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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale
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The Secretary

The alarm went off at six-thirty sharp, a shrill tone cutting through the half-dark of Sophie’s bedroom. She silenced it with one swift slap, rolled onto her back, and stared at the ceiling for a moment. Another day in the office. Another day of polished smiles, perfectly kept files, and the constant hum of fluorescent lights and copy machines.

But first — the mask.

She swung her legs out of bed, toes curling against the hardwood floor, and padded toward the vanity. The early morning light came thin and grey through the blinds, enough to catch the faint scar along her thigh as she sat, one leg tucked under her. Foundation first, then concealer. Quick strokes, professional. She leaned close to the mirror, hunting the little imperfections that no one else noticed but she could never ignore. By the time she set down her brush, her face was neat, composed — the sort of face a secretary was supposed to wear.

Her hair came next. Dark brown, straight, glossy when she bothered to blow-dry it. She tied it into a low ponytail, tugging it tight until it pulled just enough at the corners of her scalp. A little tug, a little discipline. Her hazel-green eyes peered back at her behind the thin frames of her glasses. She adjusted them, watching how they gave her an air of diligence — maybe even invisibility. Perfect for the role she played.

Her blouse for the day was white, freshly pressed. The fabric was thin enough that, in the right light, the lace of her bra faintly showed. She buttoned it carefully, one by one, leaving the top two undone. A silk scarf might have hidden the gap, but she preferred the little triangle of skin it left visible. Professional — but not too professional.

Then the skirt. Navy pencil cut, narrow at the waist, hugging her hips and thighs. She wriggled into it, zipped it up, and smoothed the fabric with both palms. It clung in all the right ways. She tugged on sheer black tights, the nylon whispering up her legs until the waistband snapped into place. Finally, her heels: black, four inches, the sound of them clicking across tile a part of her daily theatre.

She stood before the full-length mirror, tilting her hips one way, then the other. The secretary looked back at her: efficient, polite, controlled. But Sophie’s eyes lingered on her own mouth, her own throat, the shape of her breasts against the fabric. Does anyone notice? Do they see?

The thought warmed her.

The train was crowded, as always. A mess of suits, briefcases, coffee cups, tired faces. Sophie claimed a spot near the door, one hand on the pole, the other clutching her handbag. She could feel the eyes, the quick glances. Men in suits pretending to look past her, but not. A teenager lingering on the curve of her legs. Even a woman once or twice, catching her eye before looking away.

She liked the press of bodies. The sway of the carriage meant people brushed against her more than they had to, and her pencil skirt was just tight enough that she sometimes wondered what they felt. She told herself it was harmless. Just commuting. Just eyes on her.

Except her heart always beat a little faster when she stepped off the train.

The office tower rose glassy and sharp against the London sky. Sophie slipped inside, badge flashing across the turnstile, and the day began.

Phones ringing. Printers churning. Conversations clipped and formal, punctuated by laughter that never reached the eyes. Sophie walked the corridors with her head high, heels striking in steady rhythm. The men in senior offices often barely looked up when she entered with files, but the juniors sometimes did. They looked at her the way people look at the office furniture — until their eyes slipped lower, to the sway of her hips, the line of her blouse.

She pretended not to notice.

Her boss, Mr. Harding, was already in when she reached his office. Late fifties, silver at the temples, voice that filled the room without effort. “Morning, Sophie,” he said, without looking up from the document in front of him.

“Morning, sir,” she replied smoothly, setting the day’s schedule on his desk.

Professional. Efficient. Invisible.

By ten, the morning rhythm had set in. Sophie was at the copy machine with a stack of contracts, feeding them through one by one. The machine whirred, spitting out pages warm with toner. She leaned forward slightly, checking the alignment. Her skirt tugged tighter against her thighs, hem sliding a fraction higher.

And when she glanced sideways, she caught him.

James, from accounting — younger than her by a year or two, tie loosened, sleeves rolled up. He wasn’t even subtle. His eyes were fixed on the way she bent, the line of her body framed by the copier’s harsh fluorescent glow.

For a moment, Sophie thought about straightening. About tugging her skirt down, giving him a pointed look.

Instead, she let her hips shift a little more as she reached into the tray. She didn’t say a word, but the way his jaw tightened told her he’d seen it.

The papers came out neatly stacked. Sophie gathered them, heels clicking as she walked back down the corridor, her pulse quickening.

And in that quickening, she knew something had shifted.
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1: After-Hours Copy Room

The office after six o’clock always felt different. The chatter drained away, phones stopped ringing, and the wide glass corridors turned into echo chambers where even the click of her own heels sounded louder than it should. Sophie had stayed behind to finish binding a contract pack for the morning meeting — tedious, but necessary.

The copy room was lit by harsh white strips, humming overhead in a way that made her temples ache. She fed the last sheaf of papers into the machine, watching them rattle through. For a while it behaved, spitting out neatly collated sets. Then the green light blinked red, and the machine shuddered to a halt.

“Jam,” she muttered under her breath. She tugged at the lever, opening the side panel. Hot air and the acrid smell of toner breathed against her face as she bent down to peer inside. One sheet had crumpled and wrapped itself around the roller. Typical. She reached deeper, fingers brushing the stubborn paper, her skirt tightening across her thighs as she bent further in.

That was when she heard footsteps. Slow, unhurried, echoing closer.

“Everything all right in here?”

Sophie started, banging her elbow against the side of the copier. She pulled back too quickly, straightening her blouse. James stood in the doorway, hands in his pockets, shirt sleeves rolled up. His tie was loose, collar unbuttoned — clearly he’d been planning to leave but hadn’t quite made it out the door.

James had been at the firm a couple of years longer than her. Mid-level in accounts, sharp with numbers but laid-back enough to laugh when things went wrong. People liked him. Easy smile, quick wit in the break room. Sophie had always thought of him as one of those golden boys the office seemed to nurture — smart, good-looking, never visibly ruffled.

And good-looking he was. A little younger than her, but broader in the shoulders, with that messy dark hair that looked like it belonged in some start-up office instead of finance. When he laughed, the sound carried. He’d held court more than once over drinks after work, leaning against the bar with that casual charm that made people gravitate to him.

She’d never been part of his circle. They worked on different floors, different rhythms. But she’d caught him looking at her once or twice — quickly, when he thought she wasn’t paying attention. Nothing inappropriate. Just enough that she’d remembered it.

“Just a jam,” Sophie said now, tucking a strand of hair back into her ponytail. She tried for a light laugh. “These machines always wait until after hours to misbehave.”

James stepped inside, leaning against the frame as though he had all the time in the world. “I could take a look. Got pretty good at unjamming these when I was an intern. One of my many talents.”

She rolled her eyes, but couldn’t help smiling. “By all means. Save the day.”

He moved closer, the faint scent of his cologne cutting through the dry toner smell. Sophie stepped aside, but not far enough to miss the warmth of him as his shoulder brushed hers. He crouched, tugged at the stuck paper, and freed it with a sharp rip.

“There. Good as new.” He fed it through again, the machine whirring back to life.

Sophie exhaled. “Guess I should’ve called you sooner.”

“Maybe you should,” James said, glancing up at her. His eyes caught hers for a beat too long before sliding down, lingering on the gap where her blouse dipped open.

She felt the look as surely as if his hand had brushed there. Her breath hitched, but she didn’t move.

The copier spat out a few more pages. Sophie gathered them quickly, trying to cover the flush creeping up her neck. “Well. Crisis averted.”

James didn’t back away. He straightened slowly, still close, so close she could feel the warmth of his arm just beside hers. “You always stay this late?”

“Someone has to,” she said. Her voice was meant to be brisk, but it came out softer than intended.

“Hard worker.” He tilted his head, eyes narrowing in a way that wasn’t just friendly. “Or maybe you like the quiet.”

The silence stretched. Sophie swallowed. She could step back, brush past him, pretend nothing had passed between them. She almost did.

Instead, she lingered a moment longer by the machine, the hum of the rollers filling the space between them.

James didn’t move away. He leaned back against the edge of the copier, folding his arms loosely, like he’d been waiting all evening for an excuse not to go home.

“You really do keep this place running,” he said, eyes still on her rather than the machine. “Not sure Harding would survive without you.”

Sophie gave a small shrug, pretending to sort the papers into a neat stack. “That’s the job.”

“Mm.” His gaze lingered on her hands smoothing the sheets, then flicked back up to her face. “Funny. I’ve never seen you complain once. Not like the rest of us.”

She almost laughed. If you only knew. But instead, she said, “Maybe I’m good at keeping it to myself.”

“Or maybe you just don’t get noticed enough,” James said. The line was casual, almost tossed out — but the way his eyes caught hers told her it wasn’t a joke.

Her pulse thudded in her throat. For years she’d perfected the art of being professional, efficient, invisible. She could have brushed it off with a smile, a joke, some reminder of the boundaries between them.

Instead, she held his gaze.

He saw it. She knew he did. His lips curved, not in a smirk exactly, but with the certainty of a man who’d tested a door and found it unlocked.

James pushed off the copier and moved closer. Not much — just enough that Sophie felt the heat of him along her arm, the faint brush of his sleeve against her own.

“You’re tense,” he said softly. His hand lifted, hesitated, then settled on the small of her back. A light touch, almost nothing. Almost.

Sophie’s breath caught. She should have stepped aside. Instead she stayed still, heart hammering, every nerve focused on that single point of contact.

“You shouldn’t—” she began.

He cut her off gently. “I know.” His thumb traced a slow, deliberate line through the fabric of her blouse. “But maybe you don’t mind.”

The copier whirred beside them, the rollers spinning another set of documents out. The sound filled the silence that stretched between them. Sophie stared at the glowing control panel, as though it might save her.

It didn’t.

Because she didn’t move.

James’s hand slid a little lower, fingers pressing just at the waistband of her skirt. Not bold enough yet to be obscene, but close. Teasing. Testing.

“See?” he murmured. “You’re not moving away.”

Her throat tightened. “We’re at work.”

“Office is empty,” he said, voice low, matter-of-fact. “Just you, me, and a machine that doesn’t know how to keep quiet.”

Something in Sophie jolted. He was right. The building was hollow, lights dimmed, everyone gone. The only sound was the copier, steady and unbothered, like a mechanical witness.

And suddenly the thought of it — the anonymity of this sterile room, the impossible risk of being discovered — made her stomach flip with heat.

She shifted slightly, enough that his fingers slipped an inch further onto the curve of her hip. Not much. But enough.

James noticed. His grin widened just a fraction. “Thought so.”

Sophie finally turned her head, meeting his eyes properly. The closeness was dizzying — she could smell his cologne, the faint hint of coffee still on his breath. His lips were only a breath away.

“You’re playing with fire,” she whispered.

