filled until she couldn’t think.

A slow, deep breath filled her lungs. The cold stone of shame was still there. But it was being smothered by a rising warmth, a defiant flush. This body, marked, used, hungry, was hers. It was the tool, yes. But it was also the weapon. It was the proof of what she’d endured, and the engine of a strange, new power. Hiding it in shapeless cotton felt like a lie. A retreat into a girl she no longer was.

This is who I am now, she thought, and the thought wasn’t entirely horrifying. It was a fact. A hard, undeniable fact that carried its own dark thrill. Dressing to hide felt like cowardice. Dressing to display felt like defiance. An assertion of identity. You made me this. Now look at what you made.

The decision clicked into place, quiet and final.

She stepped toward the right side of the bed.

First, the thong. She stepped into the fragile lace, drawing it up her thighs, over the curves of her ass. The narrow band settled into the cleft, a familiar, provocative presence. The lace over her mound was so sheer it did nothing to conceal the blonde curls beneath.

Next, the bra. She slipped her arms through the delicate straps, fastened the hook at the back. It lifted her breasts, presenting them in the sheer cups, her nipples visibly outlined, almost exposed. The straps were a web of black against her pale skin.

The skirt came next. The tight fabric whispered over her hips, zipping snugly at the back. It ended mid-thigh, showcasing the length of her legs, the subtle muscle tone. She turned, checking her reflection. The skirt hugged the full, rounded curves of her ass perfectly, she thought of the spanking she had received and how aroused she’d become, like a secret she carried with her.

Then the blouse. The silky, shell-pink material slipped over her shoulders. It was cool and slick against her skin. She buttoned it from the bottom up, leaving the top two buttons open. The fabric clung to the swell of her breasts, the outline of the lace bra clearly visible beneath, her cleavage a deep, inviting shadow. Under light, it would be nearly translucent.

Finally, the shoes. She slid her feet into the high, black stilettos. The familiar ache in her arches, the shift in her posture that thrust her chest out and arched her back, presenting her body. She stood tall, the heels adding inches, making her legs look endless.

She looked in the mirror again.

The woman staring back was all implication. The vulnerable throat. The begging cleavage. The skirt that promised easy access. The shoes that said she was ready to be walked somewhere private. It was the uniform of the girl who got what she wanted. The uniform of the office slut. They were the same thing now. The realization sent another pulse of heat through her, settling deep in her belly, a low, throbbing ache.

She was not naive. She knew exactly what this presentation promised. She knew the looks she would get from Sophie, the analytical gaze from Aisha, the resentful lust from Jake, the confused hunger from Ben. She knew the cold approval in Daniel’s eyes, the strategic assessment in Marcus’s.

But for the first time since this began, the choice felt like her own. A deliberate step onto a path she now understood. She was not hiding. She was not pretending. She was wearing her truth, her ambition, and her shocking, shameful arousal right on the surface for the world to see.

Let them look, she thought, her chin lifting a fraction. Let them all look.

She picked up her bag, her movements sure. The ache between her legs was a constant companion now, a reminder of her new reality. She turned from the mirror, walked to her bedroom door, and opened it.

She stepped into the hallway, resolved, the sharp click of her heels on the floorboards a declaration.


Chapter One

Monday morning had the clean, sharp feel of a reset.

The lifts were full. The lobby was bright with polished stone and glass. People moved with that purposeful half-run that passed for calm in a building where time was currency. Candy walked in like she belonged there, because she did. Her pass worked. Her name was known. Her face, more than that.

She felt it before anyone spoke, the small shift in attention that always arrived a beat ahead of her.

Not surprise anymore.

Recognition.

She kept her expression easy and neutral, the way she’d learned to do when she didn’t want to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing her react. Her outfit was exactly what it needed to be, fitted pencil skirt, tailored blouse, professional enough for a meeting, close enough to her body to keep the room awake. She didn’t pretend it was accidental. She didn’t need to.

The office was already awake when she reached her floor. Screens glowed. Headsets were on. The kitchen area was crowded with early coffee and low voices. Candy walked past the cluster of interns and felt the conversation snag for half a second, not stopping, just bending around her.

She caught fragments without looking.

“Did you see her last week?”

“Apparently it’s not just… you know.”

“Don’t. Not here.”

Candy sat down at her desk and powered up her computer like none of it existed.

That was her first lesson of this new phase. The building didn’t treat rumours like scandals. It treated them like weather. Something you acknowledged with a glance, then carried on.

Her inbox was already busy. A calendar invite sat at the top, “Status Check: Interns, 10:00.” Daniel as organiser. Short. Clinical. No agenda.

Candy didn’t delete it. She didn’t react. She didn’t even sigh.

She just replied yes.

Across the open-plan area, Marcus Hale’s PA moved through her morning with crisp efficiency, barely glancing Candy’s way. That in itself was information. It meant Candy was still useful. Still in play. Still expected to behave as if nothing had changed.

Candy’s phone buzzed with a message from the shared intern group chat. Someone had posted a meme about “professional development” that wasn’t funny enough to be harmless. She didn’t respond.

She didn’t need to. Everyone already watched her response to everything, the absence of it included.

Ben was the first to appear at her desk.

He hovered a little too close, hands clasped, posture awkwardly careful, like he wasn’t sure what version of Candy he was allowed to approach. His eyes flicked to her face, then away, as if he’d made a private rule for himself and was trying hard to follow it.

“Morning,” he said quietly.

Candy looked up, smile polite. “Morning, Ben.”

“How was your weekend?” he asked, too fast, too eager, as if normal conversation could patch something that had torn.

“It was fine,” she said. “Yours?”

He nodded, swallowing. “Yeah. Fine. Just… you know.”

She did know. He was trying to behave like nothing had happened, while also trying to communicate that he remembered everything. It made him gentle. Almost reverent. Candy filed it away.

“Listen,” he said, then paused. “I was thinking… maybe lunch this week? Proper lunch. Not in the canteen. Just us. Like a reset.”

Candy’s smile stayed in place. Her voice stayed soft. “That’s kind of you, Ben.”

His eyes brightened.

“But no,” she added, cleanly. “I’m busy this week.”

The light went out of his expression so quickly it almost looked like embarrassment.

“Oh,” he said.

Candy didn’t rescue him. That was another new rule. If she softened things now, it would be taken as permission, and she wasn’t handing out permission today.

Ben nodded again, forcing a smile that didn’t quite hold. “Right. Of course. Sorry. Stupid.”

“It’s not stupid,” Candy said, not unkind. “Just not happening.”

He lingered for a second, then left, shoulders tight.

Candy watched him go with an expression that could have been anything, then turned back to her screen.

Jake came by an hour later, exactly as if he’d planned it.

He didn’t hover. He didn’t apologise for being there. He leaned casually against the side of her desk, confidence intact, dressed well, scent clean, eyes bright with that amused steadiness he always carried.

“Morning, Candy,” he said, like they’d never stopped being a game.

Candy kept typing for an extra second before she looked up. “Morning.”

Jake smiled. “You’re quiet today.”

“Work,” she said.

He glanced around, then back to her. “Everyone’s got work.”

Candy held his gaze, calm. “Then go do yours.”

Jake laughed under his breath. “Still sharp.”

He didn’t ask her out. He didn’t even flirt openly. He just kept his presence there, a steady pressure, as if proximity alone was an offer and a claim.

“I heard there’s another intern rotation coming,” he said. “Different departments. Different managers.”

Candy made a small sound of acknowledgement.

Jake leaned closer, voice lowering. “You’re going to end up in the best spots, aren’t you.”

It wasn’t a compliment. It was a conclusion.

Candy tilted her head slightly. “Is that a question?”

Jake’s smile widened. “It’s an observation.”

She let a beat pass, then gave him the smallest shrug. “Maybe I’m just good.”

Jake watched her a moment longer, then nodded as if he’d learned something. “Yeah,” he said softly. “Maybe.”

He left smiling, reassured, though the flicker of irritation that crossed Sophie’s face from across the room didn’t escape Candy’s peripheral vision.

Sophie approached later, when the office was busy enough to make it look accidental.

