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The elevator doors slid open, and there he was.

Mr. Clyde Cunningham.

Billionaire. CEO. Legend. And taller than I expected.

I stepped in, trying not to stare. He didn’t move aside. Just stood there with one hand in his coat pocket, the other holding a phone he wasn’t looking at. His cologne hit me immediately. Warm. Clean. Dangerous.

I turned to face the front, heart already beating faster.

We were the only two in the car.

The doors closed.

Silence.

The air inside was cool, but my neck started to feel warm. I kept my hands folded neatly in front of me, trying not to fidget, trying not to think about how close he was. I could feel his presence without looking. The weight of it. The absolute control he carried in stillness alone.

The numbers ticked upward. 14. 15. 16.

Then he spoke.

“You’re new.”

His voice was low. Controlled. Rich like dark whiskey.

I nodded quickly. “Yes, sir.”

He turned slightly. I saw it in the reflection. The sharp angle of his jaw. The line of his eyes scanning me slowly, unapologetically.

“What department?”

“Marketing. I started this week. Janine Walker.”

“Hm.”

I didn’t know what to do with that. It wasn’t a question. Just a sound. A reaction.

The elevator kept rising. My thighs pressed together, a subtle motion. My skin prickled. I shouldn’t have worn this skirt. It was tight. Hugging every curve. I’d picked it for confidence. For the fantasy of maybe seeing him.

And now I had.

The silence returned, but everything felt louder. My breath. My heartbeat. The way my nipples tightened under the thin fabric of my blouse.

His eyes met mine in the mirrored wall.

He didn’t look away.

Neither did I.

For a moment, it felt like everything paused. Like the elevator stopped moving. Like he was deciding something.

The doors slid open on 32.

He stepped out first.

Didn’t say goodbye. Didn’t look back.

I waited two seconds before following.

Not because I had to.

Because I needed to breathe.

He walked down the hallway ahead of me, slow and sure. The way people moved when they owned the place. His broad back filled the space, the cut of his coat emphasizing power, money, restraint.

I watched him turn the corner and vanish behind a glass door with his name etched in silver.

Clyde Cunningham, Chief Executive Officer.

I stood there for a second longer.

The warmth between my legs throbbed gently.

I swallowed, fixed my blouse, and walked to my floor.

But I couldn’t stop thinking about him.

The weight of his stare. The way his voice rolled through my chest.

By the time I sat down at my desk, I was already wet.

I didn’t know it yet, but that ride was the beginning of everything.

—-
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The receptionist barely looked up when she handed me the envelope.

“Mr. Cunningham wants these delivered to his office. Personally.”

My pulse skipped. “Right now?”

“He’s waiting.”

I tucked the envelope under my arm and tried to act casual as I stepped into the elevator. Alone again. Same ride, different day. But this time, I wasn’t just daydreaming. This time, I was expected.

My heels clicked softly on the marble as I crossed the top floor. The hallway was quiet, lined with glass offices and polished chrome. At the end stood a single door, darker than the rest, his name etched in silver.

Clyde Cunningham, Chief Executive Officer.

I stopped. Smoothed my skirt. Fixed my blouse. My nipples were already stiff under the fabric, just from the memory of that elevator ride. I knocked once.

“Come in.”

His voice carried through the door like it belonged there.

I stepped inside.

His office was massive. High ceilings. Walls of glass. A minimalist desk that looked more like a sculpture than furniture. He stood behind it, jacket off, shirt rolled at the sleeves, phone in one hand.

He didn’t smile.

“You’re the intern.”

“Yes, sir. Janine Walker. From Marketing.”

I held out the envelope.

He didn’t take it. Just kept looking at me like he was measuring something.

“You think you’re ready to be in this room with me?”

I swallowed. “Yes, sir.”

He stepped around the desk, slow, deliberate. His eyes moved over me without apology.

“Be careful with that answer.”

I felt my breath catch. My thighs pressed together. His gaze dropped, just for a second, to the movement.

“Do you know what happens in this office?”

I shook my head.

“Decisions. Power plays. Deals that change lives. Nothing that happens in here is small, Miss Walker.”

He was close now. Not touching. Just near enough that I could smell his cologne. That same clean, expensive scent from the elevator. It made my knees feel weak.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“You didn’t do anything wrong.”

His voice softened just slightly. But his eyes didn’t.

“Yet.”

I held out the envelope again. My hand trembled just enough to notice.

He took it this time.

His fingers brushed mine.

It felt like contact on fire.

“You can go.”

I turned to leave. My legs moved, but my head felt foggy. The heat between my thighs pulsed, slow and steady. I reached the door and paused.

I pulled something from under my skirt.

Lace.

I left them folded neatly on the corner of his desk.

I didn’t look back. I didn’t wait for a reaction. I walked out with my heart pounding, my body humming, my panties left behind like a silent invitation.

Let him decide what to do with them.

—-
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The rain had turned to a full downpour by the time I stepped off the elevator.

I was soaked.

Hair clinging to my neck. Skirt damp from mid-thigh down. My blouse had gone nearly sheer. I didn’t plan on ending up back here, not this late, not like this. But I hadn’t been able to sleep. I’d left my apartment, walked through the city in the rain, and let my feet carry me here.

To him.

His light was still on.

I knocked once.

Silence.

I reached for the handle and pushed the door open.

He was at his desk, sleeves rolled again, no tie, the top two buttons of his shirt undone. He looked up when I walked in.

I shut the door behind me.

He didn’t stand.

“You know what time it is?” he asked, voice even.

“Yes, sir.”

“You always show up at offices uninvited, dripping wet in see-through clothes?”

I took a step closer. “Only yours.”

He didn’t blink.

“What are you doing here, Janine?”

I swallowed. My hands clenched at my sides. I was shaking, but not from the rain.

“I want something.”

He leaned back in his chair, watching me like a man trying very hard not to move.

“Be careful.”

“I’ve thought about it,” I said. “Since the elevator. Since your office. Since you looked at me like you wanted to know what I taste like.”

He stood slowly.

My breath caught.

“I don’t play with interns,” he said.

“I’m not asking you to play.”

“You don’t even know what you’re asking for.”

“I want to be full,” I said, voice shaking. “Used. Bred.”

His jaw clenched.

“You’re not on anything?”

I shook my head. “I stopped last month.”

His eyes moved down
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