
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo Story of Candy the Office Tease

BOOK ONE

From Office Tease to Office Property

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


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.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One: First Impressions

The reception area rose up around them in glass and steel, all polished surfaces and quiet confidence. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over Manchester’s business district, grey skies reflected in mirrored towers. Screens on the walls looped glossy trailers, dramatic voiceovers, familiar faces. This was where television got made, and everyone standing on the marble floor knew it.

Ten interns stood together, pretending not to look at one another while doing exactly that.

Some checked their phones too often. Others straightened jackets that did not need straightening. Shoes shifted. Smiles appeared and vanished. They were all dressed carefully, not formally enough to look stiff, not casually enough to look unserious. Everyone wanted to belong here.

Candy arrived last.

She walked through the revolving doors with easy confidence, heels clicking lightly across the polished floor, blonde hair spilling down her back in soft waves that caught the light. Her outfit was not accidental. The fitted skirt clung to her hips and rounded backside, moulding to the heart-shaped firmness of her ass as she moved. The silk blouse was smooth and elegant, but cut low enough to frame the full, heavy swell of her breasts, pressed forward and impossible to ignore. They sat high and firm against the fabric, drawing the eye again and again, whether people meant to look or not.

Candy knew exactly what she looked like. She knew the contrast between her slim waist and her generous curves, the way her body flared where other women’s did not. She knew how her chest filled the space in front of her, how the line of her blouse emphasised it, how men’s gazes dipped before they caught themselves. She knew how her skirt rode just high enough on her long, shapely legs to feel daring without ever appearing cheap.

She moved slowly, deliberately, hips swaying with each step, aware of the attention she created simply by crossing a room. Her body was not just beautiful, it was commanding. It demanded to be seen. And Candy did nothing to hide it.

She carried herself like someone who expected to be noticed, not out of vanity, but out of certainty. Her curves were not a side effect of who she was, they were part of how she moved through the world, part of how she intended to get what she wanted.

And she was.

Heads turned almost instinctively. Conversations paused. One of the young men glanced up and forgot, briefly, what he had been saying. Candy took in the room with a slow, casual glance, then smiled to herself and crossed the floor to the group.

“Hi,” she said lightly. “Interns, right?”

Introductions followed, names exchanged, hands shaken. Candy remembered them all immediately. Sophie Langford, immaculate and cool, offering a polite smile that did not reach her eyes. Jake Morrison, tall, confident, assessing her openly without apology. Ben Carter, quieter, nervous, blushing when Candy met his gaze for half a second too long. Aisha Rahman, calm and observant, eyes sharp as she took Candy in from head to toe.

As Candy joined the loose circle, the atmosphere shifted.

Whispers began almost immediately.

“Did you see her blouse?”
“She knows exactly what she’s doing.”
“Already playing the game.”

Candy pretended not to hear, but she did. She always did. She had learned long ago that people were louder when they thought you were too busy being admired to listen.

A couple of the men were caught looking at her longer than felt polite. One of them realised it a second too late, his eyes lingering on the curve of her body before flicking sharply away when Candy glanced in his direction. Colour crept up his neck. He adjusted his stance, suddenly very interested in the floor. For some of them, it was genuinely difficult not to look.

Jake noticed it all.

He watched the way attention bent toward her, the way eyes betrayed people before they could stop themselves. Candy didn’t even need to try. She stood there, relaxed, letting her body do the work for her, and Jake felt a flicker of something sharp and unfamiliar. Not jealousy exactly. More like irritation at how easily she commanded the room without asking permission. He met her gaze briefly, held it, then smiled to himself, amused and unsettled in equal measure.

Sophie folded her arms slightly, her expression unreadable. Ben looked away, then looked back again, caught between curiosity and self-consciousness. Aisha said nothing, but watched everything.

Behind the desk, the receptionist cleared her throat.

“Good morning. If you’re here for the internship programme, someone will be with you shortly.”

Candy leaned subtly against the desk, crossing one long leg over the other. It was a small movement, casual, but it shifted attention her way again. She felt it, the familiar prickle of eyes on skin, and let it happen.

This was only the first day.

And already, she could tell.

Everyone was measuring everyone else.

And some of them were already afraid.


Chapter Two: Appraisal

They were still waiting.

The reception area had settled into a low, restless hum, the interns clustered loosely together, pretending to check emails, adjusting clothes, glancing at the screens looping glossy trailers overhead. Candy stood just outside the circle now, leaning lightly against a glass column, watching them through lowered lashes.

This was her habit. Before she decided how to play a room, she learned who was in it. Her attention moved round the room

She started with Jake.

Jake Morrison stood slightly apart, tall and relaxed, hands loose at his sides, confidence radiating from him without effort. He was striking, broad-shouldered beneath a fitted jacket, with a strong jaw, deep brown skin, and an easy, self-assured smile that suggested he was used to being noticed and liked. His hair was kept neat and deliberate, his style simple but precise, clean trainers, slim trousers, an open collar that showed comfort rather than carelessness.

Candy noticed the way he occupied space without apology. The way people subtly oriented toward him without realising it. He was attractive, undeniably so, but more than that, he knew it. He carried himself like someone who expected attention as a baseline, not as a gift, and felt entitled to hold it once it arrived.

Their eyes met briefly.

Jake didn’t look away.

He held her gaze for a second too long, the corner of his mouth lifting as if he were already enjoying the game. Candy felt the spark of it immediately; chemistry edged with competition. Jake carried himself like her male equivalent, confident, attractive, used to being noticed, and he assumed, without arrogance but without doubt, that she would feel it too. Men always did. He saw the way they looked at her, the way the room bent toward her curves, and he recognised the same pull he was used to exerting himself. Jake was someone who expected desire to be mutual, who expected to win, and who would not enjoy losing.

Candy saw it in his eyes. The assumption. The quiet certainty that whatever spark he felt was mirrored in her, that attraction like his was naturally returned. She recognised the type instantly, men who moved through rooms expecting interest to flow both ways, who mistook chemistry for entitlement. She didn’t challenge it. She didn’t encourage it either. She let the moment stretch just long enough for him to wonder, then broke eye contact first, calm and unreadable, already deciding that Jake’s confidence might be useful later, but only if she chose to make it so.

Interesting.

Her attention shifted next to Ben.

Ben Carter stood nearer the desk, shoulders slightly hunched, fingers laced together as if unsure where to put them. He was lean, quietly handsome in an understated way, dark hair falling a little into his eyes, glasses he kept adjusting when he was nervous. There was something gentle about him, something careful.

Candy caught him looking at her reflection in the glass, his gaze flicking quickly away when he realised, he’d been caught. His ears flushed red. He swallowed, straightened, then immediately relaxed again, as if trying not to draw attention to himself.

Ben noticed her body, she could tell, but it unsettled him rather than emboldened him. He was the kind who would watch from the edges, absorb everything, remember more than people realised.

A witness.

Then Sophie.

Sophie Langford stood with her arms folded lightly, posture perfect, chin lifted, eyes sharp. She was tall and slim, her frame long and elegant, the kind of body built on discipline rather than indulgence. The tailored blazer she wore skimmed her figure neatly, accentuating narrow hips and a flat stomach, while the fitted blouse beneath made it impossible to miss that her bust was firm and full enough to draw attention, even through her deliberately conservative styling.

Her hair was neat, makeup minimal, every choice precise. She was very attractive, but in a controlled way, beauty held in check rather than offered up. Where Candy’s body announced itself, Sophie’s demanded to be taken seriously first. Her femininity was structured, disciplined, as if she refused to let her looks speak before her credentials did.

Sophie looked Candy up and down openly, not lingering on any one detail, but taking in the whole picture. The blouse. The skirt. The legs. The confidence. Candy felt the assessment like a cool hand on her skin.

There was irritation there. And something else too, a flicker of comparison Sophie would never admit to herself.

Sophie would not underestimate her. That made her dangerous.

Finally, Aisha.

Aisha Rahman leaned casually against a chair, one ankle crossed over the other, phone idle in her hand. She was a very beautiful young Black woman with deep ebony skin that caught the light softly, long, elegant legs that seemed to go on forever, and a full, feminine bust that filled her fitted top without ever looking overstated. Her body was confident but controlled, curves held in quiet balance rather than put on display.

She wore her confidence subtly, well-fitted clothes, clean lines, no unnecessary flourishes. Her posture was relaxed, but there was nothing loose about her attention. Her expression remained neutral, observant, eyes sharp beneath the calm.

Aisha’s gaze lingered on Candy with curiosity rather than judgement. She clocked the curves, the posture, the way Candy stood slightly apart on purpose, fully aware of her own impact. And then Aisha looked past it, as if already asking what came next.