“Then stay and burn with me.” His voice was barely audible, but the weight of it sank straight through her.

Her resistance faltered. In the glass reflection of the copier lid, she caught a glimpse of herself: hair neat, glasses slightly askew, blouse tugged against her chest with every uneven breath. She looked like the efficient assistant she always was — except her eyes gave her away.

Hungry. Curious. Ready.

The choice was hers.

Sophie let her hand drop, fingers brushing his wrist where it rested on her hip. Not pulling it away — not pushing him off. Just touching, the smallest confirmation.

James exhaled sharply, as though he’d been holding his breath for her permission. Then he leaned in, lips grazing the edge of her jaw, soft enough that she could still pretend it was an accident.

She didn’t pretend. She tilted her chin, offering more.

The first touch of his mouth against her skin made Sophie’s knees weaken. Just a brush at the corner of her jaw, enough to light sparks. She froze — half a second where she could still back out, laugh it off, call it late-night madness.

But she didn’t.

When James’s lips found hers, she kissed him back.

It wasn’t polite, or tentative. It was hungry, immediate, as though both of them had been waiting for the excuse. His hand on her hip pulled her closer, her papers slipping from her grip and scattering across the floor. She barely noticed.

Her back pressed against the side of the copier, the machine humming steadily beneath her. She could feel its faint vibrations through the thin fabric of her blouse, an absurd reminder that the office was still working even if she wasn’t.

James kissed like a man who wanted to taste everything at once. His mouth was warm, insistent, his tongue brushing hers until she gasped into him. One of his hands slid up, tracing the line of her waist to the swell of her breast. He cupped it lightly through the blouse, thumb grazing over her bra until her breath caught again.

“James—” she whispered, muffled between kisses. “We can’t—”

“We can,” he murmured, lips grazing her ear. “Nobody’s here.”

The copier spat out another page, the crisp slap of paper against the tray startling her. She almost laughed at the ridiculousness of it — kissing a colleague in the copy room while the machine dutifully kept working beside them.

He kissed her harder, pushing the sound out of her head. His hand slid lower, fingers pressing into the curve of her thigh through the tights. She felt the stretch of nylon give under his touch.

She should have stopped him. She knew she should. But the thought of stopping didn’t even reach her hands, which were already clutching at his shirt, dragging him closer.

His body was firm against hers, his chest pressing into her blouse, his hips nudging between her legs. She could feel him hard already, pressing through his trousers, brushing against the place where she was softest.

The hum of the copier blurred into the rush of blood in her ears. She tugged his hair, pulling his mouth back to hers, and he groaned into the kiss.

He pressed her harder against the copier, tilting her back slightly so that the edge dug into her hips. His hand slid beneath her blouse, palm hot against the bare skin of her stomach. Sophie shivered, her head tipping back as his mouth trailed down her throat.

“God, you taste better than I imagined,” he muttered.

She caught her breath. Imagined. The word sent a bolt of heat through her. Had he been thinking about this? Watching her at the copier weeks ago, months ago, wanting exactly this?

Her thighs pressed tighter together. James noticed. He pushed a hand down, between them, the heel of his palm firm against her through the thin barrier of tights. Sophie gasped, clutching at his shoulders to steady herself.

“Tell me to stop,” he said, voice low, rough. “Just say it.”

Sophie looked at him — his eyes dark, his mouth swollen from kissing her — and shook her head. “Don’t stop.”

That was all he needed.

His hand slid higher, pressing against the heat of her. The nylon stretched, a flimsy barrier that barely dulled the sensation of his fingers tracing her. She whimpered, biting her lip to keep the sound contained, but the copier kept humming, covering the noise.

Her skirt was already rucked high from the way he had lifted her onto the edge of the machine. She felt reckless, exposed — but the thrill of it, the insane possibility of someone walking in, only made her wetter.

James kissed her again, his teeth grazing her lip, his fingers circling harder through the tights until she squirmed against him.

“Please,” she gasped, surprising herself with the word. It came out sharp, desperate, nothing like the controlled secretary voice she used at her desk.

“Please what?” he teased, pressing harder.

Her cheeks burned. “Don’t make me say it.”

“I want to hear you,” he said, eyes fixed on hers.

Her mouth opened, the words catching at the edge of her tongue. She’d never said them at work — never dared. But now, pressed against the copier with his fingers teasing her, she whispered:

“Please… touch me.”

James’s grin was quick, wicked. His fingers hooked beneath the waistband of her tights, tugging until the nylon stretched with a soft ripping sound. Sophie gasped again, half from the shock, half from the thrill.

“Better,” he murmured.

His fingers slipped beneath, against bare skin now, sliding through the wetness that had already gathered. Sophie arched back, grabbing the edge of the machine to keep herself steady. The vibration of the copier hummed through her spine as he found her clit, stroking slow, deliberate circles that made her thighs shake.

Her voice broke in a moan. “James—”

“Shh,” he said, kissing her again, swallowing the sound.

She let herself drown in it — the taste of his mouth, the steady slide of his fingers, the hum of the machine beneath her. For the first time in years, she wasn’t the efficient secretary. She wasn’t invisible. She was wanted.

And she wanted more.

James’s fingers were slick when he pulled them free, her tights stretched and torn where he’d forced his way in. Sophie’s breath was ragged, chest heaving beneath her blouse. For a moment he just looked at her, lips parted, eyes dark with hunger.

Then he gripped her waist and lifted her onto the edge of the copier.

The machine groaned under her weight, plastic panels rattling as the glass top lit up, ready to scan. Sophie gasped, half a laugh spilling out of her. “You can’t—”

“Watch me.” His voice was a growl now.

Her skirt was already bunched around her hips, tights laddered wide open, panties soaked. James shoved the fabric aside and pressed himself against her, the hardness of his cock straining through his trousers. Sophie’s legs parted without thought, her heels slipping against the cabinet drawers until he caught them and hooked them around his hips.

The copier whirred, a light sweeping across the glass as if recording them. Sophie’s laugh caught in her throat, turning to a moan when James kissed her hard enough to bruise.

“Say it,” he demanded against her mouth.

Her head tipped back, glasses slipping askew. “Say what?”

“That you want me to fuck you right here.”

Her pulse thundered. The words stuck, shame knotting in her chest. But the heat between her legs made the shame feel like gasoline.

She whispered it first. “I want you to.”

“Louder.”

Her throat burned, but she obeyed. “I want you to fuck me. Here. Now.”

His grin flashed — wicked, triumphant. In one motion he unbuckled his belt, shoved his trousers and briefs down just enough, and pressed himself against her.

The first push stole her breath. Hot, thick, filling. Sophie’s hands clawed at the edges of the machine as he drove into her, the copier rattling beneath them. The scanner light stuttered, spilling ghostly blue-white across her thighs.

“Oh, god—”

“Shh,” James hissed, though his own breath was rough. “You’ll get us caught.”

That thought should have scared her. It didn’t. The risk made her wetter, clenching around him so hard he cursed into her shoulder.

He fucked her hard against the copier, each thrust making the machine creak like it might collapse. Papers slid off the stack beside them, scattering across the floor. Sophie barely noticed, too caught up in the raw slap of his hips against hers, the stretch of him inside her, the way his hand gripped her throat just enough to tilt her head back.

“You feel—fuck—so tight,” he groaned, kissing her again, teeth catching her lip. “Been thinking about this for weeks.”

Her nails dug into his shoulders. “You watched me—at the copier—”

“Every damn time,” he admitted, fucking her harder. “Knew I had to have you like this.”

The confession sent a shiver through her, arousal surging. She ground her hips up to meet his, shameless now, moaning into the sterile hum of the room.

The copier beeped, signalling an error. The machine had frozen mid-scan, glass still glowing beneath them. The absurdity almost broke her into laughter, but then James angled deeper, hitting the spot that made her cry out instead.

Her voice echoed, too loud in the empty corridor beyond. They froze for a second, listening. No footsteps. No door. Just the machine’s faint hum.

James grinned. “Reckless little secretary.”

Her cheeks burned, but she didn’t deny it. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

He pulled her tighter to the edge, legs spread wider around his waist, his cock driving into her so deep she had to bite her hand to keep from screaming. Sweat dampened her blouse, hair clinging to her temple. His breath was hot against her ear, words spilling ragged and filthy.

“You’re gonna think about this tomorrow, aren’t you? Sitting at your desk, skirt neat, glasses on, pretending you’re not dripping just remembering how I fucked you right here.”

She whimpered, the image hitting too close, too right.

The copier beeped again, paper crumpling somewhere inside, another jam building as though the machine couldn’t keep up with them. James laughed under his breath, still thrusting, still relentless. “Breaking office equipment just to get fucked. That’s a new one.”

Sophie didn’t care. She was lost in the rhythm, the risk, the raw heat of it. Her thighs quivered around him, orgasm building sharp and urgent.

“James—”

“Yeah,” he panted, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. “Come on. Let me feel you.”

Her climax hit with a shudder that bent her back against the copier glass, her cry muffled against his shoulder. She clenched around him, soaking his cock, body trembling as he groaned and drove deeper.

James bit out a curse, hips slamming harder, faster, until he spilled inside her with a muffled growl.

The room went still except for their ragged breathing and the low hum of the overworked copier.

Sophie’s tights were ripped, her blouse buttons strained, the papers on the floor a ruined mess. And yet, as she sat there trembling, legs still hooked around him, a wild grin tugged at her lips.

She had let it happen. No — she had wanted it.

James was still inside her when the sound came.

Footsteps. Faint but distinct, echoing down the corridor.

Sophie’s eyes flew wide, panic jolting through her body. She pushed at his chest, but James only held her tighter, his other hand clamping gently over her mouth. His cock twitched inside her as though the risk aroused him more, not less.

“Shhh,” he whispered, lips brushing her ear. “Don’t move.”

Her pulse thundered. She could feel it everywhere — in her throat, between her legs, in the frantic flutter of her breath against his palm.

The footsteps drew nearer, slow, unhurried. A door creaked somewhere at the end of the hall. The night janitor, maybe, or some poor analyst who’d forgotten their laptop. Sophie froze, legs still hooked around James’s hips, tights ripped open, blouse half undone. If the door opened, if anyone looked inside, they’d see her splayed on the copier like some obscene parody of office life.

The thought terrified her.

The thought drenched her.

James pressed his forehead against hers, eyes locked on hers as the steps paused just beyond the copy room door. Sophie couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think. The machine hummed on beneath them, glass still glowing, as though recording their sin.

The handle rattled. Just once, then silence. Whoever it was must have changed their mind, moved on. The footsteps retreated, fading into nothing.

Sophie let out a shaky breath against James’s palm. He chuckled low, kissing the corner of her mouth. “Close one.”

