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  Late Night Discovery


Karla Delwin adjusted her glasses and leaned closer to her monitor, fingers flying across the keyboard as she refined the final slides for the merger presentation. The office was quiet after ten, the usual hum of daytime activity replaced by the low whir of the air conditioning and the occasional creak of the building settling. She had stayed late on purpose. This project was her chance to prove she belonged in the executive suite, not just as the assistant who scheduled their meetings. 
Her shoulders ached from hours hunched over the desk, but she ignored it. At twenty-eight she had already climbed further than most expected from an executive assistant, and she wasn't stopping now. The toned muscles in her legs flexed as she shifted in her chair, the result of her daily workouts giving her a posture that projected confidence even when she felt the weight of the workload.
A faint sound drifted down the hallway. Muffled laughter first, then something lower, a rhythmic thump that didn't match any copier or printer she knew. Karla paused, head tilting. The private lounge was supposed to be empty this late. She saved her work, stood, and smoothed her pencil skirt over her hips. Curiosity pulled her forward more than caution.
She moved quietly on her heels, the carpet muffling her steps. The sounds grew clearer as she approached the lounge door, which stood slightly ajar. A woman's voice moaned softly. Karla's breath caught. She hesitated only a moment before pushing the door open and stepping inside unannounced.
Three men filled the room. Drevin Calmwood, the CEO, stood behind a leather couch with his shirt open, salt-and-pepper hair slightly tousled. Harold Long, the CFO, sat on the arm of the couch in his shirtsleeves, and Jameson Rule, the COO, leaned against the wet bar with a drink in hand. A woman in a short black dress knelt in front of Drevin, her head moving in a steady rhythm. The scene froze the moment Karla appeared.
Drevin's piercing blue eyes locked on hers. The woman on the floor pulled back, lips parted, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. Silence stretched for three full seconds.
"Karla," Drevin said, his deep voice steady despite the interruption. "You're still here."
Karla's pulse hammered in her throat. Shock hit first, a hot flush climbing her neck, but it passed quickly. Her mind clicked into gear, weighing risks and rewards the way she always did with a tricky negotiation. This wasn't an accident. This was leverage, or perhaps an opening.
"I heard noises," she said, keeping her tone professional even as her eyes took in the scene. "I thought someone might need something. Clearly I was right."
Jameson chuckled low, setting his drink down. "Bold entrance, Delwin. Most people knock."
Harold remained silent, his sharp features unreadable, but his gaze traveled over Karla's fitted blouse and the curve of her 34C breasts beneath the fabric.
The escort stood, adjusting her dress with practiced ease. "Want me to go?" she asked Drevin, already reaching for her purse.
Karla didn't wait for his answer. She stepped further into the room and closed the door behind her. "Actually, I have a better idea. One that keeps everything in-house and improves the arrangement for everyone involved."
Drevin raised an eyebrow, his commanding presence filling the space. "I'm listening."
Karla met his eyes without flinching. Inside, her thoughts raced through possibilities. She had hidden desires she never acted on, cravings for something raw and shared that she buried under ambition. Here was a chance to satisfy both. "I stay late most nights anyway. I'm reliable, discreet, and I already know your schedules and preferences better than any temporary arrangement ever could. Replace her with me. Permanently."
Jameson straightened, interest sharpening his charismatic features. "You realize what you're offering?"
"I do." Karla's voice stayed even, though heat pooled low in her stomach at the thought. "After-hours only. My work performance remains unchanged during business hours. In return I want accelerated consideration for the upcoming director track and a compensation adjustment that reflects the additional value I'm providing."
Harold spoke for the first time, precise and measured. "You're negotiating while we're mid-session. That's either impressive or insane."
"It's efficient," Karla replied. She walked to the bar and poured herself a small water, giving them time to process. Her hips swayed with a subtle confidence she usually kept in check. "You get someone you trust. I get career momentum without the risk of an outsider leaking details. Everyone wins."
Drevin crossed his arms, muscles shifting under his open shirt. "And if we say no?"
Karla set the glass down. "Then I finish my project, go home, and we pretend this never happened. But we both know you'd rather have control over the arrangement than keep rolling the dice with strangers."
The escort watched with mild amusement, already edging toward the door. Drevin nodded once, and she slipped out without another word.
Jameson grinned. "She's got balls. I like it."
Harold studied her for a long moment. "Tomorrow night. Same time. We'll discuss terms and test the arrangement."
Karla felt the first real thrill settle into her bones. She had done it. The shock had faded into something sharper, an ambition mixed with anticipation she hadn't expected to surface so quickly. "I'll be here. And gentlemen? I expect clear rules and mutual respect. My career matters as much as the rest of this."
Drevin's mouth curved into a rare half-smile. "Understood. Now finish your slides, Delwin. You'll need the rest."
Karla turned and left the lounge, closing the door softly behind her. Her heels clicked down the empty hallway, each step carrying the weight of what she had just set in motion. The project still waited on her desk, but her mind already raced ahead to tomorrow night and the new role she had claimed for herself.






