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  The Interview


Katya Wetly stood before the full-length mirror in her apartment, fingers steady as she fastened the top button of her cream silk blouse. The fabric clung just enough to hint at the lace bra beneath without crossing into unprofessional territory. She had chosen the navy pencil skirt that hugged her slender hips and stopped precisely at the knee. Auburn hair was twisted into a tight, glossy bun at the nape of her neck, not a single strand allowed to escape. Her sharp cheekbones were accentuated by minimal makeup, just enough to look polished, not pretty. At twenty-eight she had learned that pretty was a liability in these rooms. Control was everything. 
She reviewed the slim leather portfolio on her dresser for the third time. Inside were printed copies of her performance metrics, letters of recommendation, and a single page of carefully worded questions. This was not an interview. This was a negotiation. The email from Corey Durst had been direct: private meeting, no assistants, discuss an opportunity for accelerated advancement. Everyone in the building had heard the rumors. No one spoke them aloud. Katya intended to walk in prepared and walk out with a contract that would make her a vice president before thirty.
Her pulse fluttered at the base of her throat. She pressed two fingers there, breathing slowly until it steadied. Ambition had carried her this far. It would carry her the rest of the way. Even if the rest of the way meant surrendering the one thing she had never let anyone truly take.
The executive floor was quiet when she arrived. Esme, her assistant, gave her a crisp nod from the outer desk but asked no questions. Katya appreciated that discretion. She squared her shoulders and stepped into the corner office suite where Corey Durst waited.
He stood at the wide windows, hands in the pockets of his tailored charcoal suit. At forty-two he looked carved from authority itself: broad shoulders, salt-and-pepper hair cropped close, dark eyes that measured everything they touched. When he turned, those eyes moved over Katya with slow, deliberate appraisal. Not leering. Assessing. The distinction made heat flicker low in her belly before she could suppress it.
“Miss Wetly. Precisely on time. I expected nothing less.” His voice was smooth, low, the kind of timbre that commanded attention without effort. He gestured to the leather chair opposite his desk. “Sit.”
She sat, spine straight, knees together, portfolio resting on her lap. “Thank you for making time, Mr. Durst.”
He didn’t sit immediately. Instead he circled the desk and leaned against its edge, close enough that she caught the faint scent of sandalwood and crisp linen. “Let’s dispense with the usual corporate dance. You’ve heard the whispers. I prefer clarity. What I’m offering is not a promotion in the traditional sense. It is a trade. Your complete availability in exchange for the career trajectory you’ve been killing yourself to achieve.”
Katya kept her expression neutral even as her mouth went dry. “I’m listening.”
Corey reached behind him and slid a thick document across the polished wood. The cover was plain black. No company logo. No title. Just a silver clip holding the pages together.
“This is the agreement. Read every clause. I expect you to understand exactly what you would be signing. Then we negotiate. Then, if you still want what I can give you, you sign.”
She opened the folder. The first page was clinical, almost legal in tone, yet the words hit her like a slow pulse between her thighs.
Free-Use Executive Agreement.
Katya inhaled through her nose and began to read. The clauses were explicit. During standard office hours, 8:00 a.m. to 6:00 p.m., Monday through Friday, Katya Wetly would make her body available for sexual use by Corey Durst and up to three designated senior partners without prior notice, verbal consent, or interruption of workflow. Oral, vaginal, anal. Hands, toys, fingers. On her knees, bent over surfaces, seated on laps. In offices, elevators, conference rooms, supply closets. Semen could be left inside her or on her skin. She would dress each day in attire approved by Mr. Durst. She would maintain silence or appropriate professional demeanor during use in shared spaces. She would keep herself shaved, groomed, and ready at all times.
Her cheeks burned, but she did not look up. She could feel Corey watching her, cataloging every micro-expression. Between her tightly pressed thighs, her pussy gave a single, traitorous throb. She hated that reaction. She also noted it.
Page four listed the safewords. Red would halt all activity immediately and without question. Yellow would pause and allow discussion. Green signaled enthusiastic consent. Use of any safeword would not impact compensation, promotion schedule, or continued employment. A separate clause guaranteed a minimum salary increase of forty percent and a clear path to vice president within fourteen months, contingent on satisfactory performance in both professional and sexual capacities.
Katya turned the page. Her hands remained steady. Only the faint quickening of her breath betrayed her.
“Safewords are non-negotiable,” Corey said, reading her focus. “They exist to protect you. I have no interest in breaking my toys, Miss Wetly. I prefer them eager and intact.”
She lifted her gaze then, meeting those intense dark eyes. “And if I require a hard limit on certain acts?”
“Name them.” He folded his arms across his broad chest. The movement stretched the fabric of his shirt over muscle. “I will consider reasonable requests. But understand the spirit of this arrangement is unrestricted access. You do not get to play gatekeeper once the door is open.”
Katya considered. “No permanent marks. No blood. No involvement of anyone outside the named partners without my prior written consent. And nothing that would leave visible bruising above the collar or below the hem of a standard business skirt.”
Corey’s mouth curved, a small, approving tilt. “Reasonable. I’ll initial those additions. Anything else?”
She tapped a paragraph near the bottom. “The clause about being used in front of non-participating staff. I want language that it will only occur when the risk of discovery is controlled. I won’t have my career destroyed by an intern walking in at the wrong second.”