Her body trembled, but not from fear alone. Her arousal spiked higher than before, the danger a sharp edge against the pleasure. She had never felt so exposed — or so alive.

“You liked that,” James murmured, reading her flushed face.

“No,” she whispered, though her voice betrayed her.

“Yes,” he said simply, rocking his hips just enough to remind her he was still inside her. “You fucking loved it.”

The copier beeped again, jammed from the abuse. Sophie stifled a laugh that bordered on hysteria, burying her face against his shoulder.

Risk. Filth. Shame. All of it melted together, leaving her desperate for more.

James didn’t give her time to recover from the scare. The moment the footsteps faded, he started moving again, slow at first, then harder, deeper, his cock sliding back into the heat that clenched so greedily around him.

Sophie whimpered, hands gripping the edges of the copier until her knuckles went white. Every thrust rocked her against the glass, her blouse pulled wide, her bra askew. She barely looked like herself anymore — hair fallen from its ponytail, lipstick smeared, glasses tipped down her nose.

And she didn’t care.

“Look at you,” James growled, eyes fixed on the sight of her writhing. “Miss Perfect Secretary, spread out and dripping on a copier.”

Her cheeks burned, but the humiliation only made her wetter. “Stop saying that—”

“Why? Because it’s true?” He thrust harder, dragging a ragged cry from her throat. “Because you love it?”

Her head tipped back, mouth open. She wanted to deny it, to cling to the neat mask she wore every day — but her body betrayed her, bucking up against him, desperate for every inch.

“I—” She gasped, biting her lip. “I do.”

James’s grin was sharp, wicked. “Say it properly.”

She squeezed her eyes shut, trembling. The words came anyway. “I love it.” Her voice cracked. Louder: “I love being fucked like this.”

The copier rattled beneath them, another paper slipping off the tray, fluttering to the floor like a discarded witness.

James bent close, his breath hot in her ear. “Then come for me. Right now.”

Her orgasm broke fast, sudden, tearing through her with a cry she couldn’t smother. Her whole body arched, thighs clamping tight around his hips as she clenched down hard, waves pulsing through her until she was shaking.

The sound filled the copy room — not polite, not muffled, but loud, raw, shameless. Anyone still on the floor would have heard.

The thought only made it sweeter.

Sophie sagged against him, trembling, chest heaving, her nails raked down his back through his shirt. James kissed her hard, swallowing the last of her cries as he thrust deep once more.

When she opened her eyes, the machine was still glowing beneath her, its hum steady, as if recording every second of her ruin.

And she couldn’t stop smiling.

James wasn’t far behind her. Her orgasm had left her clenching so tight around him that he groaned against her mouth, hips snapping harder, rougher, chasing his own edge. Sophie clung to him, still trembling, nails biting into his back.

“Fuck—” he gasped, driving into her one last time. His body stiffened, and she felt him spill deep inside her.

The shock of it — hot, thick, undeniable — made her moan again, softer this time, almost tender. Her legs slipped from around his waist, trembling as they dangled off the copier’s edge.

For a long moment they just stayed like that, tangled, breathing hard, the only sound the low hum of the jammed copier and the rustle of paper shifting beneath them.

Then James pulled back, tucking himself away quickly, a crooked grin on his lips. “Guess that’s one way to make overtime worth it.”

Sophie tried to laugh, but the sound caught in her throat. She slid off the copier, her legs shaky in her heels. Her skirt was twisted around her waist, tights ripped wide open, blouse gaping with two buttons missing. She looked down at herself — utterly wrecked, obscene — and a rush of heat swept through her again.

God, what had she done?

She crouched quickly, gathering the scattered pages into a messy pile, heart still hammering. James helped, scooping up the contracts with a careless ease, as if they hadn’t just defiled half the stack.

“Relax,” he said, brushing a lock of hair out of her face. “Nobody’s gonna know.”

Sophie met his eyes, flustered. “We were nearly caught.”

“Yeah,” James said, grin widening. “Kinda hot, wasn’t it?”

Her mouth opened, ready to deny it — but the words wouldn’t come. Because it had been hot. Terrifying, reckless, but hotter than anything she’d felt in years.

She pressed the papers against her chest like a shield, willing her breathing to steady. Her tights were ruined, her lipstick smeared, her hair falling out of its neat ponytail. She should have felt ashamed. And she did.

But beneath the shame, deeper and stronger, was exhilaration.

As they left the copy room, Sophie glanced back once. The machine was still jammed, its error light blinking red. Paper lay strewn across the floor like evidence. She should have felt guilty — and part of her did. But another part of her wanted to laugh, to revel in the mess they’d made.

By the time she reached her desk, she caught her reflection in the black screen of her monitor: cheeks flushed, lips swollen, eyes bright. Not the neat, invisible secretary anymore. Something else.

Something dangerous.

And for the first time in a long while, Sophie couldn’t wait to go back to work tomorrow.
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“What Would You Call That?”

[22:47] S:

You ever do something at work you really shouldn’t?

[22:49] M:

👀 lol define shouldn’t. I’m a nurse, babe. Half my job is bending rules.

[22:50] S:

No, like… bad bad. Like career-ending bad.

[22:51] M:

Omg. What did you do, steal pens again?

[22:52] S:

🙄 No. Worse.

[22:53] M:

Spit it out. I can’t sleep now.

[22:55] S:

Let’s just say overtime got… interesting.

[22:56] M:

Wait. With WHO? 👀

[22:57] S:

Not telling. Someone in the office. Not my boss. (Yet 😳)

[22:59] M:

YOU DID NOT. At WORK??

[23:00] S:

…On the copier.

[23:00] M:

😭😭😭 you absolute cliché.

[23:01] S:

Shut up. It was… god. Maya, it was so hot.

[23:02] M:

Tell me everything.

[23:04] S:

He walked in when the thing jammed. Helped me “fix” it. Next thing I knew he was behind me, and I didn’t stop him.

[23:05] M:

Didn’t stop him, huh? 😉

[23:06] S:

I let him. Wanted him to. The office was empty but… not empty enough. Someone almost came in.

[23:08] M:

Holy fuck. That’s why your messages feel like they’re shaking. You liked it.

[23:09] S:

I can’t stop thinking about it. His hands, the machine humming, the RISK. I should feel guilty but—

[23:10] M:

But you’re dripping just writing this, aren’t you.

[23:10] S:

…Maybe.

[23:12] M:

Oh Sophie. Welcome to my world. Once you taste that? You never go back.

[23:14] S:

Don’t say that. I can’t be that girl.

[23:15] M:

You already are. Office slut in training. Don’t fight it.

[23:17] S:

You’re a terrible influence.

[23:18] M:

And you love me for it 💋

[23:20] S:

If anyone found out, I’d be ruined.

[23:21] M:

Or free.

(Pause — Sophie stares at the screen, her heart racing. She types, deletes, types again… then sends.)

[23:25] S:

…He came inside me.

[23:25] M:

😈😈😈 slut.

[23:27] S:

I know. God help me, I want it to happen again.

Sophie deleted the thread ten minutes later, terrified of it ever being seen. But the words glowed behind her eyes as she lay in bed, tights still torn, fingers brushing over the bruise forming at her hip.
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2: The Boss’s Desk

The office always softened over lunch. Phones stopped ringing. Voices dropped to murmurs. Half the team vanished to the café or their favourite Pret, leaving behind mugs on coasters and idle screensavers flickering logos into shadows.

Sophie stayed behind.

She liked the hush. The slowed pulse of a space that normally ran like a machine. She answered emails no one would notice, reorganised Harding’s folders on the shared drive, and straightened her skirt before standing. Just the hem, two fingers running along the edge. Just in case someone noticed.

The internal line blinked.

“Sophie,” came his voice, low and clipped. “In here a moment.”

Her heart gave a short, traitorous hop.

Harding’s door was half-open. She knocked once out of habit and stepped inside. He didn’t glance up from the contract he was annotating, pen sweeping sharp ticks across margins. The room smelled faintly of paper, clean leather, and something deeper — his cologne, maybe, or the coffee he drank black, bitter, and always from the same mug.

“You wanted me, sir?” she asked.

“Close the door.”

The latch clicked into place.

He nodded to a neat pile of papers. “Take dictation.”

Sophie crossed to the seat opposite him and settled in, smoothing her skirt again before opening her notepad. Her fingers curled around the pen. Her blouse, crisp and white, rustled slightly as she sat. She didn’t miss the flick of his eyes toward the sound.

“Ready,” she said, throat dry.

He began. Dates, figures, clauses. She copied in silence, but the words slid past her. She felt his voice more than heard it — the pace of it, the weight behind each sentence. Controlled. Not warm. Not cold either. Just precise.

He stood mid-sentence and moved around the desk, retrieving a folder from the credenza. His shoulder brushed hers as he passed. She didn’t flinch — but she felt the contact bloom.

When he handed her the next sheet, his fingers lingered. Not by accident. His thumb grazed the back of her knuckles. She held her breath.

“Re-type those three clauses,” he said, voice quiet now, almost conversational. “They were sloppy.”

“Yes, sir.”

He didn’t return to his chair. Instead, he remained standing beside her, one hand resting on the desk edge, the other skimming a page as he dictated again — this time slower, closer, his tone narrowing to something that felt… personal.

“Clause six: If the undersigned party is to be held in breach, they forfeit the right to appeal or…” he paused. “…to protest.”

Sophie wrote the words, heart tripping. The pause had been deliberate. And he was watching her now, openly.

“Your handwriting’s neater when you’re concentrating,” he said.

“I’m always concentrating, sir.”

“That so?”

He reached past her to retrieve a pen — even though there were several in easy reach. His arm pressed to her shoulder. His suit jacket brushed the curve of her breast. Sophie kept her gaze down.

“Hmm.” He walked behind her, slow. “Stand up.”

She did. Immediately. No reason not to. No reason to say no.

“Turn,” he said.

She turned to face him.

He didn’t smile. Just looked. From glasses to blouse buttons, to waist, to hips. His gaze was thorough.

“Your tights are laddering,” he observed.

She froze. “I—yes. I noticed earlier.”

“Careless?”

“No, sir. Just old.”

“Buy new ones.”

“Yes, sir.”

He stepped closer. Not enough to touch. Enough that she could feel the heat between them.

“Bend and pick up that pen,” he said.

She didn’t hesitate. She bent — knees together, back straight — and retrieved the pen from the floor. As she straightened, she caught the look in his eyes.

Assessment.

She handed it back. His fingers grazed hers again. His touch was feather-light, but he looked at her like he’d already had her bent over this desk.

“Good girl,” he said, almost absent.

Sophie’s knees nearly gave.

“Do you like being useful, Sophie?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you like being watched?”

She froze.

He waited. No hurry.