Aisha understood systems. She understood people. And she understood that Candy’s body was part of the equation, not the whole of it.

Candy exhaled slowly.

Four very different players.

Jake would challenge her.
Ben would watch her.
Sophie would resent her.
Aisha would study her.

Candy shifted her weight, feeling the familiar awareness ripple through the group as her body moved, the subtle tightening of attention she had already learned to recognise. She had taken in the others too, the remaining faces, the nervous smiles, the forgettable postures, already filed away as background rather than players.

Good.

She had what she needed.

The doors would open soon. The real game would begin.

And Candy was already several moves ahead.


Chapter Three: Introductions

Daniel Reed arrived in reception with another manager a few minutes later, his presence immediately shifting the room. He was dressed impeccably, tailored suit, easy smile, the relaxed authority of someone who belonged here. As his eyes moved across the group, he offered a general welcome, professional, warm, practised.

Then his gaze reached Candy.

It paused.

Only briefly, but long enough to register. The line of her body was impossible to miss, the full swell of her chest framed by silk, the clean curve down to her waist, the way her skirt hugged her hips as she stood slightly apart from the others. Daniel felt the instinctive pull of it before he checked himself. First impressions, he reminded himself. Presentation. Branding.

“Good morning,” he said. “If you’ll all follow me, we’ll get started.”

Candy moved first without quite meaning to. Or perhaps she did. Her heels clicked softly as she fell into step beside him, her body naturally drawing the eye as she walked. Daniel gestured them toward the lift, aware of the way attention followed her, aware too of how the room seemed to tighten around her presence.

They were led through glass corridors and open-plan floors, past desks already humming with activity, until they reached a large conference room overlooking the city. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed Manchester in grey and silver. A long table dominated the centre of the room.

“Take a seat,” Daniel said.

Candy chose her chair carefully, one of the lower-backed ones along the side. When she sat, her skirt tightened over her hips, her long legs crossing easily. She leaned back, relaxed, aware of the way her blouse pulled slightly across her chest with the movement.

Daniel took the head of the table. Another manager, Claire, sat beside him.

They began with the basics. Company culture. Professional standards. Confidentiality. Expectations. The words were familiar, but Candy noticed how often Daniel’s gaze drifted back to her, catching himself each time and redirecting it somewhere safer.

“Let’s go around the table,” Claire said. “Introduce yourselves.”

Jake went first.

“Jake Morrison,” he said easily. “Media and communications. I’ve worked freelance on a few projects already.” He spoke with confidence, shoulders relaxed, voice steady. When he glanced at Candy, there was a faint smile there, a recognition. He liked attention. He just wasn’t used to sharing it.

Ben followed, quieter.

“Ben Carter. I’m more on the technical side. Editing, post-production.” He cleared his throat and avoided looking directly at Candy, though his eyes flicked toward her once, briefly, before dropping again.

Sophie introduced herself crisply, posture straight, voice controlled.

“Sophie Langford. Broadcast journalism. I’m interested in development and research.” Her gaze slid to Candy for half a second, sharp and assessing, before returning to the managers.

Aisha spoke next, calm and measured.

“Aisha Rahman. Production management. I’ve worked in coordination roles before.” She met Daniel’s eyes confidently, then glanced at Candy, not with judgement, but with something closer to curiosity.

Finally, it was Candy’s turn.

She leaned forward slightly, resting her forearms on the table. The movement was small, but it drew attention immediately, the fabric of her blouse pulling tighter, the curve of her body impossible to ignore.

“I’m Candy Taylor,” she said, smiling. “I studied media performance and production. I’m really excited to be here.”

Her voice was warm, assured. She did not rush. She let the silence sit for a beat after she finished, aware of the eyes on her, aware of the effect.

Daniel nodded, a little too quickly.

“Right,” he said. “Well. Let’s get started.”

As the meeting continued, Candy listened, asked questions at just the right moments, shifted in her seat when attention waned. Each movement felt casual, but nothing about it was accidental.

Jake watched her from the corner of his eye, irritation and interest tangling together. Sophie sat straighter, jaw tight. Ben struggled to concentrate. Aisha filed everything away quietly.

And Daniel, despite himself, was already thinking about Candy far more than he should have been.

And already, the balance in the room had shifted.


Chapter Four: Presence

The conference room door opened without ceremony.

Conversation dipped instinctively, not because anyone had been told to stop talking, but because the atmosphere changed. Daniel straightened slightly in his chair before he even turned around.

“Ah,” he said, standing. “Perfect timing.”

The man who entered the room did not rush. Marcus Hale moved with an unhurried confidence that needed no announcement. He was dressed simply, dark suit, crisp shirt, no tie, the kind of restraint that suggested he did not need to impress anyone in the room. His presence was calm, contained, unmistakably authoritative.

“This is Marcus Hale,” Daniel said to the interns. “Our executive director.”

Eyes lifted around the table.

Marcus’s gaze swept the group once, slow and deliberate. He took them in as a whole, assessing posture, expressions, nerves.

Then his eyes reached Candy.

They did not widen. They did not linger obviously. But they stopped.

Candy felt it immediately.

It was different from the looks she was used to, not hungry, not distracted, not trying to disguise itself. It was measured. Appraising. As if he were noting a detail that mattered. She held his gaze for a fraction longer than politeness required, chin lifted slightly, shoulders back, fully aware of how her body filled the chair she sat in.

For the first time that morning, she felt something shift inside her.

Interest, yes.

But also, something closer to caution.

Marcus looked away first, not because he had to, but because he chose to.

He moved to the head of the table beside Daniel, resting his hands lightly on the back of a chair without sitting.

“Good morning,” he said. His voice was calm, even, carrying easily across the room without effort. “I won’t keep you long.”

The interns leaned in without realising they were doing it.

“This company runs on pressure,” Marcus continued. “Deadlines. Decisions. Taste. You’ll be watched. You’ll be assessed. Sometimes fairly, sometimes not.” A faint pause. “That’s the industry.”

His eyes flicked briefly back toward Candy, so fast it might have been imagined.

“We brought you in because you stood out on paper. What happens next depends on how you conduct yourselves in the room, not just how hard you work.” He let that settle. “Pay attention. Be useful. Learn who to listen to.”

Candy felt the words land in her body as much as her mind.

Not flirtation. Not encouragement.

A challenge.

Marcus straightened. “I look forward to seeing which of you understands that.”

He nodded once, a small, definitive gesture, then turned toward the door.

As he passed Candy’s chair, his gaze dropped briefly, not to her face this time, but to the line of her posture, the way she sat with composed confidence, her body unmistakably present even in stillness.

Candy felt the awareness like a touch she could not quite place.

When the door closed behind him, the room seemed to exhale.

Daniel cleared his throat.

“Right,” he said, forcing a smile. “Let’s continue.”

But Candy barely heard him.

Her attention lingered on the space Marcus had occupied, on the quiet certainty in his voice, the way he had looked at her not as a distraction, but as something to be measured.

For the first time since she’d walked through the doors that morning, Candy understood something clearly.

Daniel noticed her.

Marcus evaluated her.

And she knew which one mattered more.


Chapter Five: Placement

They didn’t announce the assignments all at once.

Daniel led them out of the conference room and into a wide, open space just off the main corridor, glass walls on one side, the low hum of the building pressing in around them. This felt different now. Less ceremonial. More real.

“Right,” he said, clapping his hands once. “We’ll get you settled into your departments. You won’t all be together anymore, but you’ll see each other around.”

Candy clocked the wording immediately.

Not together anymore.

Claire stepped forward with a tablet, calling names one by one.

“Jake Morrison. Development and talent.”

Jake nodded, a flash of satisfaction crossing his face. Development was visible, competitive, close to decision-making. He liked that. As Daniel pointed him down the corridor toward the lifts, Jake shot Candy a glance, quick and confident, as if to say, still close enough.

“Sophie Langford. Editorial research.”

Sophie’s expression didn’t change, but Candy saw the way her shoulders settled. Research meant credibility. Standards. A place where rules still mattered. Sophie gave Daniel a professional smile and followed Jake toward the same bank of lifts, though she didn’t look at him.

“Ben Carter. Post-production.”

Ben blinked, then nodded, already half disappearing into himself as Claire explained which floor. Editing suites. Long hours. Less noise. He adjusted his glasses, murmured thanks, and drifted off in the opposite direction.

Candy watched him go, already sensing how much Ben would see without ever being noticed.

“Aisha Rahman. Production coordination.”

Aisha smiled, slow and knowing. Coordination meant movement. Schedules. Access. She didn’t ask questions, just listened, already mapping the building in her head. When her eyes met Candy’s, there was a brief, almost conspiratorial look there.

Then Claire paused.

