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It started with a tingling in my toes. Then up my thighs. A slow burn—low, lazy, lingering. I shifted in my seat, pretending to read a quarterly finance report, but the truth was far more... indecent.

My e-reader, tucked safely beneath a file labeled “Vendor Discrepancies,” was the real culprit. Or maybe I was. Either way, the passage I had just read would be illegal, or at least be considered taboo, in a building where fluorescent lights buzzed overhead and the AC made you forget you had skin.

A man. A desk. A woman bent over it. Simple architecture, really. Efficient. The kind of story that didn’t bother with too much plot—just enough tension to make those knees weak.

I took a slow breath, biting the inside of my cheek, then crossed one leg over the other like that might fool my body into behaving. It didn’t. I was melting. I was getting fucking wet. 

I leaned back, eyes slipping shut. Just for a second. Just enough to imagine what it would feel like to—

“Sasha?”

I jolted upright, yanking the file folder over the e-reader so fast I nearly paper-cut my own cleavage. Dana from payroll blinked down at me, holding a tablet and looking far too innocent for someone who just ruined a perfectly good fantasy.

“I need help with the copier again. It’s printing things upside down.” Of course it was.

“Be right there,” I said, my voice higher than I meant. Like someone who hadn’t just been reading about spit-slick fingers and overstimulated secretaries. Over-stimulated for their handsome boss, and his thick cock. 

I followed Dana down the hallway, heart thudding as I glanced over my shoulder at my desk. The e-reader was hidden. Perfectly. Probably. I hoped. It was a bit risky, but at the same time, so fun to have a secret be so exposed without anyone having even the faintest idea. 

It didn’t take long to fix her problem—just a matter of flipping a tray and pretending I knew what I was doing. She thanked me, I smiled, and we made small talk. I laughed at a joke I didn’t hear, because my brain was still back at my desk, still thinking about him and her and that scene.

When I returned, the air near my desk felt... different. Like someone changed something crucial, only I couldn’t figure it out. Until I noticed it. 

The files were still there—mostly. But the top folder I had oh-so-cleverly used to cover the e-reader was gone, replaced with a newer one I hadn’t seen before. And the e-reader?

Tilted. Barely. But enough.

Enough for a person to have read the screen. Maybe tapped the page once. Maybe twice.

I stared at it. Then up. And that’s when I saw him.

Mr. Nolan. My boss. Standing at the glass wall of his office, arms crossed, watching me with the kind of expression that made you wish you were invisible or, at the very least, wearing a trench coat. As if he can see through me, through my clothes. 

He didn’t say a word. Just turned. Walked back into his office. Left the door half-open.

I sat down. Slowly. Carefully. As if I were lowering my ass down on a dildo.

The e-reader was still open. I tapped it.

Two pages ahead.

Two.

I covered my face with my hands. Just when I thought things couldn't possibly get any worse, my phone buzzed.

One new message. A message from the boss. My brain worked overtime. Even before I opened the email, I noticed how this message was not from his work email. It was from his personal one.

Stay late. We need to discuss your... reading taste.

Oh, fuck! This might just be the worst way to get fired from the job. He might as well have caught me masterbating at the desk. I stared at the message. Not for a second, but for three whole minutes. I counted.

Stay late. That part lingered around the most. 

That was it. No emoji. No signature. Just those two plain words that had me dying inside in the most unprofessional way possible at my very professional desk. I should’ve responded with something clever, like "Sure, I love unpaid moral interrogations!" or maybe "Only if you promise not to fire me for fantasizing about a sharp jawline, and a big thick coc..." I shook my head. I can’t say that. 

Instead, I sat there. Useless. Hands folded in my lap like I was about to recite scripture. Except the only verse I knew was still glowing on my e-reader screen—and had been read by the very man who’d unknowingly starred in half the scenes I never intended him to see.

“Late” became “everyone else has gone home.” The office grew quieter by the minute, the hum of computers and click of heels slowly dissolving into nothing. I didn’t even try to look busy. I just waited.

And then, at 6:47 p.m., his door opened.

He didn’t step out right away. Just stood there, leaning slightly on the doorframe, adjusting his cufflinks like we were about to attend a gala, not stage a literary inquisition.