“I think so,” she said, barely audible.

Harding stepped away. She could breathe again — and hated the distance.

“Close the blinds,” he said.

That wasn’t a request.

She crossed to the windows. Slatted blinds angled shut, dimming the room in slow increments. A soft hush fell over the desk. No one could see in now.

When she turned, Harding had moved behind his desk. His chair was still turned toward her. His pen was still in hand.

But everything had changed.

“Come here,” he said.

She obeyed.

Sophie stepped forward. The carpet muted the sound of her heels, but she was certain he could hear her breath.

Harding watched her approach with no pretense now. His eyes skimmed her face, her blouse, her thighs, and then settled calmly at her collarbone — as if measuring something.

“Hands behind you,” he said.

She obeyed without thinking. Her palms clasped at the base of her spine, the stiff fabric of her skirt pulling tighter across her hips.

Harding didn’t move. He simply looked at her, assessing the effect of his command.

“You hold yourself well,” he murmured. “No slouching. No excuses. That’s rare.”

“Thank you, sir,” Sophie said quietly.

“Do you know how many people crumble under even a little pressure?”

“No, sir.”

“I expect excellence. You give it.” He paused. “But I think you could give more.”

Her heart beat like a warning bell.

“Undo your top button,” he said.

The words were soft. Precise. Spoken like a task, not a suggestion.

Sophie’s fingers hesitated for a second before moving. One small plastic button slipped free. Her blouse relaxed slightly across her chest.

“Another.”

She obeyed.

The collar parted just enough to reveal the soft top edge of her bra. Nothing exposed. But the way he looked at her made her feel naked.

“Turn around,” he said.

She did.

“Good. Slower.”

He took in her figure — the smooth line of her spine, the curve of her hips. Sophie felt heat bloom low in her stomach, deep and tight.

“Stop,” he said.

She froze.

He stood, circled once around her like he was inspecting product. One hand brushed against her shoulder as he passed. Not a grope — a claim.

“You’re used to being useful,” he said, voice low. “Efficient. Predictable. Boring.”

Sophie said nothing.

“But underneath that tidy little blouse and clipboard,” he continued, pausing behind her, “you’ve been waiting to be… redirected.”

He was so close now she could feel his breath.

“You’ve been waiting for someone to tell you what to do.”

She whispered, “Yes, sir.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, sir.”

His hand closed lightly around the base of her ponytail — not pulling, not forcing, just holding. She didn’t move. She didn’t dare.

“I’ll give you direction,” he said. “But if I do, you don’t stop me. You don’t run. You don’t lie to yourself about what this is.”

“I won’t.”

“No. Say it properly.”

“I won’t stop you. I won’t run. I won’t lie to myself.” A pause. “Sir.”

He smiled — just a flicker. She felt it, not saw it.

“Good girl.”

Her thighs pressed together instinctively. The words melted her.

Harding turned her to face him again. Her eyes dropped. Her blouse gaped slightly. She didn’t fix it.

“You’ll need to be quiet,” he said. “Understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Quiet girls don’t get caught.”

“No, sir.”

“Hands on the desk.”

She reached back, fingers spreading across the clean surface. The grain of the wood was smooth beneath her skin. She felt the shift in her body — not just standing, but presenting. It made her ache in places she hadn’t known could ache.

He stepped in, one hand ghosting up her inner arm, over the open collar. His thumb brushed the side of her throat.

“You like being told,” he said. “That’s what makes this different.”

Sophie nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Not flirtation. Not favour. Obedience.”

Her breath hitched. “Yes.”

His fingers moved to the hem of her blouse, lifting it slightly where it had come untucked. The knuckle of his thumb traced the waistband of her skirt, dipping just slightly. She didn’t move.

“You’ll do as I say.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you’ll thank me.”

“…Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

“Thank you.”

“For what?”

“For telling me what to do.”

He leaned in, his lips grazing her ear.

“For making you useful in new ways?”

Sophie gasped. “Yes, sir.”

Harding’s hand slid behind her again and tightened slightly in her ponytail. Her scalp tingled — not pain, just possession.

“You’re already wet,” he said, not a question.

She burned.

He moved her slightly, shifting her legs apart with one nudge of his shoe between hers. The skirt resisted. She didn’t.

“You’ll kneel soon,” he said. “But not yet.”

He guided her a step back toward the chair, then sat down. She stood in front of him, blouse open, legs parted. Waiting.

“Undo another button.”

She did.

“Show me.”

She tugged the blouse wider. Her bra was plain white, almost clinical — but it cupped her tightly, the swell of her breasts perfectly framed.

Harding reached forward, letting his knuckles graze the edge of the bra. “We’ll fix your wardrobe.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Something that tears easier.”

“Yes, sir.”

He tugged the fabric gently aside, revealing one stiffened nipple. She didn’t cover herself. Her arms stayed behind her. Her mouth was open, chest rising fast.

His thumb rolled the nipple slowly. She trembled.

“You’ll kneel now.”

She dropped without hesitation.

Sophie knelt.

The carpet wasn’t soft — dense weave, faintly scratchy through her tights. Her knees settled without hesitation. She didn’t glance around the office, didn’t wonder if someone might walk past. All she looked at was Harding. All she felt was heat.

He didn’t touch her right away. He stayed seated, watching her from his chair like she was another document laid out for review. Her blouse hung open to her ribs now, exposing one breast. Her glasses slid slightly down her nose. She made no move to fix them.

“You look like you’ve been waiting here your whole career,” Harding said.

“I think I have,” she whispered.

“You want direction. You want use. You want purpose.” He leaned forward. “You want to be ruined professionally and still asked to stay late.”

A flush shot down her chest. “Yes, sir.”

“Hands behind your back.”

She complied, shoulders drawn, back straight. Kneeling like that made her feel even more naked — not physically, but psychologically. Harding’s gaze sharpened.

“Open your mouth.”

She did.

“Wider.”

Her lips parted fully, jaw stretching. He stood and stepped forward, unbuckling his belt with slow precision. The sound alone — that deliberate slide of leather — made her pulse stutter. Then the zip, the low rustle of fabric, and he was in front of her.

He didn’t push. He waited.

Her eyes flicked up. He nodded once.

Sophie leaned in and took him into her mouth.

The first inch was warmth and weight and power. The second pushed deeper, flattening her tongue. She adjusted her angle, jaw aching already, and heard him exhale slowly.

“Good girl.”

The words landed like a reward.

She focused. Let her mouth work — lips tight, tongue deliberate. Harding placed one hand lightly on her head, not pushing, just steadying. Her hair was still in its ponytail, still neat. She felt obscene like that. Obscene and perfect.

“Slow,” he said. “You don’t rush when you’re typing. Don’t rush here.”

She moaned low in her throat, the sound vibrating around him.

“Keep your eyes up.”

She did. It made everything worse — more intimate. More exposed. She could see the way his jaw tensed, the way his gaze held hers with steady authority.

“That’s it,” he said softly. “Office mouth. Built for silence. Built for use.”

Her arousal spiked hard. She gagged lightly as he pushed deeper, and when she choked, he didn’t stop. He pulled back a fraction, then guided her again, testing what she could take.

Tears pricked her eyes. She let them fall.

He used her like that for a while — slow, firm strokes, commanding her with hands and breath. When she started to drool, he wiped it with her own undone collar, like it meant nothing.

When he finally withdrew, she followed his movement with her mouth, chasing him, empty.

He smirked. “Good girl.”

Sophie gasped for air. Her mouth was sore, chin wet. She’d never felt more aroused in her life.

“Up.”

She stood. Wobbled slightly. He steadied her by the hip, then turned her to face the desk.

“Bend.”

She folded over without question.

Her hands flattened on the leather blotter. Her cheek rested on the file she’d typed that morning. Her glasses fogged.

Harding flipped up her skirt. Her tights were already laddered; he gripped the waistband and tore them wider, exposing her soaked underwear. He didn’t pause.

“You’re disgusting,” he said, tone like a compliment.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

He pulled the fabric aside and ran two fingers along her slit. She cried out — not from surprise, but from how ready she already was.

He slid inside her in one slow stroke.

Sophie moaned loud against the desk.

“Quiet.”

She bit her lip and nodded. She couldn’t speak.

Harding fucked her like he read contracts: efficiently, deeply, relentlessly. Every thrust sent papers shifting under her cheek. She clung to the desk like it was the only solid thing left in her world.

“You belong here,” he murmured behind her. “Not at your desk. Here.”

She nodded desperately.

“Say it.”

“I belong here.”

“Where?”

“Bent over your desk, sir.”

“Used how?”

“However you want me.”

He gripped her hips tighter and drove harder. The desk creaked. Her blouse gaped. Her breasts rocked with every movement, and she didn’t care. She wanted him to see.

“Your little office cunt,” he growled.

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it.”

“I’m your office cunt,” she sobbed. “Your toy. Your obedient slut.”

“Good girl.”

The praise made her clench around him. She was close — too close. She whispered, “Please—can I come?”

“Not yet.”

She whimpered.

“Hold it.”

She obeyed — shaking, soaked, teeth gritted.

Harding pulled her tighter. She could hear his breath falter. He was close too. He reached around her, fingers finding her clit, rubbing fast and firm.

“Now.”

She shattered. It wasn’t quiet — not at all. She came with a strangled cry, face buried in the desk, legs giving way. Her whole body trembled as waves of heat and relief rolled through her.

Harding followed — slamming into her once more before groaning low, emptying into her. He held her hips until they both stilled.

They stayed like that for a moment. Breathing. Still joined. Still in place.

When he pulled out, she whimpered again.

He straightened his shirt. Buckled his belt.

She didn’t move.

“Messy girl,” he said. “I like it.”

Sophie turned her head slightly, cheek sticking to the leather. Her mouth was open. Her legs trembled.

He bent to her ear. “Meeting at two. Clean yourself up.”

And just like that, he was gone.

She was still bent over the desk when the knock came.

Three brisk raps. Authoritative. Too loud.

Sophie froze.

The door handle twitched.

She snapped her head up, hair sticking to her face. Her mouth opened — maybe to speak, maybe to cry out — but Harding was faster. His hand clamped over her mouth. His other pressed between her shoulder blades, pinning her to the desk.

“Don’t. Move,” he whispered sharply in her ear.

Her heart went wild. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t think.

“Sir?” came the voice. Young. Familiar. One of the juniors — maybe Matt from acquisitions.

“Do you have a moment to look at the Bering invoice?”

Harding didn’t even pause. He leaned over her, cock still wet, pressed to her inner thigh. His hand stayed tight across her mouth. Sophie’s breath rushed out in a hot flood through her nose.

He pressed forward again. Just a little. Just enough.

Sophie’s eyes went wide. He was still hard.