She stopped at Candy’s desk without greeting, her expression cool, controlled, polished in a way that made it obvious she believed she was the standard everyone else should meet.

“You’re sitting back here now,” Sophie said, eyes scanning Candy as if cataloguing changes.

Candy didn’t look up. “It’s a desk.”

Sophie’s mouth tightened. “Don’t play innocent. You changed your position in meetings. You changed your schedule. You changed your tone.”

Candy clicked her mouse, unbothered. “People change.”

Sophie leaned in slightly, voice low. “No. You didn’t change. The room did.”

Candy finally looked up, meeting her eyes. “Then you should adapt too.”

Sophie held the gaze a second, then straightened. “You think you’re winning.”

Candy smiled, small and precise. “Don’t you?”

Sophie’s eyes narrowed. “Winning doesn’t mean you’re safe.”

She walked away.

Candy watched her go, then turned back to her emails as if Sophie hadn’t landed a warning.

Aisha was the last.

She didn’t circle. She didn’t posture. She appeared beside Candy’s desk like she’d been there all along, composed, quietly beautiful, eyes alert.

“Coffee?” Aisha asked.

Candy blinked. “Is that an olive branch?”

Aisha’s expression barely shifted. “It’s a question.”

Candy stood, smoothing her skirt, and followed her to the kitchen area.

They stood side by side while the machine whirred. The office noise washed around them, safe cover for anything that might be said.

Aisha spoke first. “You’re being watched differently now.”

Candy didn’t answer immediately. “I know.”

Aisha nodded. “Not just by men.”

Candy’s lips pressed together.

Aisha looked at her then, direct. “You can keep pretending it’s the same game if you want. But it isn’t.”

Candy met her gaze, steady. “What do you want from me, Aisha.”

Aisha’s voice stayed calm. “Nothing. I’m telling you what’s true.”

The coffee machine clicked. Aisha picked up her cup, then added quietly, “You’ve become a story. And stories don’t belong to the person they’re about. Not in a place like this.”

Candy felt the words settle, heavier than they should have been.

Aisha took a sip, then stepped away as if the conversation had never happened.

At 9:58, the calendar reminder popped again. Status Check: Interns.

Candy walked into the meeting room with the others and felt the atmosphere tighten, subtle but real. People had learned what to look for. They watched where she sat. How she crossed her legs. Whether she met Daniel’s eyes. Whether Marcus would appear.

Candy chose a seat midway down the table this time. Not the front. Not the back. A position that said she understood the room now and still refused to be placed by it.

Daniel entered on time, efficient and controlled. His gaze flicked over the interns without landing anywhere for long. Marcus wasn’t there yet.

Candy watched Daniel speak about performance metrics and outputs and expectations, the language of professionalism laid like a thin sheet over everything else that now lived beneath it.

When Daniel’s eyes moved to her for a fraction longer than the others, Candy didn’t look away.

She didn’t smile either.

She held the moment with calm indifference, as if she didn’t care, as if she didn’t need anything from him.

It cost her. She could feel that truth too.

But it also bought her something.

For now.

Attention wasn’t the prize anymore.

Attention was the leash.

And she had to decide, quickly, whether she would keep pretending she didn’t feel it around her neck, or whether she would learn how to hold the other end.


Chapter Two

The meeting room filled quickly.

Chairs scraped softly against the floor as the interns took their places, laptops opening, notebooks laid out with careful intent. The atmosphere was different from the week before, tighter, more deliberate. People were watching where others sat now, who spoke first, who waited.

Candy noticed everything.

Daniel arrived precisely on time, a tablet tucked under his arm, expression neutral. He didn’t waste a second on small talk. Marcus wasn’t present, which in itself felt intentional.

“Let’s get started,” Daniel said, standing at the head of the table. “We’re adjusting placements.”

A ripple moved through the room. This wasn’t expected. Candy felt it register around her, the quiet recalculation as everyone leaned in just a fraction.

“These aren’t promotions or demotions,” Daniel continued smoothly. “They’re strategic reallocations. Early weeks are about fit. Efficiency. Exposure.”

Candy’s pen stilled.

Daniel began reading names, assigning departments with crisp clarity. Ben was placed into analytics support. Jake into client liaison, a visible win. Sophie into planning and compliance. Each announcement landed with a subtle emotional echo, relief, pride, disappointment carefully masked.

Then Daniel said, “Aisha.”

Candy’s gaze flicked up.

“Aisha will move into content coordination,” Daniel said. “You’ll take point on internal scheduling and reporting.”

That was Candy’s position.

Aisha’s expression didn’t change, but her eyes lifted briefly, meeting Candy’s across the table. Not triumph. Not apology. Just acknowledgement.

Candy felt the shift like a small internal click. She’d expected movement. She hadn’t expected replacement.

Daniel continued without pause.

“Candy.”

The room seemed to still.

“I’m moving you to executive support,” he said. “You’ll work directly under me. Overflow tasks. Ad hoc assignments. Availability will be important.”

Candy kept her face neutral. She nodded once, as if this were logical. As if this didn’t place her slightly apart from the others, not forward, not central, but… accessible.

Out of the way.

And entirely within Daniel’s reach.

She noted the phrasing. Directly under me. Availability. Ad hoc. No clear deliverables, no visible ladder. Just proximity and control.

“Any questions?” Daniel asked, already knowing there wouldn’t be any.

No one spoke.

Sophie’s jaw tightened. Ben looked confused. Jake leaned back slightly, reassessing. Aisha made a small note in her planner, precise, professional, already inhabiting her new role.

Candy stayed still.

Daniel tapped his tablet. “Good. I’ll follow up individually with details. Let’s move forward.”

The meeting broke, chairs pushing back, conversations starting cautiously. Candy gathered her things slowly, acutely aware of the glances sliding her way. Some curious. Some sympathetic. Some sharpened by quiet satisfaction.

People filtered out in small clusters. Ben hesitated, then followed Jake. Others drifted toward the door, already discussing their new placements.

Aisha didn’t move.

Neither did Sophie.

Candy noticed only when the room had thinned enough for the silence between them to register.

Aisha closed her notebook with measured calm. Sophie leaned back in her chair, arms folding loosely, watching Candy with an expression that was almost pleased.

“Well,” Sophie said lightly. “That was interesting.”

Candy kept her voice neutral. “Reassignments usually are.”

Aisha stood, adjusting her bag on her shoulder. “Content coordination,” she said, not smiling. “Your old role.”

Candy nodded once. “You’ll do well.”

“I know,” Aisha replied. Not smug. Not apologetic. Just factual.

Sophie pushed herself to her feet, heels clicking softly on the floor as she stepped closer. “Funny thing,” she said. “You’ve been moved out of sight. And somehow closer than ever.”

Candy met her gaze. “Is there a point to this conversation?”

Sophie smiled thinly. “We’re just noticing patterns.”

Aisha’s eyes stayed on Candy, steady, assessing. “Daniel doesn’t move people randomly,” she said. “Neither does Marcus.”

Candy felt the words land, not as accusation, but as conclusion.

“So,” Sophie added, tilting her head, “are we meant to pretend this is about efficiency?”

Candy zipped her bag. “You can pretend whatever you like.”

Aisha considered her for a moment. “You’re being managed,” she said quietly. “Not developed.”

Candy slung her bag over her shoulder. “Then I’ll manage back.”

Sophie laughed under her breath. “Still confident.”

Candy paused at the door, then turned, meeting both their eyes. “Look. I don’t want this to keep going the way it has.” She took a breath. “Can we put things behind us?”

The question hung there, unexpectedly plain.

Aisha’s expression softened a fraction, but her voice stayed measured. “That depends on what you think ‘behind us’ means.”

Sophie crossed her arms. “You don’t get to reset things just because the board moved,” she said. “We’ve all been talking. Watching.”

Candy nodded. “I know.”

“Do you?” Sophie pressed. “Because from where we’re standing, you’ve been playing a very solo game.”

Aisha added, quieter, “Trust doesn’t reset on request. It resets on behaviour.”

Candy held their gaze. “Then tell me what you need.”