“And Candy Taylor.”

Candy felt it before it happened. The small shift in the room. Attention tightening.

“You’ll be working with executive support,” Daniel said. “Shadowing Marcus Hale’s PA.”

There it was.

Candy kept her face neutral, but inside, something clicked into place. Executive level. Proximity. Visibility. She didn’t look at Jake, didn’t look at Sophie. She focused on Daniel, nodding once, as if this were simply where she belonged.

“Great,” she said. “Thank you.”

Daniel gestured toward the lifts at the far end of the corridor, the ones marked executive access. “You’ll come with me.”

Candy moved without hesitation. As she passed the others, she felt it again, that subtle awareness, eyes following her, questions forming behind polite expressions.

Jake’s smile tightened, just slightly.
Sophie’s jaw set.
Ben watched her go, thoughtful.
Aisha’s gaze lingered, assessing rather than judging.

The remaining interns were assigned quickly after that, names and departments blurring together. Marketing. Analytics. Operations. Background roles, already fading.

Candy stepped into the lift beside Daniel, glass doors sliding shut with a soft, decisive sound.

As the lift rose, she caught her reflection in the mirrored wall. The line of her body. The confidence in her posture. The way her placement had already changed the shape of the group without her saying a word.

Different floors. Different access.

Same building.

And Candy, rising quietly through the middle of it.


Chapter Six: Lunch Break

The café was already busy when Candy arrived, a bright, noisy space tucked between departments, full of movement and the low hum of people finally exhaling. Coffee machines hissed. Cutlery clinked. Conversations overlapped.

She felt the shift as soon as she joined the queue.

It always happened when she entered a more relaxed space, somewhere people let their guard down. Eyes that had been professional upstairs now drifted, caught on the familiar lines of her body, the fullness of her chest framed neatly by her blouse, the slim curve of her waist above the gentle swell of her hips. Candy didn’t acknowledge it. She never needed to. She simply stood as she always did, shoulders back, weight settled comfortably, letting attention do what it always did.

Ben was directly in front of her, tray already in hand. He glanced back as she stepped closer, then quickly looked away again, ears colouring slightly. Jake stood just beyond him, relaxed, talking easily with Aisha, his gaze flicking toward Candy and lingering without apology. Sophie joined the queue behind them, taking Candy in with a brief, sharp look before fixing her attention firmly on the menu.

“Looks like we all survived the morning,” Candy said lightly.

Jake smiled. “Barely.”

They shuffled forward together. Aisha talked about schedules, how she already felt like she was walking the length of the building on repeat. Sophie mentioned research systems and briefings, her voice crisp, controlled. Jake spoke about development meetings, ideas being thrown around, people trying to impress.

Candy listened, adding just enough to stay central without dominating. She mentioned shadowing the PA, nothing more. She noticed how that single detail subtly altered the tone. Jake’s interest sharpened. Sophie’s mouth tightened almost imperceptibly.

At the till, Ben hesitated, then reached for Candy’s tray. Their fingers brushed as he took it from her, his grip lingering just a fraction too long before he pulled back, flustered.

They found a table by the windows. Candy slid into her chair, crossing her long legs smoothly. The movement tightened her skirt across her hips; drew a glance she pretended not to notice. She leaned back, relaxed, her posture open, aware of how her blouse shifted slightly with the motion.

Conversation flowed easily at first.

Then Ben turned toward her.

“You seem really comfortable,” he said, voice softer now, attention fixed on her. “I mean, most people would be nervous. But you just… walk in like you own the place.”

Candy met his gaze, smiling. She didn’t move away. She didn’t move closer. She let the moment sit exactly where it was.

“I like to make an impression,” she said.

Ben laughed, encouraged, leaning in without quite realising he was doing it. His eyes dipped, then snapped back up. “It’s working,” he added, quickly. “I mean, the confidence. It’s impressive.”

Jake watched from across the table, expression unreadable, his body angled back but his attention very much forward. Sophie stared down at her food, jaw tight. Aisha observed quietly, eyes flicking between them.

Ben cleared his throat. “If you ever want company,” he said, words tumbling out now, “you know, coffee, or just finding your way around, I’d really like that.”

Candy felt the table go still.

She tilted her head slightly, considering him, her body still, her smile warm. The silence stretched just long enough to be felt.

“I’ll see how my schedule looks,” she said gently.

Not a rejection. Not an invitation.

Ben nodded quickly, relief and hope tangled together. “Yeah. Of course.”

Lunch continued, but the dynamic had shifted.

Ben sat straighter, trying not to look too eager.
Jake studied Candy with new intensity, recalibrating.
Sophie spoke less, listening more.

Across the table, Sophie’s eyes flicked briefly to Aisha’s. It was a quick look, sharp and knowing, the kind exchanged between women who had seen this moment play out more times than they cared to count. Aisha met it calmly, one eyebrow lifting just slightly before she looked back at Candy, then at Ben, the sequence already logged.

No words were needed.

Aisha took mental notes.

That glance does a lot of quiet work, it shows Sophie’s judgement, Aisha’s understanding, and that Candy’s effect is now being tracked, not just felt.

Candy ate calmly, unhurried, fully aware that even here, even now, her presence had altered the shape of the moment.

It was only lunch.

And already, the lines were being drawn.




Chapter Seven: Corridors

By the following morning, the building already felt different.

The interns were no longer new arrivals clustered together in reception. They were scattered now, absorbed into departments, learning names, routines, rhythms. Candy moved through the executive floor with quiet familiarity, a slim folder tucked against her side, heels tapping softly against carpeted corridors.

Late morning, she was sent downstairs with documents for Daniel.

She welcomed the excuse to move.

The corridor she took was long and bright, lined with glass offices and framed photographs from past productions. Ahead of her, two senior executives stood in conversation, both middle-aged, impeccably dressed, the kind of men who wore expensive suits as armour rather than decoration.

Candy felt it before she reached them.

As she passed, their conversation faltered for just a moment. Not enough to be obvious, not enough to draw comment, but enough to register. Candy felt it immediately, that familiar awareness at her back, the quiet certainty of eyes dropping once she had gone by. She knew the type of look without needing to see it, quick, appreciative, lingering longer than politeness allowed, taking in the rounded shape of her ass as it swayed beneath the fitted skirt.

She didn’t turn. She didn’t hurry. She never did. Her pace stayed measured and unbothered, hips moving naturally, deliberately unrestrained. If they were going to look, she would let them. The moment belonged to them, and she carried on down the corridor, fully aware of the effect she left behind.

By the time she reached Daniel’s floor, she could still feel it humming lightly under her skin. She had been noticed more than once on the way, caught looks that lingered too long, particularly from older men who glanced when they thought no one was watching. But not only them. A couple of younger guys hadn’t even bothered to hide it, their eyes tracking the curve of her hips, the way her body moved through the corridor. Candy registered it all without breaking stride. It was familiar. It was expected. And it followed her right up to Daniel’s office door.

Daniel’s secretary sat at her desk outside his office, efficient, composed, typing rapidly.

“Hi,” Candy said softly. “I’ve been asked to drop these off for Daniel.”

She shifted the folder in her hands, waiting.

“Of course,” the secretary replied, reaching out. “I’ll take them.”

Candy stepped forward, about to pass them over.

The office door opened behind the desk.

Daniel stepped out mid-sentence, jacket slung neatly over one arm. His eyes lifted automatically and landed on Candy.

And paused.

Her prettiness hit first. The open, polished face, the soft blonde hair, the easy confidence. Then the rest followed, the full curve of her chest beneath the blouse, the narrow waist, the way her skirt traced the shape of her hips as she stood there waiting. It was an immediate, physical reaction, one he masked a fraction too late.

Candy turned toward him smoothly.

“Hi,” she said. “I was just bringing these up for you.”

She held the folder out, posture relaxed, shoulders back. She was fully aware of how she looked standing there, how her body filled the small space between desk and door.

Daniel hesitated.

Just for a beat.

Then he smiled, professional, controlled, and glanced at his secretary with a look that was almost amused.

“That’s fine,” he said. “You can pass them to Sarah. She’ll make sure I get them.”

He didn’t take the folder.

Candy’s smile didn’t falter. She nodded, understanding the signal even if she didn’t yet know what it meant.

“Of course,” she said easily.

She handed the documents to the secretary, who accepted them without comment, though her eyes flicked briefly between Daniel and Candy, catching the moment.

Daniel stepped back toward his office, pausing once more.

Candy didn’t let the moment slip away entirely.

“Busy day?” she asked lightly, her voice warm, conversational. She smiled up at him, that easy, flirtatious smile she used so naturally, open without being overt, inviting without demanding. She shifted her weight as she spoke, a small movement that subtly reasserted the presence of her body in the space between them.

