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Sunlight punches through the cracked windshield of my aging car, baking the black leather steering wheel under my rigid palms. The dashboard air conditioning vents wheeze, spitting a pathetic stream of lukewarm air against my flushed face.

Summer heat traps inside the tight cabin, turning the morning commute into a suffocating crawl. I tug the stifling collar of my crisp blue button-up blouse, pulling the restrictive fabric away from my damp neck.

The thick gray suit jacket I decided to wear traps every ounce of body heat against my skin, turning my professional armor into an oven. Thick drops of sweat pool in the trench between my heavy tits, trickling down the plunging valley of pale skin to soak the thick lace of my black bra. Bob Hargrove demands weekend overtime, forcing my body into this agonizing corporate cage on a Saturday morning.

The oppressive silence of the empty highway fails to quiet the pounding migraine throbbing behind my eyes. I grip the wheel. The engine whines under the hood, struggling on the incline. Bob’s final email loops in my skull, burning away any hope of a quiet weekend secluded in my apartment.

Wendy, the Penske projections require complete consolidation by Monday morning. Print the entire thousand-page file. Bind the physical copy. Leave it centered on my desk. Do not disappoint me.

Fucking prick.

I stomp the brake pedal. The car jerks to a violent halt at a deserted intersection. The sudden stop throws my weight forward.

The seatbelt bites into my chest, squishing my breasts together under the tight blue polyester. The stiff underwire digs sharp trenches into my lower ribcage.

The heavy gray trousers ride high, the crotch seam wedging deep between my thighs, chafing against the sensitive folds of my pussy. The stiff fabric grinds my panties into my damp flesh.

I shift my hips against the vinyl bucket seat, chasing a fraction of physical relief. No relief comes. Dull friction and suffocating heat.

Only forty-eight hours of the weekend exist. I crave the dark solitude of my apartment, my faded sweatpants, the absolute isolation from the leering eyes of men like Jason. Instead, my Saturday belongs to the sterile confines of the twenty-sixth floor.

Isolation brings a weird comfort, provided it follows a predictable script. In Friday the 13th Part 2, Ginny uses child psychology and an oversized sweater to survive Jason Voorhees.

In Halloween II, Laurie Strode hides in the sterile, empty hospital corridors to evade mindless butchery in a hospital gown. Cheap slasher horror films run on established, unbreakable formulas.

The final girl does the brutal work, avoids the obvious trap, makes the smart move, and outlasts the killer. The corporate world lacks the comforting structure.

Aggressive sales bros like Jason prowl the open-plan floor during the week, staring at my chest, pitching inappropriate comments masquerading as banter while aggressive coin tricks flash in his hands. I rely on a strict routine to survive.

Blend into the harsh industrial carpeting. Hide my curves behind drab, oversized pencil skirts. Tolerate the discomfort. Survive the shift to attain total privacy at home.

I guide the steering wheel through the empty downtown streets. The monolithic downtown high-rise pierces the cloudless summer sky ahead. Twenty-seven floors of steel and reflective glass jut out of the baking concrete pavement. During the week, identical suits and frantic mid-level managers swarm the glass double doors. Today, the massive brick plaza sits abandoned. A deserted corporate tomb. The slasher nerd deep inside my brain appreciates the desolate aesthetic. The exhausted twenty-one-year-old admin assistant wants to conquer the goddamn Penske file and go home.

The car descends the steep hill, towards the high-rise building.  My pale skin flushes a deep, irritated crimson under the buttoned collar. I yank the wheel hard, slotting the car into an empty space on the deserted street.

I turn the key, and the engine dies.

Opening the driver’s side door, stale warm air hits my face. I drag my legs out of the car.

My black leather boots hit the cement with a heavy thud. The stiff soles click against the grit. Standing upright forces the tight gray trousers to shift again, the coarse fabric biting into the neat patch of black pubic hair hidden beneath my sweat-dampened silk panties.

Every movement in this restrictive wardrobe punishes my sensitive body. I slam the car door shut. The metallic crash echoes off the surrounding buildings.

I march toward the bright glass double doors of the lobby vestibule. I press a flat palm against my chest, a reflexive defensive habit bred from months of deflecting Jason’s slick, unblinking stares. The man possesses zero boundaries. Nobody in upper management stops him. The open-plan layout of the twenty-sixth floor guarantees maximum visual exposure. No cubicle walls. No privacy screens. Waist-high desks, rolling file cabinets, and agonizing physical vulnerability.

I push through the thick glass doors.

The lobby stretches out, a sprawling expanse of polished white marble and harsh overhead security halogen lighting. The temperature here borders on the arctic.