The silence after Sophie’s words was thicker than the office air. Candy stared, her mind scrambling. Aisha’s composed presence by the door wasn’t support; it was a witness, a silent second. Peer control. It was here, and it was real.

“I think we need to spank your slutty fat ass again,” Sophie repeated, her voice dropping to a cold, corrective murmur. Her sharp features were set, her intense gaze unwavering.

No. Not from them. Not like this. The refusal was instinctive, a last gasp of pride. Candy’s mouth opened, a protest forming.

But then, two things happened at once, crashing into her.

First, the brutal calculus of her ambition. This is the price. If she wanted any shred of solidarity, any chance of Aisha’s quiet intelligence or Sophie’s fierce competence on her side, this was the currency. Humiliation for potential alliance. A trade.

Second, and far more shocking, was the visceral, wet clench between her legs. The cold fear melted, replaced by a surge of heat so intense it stole her breath. The memory of their hands on her, Aisha’s disciplined strikes, Sophie’s vicious ones, flooded back, not as pain, but as a trigger. Her nipples tightened painfully against the silk of her blouse. She was already wet, a slick, shameful readiness that betrayed her completely. She was really shocked at how much the idea turned her on.

She saw the understanding flicker in Sophie’s eyes. Aisha’s head tilted slightly, observing.

“The door, Aisha,” Sophie said, not looking away from Candy.

Aisha moved with quiet efficiency. The soft click of the lock engaging was the final seal. They were alone. The ordinary meeting room with its commercial carpet and bland table was now a private stage.

“Strip,” Sophie commanded.

The word, coming from another woman, held a different power. It wasn’t a predatory hunger, but a cold, evaluative authority. Candy’s fingers, trembling slightly, went to the shell-pink buttons of her blouse. She undid them slowly, letting the silky fabric fall open to reveal the black lace demi-cup bra beneath. She shrugged the blouse off, letting it slither to the floor. The cool air kissed her exposed shoulders, her cleavage. She reached behind, unhooked the bra, and let it fall. Her full, 34C breasts bounced free, the large pink nipples already hard and eager.

Sophie’s breath hitched, just slightly. Aisha’s dark, observant eyes tracked the movement.

Candy pushed the charcoal grey skirt down over her hips, stepping out of it, then hooked her thumbs into the flimsy black lace thong. She bent, presenting her round, heart-shaped ass, still faintly marked from prior disciplines, to them as she peeled the last garment down her legs. She straightened, utterly naked, her body on full display under the fluorescent lights.

“God, look at her,” Sophie whispered, not to Candy, but to Aisha, as if appraising a piece of art. “So proud of those tits. So eager to show them off.”

They moved in unison. Sophie came to Candy’s front, Aisha to her back. Sophie’s hands, cool and deliberate, cupped Candy’s heavy breasts, weighing them, her thumbs brushing roughly over the stiff peaks. “So responsive,” Sophie muttered, a hint of vindictive pleasure in her tone. She pinched a nipple, twisting it, and Candy gasped, a jolt of sharp pleasure-pain shooting straight to her throbbing core.

Behind her, Aisha’s hands smoothed over the curves of Candy’s ass, kneading the soft flesh. One hand dipped between her legs from behind, fingers sliding through Candy’s soaked folds with clinical precision. “Dripping,” Aisha stated, her voice calm. “Absolutely soaking. Such a dirty, eager little slut.”

The crude confirmation from the usually composed Aisha broke something in Candy. A moan escaped her lips. She was humiliated, exposed, but her body was singing, arching into their touches.

“Over the table,” Sophie ordered, pulling her hands away.

They guided her, bending her forward until her smooth stomach and swollen breasts were pressed against the cool, polished surface of the meeting table. Her crimson-tipped ass was raised high, a perfect, offered target.

Sophie went first. Her hand came down in a sharp, measured crack that echoed in the quiet room. The pain was bright, immediate, a sting that melted into a deep, radiating heat. Before it could fade, another fell, and another. Five from Sophie, each one deliberate, spaced apart, making Candy jerk and whimper. The pain was clean, sharp, and each impact sent a corresponding throb of need through her wet pussy.

Then Aisha. Her strikes were different. Faster, harder, more relentless. They weren’t about correction; they were about claiming. Five rapid, stinging slaps that had Candy crying out, her fingers scrabbling on the tabletop. Her ass was on fire, the skin glowing a hot, uniform pink. The heat pooled in her belly, a molten ache. She was panting, tears of pain and overwhelming arousal pricking her eyes.

The spanking stopped. Candy heard rustling behind her. She dared to glance back, her cheek against the table.

Sophie and Aisha were facing her, their own skirts hitched up around their waists. They slid their own panties down, Sophie’s a practical cotton, Aisha’s a sleek silk, and let them fall to their ankles, stepping out of them. They were both bare now from the waist down, standing with a power and ownership that made Candy’s breath catch. Sophie’s pussy was neatly trimmed, her lips flushed. Aisha’s was darker, an intriguing contrast to her skin.

Aisha spoke, her voice still calm, but now layered with a subtle, dark authority. “This is now your true position. You’re our slut to satisfy us. Get down on your knees and lick.”

The command was undeniable. Candy slid off the table, her sore ass protesting, and knelt on the carpet between them. The perspective was dizzying. The scent of their arousal, musky and intimate, filled her senses. This was new. This was different. A fresh wave of shame washed over her, but it was drowned by a roaring, desperate curiosity and need.

Sophie stepped forward first, placing a hand on Candy’s head to guide her. “Open your mouth, slut.”

Candy obeyed, tilting her head up. Sophie positioned herself, and Candy’s tongue tentatively extended, making first contact with Sophie’s lower lips. They were hot, slick. The taste was tangy, salty, profoundly female. Sophie’s fingers tightened in her hair. “Lick. Properly.”

Candy leaned in, her nose brushing curly hair. She dragged her flat tongue along Sophie’s slit, from bottom to top, finding the hard nub of her clit at the apex. Sophie jerked, a sharp intake of breath above her. Emboldened by the reaction, Candy focused there, circling the bud with the tip of her tongue, then sucking it gently into her mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” Sophie groaned, her hips pushing forward. “Just like that. You’re a natural cunt-licker.”

The words spurred Candy on. She serviced Sophie with a growing fervour, slurping and licking, delving her tongue inside to taste her deeper, then returning to the clit. She used her hands to spread Sophie’s lips, to hold her steady. Sophie’s thighs began to tremble. Her moans grew louder, less controlled. Candy could feel the tension coiling in the other woman’s body, the frantic rocking of her hips against Candy’s devoted mouth.

“I’m gonna… don’t stop…” Sophie choked out. Her release hit suddenly, a gush of wet heat flooding Candy’s tongue, a series of violent tremors shaking her legs. Candy drank it all down, licking her clean through the final, shuddering pulses.

Sophie stumbled back, breathless, leaning against the table. Her eyes were glazed. She pointed a shaky finger at Aisha.

Wordlessly, Candy turned on her knees. Aisha looked down at her, her piercing eyes dark with lust. She didn’t need to guide her; she simply spread her stance. Candy dove in, hungry now, driven by a strange, submissive pride. Aisha tasted different, deeper, more complex. Candy explored her with her tongue, finding a rhythm that had Aisha’s composure cracking. Soft, stifled gasps replaced her usual silence. Her hands came to rest on Candy’s head, not forcing, but holding, her fingers tangling in the blonde hair.

Candy lapped at her, worshipful and thorough, until she felt Aisha’s inner muscles fluttering against her tongue. Aisha came with a sharp, bitten-off cry, her body bowing forward, her juices coating Candy’s chin and lips.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing.

Then, without a word, Sophie and Aisha straightened their skirts. They stepped back into their discarded panties, their movements synchronized, efficient. They looked down at Candy, kneeling naked and glistening with their combined wetness on her face, her expression one of dazed submission.

“Get dressed,” Aisha said, her voice back to its normal, composed tone. “We have work to do.”

As Candy bent to pick up her thong, Sophie’s voice cut through the room like a whip. “Look at those tits,” she sneered, her tone laced with both admiration and cruelty. “So full, so fucking perky. She knows exactly how to flaunt them, doesn’t she?” Sophie’s gaze raked over Candy’s body, lingering on her breasts, which jiggled slightly with every movement.