Daniel hesitated.

“Always,” he said with a short, controlled laugh. “There’s never really a quiet one.”

Candy nodded, attentive. “I can imagine. Everything seems to move very fast up here.”

It was harmless on the surface. Polite. Professional. But the way she held his gaze, the softness of her expression, the confidence in her posture, made it feel like more than small talk.

“I can imagine you’re always in the middle of everything,” Candy added lightly. Her tone was curious rather than prying, the kind of comment that invited conversation without demanding it. She smiled as she said it, warm and engaged, clearly interested in him, not just his title.

Daniel let out a small breath of a laugh. “That’s one way of putting it,” he said. “It comes with the job.”

She nodded, as if genuinely considering that. “It must be… intense,” she said. “But interesting.”

For a moment, it almost worked. The conversation hovered there, on the edge of becoming something longer, something less contained.

Then Daniel glanced back toward his office again, the pull of responsibility reasserting itself.

“Well,” he said, straightening slightly, “I should get back to it. But welcome aboard. It’s good to see you finding your feet.”

“Of course,” Candy replied smoothly. “I won’t keep you.”

She didn’t sound disappointed. She didn’t need to.

Daniel gave her a nod, polite, restrained, and turned back into his office. The door closed quietly behind him.

Candy stood there for a second longer, then turned away, her heels clicking softly as she walked back down the corridor. She wore a faint, satisfied smile, not because she had pushed too far, but because she hadn’t needed to.

Behind the closed door, Daniel paused before returning to his desk, aware that professionalism had won the moment, and equally aware of how close it had come to not doing so.


Chapter Eight: Observations

Daniel arrived just after ten.

Candy was seated at the desk opposite Marcus Hale’s PA, headset on, screen open, posture composed. She looked up as footsteps approached, already aware of him before he spoke. She always was.

“Morning,” Daniel said to the PA, his tone easy, familiar. “I’m expected.”

She smiled professionally. “Of course, Daniel.”

Candy felt his presence more than she saw it. When she glanced up, he nodded politely in her direction, formal, contained. His eyes met hers for a split second, then moved on. Deliberate. Controlled.

Candy noted it.

Daniel stepped past them and into Marcus’s office, the door closing softly behind him.

For a moment, the outer office settled back into its rhythm. Typing. Phones. Quiet efficiency.

Candy turned slightly in her chair.

“He’s very young,” she said casually, keeping her voice light as she looked back to her screen. “To be in such a senior position.”

The PA didn’t look up. “He’s been here a long time.”

Candy smiled faintly. “Still,” she added, as if thinking aloud. “His wife must be very proud.”

That did it.

The PA glanced over then, just briefly. Not unkindly. But sharp enough to land.

“I imagine so,” she said evenly. “Right, let’s focus. Marcus will need those notes in ten.”

Message received.

Candy nodded, unbothered, fingers returning to the keyboard. She hadn’t expected more. The information wasn’t the point. The reaction was.

Inside Marcus’s office, Daniel took a seat opposite the desk.

“How are they settling in?” Marcus asked, folding his hands loosely in front of him.

Daniel considered. “Mixed, as expected.”

He spoke first about Aisha. Calm. Capable. Already moving between teams with ease. Marcus nodded. “She understands systems,” he said. “Those are the ones that last.”

Ben came next. Quiet. Technically strong. Observant. “He watches more than he speaks,” Daniel said.

Marcus smiled faintly. “Often useful.”

Sophie was described with careful respect. Intelligent. Disciplined. Serious. “She believes in fairness,” Daniel said.

Marcus’s expression barely shifted. “This industry cures that,” he replied.

Jake prompted a pause.

“Confident,” Daniel said. “Charismatic. Ambitious. He expects to be noticed.”

Marcus nodded once. “They all do. Some more loudly than others.”

Then Daniel hesitated.

“And Candy,” he said.

Marcus leaned back slightly. “Yes.”

Daniel chose his words carefully. “She’s… very aware of herself. Of how she comes across. She’s already drawing attention.”

“Flirtatious,” Marcus said calmly.

“Yes,” Daniel agreed. “And ambitious.”

Marcus was quiet for a moment.

“She wants access,” he said eventually. “That’s clear.”

Daniel nodded. “She’s clever about it. Careful. For now.”

“She wants to win this,” Daniel said quietly. “And I’m not sure just how far she’s willing to go.”

Marcus didn’t look away. His expression remained calm, unreadable.

“That,” he replied evenly, “is usually the most interesting question.”

“One to watch,” he said.

“Yes,” Daniel replied.

Marcus’s gaze lingered a second longer.

“Ambition like that can be dangerous,” he said. “Or useful.”

Daniel didn’t respond immediately.

“That depends,” Marcus continued, “on whether it’s guided. Or left to burn itself out.”

Daniel exhaled slowly. “She’s young.”

Marcus smiled faintly. “So is the hunger.”

Daniel hesitated, then asked, “Hungry enough, do you think?”

Marcus finally turned back to him. “That depends,” he said calmly. “On what she thinks winning looks like.”

He paused, just long enough to let the thought land.

“And on who she believes gets to decide.”

Silence settled between them, not uncomfortable, but weighted.

Marcus broke it first. “Ambition like hers doesn’t need pushing,” he said evenly. “It just needs direction.”

Daniel’s jaw tightened slightly. “And boundaries?”

Marcus gave a small, knowing shrug. “Those are things people negotiate when they want something badly enough.”

Daniel glanced once more toward the glass wall. “She’s already offering more than she realises.”

“Exactly,” Marcus replied. “We don’t create the hunger. We observe it. And when the time comes, we decide how useful it is.”

Daniel nodded slowly. He didn’t like the clarity of it. But he understood it.

Outside, Candy shifted in her chair, entirely unaware of the specifics, but not of the fact that something had changed. She could feel it. That familiar tightening. The sense of being discussed rather than seen.

She straightened slightly, fingers still moving across the keyboard.

The game was no longer hypothetical.

And somewhere above her, two men were already considering what her ambition might be worth.


Chapter Nine: Favour

Candy noticed the change before anyone said anything.

It was subtle at first. A pause when her name was mentioned. A look exchanged between Daniel and the PA before she was included in something she hadn’t been included in yesterday. An invitation framed as convenience rather than opportunity.

“Candy, can you sit in on this one?”
“Candy, stay close, you might be useful.”
“Candy, don’t rush off just yet.”

She told herself everything she had planned was working.

By mid-afternoon, Daniel had asked her to join him in a small meeting room just off the executive floor. Nothing formal. No calendar invite. Just a quiet space with glass walls and a view of the city.

“Take notes if you like,” he said casually, closing the door behind them. “Or just listen.”

Candy chose a seat opposite him, crossing her legs neatly, settling into the chair with the same relaxed confidence she brought everywhere. She could feel the room recalibrate around her, the familiar awareness tightening the air.

Daniel talked through upcoming decisions. Intern evaluations. Development priorities. Nothing classified, but close enough to matter.

“You’re picking this up quickly,” he said at one point, glancing up from his notes. “Not everyone does.”

Candy smiled. “I pay attention.”

“I can tell.”

The way he said it made her sit a fraction taller.

When the meeting ended, Daniel didn’t rush to leave.

“Walk with me,” he said, already standing.

They moved down the corridor together, side by side, his pace unhurried, matched to hers without comment. Candy felt the attention again as they passed open offices, the way eyes followed her body first, then snapped to Daniel with curiosity.

At his door, he paused.

“You know,” he said lightly, “this place rewards people who understand how things actually work.”

Candy tilted her head. “I’m starting to see that.”

Daniel studied her for a moment, not her face this time, but the whole picture. The confidence. The presentation. The way she seemed entirely comfortable being looked at.

“I think you could go far here,” he said. “With the right guidance.”

There it was.

Candy felt a small thrill settle low in her stomach. Not attraction exactly. Anticipation.

“I appreciate that,” she replied. “I’m very motivated.”

Daniel smiled, professional, measured. “I know.”

He opened his office door, then stopped again.

“I might need your help later this week,” he added. “Nothing complicated. Just something I’d rather handle quietly.”

“Of course,” Candy said immediately.

She didn’t ask what it was. She didn’t need to.

As she walked away, she felt it clearly now. Not just attention. Expectation.

Candy told herself this was still her game.

She was being noticed because she was smart. Because she was confident. Because she knew how to present herself.

If her body helped open doors, that was simply how the world worked.

She hadn’t realised yet that the door Daniel was opening did not swing both ways.


Chapter Ten: Lunchtime Games

By the end of the first full week, the café felt familiar.