And still inside her.

Her thighs twitched. Panic and arousal crashed together. She was held in place, forcibly quiet, as he began to thrust again — slow, measured, maddening.

The doorknob rattled again.

“Sir?”

Harding’s voice was perfectly even. “Not now.”

A pause. “It’s just—Legal’s chasing, and—”

“I said not now.” Flat. Final.

Another pause. Then the footsteps retreated.

Sophie trembled, heart in her throat. She was gasping behind his hand — not just from the fear, but from the sick, spiralling thrill of being fucked through it. She was dripping. She was shaking. And she wanted more.

Harding didn’t speak. He didn’t let go. He just kept thrusting, slow and deep.

“Mmfff,” she moaned against his palm.

His fingers pressed harder over her mouth.

“You’re enjoying this,” he whispered.

She nodded frantically.

“Good girl.”

She whimpered. Her whole body clenched. The shame, the fear, the pressure — it was unbearable and perfect.

He fucked her harder.

Not fast — just deep. Controlled. Possessive. She was fully exposed now, blouse open, tights ruined, cheeks flushed, cunt soaked, face pinned to the desk.

And someone had almost seen.

The thought pushed her over the edge. Her second orgasm hit fast and hard. Her legs gave out. She screamed into his hand.

“Stay quiet,” he growled.

She sobbed and nodded, her body pulsing helplessly.

He kept going — a few more hard, punishing strokes before he pulled out and came across her arse, hot and deliberate. Marking her.

Sophie panted against the desk. Her whole body buzzed. She was exhausted. She was euphoric.

Harding finally lifted his hand from her mouth. Her lips were wet. Her eyes flooded with tears — not from pain, but from the sheer, overwhelming wrongness of how right it felt.

“You didn’t scream,” he said.

“I couldn’t,” she whispered.

“You didn’t beg me to stop.”

“I didn’t want you to.”

He leaned down, voice at her ear. “You’re filth.”

“I know.”

“You nearly got caught. You were dripping while someone stood outside the door.”

“I know.”

“You came again.”

“Yes,” she said, a broken sound. “Yes, sir.”

He slid a single finger between her legs, traced her wetness, then brought it to her lips.

“Lick.”

She obeyed without hesitation.

“Good girl.”

Sophie didn’t move.

She stayed bent over the desk — wet, open, aching. Her legs shook from the effort of holding herself up. Her blouse stuck to her back with sweat. Her breath came in shallow gasps, fogging the desk’s leather blotter where her cheek had pressed for too long.

Harding didn’t speak.

He adjusted his belt. Pulled her up by the elbow. She wobbled.

“On the desk,” he said simply.

She stared at him, dazed.

“Up.”

Sophie climbed.

Her knees scraped the polished wood. The files she had printed that morning crumpled under her palms. Her bag still hung from the back of his chair, blouse undone, bra askew. She folded herself onto the desk, legs open, thighs slick.

He stood between them.

“Look at you,” he said.

She did — tilted her head just enough to see her reflection in the dark monitor on the wall.

Ruined.

Her hair was a mess. Her glasses hung crooked on her nose. Her blouse was torn, half-off her shoulders. Her tights were in shreds around her knees. Her cunt glistened. And still, she waited.

She wanted to be seen like this.

Harding stepped forward, cupping the back of her thigh, lifting her higher. Her legs parted automatically. He ran one hand up her chest, pushing the blouse further open, baring her fully.

“You’ll say it now,” he said.

“What?”

“What you are.”

Sophie swallowed.

“I’m—” Her voice cracked. “I’m your secretary.”

“Wrong.”

“I’m—your slut.”

“Still wrong.”

“I’m your obedient little office slut,” she breathed.

He smiled.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your obedient little office slut, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He gripped her hips and thrust into her again.

Sophie gasped — overstimulated, tender, but desperate for it. Her legs wrapped around his waist instinctively.

He fucked her hard this time — no restraint. The desk thudded beneath them. Pens rolled to the floor. Her files crumpled under her elbows. The sound of skin on skin filled the room.

She moaned loud, shamelessly now.

He covered her mouth with two fingers. “Quiet.”

She sucked them into her mouth.

“Filthy little thing,” he growled. “Wrecked on my desk, mouth full, cunt soaked, and you still want more.”

She nodded, eyes wild. “Yes, sir. Please. Use me.”

“Louder.”

“Use me,” she begged. “Use your office slut.”

He reached between them, rubbing her clit hard. She sobbed.

“You don’t come unless I say.”

“Yes, sir.”

He kept pounding. She couldn’t think. Couldn’t move. All she could do was feel — the fullness of him inside her, the grip of his fingers, the roughness of the desk under her spine.

“You’ll come when I do,” he said. “Not before.”

Her legs trembled violently. “Please.”

“No.”

Tears streamed from her eyes. Not from pain. From the unbearable need.

He fucked her harder, faster. Her body was beyond her. Her mind shattered somewhere between the words “obedient” and “owned.”

Then finally — finally — he said: “Now.”

And she came with him.

Her entire body clenched. Her vision blurred. Her cunt pulsed hard around him as he groaned, holding her tight, emptying inside her again. The sensation was overwhelming — a flood of heat, relief, possession, collapse.

They stilled.

Sophie lay flat, limbs slack, legs spread wide. His cum and hers spilled between her thighs, down onto the desk. Her blouse was off completely now. Her tights hung like wreckage.

She couldn’t move. Didn’t want to.

Harding brushed hair off her face.

“You did well.”

She smiled — dazed. “Thank you, sir.”

He pulled out of her slowly, tucking himself away. Sophie whimpered at the loss.

“On your knees.”

She slid off the desk and dropped immediately. Her knees thudded to the floor.

He held out his fingers. She licked them clean.

Then he stepped back and adjusted his shirt.

“You’ll clean up. Fix your clothes. Be at your desk before the hour.”

“Yes, sir.”

He nodded toward the door. “You may speak to no one about this.”

“I wouldn’t.”

“Good girl.”

He turned back to his chair.

Sophie gathered herself slowly. Her hands shook as she fixed her bra, buttoned her ruined blouse, pulled her torn tights into place. She wiped her thighs with office tissue. Her lips were red, eyes glassy.

She looked at the desk — the mess, the chaos.

She smiled.

Then she smoothed her skirt and left.

The corridor felt brighter than before. Too bright. Fluorescent overheads. Midday noise.

Sophie’s heels tapped softly on the tile. Her blouse was buttoned but still wrinkled, hanging loose in places where Harding’s hands had been. Her skirt sat higher on her hips now, tights torn beneath, her cunt slick between her thighs.

She walked carefully — not just because of soreness, but because it felt like the whole building had shifted off balance.

Someone passed her near the kitchenette. A junior analyst. He nodded. She nodded back. Did he know?

No. Of course not.

But her body buzzed like it had been marked. Not by bruises or scratches — by ownership. By what she’d said, what she’d begged for, what she’d swallowed.

She sat at her desk.

The chair felt unfamiliar. Stiff. It didn’t yield the way Harding had. Her keyboard was where she’d left it. Her water bottle. A post-it note with three reminders. She blinked at the screen, fingers hovering.

An email pinged.

She read the subject line three times before opening it. Something about scheduling. Something about Friday. She didn’t care.

Her thighs pressed together.

Harding had used her mouth. Her cunt. Her whole body. And she’d begged for more. She’d called herself his office slut. She’d meant it. She meant it now.

Her hand slipped beneath the desk, fingertips brushing the hem of her skirt.

Still wet.

Still aching.

Still open.

She drew in a sharp breath and stopped herself. Not now.

Her phone buzzed.

One text. A name she didn’t expect.

Kira 🩺:

i don’t know what you did today but that face says “used and satisfied” 😏

Sophie blinked. Looked up. Across the atrium, glass on glass — someone had spotted her. A reflection, a window, a moment too long in the mirror.

Another message:

Kira 🩺:

i approve. welcome to the addiction x

Sophie smiled. A real one.

She wrote back:

it was him. my boss.

i begged.

i liked begging.

i’m… not done.

The reply came instantly.

Kira 🩺:

oh baby.

i hope you’re never done.

Sophie turned her screen off. Stood.

Her blouse brushed her thighs as she walked — a gentle reminder of the mess beneath. Her tights shifted with every step, fabric sticking faintly where his cum had dried. No one noticed.

But she noticed.

In the ladies’ room, she stared at herself in the mirror. Makeup faded. Hair out of place. Glasses slightly smeared.

Her mouth still looked used. Her pupils were still wide.

She rolled her skirt waistband down just enough to see the faint red line where he’d held her in place.

She didn’t touch it. Just stared.

You’re my obedient little office slut.

She’d said it. She’d believed it. She still did.

She’d come so hard she’d seen white. She’d thanked him with her mouth full.

She’d liked it.

More than liked it.

She needed it again.

Sophie leaned in close to the mirror. Fixed her lipstick. Smoothed her blouse.

Then she whispered, under her breath, voice calm and certain:

“Next time, I’m going to ask.”
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“The Favourite”

She was nineteen when it started.

Her first proper job: two days a week at a property firm in Clerkenwell, answering phones, scheduling viewings, filing contracts by surname. The receptionist was off on maternity leave and they needed someone fast. Sophie, fresh out of her A-levels, took the train in with her best blouse pressed and her stomach in knots.

No one told her how to hold herself. So she copied the woman at the front desk — polished shoes, tucked-in voice, always standing when someone entered the room. Sophie did that, too. Even when no one noticed.

Except… sometimes, they did.

The older partners would smile at her when she held the door. The assistants sent her compliments: “God, I wish I had your handwriting.” One of the men in his late thirties — Will, or maybe Ben — used to call her Miss Secretary in that dry, teasing tone that made her feel ten years older and bare under her clothes at the same time.

One Thursday, he dropped a file on the floor beside her chair.

It was thin. Easy to pick up. But he stood and waited.

“Be a love?” he said.

She bent to retrieve it. Felt his gaze on the back of her neck. Passed it back without a word.

“Good girl,” he murmured.

It was a joke. It had to be. But Sophie went to the bathroom five minutes later and looked at herself in the mirror with her heart hammering. Good girl.

The phrase lived in her skin for days.

She’d never been called that before. Not by a man in a suit. Not with that tone — flat and low and full of implied patience. Not in an office.

She started standing straighter.

She started wearing pencil skirts instead of floaty dresses.

She started bringing in fresh stationery and correcting grammar on their letters without being asked.

She started hoping someone would tell her to fetch something again.

It never quite happened.

Ben — or Will — left for another job. The receptionist came back. Sophie took the UCAS offer she’d already half-forgotten about and moved to university.

But the memory stuck.

Not just the man. Not even the phrase.

The feeling.

