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The office party was winding down, finally. Most of the main floor was empty now, just a few half-drunk coworkers lingering around the drinks table and laughing too loudly. The catered spread had been picked over hours ago, and someone had turned the playlist down to a soft thump-thump of synth-pop in the background. My heels ached and my head was fuzzy from cheap wine, but I wasn’t ready to leave yet. Not when the air still buzzed faintly with celebration and gossip.

I stood near one of the high tables with Marissa and a couple of the other copy team girls, nursing what had to be my fourth glass of pinot.

“Okay,” Marissa said, her voice already a little slurred, “but you won't do it.”

I blinked at her. “Won’t do what?”

Her eyes flicked toward the boardroom door, still firmly shut, tucked off the far end of the floor. “Go sit in the big chair. The throne. Mr. Grant’s seat.”

I choked on my sip, nearly spitting. “Oh my god. No way. He’d fire me.”

“He’s not even here,” she said, grinning. “Come on. Chicken?”

I hesitated. The wine in my belly swirled, warm and reckless. The idea was ridiculous. Totally unprofessional. But also...

It wasn’t like I hadn’t thought about that chair before.

Marissa arched a brow, already knowing I was teetering. “Just a quick sit. Five seconds. Unless you’re scared.”

I tilted my head, letting the alcohol do the deciding. “Watch me.”

A round of tipsy giggles followed me as I set my wine down and smoothed my skirt. My heels clicked lightly on the polished floor as I walked toward the boardroom, the echo louder now that most of the office was empty. I could feel their eyes on me, could hear the whisper from behind.

“Twenty bucks she gets caught.”

“Worth it. She’ll be the office legend.”

My heart thudded harder, half nerves, half thrill. I reached the door and paused. It looked the same as always—frosted glass, heavy wood, intimidating. I glanced back once. Marissa gave me a thumbs-up, then mimed a crown on her head.

Biting my lip, I turned the handle and pushed the door open.

The boardroom was cool and dim, lit mostly by the city lights spilling through the floor-to-ceiling windows. The massive glass table gleamed under the chandelier, every chair pushed in neatly—except one. The chair. His.

I slipped inside, the door whispering shut behind me. My cheeks were flushed, my palms a little damp. I didn’t know what the hell I was doing, but that didn’t stop me. I was doing it anyway.
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The door clicked shut behind me, muffling the music and chatter outside. I stood still for a second, heart racing, letting the quiet settle in around me. The boardroom was beautiful, in a cold, intimidating way. The kind of space designed to make people feel small. A chandelier hung directly over the long glass table, scattering soft light across its polished surface. Beyond the windows, the city glittered under the night sky.

I walked slowly toward the head of the table, trailing my fingers along the cool glass. Everything felt sharper in here. Cleaner. Serious.

And then there it was.

His chair.

It looked different from the others. Wider. Taller. More padded. The leather gleamed like it had just been conditioned, the kind of seat meant to cradle power. I hesitated in front of it for a beat before sliding in, the leather cool against the backs of my thighs.

I couldn’t help myself. I gave it a slow spin, giggling under my breath as I twirled once, then let the chair settle back into place.

“Damn, this is nice,” I muttered, crossing my legs carefully. My skirt slid a little higher, tight across my thighs.

I leaned back, let my arms drape over the sides, then cleared my throat and dropped my voice low.

“Jenna, come sit on my lap.”

I cracked myself up, giggling into my palm, already imagining the look on Marissa’s face when I told her I actually did it. I let my head loll back, feeling deliciously naughty, and spread my arms wide.

“You’re all fired—except the hot one.”

I snorted again, eyes drifting toward the ceiling as I imagined what it’d be like to actually run things from here. The chair made it feel possible. Like maybe I could be that bold.

I slid one heel up onto the edge of the table, exposing a few more inches of my thigh beneath the hem of my skirt. I didn’t even bother pulling it down.

“God,” I murmured, voice quieter now. “What I wouldn’t give to get railed right here.”

The words slipped out before I even registered I’d said them out loud.

And then—

“Is that so?”

I froze.

The voice wasn’t in my head. It was real. Deep. Controlled. Familiar.

I twisted in the chair so fast I nearly fell out of it.

Mr. Grant stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame. His suit jacket was off, his tie loose around his neck, and his eyes—God, his eyes were dark. Locked on me.

“You’re in my seat.”
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My whole body locked up.

I scrambled out of the chair, heat flooding my cheeks, my heart hammering so loud I swore it echoed in the silence. “Mr. Grant, I—shit, I didn’t think you were here.”

He stepped into the room, the door clicking softly shut behind him.

“Clearly.”

My eyes darted around, like I could somehow undo the last five minutes if I just looked panicked enough. My legs felt unsteady in my heels, my fingers twitching with nowhere to go. I smoothed my skirt down, even though it was far too late for that.

“It was a dare,” I said quickly. “I was just... messing around. I’m sorry.”

He didn’t speak right away. Just looked at me. And God, I suddenly remembered exactly why I avoided eye contact with him in meetings.

Mr. Grant was sex in a tailored suit. Towering, broad-shouldered, and cut like a god. His shirt sleeves were rolled to his forearms now, showing thick veins and muscles I’d tried not to imagine wrapped around me. His chest pulled at the crisp fabric like it was struggling to contain him, the open collar of his shirt giving me the slightest tease of a strong neck and a faint dusting of dark hair.

His jaw was sharp enough to make me ache. Stubbled, tight, grinding slightly as he stalked closer with that calm, controlled walk that made me feel like prey. His tie hung loose, like even it had given up on pretending to keep him restrained.

And those eyes.

They were the color of smoke and heat, steady and unreadable, locked on mine like he could see straight through my skin and right into the slick ache between my thighs.

He circled me slowly. I turned as he moved, unable to hold still, nerves and arousal tangling in my belly.

“You know what happens to employees who sit where they don’t belong?” he asked, voice low, smooth as silk but threaded with something darker.

I swallowed, throat dry. “They get... fired?”

He stepped in closer, close enough I had to tilt my chin to meet his gaze. My breath caught as he raised one hand and dragged the back of a finger lightly up the bare skin of my arm.

A slow, electric touch.

“They get used,” he said.

My knees nearly buckled.

I stared up at him, chest rising and falling too fast. “Used how?”

His hand paused at my shoulder, thumb brushing the edge of my collarbone. I could feel the heat radiating off him. My thighs clenched instinctively, already wet and wanting.

He leaned in, his mouth near my ear. “You’re already dripping. Don’t play innocent.”

Before I could gasp, before I could even think, he spun me gently but firmly to face the table.

My hands landed on the cold glass. My breath fogged the surface. And behind me, I could hear him unhurried, deadly calm, as he stepped closer.
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The table was ice-cold beneath my palms, my fingers splayed against the glass as I braced myself. My breath came in short bursts, fogging the surface as my heart slammed against my ribs.

Behind me, I could hear the deliberate sounds of Mr. Grant’s movements. The soft rasp of his shoes on the carpet. The sharp tug of his belt slipping free.

“Lace panties,” he murmured, lifting the hem of my skirt with maddening slowness. His hands were steady, confident, warm against the backs of my thighs. “Knew you wanted attention tonight.”

“I didn’t think—” I started, voice high, breathless.

“Exactly,” he said, cutting me off. “You didn’t think.”

His fingers slid down, catching the
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