Aisha’s cool, calculating voice joined in, her words precise and cutting. “And that ass,” she remarked, stepping closer. “Round, heart-shaped, perfect for spanking. It’s no wonder she’s always bending over desks and chairs. She’s practically begging for it.” Aisha’s fingers brushed lightly over Candy’s lower back, sending a shiver down her spine.

Candy froze, her cheeks burning with humiliation as their words washed over her. Sophie’s sharp laugh echoed in the room. “And look at that,” she added, crouching slightly to get a better view. “Those blonde curls between her thighs. So, innocent-looking, but we know better, don’t we? That cunt has had so many cocks. She’s a little slut through and through.”

Aisha’s lips curled into a faint smirk as she stepped back, her arms crossing over her chest. “She’s all show,” she said, her tone almost clinical. “Desperate for attention, desperate to be used. And now she’s got it.”

Candy’s hands trembled as she tried to pull her thong up, but their words kept coming, each one digging deeper into her already fragile pride. “She’s made for this,” Sophie said, her voice low and dangerous. “Made to be on her knees, to be bent over, to be spanked until she’s begging for mercy.”

“And she loves it,” Aisha added, her eyes narrowing as she watched Candy struggle with her clothes. “Every moment of it. That’s why she’s such a mess right now. She can’t help herself.”

Candy finally managed to get her thong on, her body still quivering from their verbal assault. She reached for her skirt, her movements hurried and clumsy as she tried to cover herself. But the weight of their words lingered, pressing down on her like a physical force.

Sophie tilted her head, a cruel smile playing on her lips. “Get dressed, slut,” she said, her voice cold and final. “You’ve got work to do.”

They turned, unlocked the door, and left. The door swung shut, leaving Candy alone in the sudden, crushing silence.

The click of the lock.

Her mind snapped into panicked focus. Daniel. My desk. He’d notice she was gone. He’d be furious. The fear was immediate, cutting through the post-orgasmic haze. She scrambled to her feet, her body aching, her face wet. Her clothes were a puddle on the floor. She snatched up the thong, her fingers fumbling with the delicate lace…


Chapter Three

The sharp click of the meeting room door closing behind Sophie and Aisha left Candy in a vortex of silence. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of panic. Daniel. My desk. I’m late. The dazed, submissive warmth that had pooled in her belly from servicing the two women curdled into cold, sharp fear. He would notice. He would be furious.

Her movements were clumsy, frantic. She snatched her clothes from the floor, her fingers trembling as she stepped into the flimsy black lace thong, yanked the charcoal grey skirt up over her sore, pinkened ass, and wrestled the shell-pink blouse back on. She didn’t bother with the bra, stuffing it into her skirt pocket. Her face felt sticky, her chin damp with the intimate proof of what she’d just done. A hurried wipe with her blouse sleeve, a frantic finger-comb through her blonde hair, and she was out the door, her stilettos tapping a rapid, anxious rhythm on the linoleum as she power-walked back to her new department.

Her new desk was in an open-plan bay, a step down from the executive floor but still prestigious. The woman beside her, mid-thirties with a sharp, no-nonsense bob, looked up as Candy slid into her chair. Her eyes, cool and assessing, scanned Candy’s flushed face, the slightly askew blouse.

“Daniel was wondering where you’ve been,” the woman said, her voice devoid of warmth. “You’re late on your first day at this post. He wants to see you. Now.”

The words were an ice bath. “I…I got lost,” Candy fumbled, the excuse pathetic even to her own ears. “The new layout, I…”

The woman simply raised an eyebrow and returned to her screen. The dismissal was absolute.

Candy’s stomach lurched. She stood, smoothing her skirt with damp palms, and walked the familiar route to Daniel’s corner office. Each step felt heavier than the last. How could she possibly explain her absence? The truth was unthinkable. The scent of Sophie and Aisha seemed to cling to her skin, a secret he would surely smell.

She knocked, the sound timid.

“Enter.”

Daniel was behind his desk, the Manchester skyline a grey blur behind him. He didn’t look up from his laptop. The silence stretched, thick and accusatory.

“You wanted to see me?” Candy’s voice was a thin thread.

Finally, he glanced up. His gaze was flat, analytical, sweeping over her from head to toe. It lingered on the deep shadow of her cleavage where her blouse gaped open, on the tight pull of the silk over her nipples. There was no desire in that look, only ownership. A check of his assets.

“You’re twenty-three minutes late,” he stated. “On your first day in a role I personally sanctioned. Explain.”

Her mind blanked. “I… I was in a meeting. It ran over.”

“With whom?”

“It was… impromptu. With Sophie and Aisha. About… project alignment.” The lies tasted like ash.

Daniel leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers. A small, cold smile touched his lips. He saw right through her. He always did. “Project alignment,” he repeated, the words dripping with disdain. “I see. Well, regardless of your prior… commitments, you have duties to me. Primary duties.”

He let the phrase hang. Candy’s throat went dry.

“We’ve established your correct position,” he continued, his voice dropping to a casual, terrifying calm. “That position requires regular maintenance. I have a stressful morning ahead. You’re going to relieve that stress.”

He didn’t ask. He stated.

“Now,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers. “Show me your tits. Then you can suck my cock before you go back to work.”

The bluntness was a physical slap. After the complex, charged humiliation with the women, this was stark, transactional. A direct order. The last vestige of her professional pretence shattered. There was no flirtation here, no game of implied power. Just a command from her superior.

A hot flush of shame crawled up her neck. But beneath it, coiling and immediate, was that traitorous pulse of heat. Her nipples, already peaked from the cool office air and her own fear, tightened painfully against the silk. The memory of her own submission to Sophie and Aisha had left her sensitized, primed. Her body was already answering a call her mind was still protesting.

With trembling fingers, she reached for her blouse buttons. She undid them slowly, one by one, the silky fabric parting to reveal the smooth swell of her breasts. She let the blouse slide off her shoulders, catching it over one arm. She stood before him, topless, her full, 34C breasts bare, the large pink areolas crinkled tight, her nipples hard, aching points.

Daniel’s gaze was clinical. “Good,” he said, no warmth in the word. He unzipped his trousers, freeing his already erect cock. It was thick, veined, jutting upwards with an arrogant certainty. He picked up his phone from the desk, tapped the screen, and pointed the camera at her. “You know the drill. For the record. Tell me you want to show me your breasts.”

Candy swallowed, her mouth dry. She looked into the phone’s unblinking eye. “I… I want to show you my breasts,” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“I want to show you my breasts,” she repeated, her voice firmer, hollow.

“Now,” Daniel said, his free hand stroking his length. “Tell me you want to suck my cock.”

The crude words, spoken in her own voice for his recording, sent a jolt straight to her core. Her pussy, already damp from the morning’s activities, grew slicker. “I want to suck your cock,” she said, the admission feeling like both a defeat and a strange, dark thrill.

“Kneel.”

She sank to her knees on the plush carpet, the position now hauntingly familiar. He shifted his chair back, his phone now angled down to capture her face. He guided his cock to her lips, the broad, smooth head pressing against her mouth. The musky, masculine scent of him filled her senses. “Again,” he commanded, his thumb tracing her lower lip. “Tell me you want to suck my cock.”

With his cock resting on her lips, she opened her mouth slightly. “I want to suck your cock,” she mumbled, the words vibrating against his skin.

His voice, cold and commanding, cut through the heavy silence. "Slut, tell me you love to suck cock. Tell me you love to suck cock."

Candy’s breath hitched, her cheeks burning with shame, but her body betrayed her again, a traitorous heat pooling low in her belly. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and yet something inside her twisted in response to his words—a deep, dark part of her that she didn’t fully understand. She swallowed hard, her lips still tingling from the taste of him.

"I... I love to suck cock," she whispered, her voice trembling but clear. The words felt foreign on her tongue, yet they slipped out almost instinctively, as though her submission had unlocked some hidden truth within her.

"Again," he demanded, his tone unrelenting. "Louder."