Being told what to do — simply, confidently, without cruelty. And then being praised for it. That slice of warmth that followed. That little pulse of… relief. Like she’d done something right. Like she was right.

She spent her first year at uni collecting small versions of that feeling. Raising her hand quickly in tutorials. Getting off when a TA gave her an “excellent point” with a raised eyebrow. Kissing boys who talked over her, just to feel what it might be like to be rearranged without permission.

It didn’t always feel good.

But it always felt something.

Back then, she hadn’t had the language for it. She didn’t know about power exchange, or dominance, or submission. She only knew that being praised for obedience — even fake, even accidental — made something low in her belly light up like a filament.

And when she worked, it flared brighter.

Every job after that followed the same pattern. She’d show up early. Work hard. Get noticed. Get called “impressive” or “sharp” or “reliable.” But what she heard was good girl.

No one said it, of course. Not in HR. Not in conference calls.

But it sat just behind their mouths when they smiled at her, and it curled in her gut like a promise.

She’d write in her journal sometimes — long, embarrassed confessions. Fantasies. Getting caught bent over the copier. Being told to kneel under a desk during a quarterly meeting. Having a senior partner murmur “stay” in her ear while pressing her into a filing cabinet.

She’d come with her hand over her mouth.

Every time, she promised it was just a fantasy.

Every time, it crept closer to want.

Now, Sophie sat at her workstation in a completely different firm, years later. Her blouse was creased. Her thighs were sticky with drying cum. Her tights were torn beneath her skirt. Her chest still rose and fell in slow, post-orgasmic waves.

And she was smiling.

Because she’d done it.

Not just fantasised. Not just edged.

She’d bent. She’d opened. She’d obeyed.

And when he’d finished inside her and told her to fix her clothes and return to work, she hadn’t felt small or humiliated.

She’d felt like the favourite.

The best one.

The good girl.

Exactly the thing she’d always wanted to be — now on her knees, mouth full, cunt soaked, head held high.

Sophie reached for her pen and opened her notebook. The same handwriting she’d been praised for at nineteen. The same neat columns. The same instinct to impress.

She wrote just one line:

“What I want is to be told who I am — and to obey it.”

Then she tore the page out. Folded it. Slipped it into her bag.

Tomorrow, she’d show up early again.

She hoped he’d drop something on the floor.
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3: Boardroom Exposure

The office had emptied hours ago.

Sophie liked this part — the stillness that fell once the keyboards stopped clattering and the coffee machines clicked into silence. The hum of the building felt intimate, like it was whispering only to her now.

She moved barefoot through the boardroom, heels in hand, collecting the stray remnants of the afternoon meeting: a forgotten notepad, a coffee cup with a lipstick ring, the corner of a printed agenda curling against the air con. The windows showed only her reflection now — pale in the dark glass, hair loose, blouse soft at the shoulders after a long day.

She bent to adjust a chair. A quiet click behind her made her freeze.

The door.

Sophie turned.

Mr Carter stood in the doorway — sharp suit, silver cufflinks, one brow slightly raised as if amused by the sight of her still here.

“Miss Hale,” he said.

She straightened quickly. “Just finishing the clear-up, sir.”

“You’re thorough.” He stepped inside, slow. “You always are.”

She held his gaze. Carter wasn’t like Harding. Where Harding commanded the room like a current under a surface, Carter watched everything like he already knew where it would end. He was taller than she remembered. Or maybe the silence made him feel that way.

“I like a clean table,” she said, voice steadier than she felt.

He glanced at the boardroom table — freshly wiped, but still marked faintly with fingerprints, a coffee stain near the middle.

“And how do you like to be seen?” he asked.

Sophie blinked. “I—I’m not sure I understand.”

“I think you do.”

She said nothing.

He walked slowly around the table, trailing one hand across the polished edge. His shoes made no sound on the thick carpet. When he reached the head chair, he stopped.

“There’s something different about you,” he said. “Not just today.”

Sophie didn’t answer.

“I’ve seen it before,” he continued. “A woman who’s stopped pretending she doesn’t want to be noticed.”

Her throat tightened.

“Come here.”

She walked. Quiet. Careful.

He nodded to the edge of the boardroom table. “Hands.”

She placed them flat on the wood.

Carter watched her posture, then circled behind. She felt him looking. Not leering — inspecting. As if he were noting her fit, her readiness, her use.

“You know what obedience looks like,” he said. “You’ve studied it. Learned how to wear it like perfume.”

Sophie swallowed.

“Have you shown anyone what it sounds like?”

A tremor ran through her.

“Would you like to?”

She nodded.

“Say it.”

“I want to, sir.”

He moved to face her again. She kept her hands on the table.

“If I asked you to stay,” he said slowly, “and show me how obedient you truly are — would you?”

She nodded again. “Yes, sir.”

He reached behind him. Turned the boardroom lock with a quiet, definitive click.

Sophie’s pulse surged.

Carter’s expression didn’t change. He simply moved to the panel by the window and drew the blinds closed. The city lights vanished. The room dimmed to a hush.

“You will speak only when asked to.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You will obey every instruction.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You will not be touched.”

She blinked. “Sir?”

“You heard me.”

“Yes, sir.”

His eyes lingered at the line of her collar.

“Strip.”

Sophie didn’t move at first.

The word strip echoed louder than the ticking of the boardroom clock. The air felt thinner. Not cold — just sharp. Every inch of her skin seemed to tingle in anticipation.

She didn’t look at Carter. She didn’t speak. She simply obeyed.

Her hands moved to the first button of her blouse.

It was a delicate thing — sheer at the sleeves, stiff at the collar — chosen to be professional, respectable, invisible. But now, under Carter’s gaze, it felt like a costume. Something to shed.

She unfastened one button.

Then the next.

Then the third.

She slowed as she reached the base of her sternum, conscious of the way her breath made the fabric shift. Her hands moved methodically — not out of hesitation, but care. She wanted him to watch. Not just the act — but the discipline.

He said nothing.

When the blouse finally hung open, she slid it down her arms, folded it neatly, and laid it over the edge of the chair behind her.

“Continue,” Carter said.

She reached for the zip at the back of her skirt, fingers trembling slightly now. The sound was small — barely a whisper of teeth releasing — but it felt loud. Shameful. Delicious.

The skirt fell.

She stepped out of it, now in her bra, tights, and knickers. No heels. No jewellery. Just Sophie — nearly bare, almost breathing too fast.

“Stop there,” Carter said.

She froze.

“Hands by your sides.”

She obeyed.

He circled her again, slow and deliberate. His eyes didn’t leer. They studied — the way her shoulders tensed, the line of her thighs, the pink flush spreading down her chest.

“You were always going to end up here,” he murmured. “Weren’t you?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Not because you’re weak. Because you’re honest.”

She bit her lip.

“You wanted someone to notice the way you cross your legs at your desk. The perfume you wear. The effort it takes to stay polite when you want to be possessed.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

“You dress for men who don’t even see you.”

“I know.”

“But I see you.”

He stopped in front of her.

“I see what you want.”

He reached into his breast pocket and pulled out a phone. Set it gently on the boardroom table.

Sophie’s eyes darted to it.

“I’m going to watch you,” he said. “Not through the camera. In person. Right here. Right now.”

She exhaled — shallow, unsteady.

“But this,” he said, tapping the phone, “is for you.”

She blinked. “Sir?”

He tilted his head. “So you never forget what you offered. What you became.”

Her whole body tightened.

“Remove the rest.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Her bra unclasped at the back. She let it fall without ceremony. Her nipples stiffened at the cool air — or maybe just from being seen. Then she slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her tights and knickers, pulled them down in one smooth movement.

She was naked.

Not just stripped — offered.

Heels still off. Hair slightly dishevelled. Breasts soft and full. Cunt bare and wet. Shoulders square.

He said nothing for a long time.

Then, finally: “Beautiful.”

A beat passed.

“On the table. Lie back.”

She climbed up — careful, quiet. The wood was cold against her skin. She eased herself onto her back, knees bent, legs parted slightly. Her breath came faster now. Her chest rose and fell.

Her arms rested by her sides. Her palms faced upward.

“Good girl,” Carter said softly.

Sophie closed her eyes for a moment.

Then opened them.

And waited.

The boardroom lights glowed low and even, casting long, pale streaks across the table. Sophie lay flat against the wood — arms at her sides, legs parted just enough to signal, not yet to offer.

She didn’t look at the phone.

She looked at him.

Carter stood at the foot of the table. Hands behind his back. No lust on his face. Only control. He hadn’t touched her. He wouldn’t. She was learning that now. This was performance. Precision. Obedience made visible.

“Touch yourself,” he said.

Her fingers trembled before they moved.

She slid one hand slowly between her thighs. The other stayed at her side. Her breath caught as her fingertips reached the slick heat already gathering there. She was soaked.

Carter stepped closer.

“Palm flat.”

She adjusted.

“Middle finger only.”

She obeyed.

“Circle. Once. Slow.”

She did.

It was torture — the control, the restraint, the way he watched like he was grading her performance. She could feel her body bucking for more — faster, harder — but she wouldn’t move until he said so.

“Again,” he said.

She circled once more.

“Now two fingers. Slide down.”

She whimpered.

“Slower.”

She swallowed a sound and obeyed.

The sensation was unbearable. Too light. Too exact. It made her need without release. But that was the point.

“Keep going,” Carter said. “Eyes on me.”

She looked up — body exposed, legs bent, fingers wet and moving in measured strokes. Her face burned with shame. Her cunt pulsed with need.

“Tell me what you are.”

“I’m…” she blinked. “I’m your obedient little slut.”

“No.”

She shuddered.

“You’re not mine,” he said. “You’re yours. This isn’t for me. It’s for you.”

She faltered.

He stepped closer. Voice low.

“You’re going to show yourself what you are.”

Her hand moved faster, unconsciously. Her hips lifted slightly off the wood.

“Say it,” he said. “Say what you are.”

“I’m… a performance,” she whispered.

He nodded. “Louder.”

“I’m a performance. A show. A display. I want to be seen.”

Her thighs trembled.

“Say it again.”

“I want to be seen.”

Carter picked up the phone.

Her body froze.

Then: the quiet chime of a recording beginning.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

Her breath faltered. “Sir—please—”

“You don’t get to hide,” he said. “Not anymore.”

She wanted to close her legs. Roll over. Escape.

Instead, she kept touching herself.

“Eyes on the lens.”

She turned her face toward the camera.

“Open wider.”

She parted her knees.

He stepped behind the phone — still not touching her. Just filming.

“Say what you are.”

“I’m a show,” she gasped. “I’m a filthy little secretary who wants to be watched.”

Her fingers moved faster.

“Say what you’re doing.”

“I’m—” Her voice cracked. “I’m coming apart on the boardroom table, naked, because I need someone to see what I am.”