“Sasha,” he said, finally. His voice was smooth, unreadable. “Bring in your device.”

I blinked. “Device?”

He gestured at the e-reader.

Oh. Right. The smut tablet. The tracker to expose all sluts at the office. The lonely, nerdy, and single woman’s treasure chest. 

I rose like I was in a school play, legs wooden, heart on caffeine. I picked up the e-reader like it was a weapon and I’d just been caught with it in airport security. I followed his lead and stepped into the office.

The door clicked shut behind me. Now, it was just the two of us in this room, in this whole office. If he’s a serial killer, I can be attacked and no one would be able to save me. 

I imagine choking me would be easy. He’s a big guy, I’m petite and much smaller than him. His biceps are as big as my thighs. My foot is probably the same length as his cock. I just hope, if he’s going to choke me, might as well use his cock. Right after he’s fucked me in the... I mentally slap myself. Get a grip, you slut!

It's only then that I noticed he was still standing. He didn’t sit this whole time. Didn’t offer me a seat either. Just walked around the desk, leaned one hand on the wood, and glanced at the device in my hand.

“You left it on your desk,” he said. “Open.”

I nodded. I didn’t trust my voice yet.

“I thought it was work-related,” he added, and now I could speak, because the bubble of panic inside me popped and all that came out was dry sarcasm.

“Of course,” I said. “Very important document management system. Comes with... vivid illustrations.”

He didn’t smile. Not with his mouth. Just his eyes. And they were cutting through me like x-rays through silk. Shut the fuck up, you slut. You’re going to get yourself fired. 

“I read two pages,” he said. “Maybe three.”

I swallowed.

“That wasn’t part of the quarterly report,” he added, still calm. “Unless I missed a very exciting appendix.”

I opened my mouth. Don't you dare. I closed it.

He tilted his head. “You like reading those kinds of stories at work?”

“It was lunch break,” I blurted. “Technically not work hours.”

“If all this were to get out in public, I don’t think the technicality of your actions will be what people may remember most.”

Touché.

“I wasn’t expecting visitors,” I muttered, instantly regretting the lame excuse. Visitors? I work for him as his secretary. You know, an employee. The reply was so cringe I had to shift my weight on the back of my feet, expecting a lecture.

“Hmm,” he said. Then, after a pause: “Interesting choice of... subject matter.”

My brain scrambled to deny, to protest, to run. But he didn’t let me.

“Secretary,” he said softly. “Desk. Boss.” He tapped his desk, slowly. “Ring any bells?”

I squeezed the e-reader like it was a teddy bear and I was a girl on the dentist’s chair.

“I read ahead,” he added. “She gets told to read the scene aloud.”

Oh.

Oh no.

“I’m not going to make you do that,” he said—and the relief hit me so hard, I almost laughed. Until he kept talking. “Unless, of course, you want to.”

And that’s when I realized the real problem.

I did.

God help me, I wanted to.

My hands itched. My lips tingled. The words were still in my head, echoing like sirens. But I just stood there and said nothing.

He stepped closer. Not invading. Not threatening. Just... present. Too present.

“Is there anything you’d like to tell me, Sasha?” he asked. Yes. So much.

But all I said was, “Do you want me to start from the beginning of the chapter?”

His eyebrow lifted. Barely. But it was enough.

He gestured to the desk. “Put your palms flat on the table. Hands on each side of the ereader, as you read that scene for me.”

My breath caught. I was more or less expecting this response, and yet, it still felt unreal. 

“Isn’t this your fantasy?” he asked. It was. But I wasn’t going to make it so easy on him either. 

“This seems highly inappropriate. So I read some erotica, big deal. It’s not like I was doing something explicit at the desk.” I said. 

“Rachel from accounting probably thought the same, until someone reported her to HR and we found out she had been making Onlyfans content in the Company building, without any legal authorization.” He said.

I swallowed. He didn’t need to say anything. We all heard. Rachel, the wannabe only fans model who filmed her content in this very building, this very floor, without anyone knowing, without anyone’s permission. It was illegal. The filming in the building part, not the only fans, but who in society cared so much about details, anyway. She might as well have been a pornstar from then on. 

“Need I say what happened to her
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