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There’s a reason I hate boring office parties.

It’s not because the music sucks.

And it’s not due to the catering—it’s often delectable, actually.

No. I hate office parties because we’re all expected to refrain from stripping down and screwing each other’s brains out...

Seriously. Hear me out.

It’s been a hell of a quarter. Stress has been through the roof for our entire floor. We’ve had breakdowns and brawls. Hell, you could hear Cynthia sobbing everyday in the bathroom for five minutes before emerging with a fake smile plastered on her puffy face.

So, now that we’ve climbed the mountain, now that we’ve pulled it off and met our quotas, upper management expects a bunch of attractive twenty-something business professionals to gather around the water cooler dressed to the fucking nines and sip punch without thinking about what’s going on under the slacks?

Ya, the hell with that.

I’ve got on my fuck-me dress—it’s a form-fitting little number that hugs my curves like a black compression band—and my heels are striking the marble floors of the lobby as I head toward the elevators. 

Sam, the old security officer who works the front desk, whistles as I walk by. 

“Ms. Jade!” He calls me by my first name. We’re pals like that. “You’re looking exquisite tonight!”

“Thanks, Sam.” 

I flash him a smile and flex my plump ass for him as I pass. You know what? If I don’t find somebody to relentlessly rail me against my desk tonight, I just might come back down and treat old Sam to the ride of his life. 

That’s how fucking hectic this quarter has been.

That’s how badly I’m aching for some relief. 

I know. I know. There’s plenty of tricks and toys I could be using to keep myself from getting so pent up. But I work better when I’m coiled up like a python waiting to strike.

And the work is done. It’s time to play.

Stilettos clack clumsily from around the corner as I slide into the elevator, and a woman’s voice begs for me to hold the doors.

Cynthia. 

Poor girl is perpetually in a panic.

She nearly crashes into me as she dives inside, eager to share the ride up to forty-two with me.

“Going up?” I jest, eyeing her up and down and wondering how she managed to mismatch her outfit with her makeup so terribly. She’s a sweet girl. Sweet, but clueless. 

“Of course I’m going up,” she stammer, her chest heaving as she catches her breath. “Wait. Is the party in the basement? Did I miss a memo? Jade! You could have texted me. Oh, I’m always the last to—”

“Cynthia,” I interrupt, pressing the button for our office near the top of the high-rise. “Relax.”

She giggles nervously, adjusting her violet top to better restrict her spilling cleavage. “Oh, right. You were only kidding. Sorry.”

I eye her up and down. She’s not ugly by any means—big tits, thick creamy legs, and an ass that even she can’t figure out how to hide—she just needs to figure out how to accentuate her assets. 

“You apologize too much,” I say.

“Oh, sorry.”

I arch a thin eyebrow at her, bending my crimson lips into a warm smile.

“Come here.”

There’s not much I can do for her in a forty-five second elevator ride, but I bring a little order to the chaos. With her long hair now tied back in a tight pony tail, men can see the smooth features of her face, and her hair doesn’t cover her cleavage. I wipe her ridiculous lipstick away, still unable to identify the shade, giving her a more natural, carefree look that matches her obviously careless personality.

Stepping back, I nod approvingly at my work. 

“Not bad for what I’ve had to work with,” I say. “Next quarter, you’re coming over to my apartment before the party. How do you expect to seduce any of these sharks looking like your mother dressed you?”
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