The initial nerves had faded, replaced by routine. People queued with purpose now, conversations looser, laughter easier. Candy arrived just after one, heels soft against the floor, already aware of the way heads lifted as she joined the line.

Jake was there with Ben, trays in hand. Sophie and Aisha were already at a table by the windows.

Jake spotted Candy immediately.

“Perfect timing,” he said easily, stepping aside as if by accident, guiding her forward with a hand at the small of her back that didn’t quite touch. When they reached the table, he shifted chairs smoothly, leaving the seat beside him open.

Candy noticed.

She always did.

She slid into the chair next to him, crossing her legs with deliberate ease, then stretching them out slightly beneath the table. The movement drew the skirt higher along her long shapely legs, leaving a surprising amount of toned bare thighs openly exposed, smooth, firm, and impossible not to notice. Candy was acutely aware of them, the strength in them, the way men’s eyes were drawn instinctively to bare thigh before reason caught up. They were one of her most effective weapons, and she used them with intention.

She felt Jake register it instantly. His gaze dipped, lingered on her thighs for a fraction too long before he corrected himself, his attention sharpening, his body angling subtly toward hers as if pulled in despite himself. Candy didn’t rush to pull the skirt back down. She let the moment sit, her thighs still on display, fully aware that she had his focus now, exactly where she wanted it.

Ben sat opposite, quieter than usual. Sophie gave Candy a polite nod. Aisha watched the seating arrangement with mild amusement.

“How’s everyone settling in?” Candy asked lightly.

Jake answered before anyone else could. “Busy. Competitive. Exactly what you’d expect.” His tone was relaxed, confident. “Some of us more than others.”

Candy smiled but didn’t respond directly.

As they ate, Jake kept the conversation flowing, leaning closer when he spoke to her, lowering his voice just enough to feel personal. He complimented her instincts, her confidence, the way she seemed to glide through the building like she already belonged.

Candy let it play out.

She laughed when it suited her. Met his gaze, then looked away first. Let her elbow brush his arm without acknowledging it. She could feel the familiar pull working, the way his attention tightened when she gave him just enough.

Ben watched quietly. Sophie listened, lips pressed together. Aisha clocked the rhythm immediately.

Eventually, Jake made his move.

“So,” he said casually, as if the thought had just occurred to him, “we should grab a drink sometime. After work. Somewhere decent.” He smiled, certain, warm. “Just us.”

Candy didn’t answer right away.

She took a sip of her drink, letting the silence stretch. She felt the eyes on her, the subtle anticipation around the table.

Then she turned to him, smile soft, almost regretful.

“That’s sweet,” she said. “But I’m really swamped right now.”

Jake’s smile didn’t drop, but it tightened.

“Another time, then,” he said easily.

“Maybe,” Candy replied. She tilted her head slightly, her tone gentle but final. “I’m trying to stay focused.”

She leaned back in her chair, unbothered, satisfied. She could feel it then, the small internal lift, the sense of having won something without effort.

Jake nodded, accepting it outwardly, though something had shifted behind his eyes.

Ben exhaled quietly, relief and disappointment tangled together.
Sophie looked away, but not before registering it, the second refusal in as many weeks, Candy leaving another man hanging without effort.
Aisha raised her eyebrows almost imperceptibly, the smallest acknowledgement of what had just happened. Two men. Two gentle dismissals. Candy choosing not to choose.

Candy returned to her lunch, calm and composed, entirely convinced of what the moment meant.

She had turned him down.

She had kept control.

What she didn’t realise yet was that she had won a game but not the battle.

And that the one she thought she was playing wasn’t the one being played around her.


Chapter Eleven: After Hours

By late afternoon, the executive floor had thinned out.

Phones rang less often. Conversations softened. The sharp edge of the workday dulled into something quieter, more intimate. Candy noticed the change as she finished her last task, leaning back in her chair and stretching her legs beneath the desk, fully aware of how the movement shifted the line of her skirt and drew the occasional, lingering glance from those still passing by.

She was just shutting down her screen when Daniel appeared at her desk.

“Candy,” he said easily.

She looked up, meeting his eyes with a composed smile, her posture open, shoulders back. Even seated, her presence filled the space, the curve of her body framed neatly by her clothes, impossible to ignore.

“Of course,” she said. “What can I help with?”

Daniel held a slim folder under his arm. His gaze flicked briefly to her face, then away again, controlled.

“I need these delivered tonight,” he said. “Personally. There’s a meeting I can’t be late for, and I don’t want them left lying around.”

Candy rose smoothly to her feet. The movement drew his attention despite himself, the way her slim waist flowed into rounded hips, the length of her legs revealed as the skirt settled again. Daniel felt the familiar pull, checked it, and told himself there was time. No rush. She wasn’t going anywhere. Whatever this was becoming, it would unfold on his terms, when the moment was right. Candy noticed the pause. She always did.

“No problem,” she said calmly.

Daniel hesitated, just a fraction.

“It’ll mean staying on a bit,” he added. “I wouldn’t normally ask.” A pause. “I wouldn’t ask anyone else.”

The words landed exactly as intended.

Candy felt the familiar lift, the sense of being chosen, of being singled out in a way that felt flattering rather than risky. She let a small smile linger as she answered, warm, open, just a shade more personal than necessary. “That’s fine,” she said. “I’m happy to help.”

She held his gaze as she spoke, long enough to register, long enough to feel the attention settle. It was a subtle thing, the kind of flirtation she had always trusted, friendly, confident, deniable if needed. Candy told herself it was nothing more than charm, that she was simply reinforcing the impression she wanted him to have. Useful. Willing. Easy to work with.

What she didn’t yet see was how easily that willingness could be reinterpreted.

They worked side by side for the next half hour, the floor growing quieter around them. With fewer people passing through, the atmosphere shifted. Candy became more conscious of herself, of how her body occupied the space, the way Daniel’s attention drifted back to her when he thought she wasn’t looking. She stayed professional, but she didn’t shrink. She didn’t soften her presence.

When Daniel finally stood, jacket already on, he glanced at her.

“Ready?”

She picked up the folder and followed him toward the lift. As the doors slid closed, the silence settled differently now. Not awkward. Just… focused.

For the first time since she’d started, Candy realised she was alone with him. Truly alone. No assistants. No meetings queued up. No buffer between them.

She caught her reflection in the mirrored wall. The blouse still crisp against her chest. The skirt still framing her hips. She hadn’t changed, but the context had.

Daniel checked his phone. “I appreciate this,” he said. “You’re reliable.”

Candy smiled. “I like being useful.”

He looked at her then, a measured glance that took in the whole picture before returning to her eyes. “That’s an important quality.”

The meeting itself was brief. Candy waited nearby, seated in a quiet lounge area, legs crossed, posture relaxed. She noticed the way people passing through glanced at her, curiosity sharpening when they saw her alone, after hours, so clearly out of place and yet perfectly at ease.

When Daniel returned, he looked more relaxed, the tension of the day eased.

“All done,” he said. “Thanks again.”

They walked back through the dimming corridors together, their footsteps echoing faintly. Candy felt the shift again, the way the absence of others made her more visible, her presence more pronounced in the quiet.

As they passed a turn in the corridor, Daniel’s hand settled lightly at the small of her back, just above the gentle sway of her hips. It was brief, almost casual, the kind of touch that could be explained away as guiding rather than claiming. Too familiar to be purely professional, but careful enough not to cross a line that could be named.

Candy noticed it instantly.

She didn’t step away. She didn’t tense. She let it pass, feeling the effect ripple through her, the confirmation she’d been quietly waiting for. The touch told her everything she wanted to believe, that her presence mattered, that her charm was working, that this older, accomplished man was already responding to her in ways he probably didn’t even realise himself.

She smiled to herself as they walked on.

Candy believed, in that moment, that she had him exactly where she wanted him, wrapped neatly around her little finger.

“You’re settling in well,” Daniel said. “Better than most.”

“I’m enjoying it,” she replied.

“I can tell,” he said. “You have a way of making things… easier.”

Candy absorbed that, storing it carefully.

In the lobby, they paused.

“I may need your help again,” Daniel said. “Soon.”

“Any time,” Candy replied, without hesitation. She looked up at him as she said it, stepping just a fraction closer, close enough to narrow the space between them. She held his gaze a second longer than necessary, her expression open, confident, quietly inviting, then let the moment pass as if it meant nothing at all.

As she stepped out into the cool evening air, the city buzzing around her, Candy felt a quiet satisfaction settle in. She had stayed late. She had been trusted. She had been singled out.

Nothing improper had happened.

And yet, she was acutely aware of one thing as she walked away, heels clicking confidently against the pavement.

Her body had been part of the exchange, whether anyone had named it or not.

She still believed she was in control.

She hadn’t yet realised how quickly that belief was about to be tested.