“Keep going.”

Her legs kicked against the edge.

“Say it.”

“I want you to see me. I want you to watch me come.”

Carter’s voice was cold. “Then you may.”

She came violently.

Body arched. Mouth open. Toes curled.

The orgasm tore through her like fire. She couldn’t hide. Couldn’t hold it in. Her thighs clenched. Her back lifted. Her voice broke into a sob.

And she kept her eyes on the lens.

Even as the tears came.

Even as her body shook.

Even as she whispered: “Thank you.”

Carter ended the recording.

Silence filled the boardroom.

Sophie lay motionless on the table. Her thighs glistened. Her chest rose and fell in uneven waves. Her fingers still hovered near her cunt, twitching in aftershocks. She blinked, slowly, the heat of shame flooding her cheeks.

Carter ended the recording with a soft tap. The quiet click of finality.

“You will watch it now.”

Her breath caught. “Sir—”

He raised a hand. Not to strike. Just to still her.

“I told you this was for you.”

She sat up slowly, legs still parted, her cunt swollen and pink, hair mussed, chest flushed. Her blouse and skirt lay neatly folded in the corner. Her dignity didn’t.

Carter tapped the screen.

The video began to play.

Sophie watched herself appear on the screen — naked, pale against the polished table, knees bent and parted, mouth parted, fingers trembling between her thighs.

Her own voice filled the room.

“I’m a performance. A show. A display. I want to be seen.”

Sophie stared.

“I want you to see me. I want you to watch me come.”

Then the climax.

Her body writhing, fingers buried, cunt pulsing, head thrown back, sobbing gratitude into the silence.

She turned her face away from the screen, but Carter stepped in close.

“No.”

His hand slid under her chin. Lifted it. Gently, firmly.

“Watch. Every second.”

She obeyed.

Tears welled in her eyes. Not from regret. Not even shame.

From the overwhelming rightness of what she had done.

Her body had never looked more undone. Her face had never looked more honest. Her orgasm — public. Captured. Permanent.

She whispered, “I’ve never seen myself like that.”

“I have,” Carter said.

He set the phone aside.

“You’ll keep it. Watch it whenever you forget what you are.”

Sophie nodded slowly. Her voice trembled. “And what am I?”

He stepped away. Picked something from the table.

A tie. Black. Silk. Company branded. She recognised it from earlier meetings — maybe even Harding’s.

Carter held it out.

“Open your mouth.”

She didn’t hesitate.

He fed the tie into her mouth, slow and deliberate, until it pressed between her teeth like a bit. She held it there, lips stretched around the fabric, eyes wide and glistening.

“No more talking,” he said.

She nodded.

“Kneel.”

She slid from the table to the floor. Her knees hit hard — the pain sharp, deserved.

“Back arched. Hands on thighs.”

She adjusted her posture.

He circled her once. Filming again.

He said nothing this time.

Just filmed her: naked, gagged, used, proud.

Then he slipped the phone into his pocket and turned away.

“Get dressed,” he said. “You’re done for tonight.”

Sophie stayed on her knees just a second longer.

Then obeyed.

The lift was empty on the way down. Just her reflection in the mirrored walls — still slightly flushed, hair in disarray, the curve of her smile uncontainable.

Sophie clutched her bag tight. The phone inside it felt heavier than it should. Not because of weight — because of content. Her body. Her orgasm. Her performance. All of it saved, held, hers.

She stepped out into the lobby and nodded at the night porter. He barely looked up. Didn’t see her blouse clinging slightly where she’d only half buttoned it. Didn’t clock the faint bruise rising on her knee from where she’d dropped so fast to obey.

Outside, the air was cool. Her skin prickled. Not from the breeze, but from the remnants still clinging to her thighs — the slick, drying trace of orgasm. Her underwear was damp. Her nipples rubbed against the fabric of her bra with every step.

She passed two smokers from a different firm. One looked up. Then looked again. Not lewd — just curious. Maybe it was the smile. Or the glow. Or the subtle wreckage she hadn’t cleaned quite thoroughly enough.

She didn’t care.

Every step was a reminder. Every bounce in her stride said: I did that.

At a red light, she pulled her phone from her bag.

Tapped the screen.

The thumbnail was innocuous — black background, date stamp, nothing more. But she knew what it contained.

She opened it.

And watched.

Again.

Not all of it. Just a moment. Just long enough to see her own body writhe, her eyes flutter, her fingers work herself toward climax under another man’s cold instruction.

She’d said it. I want you to watch me come.

And she had.

She watched it now. On a public street. Horns in the distance. Footsteps behind her. No one knowing.

But she knew.

And she wanted to be known.

The crossing turned green.

Sophie tucked the phone away and kept walking — tights rubbing damp between her thighs, hair lifting slightly in the wind, lips still parted.

She passed a bar on the corner — glass-fronted, full of after-work types. Men in shirtsleeves. Women in heels. Laughter. Pint glasses. Flirtation.

Someone behind the bar caught her eye.

Tall. Blonde. Pale forearms and a tight black tee. Hands drying a glass. He saw her. Really saw her.

And smirked.

Not at her. Not politely.

Knowingly.

Like he recognised what kind of girl walks home with smeared lipstick, wet underwear, and a video in her pocket.

Sophie smiled back.

Just faintly.

Then she walked on — slower now. Not running from anything. Letting it settle. Letting it soak.

Because she wasn’t a secretary anymore.

She was a slut with proof.
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Bar Tab Open

00:42 – Jade 🍸

You walked past my bar tonight looking like a woman who’d just been fucked or about to be

00:43 – Sophie

Why not both?

00:43 – Jade 🍸

That blouse wasn’t innocent

Neither were the laddered tights

00:44 – Sophie

It was a performance

Audience of one

He filmed it

00:45 – Jade 🍸

Wait—

He recorded you?

00:45 – Sophie

Asked me to

Told me to watch it when I forget what I am

00:46 – Jade 🍸

Christ

Did you ask first?

00:46 – Sophie

I looked straight into the lens

And came

00:48 – Jade 🍸

Fucking hell

You still have it?

00:48 – Sophie

Private folder

Named it “what I am”

00:49 – Jade 🍸

You’re dangerous

I like dangerous

00:50 – Sophie

You saw me

Didn’t you?

00:50 – Jade 🍸

Oh, I saw

The kind of girl who wants to be looked at until she melts

00:51 – Sophie

So look

I’m not done

00:52 – Jade 🍸

I don’t do done

I do slow

00:53 – Sophie

I’ll bring the tie

You bring the mouthwash

00:53 – Jade 🍸

What makes you think I’ll use it?

00:54 – Sophie

Habit

Hope

Because you like the taste of other people’s power

00:56 – Jade 🍸

I like the taste of secretaries who say things like that

00:57 – Sophie

Pour me something that bites back

01:00 – Jade 🍸

Bar tab’s open

Your tongue’s on credit
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4: The Interview

Sophie checked her reflection one last time in the lift mirror.

Her overcoat was tightly belted at the waist. Camel wool. Expensive. Respectable. It fell just below her knees, hiding everything. Her hair was swept into a clean twist. Her lipstick was wine-dark, freshly reapplied. Her heels were tall but subtle. Office-appropriate. Everything about her look said executive support, not sexual support.

Which was a lie.

Because underneath the coat?

There was nothing professional at all.

She wore black lace. Delicate bra. No blouse. No camisole. A suspender belt, sheer knickers, and silk stockings clung to her thighs. Nothing else.

The lift dinged. Floor 16.

She stepped out into the executive corridor, eyes ahead, posture perfect.

This wasn’t an official promotion meeting. Mr. Lennox had been brought in by the partners as a recruitment consultant — the kind of discreet, hyper-selective fixer who spotted “strategic assets” before they even realised they were applying for something bigger.

He was elegant. Polished. Mid-forties, with sharp eyes and a voice that moved slowly, like a scalpel through silk.

She wasn’t on his list.

But she’d put herself on it.

She’d emailed directly: “Happy to make time for a strategic fit discussion, if you’re available.”

He had responded within five minutes.

10:30. Conference Room B. Confidential.

Now she stood outside the door, heart slow, smile steady.

She knocked once. He opened it.

“Miss Hale.”

“Mr. Lennox.”

He gestured for her to enter. She walked past him — silent, controlled, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. She didn’t remove the coat. Just took her seat across from him at the long glass table.

He watched her for a beat longer than was necessary.

Then he sat.

“Thank you for offering your time,” he said. “I understand you weren’t scheduled.”

She crossed her legs. Slowly.

“I don’t believe in waiting to be noticed,” she said.

“Clearly.” He gave the smallest of smiles. “Well. Let’s begin.”

He picked up a pen.

She didn’t look at the notes he started to make. Didn’t glance at the glass of water beside her. Her focus was on the warmth trapped beneath her coat. The subtle rub of lace against her skin. The feeling of dampness already beginning to gather between her thighs.

Because she hadn’t dressed for promotion.

She’d dressed to be used.

The first few questions were standard.

“What do you believe is the most important quality in supporting a senior executive?”

“Adaptability,” Sophie said, smiling.

“And how do you demonstrate that in your current role?”

She paused just a beat longer than necessary. “By listening carefully. Responding quickly. And knowing when to stay quiet.”

Lennox made a small note on the page in front of him. His pen moved with precision — no hesitation, no filler ticks. He didn’t nod or murmur approval the way some managers did to flatter. He simply recorded.

“And when you’re under pressure?”

Sophie tilted her head slightly. “I perform well with pressure. Sometimes better than without it.”

His eyes lifted briefly. She let that statement sit.

“Tell me about your relationship with Mr Harding.”

“Professional.”

“Only professional?”

She met his gaze without flinching. “Always.”

He tapped the pen once on the pad. “I’m not asking because I care about office gossip, Miss Hale.”

“Of course.”

“I ask because men like Harding don’t promote women they don’t trust. And they don’t trust women who don’t know how to be quiet.”

Sophie smiled, just faintly. “Then perhaps I’ve proven my loyalty.”

“Or your usefulness.”

She didn’t correct him.

There was a long pause.

Then: “Why did you volunteer for this meeting?”

She crossed her legs the other way, letting the overcoat shift at her thigh.

“I suppose I wanted to clarify what kind of role you were really recruiting for.”

He raised a brow. “And what role do you believe I’m recruiting for?”

Sophie’s voice was soft. “One that requires complete submission.”

Another pause. Longer this time. He didn’t look away.

“You do understand this is a formal assessment, Miss Hale?”

“I understand perfectly.”

“If I reported your behaviour—”

“You won’t.”

Lennox’s smile was like a blade — thin, sharp, and clean. “And why won’t I?”