Her heart pounded in her chest, and she forced herself to look up at him, her eyes wide and pleading, though she knew it wouldn’t change anything. "I love to suck cock," she repeated, louder this time, her voice breaking slightly at the edges.

He nodded, a faint, satisfied smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Good girl," he said, his voice dripping with mockery and something darker, something that sent a shiver down her spine. "Now show me how much you mean it."

She hesitated for only a moment before leaning forward again, her hands trembling as they reached for him. Her mouth closed around him once more, her tongue swirling over his length as she tried to prove herself, to make him believe the words she’d just spoken. The bitterness of his earlier release still lingered on her tongue, but she pushed the thought away, focusing instead on the rhythm of her movements.

He groaned softly, his fingers tightening in her hair as he guided her, pushing her deeper, faster. "That’s it," he murmured, his voice rough with need. "Show me how much you love it."

And as she obeyed, as she lost herself in the act, Candy couldn’t deny the sick, twisted thrill that coursed through her, the thrill of giving in, of being his, even if it meant sacrificing every last shred of her dignity.

She opened wider, taking the head into her mouth. The taste of him, clean skin and salt, exploded on her tongue. She swirled her tongue around the corona, her eyes fluttering closed for a second before she forced them open, meeting the lens of the phone. She saw her own reflection, blonde hair slightly mussed, blue eyes wide with a mix of fear and desperate arousal, her lips stretched obscenely around his girth.

She began to bob her head, taking more of him inch by inch. Her jaw ached almost immediately, but the feeling of him filling her mouth, stretching her lips, was perversely grounding. This was simple. This was her duty. Her tongue worked along the thick vein on the underside, and she heard his sharp intake of breath. The sound of it, proof of her effect on him, however controlled he was, ignited a spark deep inside her.

She picked up the pace, one hand coming up to cradle his balls, rolling them gently in their sac. The other hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking in time with her mouth’s movements. She focused on the sensations, the smooth, hot silk of his skin under her tongue, the way his hips began a subtle, involuntary thrust, the growing tension in the muscles of his thighs. Saliva gathered, dripping from the corners of her mouth, slicking her chin. She was a mess, and the knowledge of it, captured forever on his phone, sent another pulse of wet heat between her own legs.

“That’s it,” Daniel grunted, his voice losing its clinical edge, turning rough. “Use that pretty mouth. Take it all.”

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking hard as she pulled back to the tip, then plunged down again, taking him deep into her throat. She gagged slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but she pushed through, relaxing her throat until the head nudged the entrance. The feeling of complete submission, of her body being used solely for his pleasure, became a feedback loop. Each gag reflex was met with a clench of her own pussy. Each grunt from above was a reward.

His breathing grew ragged. His fingers tangled in her hair, not guiding her, just holding on. “I’m going to come,” he warned, his voice strained. “Swallow it. Every drop.”

She increased her suction, bobbing fiercely, her hand pumping his shaft. With a low, guttural groan, his hips jerked. The first hot, salty jet hit the back of her throat. She swallowed convulsively, the bitter taste flooding her mouth. Another spurt, and another. She kept sucking, milking him, swallowing until he was spent, until he finally softened and slipped from her lips with a wet, lewd pop.

She stayed on her knees, panting, her lips swollen and glistening. A single, pearly strand of his cum escaped her lip and trailed down onto the curve of her breast, a stark white against her pale skin.

Daniel lowered the phone, stopping the recording. He tucked himself back into his trousers, zipped up. He looked down at her, his expression settling back into its usual composed mask. He gestured dismissively at the tissue box on his desk.

“Clean yourself up. You may get dressed and go back to work,” he said, his attention already returning to his laptop screen. “Now we have re-established your correct position, this will be a regular duty. Expect another summons before lunch.”

Candy stumbled to her feet, using a tissue to wipe her chin and the streak from her breast. She pulled her blouse back on, her fingers fumbling with the buttons. She turned and left his office without another word.

Back at her desk, the mundane clatter of keyboards and the low murmur of phone calls felt surreal. Her body hummed with the aftershocks of arousal, her mouth still tasted of him, and her core throbbed with a hollow, unmet ache. She stared blankly at her computer screen.

One morning, she thought, the reality crashing down on her. One morning, I’ve eaten out two pussies and now sucked off one cock, and it’s not even lunchtime.


Chapter Four

Candy arrived late to the café, tray empty, appetite gone.

The lunchtime rush had already thinned, voices lowering as people settled into their tables. She spotted them immediately, Sophie, Jake, Aisha, and Ben already seated together, plates half-finished, conversation flowing easily. They looked… established. Like a unit she was no longer sure she belonged to.

Candy hesitated.

The café was a wash of midday noise, clattering cutlery, the hiss of the coffee machine, the low hum of office gossip. Candy stood at the entrance, her bag clutched to her chest, scanning the crowded space. Her heart sank. There, at a corner table, were Sophie, Aisha, Jake, and Ben. Plates half-empty, drinks in hand. A unit.

She hesitated, contemplating a solitary table by the window, but Sophie’s sharp eyes found her instantly. A slow, deliberate smile spread across Sophie’s lips. She raised a hand, crooking a finger. “Candy! Over here!”

It wasn’t an invitation. It was a summons. Candy’s stilettos felt like lead weights as she crossed the room. She slid into the only empty chair, between Jake and Ben, her skin prickling with awareness.

“We were just talking about you,” Sophie said, her voice bright and carrying. She took a delicate sip of water. “I was just telling the boys how much of a great cunt muncher you are.”

The words, spoken so casually in the public din, hit Candy like a physical blow. The air left her lungs. She had hoped, stupidly, naively, that her submission this morning had bought some discretion, some twisted sisterhood. But no. They had broadcast it. Her humiliation was their entertainment.

Jake leaned back, a smirk playing on his handsome face. “I can tell you, Soph,” he said, his eyes raking over Candy’s blouse. “She’s a great cock sucker as well. Expert technique.”

Aisha, ever composed, added her quiet blade. “I’m sure. She’s such a total slut. No discernment.”

Then Ben, his voice quieter but no less cutting, piped up. “I expect you’ve sucked Daniel’s cock today, haven’t you? Before lunch?”

Candy felt the heat explode in her face, a scarlet tide of shame washing from her chest to her hairline. She couldn’t speak. She could only stare at the laminate tabletop.

“OMG!” Sophie squealed, a hand flying to her mouth in mock shock. “You have, haven’t you? Right after you licked us clean? You greedy little bitch.”

Aisha shook her head, a portrait of disappointed judgment. “You’ve got no self-control. And absolutely no self-respect.”

Sophie’s gaze swept the café, then landed on the man behind the counter. He was in his late forties, with a thick middle straining his stained apron, a permanent scowl etched on his ruddy face. He was notorious among the interns for his surly, dismissive service.

Sophie pointed, her finger like a gun. “I bet if we told you to, you’d get down on your knees and suck old misery there behind the counter. You’d suck his short, fat cock, wouldn’t you? Just because you were told to.”

Candy’s head dropped. Shame was a crushing weight on her neck. But beneath it, coiling deep in her pelvis, was that familiar, treacherous pulse of heat. The utter degradation of the idea, the public spectacle of it, sent a slick, shocking warmth flooding her thong. No, no, no…

Jake’s voice was thick with amused anticipation. “That’s something I’d really like to see.”

“Come on,” Sophie said, decisive, pushing her chair back. “Let’s do this.”

It was happening. Aisha stood, moving behind Candy’s chair. Her hand closed around Candy’s elbow, the grip firm and inescapable. “Up,” she commanded softly.

“Noooo!” Candy’s mind screamed, a silent, desperate wail. But her body was already moving, propelled by Aisha’s guidance and the weight of four expectant stares. Her legs carried her, numb and obedient, towards the counter.

Sophie leaned over the Formica, beckoning the kitchen manager close. She spoke in a low, urgent murmur, pointing back at Candy three distinct times. The man’s scowl deepened, then shifted into something else, blatant, hungry disbelief. His eyes, small and piggish, widened. He looked at Candy, a thorough, assessing stare that stripped her blouse and skirt away. He nodded once, sharply, and pointed a thick finger towards a grey door marked ‘STAFF ONLY’.