Chapter Twelve: Terms

Daniel didn’t call her immediately.

That, Candy realised later, was part of it.

Two days passed. Then three. Long enough for the after-hours walk to settle into memory. Long enough for doubt to creep in, followed by certainty. Candy told herself she hadn’t imagined it. The look. The touch. The shift. She felt it every time she passed his office, every time her name came up in conversation.

On the fourth afternoon, the message arrived.

Can you come by for a moment?

No explanation. No calendar invite.

Candy checked her reflection in the darkened screen before standing. She smoothed her skirt, already aware it was shorter than she’d worn before, tighter too, clinging to the curve of her hips and riding higher on her thighs when she moved. The blouse she’d chosen that morning was thin, deliberately so, the fabric lying close enough to her body that the outline of her bra was unmistakable beneath it. She had noticed the looks it earned her all day. She had counted them.

She straightened, lifted her chin, and didn’t change a thing.

That felt important.

This was still work. Still a choice.

With the attention Daniel had already given her, she felt confident enough to push a little further. She knew exactly what she was doing. She knew how she looked walking into his office, how her body would register before her words did. She had dressed for impact, for reaction, for control. Men had always responded the same way when she leaned into it, drawn in, pliable, eager to please.

Candy told herself this would be no different.

She believed, completely, that she was about to have him eating out of the palm of her hand.

And she stepped forward; certain she was still the one setting the terms.

Daniel’s office was quiet when she entered. The blinds were half drawn, the late afternoon light softening the room. He gestured for her to sit, then remained standing himself, hands resting lightly on the back of his chair.

“I’ll be direct,” he said. “Opportunities are coming up. Decisions are being made faster than people realise.”

Candy’s pulse picked up. She kept her expression open, attentive.

“You’ve made an impression,” he continued. “Not just on me.”

She smiled slightly. “I try.”

Daniel studied her for a moment, not unkindly. “Ambition is a good thing,” he said. “But it needs to be… aligned.”

There it was.

Candy shifted in her chair, crossing her legs slowly, aware of the familiar tightening of attention. The shorter skirt rode higher as she moved, sliding up to expose almost all of her long, perfect thighs, smooth and toned, left deliberately on display. She leaned forward just enough to show interest, not submission, fully aware of what she was revealing and exactly why it worked.

“I’m very committed,” she said. “I want to do well here.”

“I know,” Daniel replied. “That’s why I wanted to talk privately.”

He moved then, circling the desk, stopping a little closer than before. Not touching. Not yet. The space between them felt charged, intentional.

“There are ways to accelerate things,” he said. “Ways that don’t show up on paper.”

Candy’s thoughts raced. This was it. The moment she had been circling without naming.

She felt the heat of embarrassment first. Then fear. Then something sharper, more intoxicating. Power. Control. The possibility of winning outright.

She told herself this was still a transaction. Still strategic.

“What kind of ways?” she asked quietly.

Daniel didn’t answer immediately. He let the silence stretch; let her sit with the question she had asked.

“The kind that require trust,” he said at last. “Discretion. Understanding.”

Candy swallowed. She was acutely aware of her body in the chair, of how she was being seen, not as decoration now, but as leverage. She felt exposed and powerful all at once.

This was more than she had expected.

But not more than she wanted.

She told herself it would be contained. One moment. One decision. A shortcut she could take and then step back from. She had always believed she knew where her limits were.

She stood slowly.

“If this helps me move forward,” she said carefully, “I’m listening.”

Daniel met her gaze. Something settled in his expression then, a quiet certainty.

“I thought you would be.”

Candy took a breath. She told herself she was choosing this. That she was still in control. That she was using him, not the other way around.

She stepped closer.

And that was where the line truly ended.

“You have amazing breasts, Candy. Why don’t you show them to me?”

The words, so blunt, so devoid of the playful banter she was used to, hung in the air of Daniel’s corner office. The Manchester skyline, grey and imposing through the floor-to-ceiling window, felt like a judgmental audience.

Candy’s practiced smile froze. This was it. The moment she’d been working toward. The private summons, the promise of “discussing her trajectory.” She’d worn the silk blouse unbuttoned one lower than usual, the pencil skirt that hugged every curve. She’d practiced her look of eager attentiveness in the mirror.

But the script was wrong.

Daniel leaned against his desk, arms crossed. His gaze wasn’t flirtatious. It was assessing. Transactional. The fatherly mentor was gone. In his place was a man stating terms.

“Daniel, I…” Her voice, usually so confident, wavered.

“You want the promotion. The fast-track to the development team,” he stated, not asking. “I’ve watched you, Candy. You’re clever. You know how to get attention. Now it’s time to understand what that attention costs and, Candy, I’m your boos, you address me correctly; Sir!”

A cold knot tightened in her stomach, but beneath it, a treacherous heat stirred. This was real power. Not hinted at, but wielded. She could walk out. She could report him. The thoughts were fleeting ghosts, chased away by the vivid image of Sophie’s resentful stare, of Aisha’s knowing silence. Of winning.

This was just a different kind of negotiation. A one-time strategic exchange. She could control this.

“Okay,” she breathed, the word barely audible.

Her fingers went to her blouse. The silk was cool. Each button released felt like a layer of her professional self falling away. She let the blouse slip from her shoulders, pool on the plush carpet. The office air was cool on her skin. She reached behind, unhooked the lace bra, and let it follow.

She stood before him, topless, her full breasts exposed. She fought the urge to cover herself. Instead, she lifted her chin, meeting his eyes. See what you want. See what I’m offering.

Daniel’s eyes darkened with approval, but his expression remained businesslike. “Good. Now, you have to understand my position. If this were ever misinterpreted… my career, my marriage.” He reached into his jacket and pulled out his phone. He tapped the screen, and a red recording light glowed. “I need explicit, recorded permission.”

He aimed the phone at her. The lens felt like a physical intrusion. “Tell me you want to show me your breasts.”

Her throat constricted. The rationalization in her mind scrambled. It’s just a formality. A safeguard. “I… I want to show you my breasts,” she whispered to the camera.

“Louder.”

“I want to show you my breasts.”

“Now tell me you want to suck my cock.”

The crudeness of the word, in his cultured voice, sent a shock through her system. Her face flushed. This wasn’t flirtation. This was instruction. A whimper caught in her throat, but she swallowed it. One time. For everything. “I want to suck your cock.”

He gestured to the space on the carpet before him. “Kneel.”

Her legs, numb, obeyed. The carpet was rough against her knees. He unzipped his trousers, freed his cock. It was thick, fully erect. He held it, not touching himself, just presenting it. He moved the phone, framing her face, her lips, with his hardness just beside her cheek.

“Tell me again. Look at it and tell me.”

Her eyes were level with it. She could smell him, clean, musky, masculine. The power she thought she’d wielded was gone, siphoned away by her kneeling position, by the unblinking eye of the phone. A dizzying, terrifying thrill shot from her core, melting the cold fear into a pool of liquid heat. She was submitting. And her body, traitorously, was arching toward it.

She opened her mouth, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “I want to suck your cock,” she said, her voice husky with a desire that shocked her.

He didn’t push. He waited.

Candy leaned forward. She closed her lips around the head, tasting salt and skin. A low groan escaped him, and the sound vibrated through her. She did that. She took him deeper, her mouth stretching. She used her tongue, tracing the vein underneath, as she’d read about, as she’d imagined in abstract. This was not abstract. This was the heavy, silken-steel weight of him on her tongue, the faint pulse against her palate.

She found a rhythm. Bobbing her head, one hand coming up to cradle his balls, the other to stroke the base. Her breasts swayed with the motion. She glanced up through her lashes. He was watching the phone screen, watching her, his jaw tight with pleasure.

“Look at the camera,” he ordered, his voice thick.

She pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening tip. She turned her face, her lips swollen, eyes glazed and stared into the lens as she took him back into her mouth, deeper this time, until her nose pressed into his trimmed pubic hair. She gagged slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but she didn’t pull away. The humiliation, the utter exposure, fanned the fire in her belly.

His breathing grew ragged. His free hand tangled in her hair, not guiding, just holding. “I’m going to come,” he gritted out. “You’re going to swallow it. Show me.”

The command was absolute. When the hot, bitter pulses hit the back of her throat, she swallowed convulsively, once, twice. Some escaped, streaking down her chin, dripping onto the pale, trembling curves of her breasts. The warmth of it on her skin was a brand.

He finally pulled his phone away, stopped the recording. He tucked himself back into his trousers, zipped up. He looked down at her, kneeling, covered in the evidence of him, her chest heaving.

