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I found the manila envelope sitting on my keyboard when I first arrived Tuesday morning, the bright red "CONFIDENTIAL" stamp impossible to miss against the sterile office lighting. My stomach dropped instantly. In my fifteen years of professional life, I'd never received anything from HR marked confidential.

My hands trembled slightly as I picked it up, glancing through the glass walls of my office to see if anyone was watching. The Cybersecurity Division hummed with its usual morning activity—keyboards clacking, low murmurs of technical discussions, the occasional burst of laughter from the break room. Nothing out of the ordinary, yet the envelope felt like a ticking bomb between my fingers.

I closed my office door before sitting down, sliding my finger beneath the flap and extracting a single sheet of paper. The SynergySec letterhead loomed at the top, followed by formal language that made my mouth go dry:

"This notice serves to inform you that a complaint has been filed regarding potentially inappropriate workplace conduct. Per company policy, all such matters are investigated with discretion. Please report to Human Resources (Suite 1420) Friday at 9:00 AM to discuss this matter. This meeting is confidential and should not be discussed with colleagues."

It was signed by Sharon Calloway, Head of Human Resources—a woman I'd never since I started working here six months ago.

"Inappropriate workplace conduct." The phrase echoed in my mind as blood rushed to my ears. 

Just last night, Victoria had bent me over her desk, her silk stockings brushing against the backs of my thighs as she entered me with slow, deliberate thrusts. "You've earned this reward," she'd whispered, her fingers digging into my hips as she established a rhythm that had me gasping against the cool glass surface. "Tell me who you belong to."

"You, Mistress," I'd managed between ragged breaths, my cock trapped between my stomach and her desk, leaking pre-cum onto the polished surface.

She'd reached around to stroke me in time with her thrusts, her other hand pressing between my shoulder blades to keep me pinned. "That's right. In this office and in my bed, you're mine to use as I please."

The memory sent an inappropriate wave of arousal through me, quickly followed by cold dread. Had someone seen us? The blinds had been closed, the door locked. We'd been careful for months—or so I thought.

My eyes darted to the security camera in the corner of my office. Did they extend into Victoria's private office too? I'd assumed her position would have granted her privacy from such surveillance, but what if I was wrong?

Or maybe it was Lucy? Our arrangement had expanded to include her, but we'd only been together after hours, when the office was empty. Had someone stayed late, heard something they shouldn't have?

I loosened my tie, suddenly feeling like it was choking me. I'd finally found professional success at SynergySec. The Kingsley project was moving forward with my security architecture as its foundation. Victoria had praised my work publicly in last week's executive briefing. For the first time in my career, I felt valued, respected—and now it could all come crashing down because I couldn't separate my professional life from my desires.

I folded the letter and slipped it into my inner jacket pocket, close to my hammering heart. Tomorrow at 9:00 AM, I would face whatever consequences came from surrendering to Victoria Fairchild—in every sense of the word.

The Kingsley presentation documents stared back at me from my monitor, the complex security diagrams blurring as my focus drifted for the third time in twenty minutes. I rubbed my eyes and reached for my coffee, now tepid in its "World's Okayest Programmer" mug—a gift from my last workplace that felt increasingly ironic given my recent professional ascent.

Six months ago, I'd been just another cybersecurity specialist. Now I was leading the Kingsley Financial project—the largest contract in the division's history. My asymmetric response mechanism had been specifically cited by their board as the deciding factor in choosing SynergySec. I should have been riding that high, fine-tuning the vulnerability assessment timeline as Victoria had suggested yesterday.

Yesterday. Before she'd locked her office door. Before she'd ordered me to my knees.

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, the slight soreness from last night's activities providing a distracting counterpoint to my anxiety. My collar felt too tight despite having loosened my tie, and a thin sheen of sweat had formed at my hairline despite the office's aggressive air conditioning.

"The authentication vulnerabilities need to be addressed before we implement the network scanning," I muttered to myself, trying to anchor my thoughts to the technical challenges rather than the HR summons burning a hole in my jacket pocket.

I managed to type three sentences before my mind betrayed me again, replaying Victoria's commanding voice: "Spread your legs wider. I want full access to what's mine."

My cock twitched traitorously at the memory, and I pressed my thighs together, glancing nervously through my glass walls to ensure no one had chosen that moment to approach my office. The division staff moved about their normal routines, unaware of my predicament. Across the floor, I caught a glimpse of Lucy's platinum blonde hair as she efficiently navigated between desks, delivering documents with her characteristic bounce in her step.

Did she know about the HR complaint? Victoria told her most things, but this seemed too dangerous to share, even with Lucy. The thought of their whispered conversations about me—about us—sent another inappropriate surge of arousal through me that I desperately tried to suppress.

The scent of Victoria's sandalwood perfume seemed to linger on my skin despite my morning shower. I'd scrubbed thoroughly, almost frantically, yet somehow her essence remained—or perhaps it was just my mind playing tricks, associating the faintest traces with vivid memories of her pressed against my back.

My phone buzzed with a calendar notification: "Kingsley Security Presentation—Final Review—2 PM." In three hours, I'd be sitting across from Victoria in the Turing Conference Room, discussing encryption protocols and data integrity measures. I'd have to look her in the eye, maintain my professional composure, and pretend I didn't know exactly how her breath caught when she came.

I opened the project timeline and forced myself to focus on the CFO's concerns about data integrity. The redundancy features needed clearer visualization—something that showed "how deep their protection goes," as Victoria had phrased it.

How deep. Christ.

I took another sip of cold coffee and grimaced. The bitter taste grounded me momentarily in reality. I was Michael Morrison, Cybersecurity Systems Architect. I had a master's degree and military training. I had designed security systems that protected millions of dollars in assets.

And yet, one red-stamped envelope had reduced me to a nervous, distracted mess—caught between the professional triumph of the Kingsley project and the looming threat of exposure. Between the respected colleague my coworkers saw and the submissive who had whispered "Yes, Mistress" as Victoria claimed me in ways I'd never imagined possible before her.

I stared at my monitor for another ten minutes before accepting I wouldn't get anything meaningful done. Lunch would be a welcome distraction, and maybe some food would clear my head. As I gathered my things, I spotted Lucy crossing the division floor toward the elevators. Perfect timing.

"Lucy," I called, quickening my pace to catch up with her. "Heading to lunch?"

She turned, her warm brown eyes lighting up with recognition. "Michael! I was just about to grab something from the café downstairs. Care to join?"

"Actually, I was hoping we could talk somewhere... private."

Something in my tone must have given away my anxiety because her expression shifted subtly, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. "Of course. How about Saito's? It's quiet, and they have those corner booths."

Twenty minutes later, we were settled in a secluded booth at the Japanese restaurant two blocks from the office. Lucy sat across from me, her platinum blonde hair catching the soft lighting as she stirred her miso soup. The restaurant's hushed atmosphere and private booths made it a favorite for SynergySec employees discussing sensitive projects away from the office.

"So," Lucy said after our orders were placed, leaning forward slightly. "What's got you looking like someone stole your encryption keys?"
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