Sophie leaned forward slightly, letting her coat slip just a little at the neckline. “Because you’ve already decided I’m the most interesting candidate you’ve seen this week.”

He didn’t deny it.

“Stand up.”

Sophie rose slowly, hands at her sides. Her heels clicked softly as she straightened.

“Remove your coat.”

She met his eyes. Then untied the belt with one smooth pull.

The coat fell open and slipped down her arms.

Underneath: sheer black lace. A bra that cupped but didn’t conceal. Suspenders. Stockings. A glimpse of bare skin beneath the curve of her hips.

No blouse. No camisole. No modesty.

Sophie stood tall.

Her nipples were already tight. Her thighs glistened faintly where heat had pooled. She made no move to cover herself.

Lennox didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

“Interesting choice.”

“I don’t dress like this for interviews,” she said.

He waited.

“I dress like this for invitations.”

His pen rested beside the pad now. Forgotten.

“And what exactly are you inviting?”

Her voice didn’t waver. “To be used. Tested. Owned.”

“Are you offering submission, Miss Hale?”

“I’m offering proof.”

He stood slowly, the chair sliding back with a soft scrape.

“Then you’ll kneel.”

She lowered herself immediately. Knees to carpet. Back straight.

No hesitation.

No shame.

Just performance. Precision. Pride.

She looked up at him.

“I’m ready to be evaluated, sir.”

The carpet scratched softly against Sophie’s knees. She didn’t flinch.

Lennox stood still in front of her, his hands behind his back. His gaze wasn’t lustful. It was assessing. Cool. Measured. Like she was a product in a display case, and he was calculating value.

She let him look.

Her hands stayed folded in her lap, her back straight. Her shoulders square. Her tits — full, lifted by the sheer bra — rose slowly with each breath. Her thighs were parted slightly, just enough to expose the stretch of lace between her legs.

He stepped closer.

“You came here with a purpose.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You knew exactly what you were doing.”

“I still do.”

“If I said this was a test you’ve already failed—”

“I’d ask how to make it up to you.”

He was quiet for a beat. Then:

“Unfasten my belt.”

She reached up, fingers steady.

The metal clinked softly as she opened it. Then the button. The zip. The fabric parted. His cock was already half-hard — thick, dark, commanding.

She didn’t reach for it.

She looked up instead.

“May I use my mouth, sir?”

He didn’t answer.

He just placed one hand on the back of her head and guided her forward.

She took him in slowly. Lips parting, tongue ready, breath shallow through her nose. He was heavy on her tongue. Still growing.

“Keep your eyes on me,” he said.

She obeyed.

The first few strokes were slow. Gentle. Her tongue circled the head. She sucked with purpose — not for approval, but because this was what she was made to do. Because obedience didn’t require a desk. It just required a mouth and direction.

Lennox let her work for a while. His hand on her head never moved — just enough pressure to guide her pace, not force it. She adjusted herself lower, letting her lips stretch wider, her throat open. She didn’t gag. She managed him.

He watched her with surgical detachment.

“Don’t be gentle,” he said.

She sucked harder.

“Messy. Show me you mean it.”

She let spit drip down her chin. Took him deeper. Flattened her tongue and let him hit the back of her throat, then deeper still. Her mascara smeared. Her jaw ached. Her thighs rubbed together.

“Good,” he said quietly. “That’s how you interview.”

She moaned around him. Not in protest — in agreement.

“Faster.”

She obeyed.

Her head bobbed, rhythm sharp and practiced. She let herself fall into the tempo — the wet sound of suction, the heat building in her belly, the raw, helpless need to please. She wasn’t seducing him. She wasn’t begging.

She was offering herself — exactly as she’d promised.

“Where do you want it?” he asked.

She pulled off, lips glistening, panting softly. “Wherever reminds me what I am.”

That got a reaction.

He stepped back, stroking himself once, twice — then came hard across her chest. Hot lines across her bra, her collarbone, her skin. Sophie didn’t flinch. She stayed still, breathing through it.

“Don’t wipe it off,” he said.

She nodded.

He stepped around behind her, removed his tie, and looped it around her head.

“Open.”

She obeyed. He slid it between her lips like a gag. Tied it tight at the base of her skull.

Then he stepped back and took out his phone.

She didn’t blink.

He took a photo.

Her: gagged, kneeling, chest streaked with his cum, hands folded, eyes calm.

“Stand.”

She rose.

“Put your coat back on.”

She did.

“Do not adjust your bra.”

She didn’t.

The lace stuck to her skin. His cum soaked through the fabric. Her nipples showed through.

He opened the door.

“Dismissed.”

She stepped into the hallway, heels clicking.

Not a word.

Not a glance back.

She was his best interview of the week — and they both knew it.

Sophie took the lift alone.

The ride down from Floor 16 felt slower than usual. Or maybe it was her pulse — still pounding, still slick between her thighs. Her mouth was stretched from the tie. Her chest still sticky under her bra. She didn’t adjust anything.

The coat remained fastened.

But inside?

Her lingerie clung to the shape of his approval.

As the lift doors opened onto the main floor, she stepped out smoothly. Like nothing had happened.

Her heels clicked back toward her desk.

She passed James at the printer. He glanced up — then looked again. Something in his face tightened. Maybe it was the sway of her hips. Maybe it was the faint trace of sweat behind her ears. Maybe it was the scent of cum rising subtly through lace.

He said nothing.

But he noticed.

Sophie smiled at her monitor as she sat.

Typed in her password.

Refreshed her inbox.

There it was.

Subject: Preliminary Promotion Approval

From: Lennox, M.

Body:

Your initiative and delivery were noted.

Formal review pending.

Discretion expected.

No greeting. No sign-off.

Just three lines.

She stared at it for a moment, letting the words soak into her.

Then she clicked “Reply.”

And typed:

Submission available on request.

She didn’t sign her name.

She just hit send.

Then leaned back.

And smiled.
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“I’m Not Even Pretending”

Sophie woke before her alarm.

The apartment was still dim, the London grey not quite lifting outside her bedroom window. She lay still under the duvet for a long moment, thighs pressed together, skin warm, mouth dry. Her hair smelled faintly of the bar of soap she’d used to scrub herself clean the night before. But not everything had been scrubbed away.

She could still feel the table under her back.

The phone sat on her nightstand.

She didn’t reach for it yet.

She just lay there, blinking at the ceiling, letting the images flash uninvited behind her eyelids: the camera. The tie. Her own voice cracking on the word slut. The way her orgasm had escaped her mouth like a confession.

She should have been ashamed.

She wasn’t.

She was wet.

When she finally sat up, the sheets slipped down around her waist. She reached instinctively between her legs, fingertips brushing heat. She wasn’t ready to come again — not yet. But she wanted to carry the ache through her morning.

She padded into the bathroom.

The mirror caught her mid-motion. Bare. Pale. Eyes still sleep-soft.

She tilted her head. Studied herself.

Still Sophie.

Still polite. Still efficient. Still underestimated.

But not pretending anymore.

Her body wasn’t a secret. Her cunt wasn’t a workplace mystery. Her mouth had been used. Her skin had been claimed. And she liked it. The part of her that used to flinch from attention now offered itself to be seen.

She didn’t need to wait for someone else to pull the mask off.

She had removed it herself.

By 8:35 a.m., she was walking into the office.

Different outfit. Same shape.

Her pencil skirt was charcoal grey, clinging with that second-skin snugness. Her blouse was silk, not cotton — sheer enough to hint at the darker bra beneath. She wore her glasses. A darker shade of lipstick. Her heels clicked confidently across the floor tiles as she moved toward her desk.

She knew the looks she got.

One from James, the junior who still blushed when she passed.

One from Harding, across the atrium, with the barest nod and the hint of a smirk.

Even one from the HR assistant — who blinked, double-took, then looked quickly away.

Sophie felt electric.

At her desk, she unlocked her computer. Checked her email. Took a sip from her water bottle.

Then she reached into her bag and removed the phone.

No one noticed. She kept the screen angled just for her.

She tapped the video.

The thumbnail blinked open. The boardroom glowed on screen. Her body — flushed, naked, legs parted — filled the frame. The sounds were quiet through her headphones. But her own voice filled her chest like a second heartbeat.

“I want you to watch me come.”

Sophie watched herself do just that.

She didn’t flinch.

She smiled.

At 10:42, she took a break.

She didn’t head to the break room.

She took the lift to the fourth floor — unoccupied, half-empty since downsizing. The meeting rooms up here were rarely used. One of them still had a corner mirror.

She let herself in. Closed the door behind her.

Turned. Looked.

And stood there.

Nothing obscene. Nothing dramatic.

Just Sophie. In her clothes. In her heels. In her power.

She undid a single button. Then another. Then turned slightly. Watched how her hips shifted under the pencil skirt. How her mouth parted when she whispered something only she could hear:

“You’re not pretending anymore.”

She reached for her phone. Snapped a photo.

She didn’t send it to anyone.

She just saved it in the same folder.

A record. A reminder.

Proof.

That evening, she walked home again. She didn’t take the train. She liked the feeling of the streets beneath her. The weight of her heels. The swing of her hips when she let them swing.

She passed the same bar as the night before.

The same bartender looked up.

Their eyes met.

This time, she stopped.

He tilted his head — half invitation, half curiosity.

She stepped inside.

The bar was quiet. Mid-week. Mid-evening.

He didn’t say hello. Just raised an eyebrow.

Sophie sat on a high stool.

“Neat whisky,” she said.

“On a school night?” he teased.

She shrugged. “Some of us are overdue a lesson.”

He smirked.

“Rough day?”

She tilted her head. “Rough week.”

He poured. Slid the glass toward her. “Looks like you survived it.”

“Barely.”

He leaned in. “You always look like you’re hiding something,” he said.

“And you look like someone who wants to know what.”

“I do.”

Sophie reached into her bag.

Pulled out the phone.

Set it on the bar.

Didn’t open the video. Just let it sit there between them.

He looked at it. Then at her. Then smiled slowly.

“I finish at eleven,” he said.

“Then I’ll finish after that,” she said.

His eyes flicked lower. Then up again.

“Do you usually walk into bars and offer yourself up like a gift?”

“Only now.”

“Now?”

She smiled.

“Now that I know what I am.”


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.
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🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

🔗 Tied to Myself

They bind themselves in secret—but not all secrets stay hidden.

This gripping series of erotic short stories explores women who take control of their pleasure through self-restraint, only to find themselves pushed to the edge by circumstance, exposure, or their own insatiable need. Whether it’s a rooftop in the dark, a chair in the living room, or a bathroom with the door unlocked, each tale delivers high-stakes arousal, inventive bondage, and emotional intensity. Inspired by real confessions and kink subcultures, Tied to Myself is raw, risky, and unforgettable.
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