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Aaron's palms left damp prints on his new slacks as he navigated the labyrinth of Braxwell Global Solutions. The pristine corridors stretched before him like arteries, pumping suits and skirts through the corporate body with mechanical precision. His first day as an intern had already delivered a stack of paperwork that made his university finals look like children's homework, but nothing—not the mountain of NDAs nor the security clearance forms—prepared him for what waited behind Ms. Langford's frosted glass door.

The email had come fifteen minutes earlier: "Report to HR, Suite 1142, orientation continuation required." Simple. Direct. Nothing to suggest the corporate handbook had chapters they didn't cover in business school.

When he knocked, her voice cut through the door with surgical precision: "Enter."

Ms. Langford sat behind an immaculate desk, her posture military-straight. She was older than him by perhaps fifteen years—late thirties, he guessed—with dark hair pulled into a severe bun that stretched her features into something both intimidating and magnetic. Her black-framed glasses caught the fluorescent light as she looked up, her expression neither warm nor cold, merely efficient.

"Aaron Decker. Please close the door behind you."

He did as instructed, swallowing hard as he took in her full appearance. Ms. Langford wore a white blouse that strained against her chest, the buttons fighting a losing battle against what had to be the largest breasts he'd ever seen in professional attire. They pushed against the fabric with defiant volume, creating shadows and valleys that his eyes instinctively mapped before he forced them back to her face.

"Sit," she said, gesturing to the chair opposite her desk.

Aaron sat, his new polyester blend pants squeaking against the leather chair. On the wall behind her hung framed certificates and a poster listing workplace regulations in microscopic font.

Ms. Langford slid a thin folder across the polished surface. "Your orientation is incomplete. There's one final policy that wasn't covered in the general session."

"Oh?" Aaron leaned forward, reaching for the folder. "I thought I'd signed everything."

"This isn't about signatures, Mr. Decker. This is about Braxwell's Physiological Optimization Protocol." Her perfectly manicured nails—painted a deep, threatening red—tapped once on the folder. "At Braxwell, we recognize that peak performance requires physical balance. Our male interns are required to maintain optimal fluid balance through scheduled release sessions."

Aaron's brow furrowed. "I'm sorry, what?"

"Studies indicate that male productivity decreases by seventeen percent when seminal fluid accumulates beyond optimal levels," she continued, her voice never changing from its professional monotone. "Therefore, all male interns are scheduled for bi-daily release sessions." She checked her watch—a sleek, expensive timepiece that hugged her wrist. "Your first session begins now."

Before Aaron could process what was happening, Ms. Langford had pushed her chair back and was rounding the desk. Her heels clicked against the floor like a metronome, measuring out the seconds of his confusion. She stood before him, towering in four-inch black pumps, then sank to her knees with such smooth control that it seemed rehearsed.

"Wait, what are you—" he began, but his words died as her hands moved to his belt with unerring ease.

"Please remain still during the procedure," she instructed, her fingers working his buckle open. "This is standard protocol."

The zipper of his pants descended with a metallic hiss. Aaron sat frozen, his brain unable to reconcile the corporate sterility of the office with the fact that the Head of Human Resources was now fishing his cock out of his boxers with the same detached competence she might use to extract a document from a filing cabinet.
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