“You may get dressed and go home,” he said, his voice returning to its normal, managerial tone. He picked up her bra and blouse, handed them to her without looking. “That was adequate. Now we have established your correct position, this will be a regular duty. I’ll text you the next time I require you.”

Candy nodded numbly, her mind churning with the gravity of what had just transpired. Everything she’d worked for. Every late night spent perfecting presentations, every calculated smile, every strategic flirtation, all of it had culminated in this. She had meticulously crafted an image of ambition and charm, clawing her way to the brink of a senior position, only to have it all shattered in less than half an hour. She had bared herself, physically and emotionally, and reduced herself to Daniel’s office slut. The truth hit her like a punch to the gut as she slipped her blouse back on, the silk now feeling like a flimsy shield rather than armour.

She glanced at Daniel as she rose to her feet, her legs still trembling. He was already seated behind his desk, his focus on his computer screen as if nothing had happened. He didn’t acknowledge her presence, didn’t offer a word of reassurance or acknowledgment. It was as though she had served her purpose and was now dismissed, irrelevant until he chose to summon her again.

As she opened the office door, the cool air from the hallway hit her face, grounding her slightly. She hesitated, turning back one last time. Daniel still hadn’t looked up. His indifference stung more than his demands had. And worst of all, he had captured it all on his phone. Every humiliating moment, every whispered confession, every compromising action, her bared tits, it was all stored away, a weapon he could wield at any moment.

She stepped into the hallway, pulling the door shut behind her with a soft click. The silence of the empty corridor felt oppressive, amplifying the echo of her own thoughts. She had crossed a line, one she could never uncross. And Daniel? He held all the cards now.


Chapter Thirteen: Assessment

Candy barely slept.

Morning came too quickly, light seeping through the curtains like an accusation. She stood in front of the mirror longer than usual, choosing carefully. The skirt was still fitted, still a pencil cut that traced her hips, but it finished just above the knee now, restrained, deliberate. The blouse was opaque, crisp, buttoned higher than she liked. Professional. Safe. A signal that yesterday was a singular, brutal transaction. She was reclaiming control through restraint. She’d spent the night in a feverish cycle of shame and that strange, pulsing heat, scrubbing her skin raw in the shower.

She told herself it was armour.

It didn’t feel like it.

The summons to Marcus Hale’s office came via a terse email at 10:05 AM. His office, not Daniel’s. Candy’s stomach lurched.

Marcus would like to see you.

No emoji. No warmth. No context.

Candy’s stomach tightened.

The walk to his office felt longer than it ever had. Every footstep echoed too loudly. Every passing glance felt loaded. She was acutely aware of herself, of how different she looked today, contained where she had once been displayed. Halfway down the corridor, an older man she didn’t recognise slowed as he passed her, his eyes moving over her with open appraisal. It was the same look she had seen a hundred times before, but this time it landed differently. She didn’t feel in control of it. She didn’t feel pleased by it. For the first time, the attention felt less like currency and more like scrutiny, and she walked on with a tightness in her chest she hadn’t felt twenty-four hours earlier.

Marcus’s office door was already open.

“Come in,” he said calmly.

Marcus’s office was larger, colder. The view was higher. He stood by the window, not turning as she entered.

“Close the door, Candy.”

She did. The click was final.

He finally turned. His gaze swept over her, from her sensible shoes to her pinned-up hair. There was no leer, no appraisal of curves. Just cold, clinical assessment. And disappointment.

“I observed you yesterday,” he began, his voice a low rumble. “With Daniel. I observed your… performance.”

She opened her mouth to speak, to explain, to rationalize.

He held up a hand. “I also observed you this past month. The blouses. The lingering touches. The way you leaned over desks. You built a currency of suggestion. You traded in it.” He took a step closer. “Ambition requires clarity. You can’t invite attention one day and retreat from it the next. That confuses people. And confusion is rarely rewarded.”

His words were ice water. She felt her careful reconstruction crack. “I… I just thought today, being more professional…”

“Professional?” He almost smiled. It didn’t reach his eyes. “You forfeited that particular costume yesterday, Candy. When you got on your knees. When you opened your mouth.” He leaned against his desk, mirroring Daniel’s pose but with a far more intimidating stillness. “Your ambition is not in question. Your commitment to its price is. Your change of attire isn’t professionalism. It’s renegotiation. And I don’t renegotiate.”

The air left her lungs. She should be furious. She should storm out. But her feet were rooted. That familiar, treacherous heat was stirring, low in her belly. He saw everything. He knows everything.

“Remove your blouse and skirt,” he said, the command flat, absolute. “Yesterday you showed Daniel your tits. Today, you show me everything.”

No. The word screamed in her mind. But her body was already betraying her. Her fingers, trembling, went to the first button of her blouse. This is still a choice, she told herself, the lie brittle. A strategic escalation. Each button undone felt like a surrender. The blouse pooled on the floor. Her skirt’s zipper sounded obscenely loud. She stepped out of it.

She stood before him in a lacy bra and a matching thong, her skin pebbling in the cool air. She was exposed but not yet broken.

“All of it,” Marcus said, his eyes holding hers.

She unhooked the bra. Her full, 34C breasts spilled free, the large nipples already tightening. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong, pushed it down her hips, and let it fall. She was naked. The Manchester morning light painted her slender waist, the swell of her womanly hips, the blonde curls at the juncture of her shapely thighs. She felt utterly displayed.

Marcus didn’t touch her. He simply looked, his gaze a physical weight. “Turn around.”

Humiliation burned her cheeks. She turned, presenting the curve of her round, heart-shaped ass, her long legs.

SMACK.

The sharp, sudden pain of his palm connecting with her right cheek made her cry out. The sting bloomed into a deep, throbbing heat.

SMACK.

The left cheek. She stumbled forward, bracing herself on the desk, a gasp caught in her throat. The pain was bright, shocking. And beneath it, a flood of arousal so intense it made her knees weak.

She heard the familiar click of a phone camera. She turned her head to see him holding his device, recording her.

“Stay there,” he commanded. The lens focused on her naked form, lingering on the reddening handprints on her ass. “Kneel. Face me.”

She obeyed, lowering herself to the lush carpet, turning to face him. He unzipped his trousers.

Candy gasped. Her eyes widened. Daniel was substantial, but Marcus… Marcus was huge. Thick, long, and uncut, a heavy, intimidating black cock springing free, already fully erect. She’d never seen anything close to its size. A primal mix of fear and raw fascination locked her in place.

He aimed the phone at her face, her horrified, aroused expression, with that monstrous cock in the foreground. “Open your mouth.”

She did, her jaw already aching in anticipation.

He didn’t force himself. He stepped forward, letting the broad head nudge against her lips. “Tell the camera you want to suck my cock.”

The command, the recording, the sheer size of him, it shattered her last pretence of control. A wet heat flooded her core. Her voice was a choked whisper. “I want to suck your cock.”

“Again. Like you mean it.”

“I want to suck your cock!” she said, louder, the words sending a shiver of desperate excitement through her.

He fed the head into her mouth. It stretched her lips impossibly wide. She tasted salt and clean skin. He pushed forward, and she gagged instantly, tears springing to her eyes. He pulled back slightly, letting her adjust. “Take it. All of it.”

She tried. Bobbing her head, using her tongue, she could only take about half his length before her throat rebelled. She focused on the head, swirling her tongue around the corona, sucking hard. Her hands came up to stroke the massive shaft she couldn’t accommodate. Her breasts swayed, her nipples brushing his trouser legs. The phone recorded every slurping sound, every tear-streaked glance she stole at the lens.

His breathing grew heavier. One hand fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding her in place. “You’re a fast learner, I’ll give you that,” he grunted. “Now get ready. Don’t spill a drop.”

The first pulse hit the back of her throat, hot and voluminous. She swallowed convulsively. The second, third, fourth came in a relentless flood. It was too much. She gagged, and thick, white cum gushed from the corners of her stretched lips, streaking down her chin and splattering in warm ropes across her breasts and neck. She kept swallowing what she could, her body humming with a degraded, intense arousal.

Marcus kept the phone on her, capturing the mess. As she knelt there, panting, coated in his release, the office door opened.

Daniel walked in, casual as joining a meeting. He looked at Candy, a smirk playing on his lips. “She’s a good cock sucker, isn’t she?”

Marcus stepped back, tucking himself away. “Adequate. But we need to test the slut’s pussy.” He looked down at Candy. “Up. Bend yourself over my desk.”

Trembling, dripping, Candy pushed herself up. Marcus’s cum felt slick on her skin. She bent over the polished mahogany, her reddened ass in the air, her face pressed to the cool wood. She heard Daniel unzip.