As they filed past the counter towards it, Ben leaned close to Candy’s ear. His breath was warm, his tone a mix of awe and disgust. “OMG. I can’t believe you’re going to go along with this. You are such a fucking slut.”

The kitchen was a realm of stainless steel and steam, smelling of old grease and disinfectant. It was empty, the lunch rush prep done. The door swung shut behind them, muffling the café sounds. The manager, his name tag read ‘Gary’ folded his arms, his gaze locked on Candy.

“She says you’re keen,” Gary grunted, his voice rough. “Prove it. He wants to see your tits.”

The instruction was so blunt, so crude. Candy’s fingers, moving as if detached from her will, went to her blouse buttons. She undid them, her eyes glazed, staring at a pot rack on the wall. She shrugged the silky fabric off. The kitchen air was warm, humid. She reached behind, unclasped her demi-cup bra, and let it fall. Her full, 34C breasts bounced free, the large pink nipples hardening instantly under the fluorescent lights and the stares of five people.

Gary stepped forward. His hands were thick, the nails short and not quite clean. He didn’t ask. He simply grabbed, his podgy fingers kneading her soft flesh, squeezing roughly. He thumbed her nipples, pinching and rolling them until Candy gasped. It was a clinical, proprietary grope, checking the quality of goods. He grunted, apparently satisfied.

“OK,” he said, his breathing already heavier. “On your knees. You can suck me off. But in the storeroom. For privacy.”

“Nope,” Sophie interjected, her voice like cracking ice. “It’s here. While we watch. Or not at all.”

Gary’s eyes darted between the four interns, Sophie’s defiant smirk, Aisha’s cool observation, Jake’s eager grin, Ben’s nervous fascination. Then his gaze returned to Candy, to her beautiful face and incredible, exposed breasts. Lust won. The calculation was plain on his face: a chance like this would never come again.

“On your knees, luv,” he rasped, already fumbling with the tie of his greasy trousers.

Candy sank down onto the hard, slightly gritty tile floor. The cold seeped through her skirt. Gary pushed his trousers and boxers down over his thick hips. His cock sprung free. It was as described: short, thick, and already fully erect, the head a dark, flushed purple. A thatch of coarse grey hair surrounded the base. The smell of him, of sweat and kitchen and male musk, washed over her.

“Open,” he said.

Candy parted her lips. He didn’t guide himself; he just stepped forward, bumping the head against her mouth. She closed her eyes for a second, then opened them, seeing the expectant audience forming a half-circle around her. She extended her tongue, licking the broad tip, tasting salt and skin. Then she opened wider and took him in.

The act was methodical, a study in abject submission. She wrapped her lips tight around his girth, her cheeks hollowing as she began to suck. She used her tongue, pressing it firmly against the sensitive frenulum on the underside of his shaft. A low, guttural groan rumbled from Gary’s chest. His hands came down to clutch at her hair, not gently.

“Yeah, like that,” Jake muttered, his phone now clearly in hand, recording.

Candy began to bob her head, establishing a rhythm. In, suck hard. Out, swirl the tongue. She took him deeper, feeling the head nudge the back of her throat. She relaxed, letting him slide further, her nose buried in his coarse pubic hair. She gagged slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but she pushed through, her throat opening to accommodate him. The deep throating was an ultimate act of surrender, and she felt her own core clench in a hot, wet pulse in response.

She could hear his breathing turn to ragged pants. She glanced up, her blue eyes watering, and saw Sophie watching with rapt, vindictive pleasure. Aisha’s analytical gaze was taking in every detail. Jake was licking his lips. Ben looked pale but utterly transfixed.

“Fuckin’ ‘ell,” Gary choked out. “You’re a proper goer, ain’t ya?” His hips started a shallow, jerking thrust, fucking her face in earnest. Candy’s world narrowed to the sensation of his cock stretching her mouth, the taste of pre-cum, the sound of his pleasure, and the searing heat between her own legs. She was profoundly, disgustingly aroused.

His grip on her hair became painful. “Gonna come!” he warned, his voice strangled.

She increased her suction, bobbing faster, milking him with her mouth and the hand that had come up to stroke his balls. With a loud, shuddering cry, he came. The first spurt was violent, hitting the back of her throat with a bitter, salty tang. She swallowed convulsively. The next pulses were weaker, but she kept sucking, swallowing every drop until he was spent, soft, and slipping from her swollen lips with a wet, messy sound.

She stayed on her knees, panting, strings of saliva and cum connecting her lips to his limp cock. A few stray, pearly drops had splattered across the tops of her breasts.

“Get dressed, slut,” Sophie said, the first to break the stunned silence. The command was cold, final.

As Candy shakily began to stand, she noticed Jake and Ben lowering their phones, the red recording lights blinking off. They had it all. Every humiliating second.

Gary, breathing heavily, tucked himself away. He looked dazed, triumphant. He grabbed a roll of coarse blue paper towels from a counter, ripped off a wad, and stepped towards Candy. “Here, luv,” he mumbled, not meeting her eyes. He began to wipe the mess from her chest, but his hands lingered, his thick fingers fondling her breasts again, squeezing the soft flesh as he “cleaned” her, a final, claiming grope.

Candy stood rigid, letting him, her eyes staring at nothing. The paper towels were rough against her skin.

Sophie broke the silence first, straightening her jacket as if this were just another transaction concluded. She looked at Gary with a cool, appraising smile. “Since you’re feeling generous,” she said lightly, “I think free coffee for us for the next month sounds fair.”

Gary hesitated only a second before nodding. “Yeah. Yeah, that’s fine.”

Sophie turned back to Candy, her eyes sharp. “See? Team player.”

Candy stood there, clothes rumpled, skin still burning, understanding settling heavily in her chest. The others gathered their bags, already talking about schedules and deadlines, the moment slipping neatly into routine for them.

As they walked back into the café, the hiss of the coffee machine sounded louder than before. Candy realised, with a sick clarity, that she hadn’t just paid a price.

She’d bought something. Coffee for her fellow interns for by giving the manager a blowjob. She was now their slut.


Chapter Five

The relative quiet of the afternoon was a thin veneer over the thrumming reality of Candy’s body. Every click of her mouse, every email sent, felt like a performance for an audience that knew her secret. At 4:28 p.m., her phone buzzed on the desk, lighting up with a text from Daniel.

My office. Now.

Two minutes early. He was watching, timing her. She stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked the now-ingrained path, her heart a steady, heavy drum. The door was ajar. She pushed it open and stepped inside.

“Close it.”

She did. Daniel was standing by the window, silhouetted against the fading Manchester light. He turned, his gaze sweeping over her, a proprietor assessing his property. “Stand there,” he said, pointing to the centre of the room.

Candy obeyed, feeling exposed even fully clothed. This man knew the exact contours of her naked body, the texture of her skin, the sounds she made.

“Candy,” he began, his voice thoughtful. “I appreciate you are an ambitious young woman.”

She held her breath. Is this evaluation? Punishment? Or something new?

He took a slow step towards her. “I think you always want to take things to the next level. Is this so?”

She paused, uncertainty coiling in her gut. Then, quietly, “Yes, Sir.”

A faint, approving smile touched his lips. “Good girl. Now strip for me. Let’s see how far you’re willing to take this.”

The command was familiar, but the context felt different. This wasn’t a punishment for lateness or a stress relief. This felt like… an audition. Her fingers went to her blouse buttons, undoing them with practiced, if slightly trembling, movements. The silk whispered as it slipped from her shoulders. She unzipped her skirt, let it pool at her feet, stepped out of her thong. In moments, she stood naked in the middle of his office, the cool air pebbling her skin, her nipples drawing into tight, aching points.

Daniel began a slow circuit around her. His eyes were not clinical now; they were hungry, appreciative. He took in her slender frame, the perfect, full curve of her 34C breasts, the big, dusky pink areolas. His gaze traced her slim waist, the flat plane of her stomach, the swell of her hips, and finally the round, firm, heart-shaped ass.