  
  First Taste on the Table


Karla checked the clock on her monitor as the office lights dimmed around her. Five minutes past seven. She had finished her work early on purpose, leaving the rest of the floor empty except for the cleaning crew on the lower levels. Her stomach tightened with a mix of nerves and something hotter she refused to name yet. She stood, smoothed her blouse over the curve of her breasts, and walked toward the executive conference room with steady steps. 
The door was already open when she arrived. Drevin sat at the head of the long table, his broad shoulders filling the leather chair. Harold and Jameson flanked him, both watching her with quiet focus as she stepped inside and closed the door behind her. No escort this time. Just the three of them and the arrangement she had proposed the night before.
"You're punctual," Drevin said, his deep voice carrying across the room. "That's a good start."
Karla met his eyes. "I keep my word. I expect the same from all of you."
Jameson smiled, leaning back in his chair. "Strip. Let's see if you mean it."
The command landed with weight, and Karla felt heat bloom between her thighs. She had expected tests. She welcomed them. Her fingers moved to the buttons of her blouse without hesitation. One by one they slipped free, revealing the black lace bra beneath. She shrugged the fabric off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Her skirt followed, the zipper whispering down before the material pooled at her feet. She stood in matching panties and heels, her athletic legs bare and her skin already prickling under their gazes.
"All of it," Harold instructed, his tone precise. "We need to know what we're working with."
Karla unhooked her bra and let it drop. Her 34C breasts lifted free, nipples tightening in the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into her panties next, sliding them down her hips and stepping out of them. Naked except for her heels, she walked to the conference table and placed her palms flat on its polished surface.
"Good girl," Drevin murmured. "Up on the table. On your back first."
She climbed up without a word, the wood cool against her skin. Her body stretched out along the length of it, legs parted slightly at the edge. Jameson moved first, his hands warm as they slid up her calves. "You look ready already," he said, voice low and encouraging. "Let's see how well you follow directions."
Harold stepped to her head, his fingers brushing her hair back from her face. "Open your mouth."
Karla parted her lips, and he slid two fingers inside. She sucked without being told, tongue working against his skin while Jameson's hands traveled higher. Drevin remained at the foot of the table, watching as Jameson's fingers reached the juncture of her thighs. One thick digit pressed between her folds, finding her already slick.
"Wet," Jameson noted with approval. "You want this more than you're letting on."
Karla moaned around Harold's fingers, the sound vibrating through her. She felt exposed and powerful at once, her body on display while her mind catalogued every reaction. Jameson's finger circled her clit, slow and deliberate, building pressure until her hips lifted off the table. Drevin's hand replaced Jameson's then, two of his fingers pushing inside her without warning. The stretch made her gasp, but she kept sucking on Harold's fingers until he withdrew them.
"On your knees now," Drevin ordered. "Show us how you use that mouth."
Karla rolled onto her stomach and slid off the table, dropping to her knees on the carpet. Drevin stood first, unzipping his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard. She wrapped her hand around the base and leaned forward, taking the head between her lips. The taste of him filled her mouth as she worked downward, tongue pressing along the underside. Jameson and Harold freed themselves as well, stroking slowly while they watched.
"That's it," Jameson said. "Take him deeper. Show us you can handle all of us."
She bobbed her head, saliva coating Drevin's shaft. Her free hand reached for Jameson, stroking him in rhythm. Harold moved closer, and she shifted to take him next, lips stretching around his leaner length. The rotation began, each man feeding her cock in turn while hands roamed her shoulders and breasts. Fingers pinched her nipples, sending sparks straight to her core.
Drevin pulled her up after several minutes, turning her so her chest pressed against the table edge. "Legs apart," he commanded. "I'm going to fuck you first. The others will wait their turn."
Karla braced herself, arching her back. Drevin's hands gripped her hips as he lined up and pushed inside in one steady thrust. The fullness made her cry out, her walls clenching around him. He set a measured pace, each stroke deep and controlled. Jameson stepped in front of her again, offering his cock to her mouth while Harold's fingers returned to her clit from the side.
The sensations layered over one another. Drevin's thrusts rocked her forward onto Jameson's length. Her tongue worked eagerly now, the power exchange sharpening her focus instead of diminishing it. Every command they gave, she met and exceeded. Her arousal climbed higher with each rotation of their bodies.
Harold took Drevin's place next, sliding into her from behind while she continued sucking Jameson. His strokes were sharper, more analytical, angling to hit the spot that made her thighs tremble. "You're taking us well," he said. "Better than expected."
Jameson pulled free of her mouth to praise her directly. "Look at you. Eager little slut already. You were made for this table."
The words sent a fresh rush of wetness around Harold's cock. Karla moaned openly now, no longer holding back the sounds. Drevin returned to her mouth, and the cycle continued until her legs shook from the sustained position. Drevin finished first, pulling out to spill across her lower back in hot stripes. Harold followed soon after, burying himself deep before withdrawing.
Jameson was last. He flipped her onto her back on the table, hooking her legs over his shoulders. "One more," he said, pushing inside with a groan. "Come on my cock if you want to."
Karla's hand found her own clit, rubbing fast as he drove into her. The orgasm built fast, cresting with a sharp cry that echoed off the conference room walls. Her body clenched around him until he pulled free and finished across her stomach, joining the mess already there.
They helped her sit up slowly. Drevin handed her a towel from a side cabinet, his voice softening into possessive approval. "You did exactly what you said you would. You're in. This arrangement starts tonight and holds as long as you want it."
Harold nodded. "Your discretion remains the priority. So does ours. Career track discussions begin next week."
Jameson grinned, already tucking himself away. "And you looked like you enjoyed every second. Don't pretend otherwise."
Karla wiped herself clean, then slipped back into her clothes with deliberate care. Her body hummed with residual heat, her mind clearer than it had been in months. She had control here. She had set the terms, and they had met them. The hunger in her chest had only grown, a quiet promise of more nights like this one.
"Same time tomorrow," she said, her voice steady despite the flush still on her cheeks. "Don't be late."
She left the conference
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