He entered her in one hard, deep thrust. She was wet, soaked from the humiliation and the oral sex, and he filled her brutally. He set a punishing rhythm, his hips slapping against her cheeks. The desk creaked. Candy moaned, the sensation of being used, completely objectified, driving her toward an orgasm she didn’t want to own. It built, a tight coil in her core, fed by every grunt from Daniel, every shift of Marcus’s feet as he watched.

Daniel’s pace grew frantic. He shoved deep, held her hips, and came with a stifled groan, pumping into her. He pulled out, sticky and spent.

Before she could even catch her breath, Marcus was there. He nudged her legs wider. His entry was slower, more deliberate, but the sheer size of him was overwhelming. She cried out as he stretched her impossibly full. He fucked her with powerful, controlled strokes, one hand gripping her hip, the other delivering two more sharp, stinging slaps to her sore ass. The pain blended with the deep, filling friction, pushing her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, convulsing wave that made her claws scratch the desk. Feeling her clench around him, Marcus drove in one last time, emptying himself deep inside her with a low, satisfied growl.

He pulled out. Candy slumped over the desk, a wrecked, leaking mess. The combined spend of both men began to seep out of her, a warm, shameful trickle down her inner thigh.

The men moved away. She heard the rustle of clothing, the soft clink of a belt buckle.

“The quarterly projections need revising before the board call,” Marcus said, his voice calm, conversational.

“I’ve got the figures here,” Daniel replied.

Candy slowly, achingly, pushed herself upright. Her legs shook. She retrieved her clothes from the floor, dressed with fumbling fingers under their utterly indifferent gaze. They were now seated, Marcus behind his desk, Daniel in a visitor’s chair, discussing revenue streams.

As she fastened the last button on her blouse, the warm ooze of their cum still escaping her, Marcus finally glanced at her.

“You did well today, slut,” Marcus said, his voice cutting through the heavy silence. His gaze lingered on her, not with lust, but with a cold, calculating satisfaction. “You’ve been flashing that hot little body of yours. Your big tits and your round arse. Make sure you wear something even sexier from tomorrow onwards.” He leaned back in his chair, his tone clipped, commanding. “All of us here at the company want to see it. Make sure it’s on show.”

Candy froze, her fingers hesitating on the last button of her blouse. The words were a whip, stripping her bare all over again, even as she stood fully clothed. She opened her mouth to protest, to push back, but the memory of his cock stretching her lips, of Daniel’s brutal thrusts, silenced her. She wasn’t just their whore; she was their property. And property didn’t argue.

Marcus’s eyes narrowed, daring her to defy him. When she didn’t, he gave a curt nod. “Good. Now back to work.”

The dismissal was as final as a door slamming shut. Candy straightened her skirt, smoothed her hair, and forced herself to walk toward the door. Her legs still trembled, her core still throbbed with the remnants of their use, but she held her head high. She could feel their eyes on her, Marcus’s predatory stare, Daniel’s lingering smirk, as she reached for the handle.

As the door clicked shut behind her, she leaned against the wall for a moment, breathing deeply. The office chatter continued around her, oblivious to what had just transpired. She felt the sticky warmth between her thighs, the reminder of their control, and swallowed the bile rising in her throat.

Tomorrow, she would wear something sexier. Tomorrow, she would endure their stares, their touches, their demands. But tonight, she would scrub her skin raw again, trying to erase the marks they left, both visible and invisible.

For now, though, she straightened her shoulders and stepped into the hallway, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She was Candy Hale, rising star of the firm. And she would play their game, however degrading, until she claimed the power she craved.

Even if it broke her.


Epilogue: Remainder of the Day

Candy returned to her desk without anyone stopping her.

That was the strangest part.

The office hummed on as it always did, phones ringing, keyboards tapping, conversations drifting across the floor. No one looked twice. No one knew. Or if they did, they didn’t show it. The world had not cracked open to reveal what she had become. It had simply… continued.

She sat down carefully, smoothing her skirt, adjusting her chair, forcing her breathing back into something steady. Her body still felt hypersensitive, every movement echoing with memory, but she kept her posture immaculate. She could feel their cum still leaking into her little thong and down her thighs. Shoulders back. Chin lifted. Professional.

This is what it takes, she told herself.

She opened her email. Responded to a message. Typed notes she barely remembered being asked for. The familiarity of routine was grounding, even as her thoughts churned beneath it.

She hadn’t planned for things to go that far. She hadn’t imagined it would unfold the way it had, stripped of flirtation and choice, reduced to something raw and transactional. And yet, beneath the shock, beneath the shame she refused to look at too closely, there was another truth she could not quite silence.

Her body had responded. She had enjoyed the humiliation and the sex.

The knowledge unsettled her more than anything else. Not that she had been used, but that some part of her had leaned into it, had found something intoxicating in the surrender, in the certainty of being wanted sexually, desired sexually, so completely, even if it came at such a cost.

She told herself it didn’t matter.

This was about getting ahead. About surviving. About winning.

People came and went throughout the afternoon.

Ben stopped by with a question, his voice tentative, his eyes carefully respectful. Candy smiled warmly, answered efficiently, and watched the relief bloom on his face. She wondered, briefly, what he would think if he knew. The thought passed quickly.

Jake appeared next, leaning casually in the doorway, confidence still intact but tempered now. His gaze lingered, curious, assessing, and then he gave her that easy, charming smile, the one that had always carried an invitation with it, as if the game between them was still very much alive. Candy met it evenly, professional, unreadable, giving him nothing. Not today.

Sophie walked past without stopping, expression composed, unreadable. Aisha followed later, dropping off paperwork, her eyes flicking to Candy’s face for just a moment longer than necessary. There was something there. Recognition, perhaps. Or warning. Candy didn’t ask.

As the day wound down, the interns gathered their things, drifting toward the lifts, the easy camaraderie of shared exhaustion settling in. Candy watched them go, feeling both part of them and utterly separate.

They were proving themselves too, she knew. Long hours. Quiet compromises. Small humiliations.

Just not like hers.

When she finally shut down her computer and stood, the office lights dimming slightly as evening approached, Candy caught her reflection in the glass once more. She looked the same. Polished. Controlled. Ambitious.

No one could see the shift beneath the surface.

Tomorrow, she would dress differently. Tomorrow, she would play the role expected of her. Tomorrow, she would keep telling herself this was necessary, temporary, survivable.

As she stepped into the corridor, heels clicking confidently against the floor, Candy held onto one thought with fierce determination.

She had not come this far to fall apart now.

If this was the price of getting ahead, she would pay it.

Even if the cost was far more than she had ever intended.


Book Two Teaser

Candy didn’t stumble into trouble.

She invited it.

From her very first day as an intern, Candy understood the power of being watched. The way a fitted skirt could pause a conversation. The way a smile could linger just long enough to unsettle. The way men noticed her body before they noticed her ideas, and how easily that attention could be shaped, encouraged, teased.

She used it.
She enjoyed it.
And she told herself it was harmless.

An office tease.
A flirt.
A distraction no one would take too seriously.

But teasing is a promise, whether you mean it to be or not.

Now Candy’s reputation has outgrown her intentions. The looks last longer. The expectations sharpen. What began as playful control has hardened into something far more deliberate, far more dangerous. Her ambition, once disguised as charm, is being read as consent, and the lines she thought were hers to draw have already been erased.

Daniel believes she knew exactly what she was doing.
Marcus believes she’s been advertising herself all along.
And Candy is forced to face the most unsettling truth of all, that in the end, she got precisely what she asked for, just not in the way she imagined, and not on terms she ever expected. Being taken sexually by first Daniel and then Marcus isn’t what she had planned but she had gone along with it and even enjoyed it far more than she had expected.

And Candy is forced to confront the truth she’s been avoiding since the day she walked into the building in heels and confidence: when you spend weeks teasing power, power eventually answers back.

As the pressure escalates and the demands become impossible to misread, Candy must decide whether to pull away and risk everything she’s worked for or lean fully into the role she’s been performing since the start.

In Book Two, Candy is no longer just the office tease, she now has a reputation.

And every teasing glance, every calculated outfit, every smile she once used for advantage now comes with a price she never agreed to but can’t pretend she didn’t invite.

She loved being an office tease.
She just never expected them to call her bluff.

Daniel believes she knew exactly what she was doing.
Marcus believes she’s been advertising herself all along.
And Candy is forced to confront the most unsettling truth of all, that she got exactly what she asked for, just not in the way she imagined, and not on terms she ever expected.

Now the question isn’t whether the office will take advantage of Candy.
It already has.

The real question is how far they’ll take her.
How far she’ll let it go.
And how much of herself she’ll trade before fear, desire, and ambition become impossible to tell apart.

Because once you’ve built a reputation as an office tease, power doesn’t ask what you meant.
It only asks how far you’re willing to go next.
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