“Controlled risk is acceptable. Full exposure is a privilege you may earn later, not a starting condition.” He reached for a pen, made a note in the margin, then slid the page back. “Continue reading. I want you to feel the weight of every sentence before you sign.”
Katya read on. The document detailed expected availability during travel, after-hours events labeled as “office hours,” and the requirement that she remain plugged or prepared on days designated by Corey. It listed Jim Hardwell and two other senior partners by name. She pictured Jim’s arrogant smirk and felt a twist of something that was not entirely disgust.
Her mind spun with the reality of it. This was not fantasy. This was a binding contract that would let her boss bend her over his desk whenever the mood struck him. That would allow him to snap his fingers and expect her mouth on his cock while she tried to finish a quarterly report. The thought should have revolted her. Instead her nipples had tightened into aching points beneath silk and lace. She shifted in the chair, hoping the movement looked like simple discomfort.
Corey noticed, of course. “Your body is already responding, Miss Wetly. That’s not a bad thing. It tells me you’re honest even when your face is all corporate ice.”
“My body is irrelevant until I sign,” she answered, voice crisp. “I negotiate with my head, not my cunt.”
The crude word sounded shocking coming from her own lips. Corey’s eyes darkened with interest. “Good. I like a woman who can say the word without flinching. You’ll be saying it often soon enough.”
She finished the final page. The promotion timeline was spelled out in black and white: director within six months, vice president within fourteen. Stock options. A private parking spot. A salary that would let her buy the downtown loft she had been eyeing for two years. All of it tethered to her willingness to become the CEO’s office toy.
Katya closed the document and set it on the desk. For a long moment she simply looked at him. The tension between them crackled like static before a storm. She could smell her own growing arousal, faint and musky beneath her skirt. She wondered if he could smell it too.
“I want one clarification on the partners clause,” she said. “They may only use me during office hours and only when you are on premises. I will not be passed around like a company car when you’re traveling.”
Corey considered her for a beat, then gave a single nod. “Acceptable. I’ll have that added before you sign. Anything else?”
“The after-hours clause. If I stay late to finish a project, I still fall under the agreement?”
“Yes. But I’m not a monster. If you need a true personal day, you email me the night before. Red is always available. I expect you to use it only when genuinely necessary. This arrangement works because you will learn to crave it, not because I break you.”
His words slid under her skin like warm oil. Crave it. She hated how easily he read her already.
Corey walked around the desk, retrieved an updated copy from a printer tray, and made the agreed changes in his own bold handwriting. He initialed each one, then slid the revised contract back to her along with a heavy fountain pen.
“Read the final version. Every word. When you’re satisfied, sign on the last page. Your career becomes mine the moment the ink dries.”
Katya read it again, slower this time. The explicit language no longer shocked her quite so much. Instead it settled into her bones, heavy and hot. She imagined walking into the office tomorrow knowing that at any moment Corey could crook a finger and she would have to spread her legs or drop to her knees. The image sent another rush of wetness into her panties. She pressed her thighs together harder.
She reached the signature line. Her legal name stared back at her in neat typeface. Katya Anne Wetly.
She picked up the pen. The metal was cool against her fingers. For one final second she let herself feel the full magnitude of what she was about to do. Then she signed with the same decisive stroke she used on every important deal.
Corey watched her the entire time. When she set the pen down he exhaled, a sound that was almost a growl of satisfaction. He rounded the desk again and placed one large hand on the back of her chair, leaning in until his mouth was close to her ear.
“Good girl.”
Two words. They shouldn’t have affected her so strongly. Yet her pussy clenched hard at the praise, and she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from gasping.
He straightened, retrieved the contract, and locked it inside a sleek black drawer. “Effective immediately, Miss Wetly. You belong to this office. To me. During these hours your body is company property.”
Katya rose on legs that felt suspiciously liquid. She met his gaze without flinching. “Then I expect the director-level projects on my desk by nine tomorrow, Mr. Durst. And I expect you to honor every clause as written.”
His smile was slow and predatory. “Oh, I will. Starting with the new dress code I’ll send to your inbox tonight. Something tighter. Easier to lift.”
The image flashed through her mind: Corey’s hands sliding her skirt up to her waist while she tried to maintain a conference call. She felt her cheeks flush but kept her voice level. “I look forward to reviewing it.”
He stepped back, giving her space, but the tension between them remained thick enough to taste. “You may go. Esme has already been instructed to clear your afternoon. Take the rest of the day to process. Tomorrow the real work begins.”
Katya gathered her portfolio. At the door she paused and looked back. Corey stood behind his desk again, watching her with dark, possessive eyes.
“One last question,” she said. “Why me?”
He tilted his head. “Because you’re brilliant, disciplined, and tightly wound. I’m going to enjoy every second of watching you unravel. By the time I’m finished, you’ll be dripping for me the moment you step off the elevator.”
She swallowed. The worst part was that some deep, secret part of her already believed him.
“We’ll see,” she answered, professional mask firmly in place. Then she turned and walked out, the contract now binding her to a future she had just sold in neat black ink.
Only when the elevator doors closed behind her did Katya allow herself one shaky breath. She pressed her thighs together again and felt the unmistakable slickness there. Her body had already begun to betray her.
She whispered to her own reflection in the polished steel doors, voice barely audible.
“What the hell have you done, Katya?”
But the ache between her legs already knew the answer. The door was open. There was no closing it now.
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