He stopped behind her. “Such a good girl,” he remarked, almost to himself. Then his hand came down in a sudden, brutal slap on her right cheek. The sound was a sharp crack in the quiet room. Candy yelped, the sting exploding into heat. Before she could recover, he delivered an identical, searing slap to her left cheek.

“Good girl,” he chuckled, then leaned in, his strong hands kneading the smarting flesh, squeezing the round globes, pulling them apart slightly before letting them go. The pain was immediate, but so was the answering flood of wetness between her legs.

He moved to her front, his hands coming up to cup her breasts. He weighed them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, then pinching and twisting them firmly. A sharp gasp tore from her lips, a mix of pain and shocking pleasure.

“Are you my good little slut?” he asked, his voice low.

Her eyes were downcast. “Yes, Sir.”

He pulled his phone from his pocket, held it up, the lens pointed at her face. “Well?”

She looked into the dark eye. “Yes, Sir. I’m your good little slut.”

“And what do you want?” he challenged.

Her mind raced. To suck his cock? To be fucked? To be spanked more? Then she understood. The next level. “Sir,” she said, her voice gaining a thread of conviction. “I want to take this to the next level.”

His eyes gleamed. “Are you wet for this? Show me.”

Slowly, nervously, she brought a hand down between her thighs. Her fingers brushed through the wisp of blonde curls, parted her slick folds, and slid easily, deeply, into her own wet heat. She pulled the finger out, glistening, and held it up for his inspection.

“You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you.”

She looked at the floor. “Yes, Sir.”

Satisfied, Daniel stepped back. He began to undress, methodically. Candy watched, her breath catching. She had never seen him fully naked. His body was that of a powerful, middle-aged man who worked in an office. Broad shoulders, a strong chest dusted with grey hair, but with a soft layer over the muscle, a testament to long hours and business lunches. He was nothing like the sculpted younger men she might have chosen. But his power, the authority in his stance, the sheer physical strength in his frame, made him utterly compelling.

Then she saw his cock. It was fully erect, thick and veined, a solid eight inches of demanding flesh. It wasn’t as monstrous as Marcus’s or as youthfully perfect as Jake’s, but it was formidable. It stood proud, the head a dark, flushed purple.

“Now,” he said, his voice taking on a gravelly edge. “Over the desk, slut. I’ll warm you up by fucking your slutty pussy.”

Candy bent over the polished mahogany, her breasts pressed against the cool wood, her sore ass presented to him. He stepped up behind her, his hands settling on her hips. He entered her in one smooth, deep thrust, filling her stretched, wet channel. She cried out, a sound of relief and welcome. He began to move, a steady, deep rhythm that had her pushing back against him within seconds.

His hands slid from her hips to her ass cheeks. He used them to spread her apart, pulling her open. She felt the cool air on her most secret hole. Then she felt the warm, wet spatter of his spit as he leaned down and spat directly onto her tight, puckered little star.

She flinched. “Wh-what…?”

He didn’t answer, just kept fucking her pussy, his thumb now circling the wetness he’d created, pressing against the tight ring of muscle. The dual sensation was overwhelming, the deep, filling thrusts in her pussy and the insistent, probing pressure at her rear. Her body clenched around him, confused and wildly aroused.

Then he pulled out of her pussy entirely.

Before she could register the sudden emptiness, she felt the blunt, broad head of his cock replace his thumb, pressing insistently against her rear entrance.

“Noooo!” The shout was ripped from her, pure panic. “Please, you’re too big! I’ve never… I’ve never had anything up there!”

His hand came down on her ass, a sharp, stinging smack. “Quiet, slut. Relax and push back. This is the next level.” His voice was iron. “Now, do you want to go to the next level or not?”

Tears pricked her eyes. The pressure was immense, terrifying. “Please…” she whimpered.

“Please what, slut?”

The words felt like they were being carved from her soul. “Yes, Sir. Please.”

“Please what?”

A sob hitched in her throat. “Please… fuck my ass.”

He rewarded her with a softer, almost approving grunt. He kept up the steady, inexorable pressure. “Relax. Push back against me.”

She tried to force her muscles to unclench. She focused on her breathing, on the shocking heat between her legs. She pushed her hips back, a tiny, yielding movement.

The blunt head began to breach her. The stretch was unlike anything she’d ever felt, a burning, tearing fullness that seemed to split her in two. She cried out, a sharp, broken sound.

“Shhh, good girl,” Daniel soothed, his voice tight with his own strain. “Just the head. Get used to it.”

He held there, embedded just past the tightest ring, letting her body adjust to the incredible, invasive stretch. The burning began to subside, replaced by a deep, full ache. He was inside her there. The ultimate surrender. The thought sent a violent, convulsive spasm through her pussy, which was now dripping onto the desk.

“More?” he growled.

She nodded, her forehead pressed to the wood. “Yes.”

He pushed forward, an inch, then another, with agonising slowness. Each fraction deeper was a new frontier of sensation, a blinding mix of pain and a profound, dark pleasure that seemed to radiate from her very core. He was claiming a part of her no one ever had. When he was fully sheathed, his hips flush against her sore ass, he stopped, both of them panting.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so tight. So, fucking perfect.”

He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, letting her accommodate the full, thick length of him. The drag was exquisite torture, the friction lighting up nerve endings she didn’t know she had. Her cries turned from pain to a low, continuous moan. Her hands scrambled for purchase on the desk. This was violation. This was ownership. And her body was singing for it.

He found a rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in with more force. The sound was lewd, wet squelches filling the office. Each thrust jolted her forward, made her full breasts rub against the desk. One of his hands returned to her hip, the other snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit, wet and swollen from her own arousal.

He rubbed tight, quick circles as he fucked her ass. The dual stimulation short-circuited her mind. Pleasure detonated, radiating from the two points of invasion. Her moans became screams, muffled against her arm. She was hurtling towards an orgasm more intense than any she’d ever known.

“That’s it, you dirty little anal slut,” he gritted out, his own rhythm fracturing. “Take it. Come for me.”

His words were the final trigger. Her body seized, a white-hot climax tearing through her. Her ass clenched violently around his invading cock, milking him, and that was all it took. With a roar, Daniel slammed into her one last time, his hips grinding against her as he emptied himself deep into her bowels. She felt the hot, pulsing jets filling her, a strange, internal warmth that marked her in the most intimate way possible.

They collapsed together over the desk, both shuddering through the aftershocks. He stayed inside her, softening, for a long moment, his weight heavy and comforting on her back.

As he came down, he pulled her ass cheeks wide apart with both hands, getting a clear view. He groaned softly at the sight: his fat, softening cock still stretching her gaping little star, his cum beginning to seep out around it. Slowly, he pulled out.

The sound was a loud, wet squelching plop. He held her open, watching, mesmerized, as a thick stream of his spend trickled out of her violated hole, coursing down over her swollen pussy lips and dripping in creamy rivulets down her inner thighs.


Epilogue

The click of Daniel’s office door closing behind her felt like a seal on a tomb. Candy walked stiffly, a slow, careful shuffle towards the lifts. Every step sent a dull, deep ache radiating from her violated core. A hot, thick dribble of his spend traced a path from her stretched rear entrance, down over her swollen pussy lips, and along her inner thigh. The sensation was a constant, humiliating reminder. She’d taken it. She’d begged for it. And her body still thrummed with the aftershocks of that shocking, all-consuming climax.

The reception area on the ground floor was all marble and muted corporate art. Freedom was just beyond the revolving doors. She focused on them, her head down, her bag held like a shield against her chest. Just a few more steps.

“Candy! Hey!”

Her stomach plummeted. The voice was Jake’s, bright and mocking. She looked up. There they were, clustered by the security desk like a tribunal: Sophie, sleek and smiling, Aisha, composed and watchful, Jake with his arrogant lean, and Ben, looking nervous but eager. They were all waiting. For her.

She tried to walk faster, to pretend she hadn’t heard, to melt into the stream of departing staff.

“Candy, wait up!” Sophie called, her voice cutting through the lobby’s murmur. There was no escape. Candy stopped, turning slowly, her face a mask she hoped was neutral.

“We’re heading for a drink,” Sophie announced, her eyes sweeping over Candy’s dishevelled blouse, the slight tremor in her hands. “You’re coming.”

“I… I can’t,” Candy stammered, the words thick. “I’m really tired. I just want to go home.”

Jake barked a short, ugly laugh. “I bet.” His gaze was a physical touch, lingering on her mouth, then dropping lower. “Long afternoon with Daniel, was it? More ‘stress relief’?”

The heat of a furious blush scorched her cheeks. They knew. Of course they knew. They knew about everything. The morning with Sophie and Aisha, the noon with Gary, the afternoon with Daniel. Her entire day was an open book of her degradation.

She shook her head, mute, and took another step towards the doors.

“Candy,” Sophie’s voice rang out, clear and sharp, making a nearby security guard glance over. Candy froze. “Before you go… I have to ask.” A theatrical pause. “Have you had a train run on you up there this afternoon?”

The world seemed to tilt. The crude, specific slang hit her with the force of a punch. A train. Multiple men. One after the other. It was so close to the truth it stole the air from her lungs. Her face went from flushed to a bright, mortified scarlet. She couldn’t speak. She couldn’t breathe. She just stood there, exposed, the slow trickle between her legs feeling like a flood.

Sophie’s smile was a razor slash of triumph. She’d scored a direct hit. She’d seen the confirmation in Candy’s reaction. Aisha gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod, her analytical mind filing the data away. Jake grinned, shaking his head in mock disbelief. Ben just stared, his mouth slightly agape.

Without another word, Candy turned and fled, pushing through the revolving doors with clumsy force. The cool evening air did nothing to soothe the fire in her face. The tram stop was a merciful half-block away. She climbed aboard, finding an empty seat at the back, and slumped into it, her body screaming in protest as she sat. The dull, full ache in her rear flared, a private brand.

The tram jolted into motion. She stared out the window at the blurring city, but she saw none of it. Her mind was a reel of today’s horrors and pleasures, inseparable now.

Sophie and Aisha’s pussys, eaten clean on my knees in a meeting room. The taste, musky and complex, the feel of their thighs trembling under my hands.

Daniel’s cock, sucked dry in his office just hours later. The stretch of my lips, the bitter salt on my tongue, the cold command in his eyes.

Gary’s short, fat cock in the café kitchen. The gritty floor, the smell of grease, the audience of my peers with their phones out, recording my every gag.

And then Daniel again. Taking me to the ‘next level.’

Her body clenched internally at the memory, a fresh pulse of wetness mixing with the slowly leaking mess he’d left inside her. The initial, tearing pain. The terrifying stretch. The moment of surrender when she’d begged him to fuck her ass. The way the pain had transmuted, melting into a pleasure so deep and dark it felt like her soul was being remade. The way her climax had ripped through her as he came inside that forbidden place. The look on his face as he’d watched his own seed drip out of her.

“You greedy little bitch,” Sophie had called her. She was right. Candy was greedy. But not for power anymore. Not for advantage. She was greedy for this. For the annihilation of her own will. For the searing clarity of total submission. The ambition that had driven her here was a ghost. In its place was a raw, hungry need to be used, to be marked, to be reminded of her place.

She was a free use slut. The title, which had horrified her just days ago, now settled over her shoulders like a familiar, heavy cloak. It was the truth. It was her identity. Sophie’s public humiliation in the lobby wasn’t an attack; it was an affirmation. They were all just stating facts.

The tram rattled on. Candy shifted slightly, wincing. The ache was a grounding, precious thing. A receipt. Proof of the transaction. She had given Daniel something no one else had, and he had taken it. He owned a part of her now, literally and irrevocably.

She wondered, with a detachment that felt new, what the next level after this could possibly be. The thought didn’t frighten her. It sent a slow, curious thrill through her exhausted, satisfied body.

The tram slowed for her stop. She stood, her movements still careful, and stepped out into the twilight. The walk to her shared house was a quiet pilgrimage. Each step squelched softly, the evidence of her day’s work still making its presence known. She didn’t hurry. She embraced the feeling. The humiliation, the arousal, the submission, it was all just sensation now. It was all just her.

She let herself in, the empty hallway echoing. She went straight to the bathroom, locking the door. She didn’t turn on the bright overhead light, just the softer one above the mirror. She needed to see.

She peeled off her clothes, letting them fall to the tiles. She turned, craning her neck to look at her reflection over her shoulder. In the dim light, her ass was a landscape of faint, pink handprints over a deeper, rosy blush. Between the rounded cheeks, her rear hole was visibly puffy, reddened, stretched. A glistening, creamy trail of Daniel’s cum was still seeping from it, a slow, persistent leak. She reached back, her fingers trembling, and touched the swollen, tender rim. A sharp gasp escaped her, followed by a low moan. The touch sent a bolt of electric sensation straight to her clit, which was still throbbing.

She was ruined. Beautifully, completely ruined. And she had never felt more alive.

She got into the shower, letting the hot water sluice over her. It stung the sore flesh of her ass, but she welcomed the sting. She soaped her body, her hands moving over her breasts, her stomach, between her legs. She was tender everywhere. She was marked everywhere.

As the water ran clean, she stepped out and towelled off with a strange, new tenderness towards her own body. She didn’t bother with clothes. She walked naked to her room, the cool air a caress on her sensitized skin. She lay on her bed, on her side, one hand curled between her thighs, not to masturbate, but just to feel the heat, the lingering, swollen wetness.

The images played again behind her closed eyelids. Not as nightmares, but as trophies. This is what you are, they whispered. This is what you chose. This is what you needed all along.

A deep, full-body shudder ran through her, not an orgasm, but a final, settling acknowledgment. The ambitious intern was gone. In her place was something else. Something simpler. Something owned.

She fell into a deep, dreamless sleep, the faint, satisfied smile on her lips the only clue to her new peace.


BOOK FOUR TEASER
The Gangbang

Candy always believed she controlled the narrative.

She chose the skirt.
She chose the blouse.
She chose the smile that lingered half a second too long.

She told herself every step had been strategic. Every surrender temporary. Every compromise calculated.

But the office has changed.

What was once whispered between closed doors is no longer private. What was once an arrangement between two people has become knowledge shared. And knowledge, in the wrong hands, becomes leverage.

In Book Four, Candy discovers what happens when power stops being personal.

When the hierarchy becomes collective.
When the watching turns into expectation.
When the men stop competing… and start collaborating.

The room is no longer empty.
The door is no longer locked.
And Candy is no longer negotiating with one voice.

She thought ambition required sacrifice.
She never imagined it would require an audience.

Now the question isn’t whether she can endure it.

The question is how far the office will take her;
and whether she’s already decided to let them.

And in Book Four we have Candy’s first true gangbang!


If you like ‘Candy’ you will probably thoroughly enjoy:
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Taboo: Taming Geneva Ashford

By Emma Sluttily

She arrived in Canary Wharf to build a career.

The fabric of her charcoal pencil skirt traced the curve of her hips with effortless precision. Her full, firm chest rose confidently beneath silk. Her waist narrowed elegantly, her long, sculpted legs moving with the control of someone who had always understood the power of being watched.

Geneva Ashford knew exactly how men reacted to her.

She knew how attention shifted when she entered a room.
How conversations paused.
How desire altered negotiations.

Beauty had always been her advantage.

Until she stepped inside a tower where beauty wasn’t currency, it was leverage.

Adrian Ward, heir to one of London’s most powerful financial empires, does not chase. He does not flirt. He does not compete.

He selects.

Cold. Composed. Untouchable. From the moment his eyes settle on Geneva, she understands something unsettling: she is no longer the one setting the rules.

And watching quietly from the shadows is Daniel Hargrave, married, disciplined, observant, a man who never interferes… and never misses anything.

What begins as ambition becomes something far more dangerous.

Control shifts.
Lines blur.
Power consolidates.

Geneva thought she was using her beauty to climb.

Instead, she finds herself being shaped. Tested. Managed.

And in a world where power is inherited and obedience is expected, she must decide:

Is she being broken?

Or is she being trained?

Taboo: Taming Geneva Ashford
A dark corporate romance of ambition, dominance, control, and the price of being desired in the wrong room.
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