The high-rise centralized HVAC pumps a relentless stream of frigid, recycled air over the cavernous reception area. The sudden chill bites straight through the thick wool of my pants and the long sleeves of my jacket.

The sweat pooling under my arms and trapped between my breasts turns icy. The tips of my nipples harden, contracting into tight, sensitive peaks which grate against the abrasive lace lining of my bra.

A sharp gasp escapes my throat. My nipples push hard against the blue polyester, two distinct, aching points broadcasting my physical reaction to the freezing, empty room.

I hug the bulky leather bag tighter against my chest, smothering the evidence of my hardened nipples. The pure marble floor amplifies the clack of my black boots. I scan the massive, semi-circular mahogany security desk dominating the exact center of the lobby.

Stan Kowalski’s heavy black rolling chair sits empty.

My chest deflates in a massive sigh of relief. The paralyzing tension bleeding out of my shoulders eases the pressure on my stiff neck.

Stan is harmless. A towering fifty-two-year-old retired cop with a busted knee and a massive walrus mustache who treats this entire stark monolith like his own personal neighborhood patrol.

But his folksy, rambling friendliness derails any task I set. He possesses an inescapable urge to corner anyone passing his desk, launching into endless midwestern diatribes about his microscopic Napoleonic war figurines while jingling an enormous ring of brass master keys.

I approach the vast mahogany counter. An intricate, thumb-sized cavalry officer holding a microscopic sabre sits half-painted on a paper towel next to a massive magnifying glass. A styrofoam coffee cup rests beside the metal base, radiating faint, twisting wisps of steam. Stan is close by. Bathroom break. Vending machines run.

“Thank God,” I say to the empty lobby. Hitting Stan’s conversational bear trap derails twenty minutes of my morning. Every second spent validating an old man’s obsession with eighteenth-century cavalry tactics delays my retreat to the sanctuary of my couch.

I lean over the polished mahogany boundary. The thick black security sign-in ledger sits open on the counter. A cheap plastic pen dangling from a massive metal bead chain rests on the crease. I grab the ridged plastic cylinder. The metal chain rattles deafeningly loud in the silent room.

I drag the ballpoint tip across the Saturday log sheet.

08:15 AM. Wendy Thompson. Administration. 26th Floor.

Scanning the column above my fresh signature reveals a continuous blank page. The lines remain devoid of ink.

No elite executives from the lavish twenty-seventh floor using the weekend for backdoor meetings. No maintenance crews snaking cables through the walls. No Jason practicing coin tricks near my workstation.

Absolute, confirmed isolation. My erratic pulse slows. The chaotic anxiety hammering against my skull recedes. The building belongs to me.

For the next solid ten hours, I inhabit a concrete ghost ship. No need to plaster on a fake, subservient smile for upper management.

No need to sit upright in my rolling chair to disguise my chest size. Me, the corporate network printer, and the suffocating bureaucratic mass of the Penske data.

I drop the pen. It smacks hard against the ledger paper. Turning away from the desk, I walk toward the elevator bank stationed at the deep rear of the chilly lobby. My heavy black boots strike the marble, a rhythmic percussion driving my small frame closer to the finish line.

The brushed steel doors of the elevator bank reflect a distorted, bloated image of my body. Thin strands of straight black hair cling to my sweaty forehead. My cheeks burn a brilliant, sensitive red. The drab, conservative suit swallows my petite frame, hiding the heavy curves beneath a professional armor of boring gray and dull blue. The suit stifles, an unnatural costume I wear to blend seamlessly into the corporate background noise.

I hit the call wedge. It lights up with a sharp halo of blue LED illumination.

A distant mechanical hum reverberates deep within the pitch-black maintenance shafts beneath my feet. Thick steel cables groan in the dark. High-rise infrastructure wakes up to answer the physical summons. The digital numbers above the doors count down from the mezzanine level. Three. Two. One.

A harsh, electronic chime pierces the sterile marble lobby.

The heavy steel doors slide open, revealing the pristine mirrored interior of the cab. I step over the metal threshold.

The massive doors slide shut behind me, sealing off the lobby. An airtight, ascending tomb. I press the glowing button for twenty-six. The keypad registers the command with a beep. The car lurches upward. The massive rooftop machinery accelerates, hauling the small box up the dark, greasy shaft. Heavy atmospheric pressure builds in the confined space. My ears pop once. Twice.

The digital floor display ticks upward in a dizzying flash of bleeding red numbers. Ten. Fifteen. Twenty.

The indicator halts at twenty-six. The rapid acceleration dies, leaving my stomach floating in a sickening drop of inverted gravity. The heavy metal doors block my view of the massive open-plan nightmare of the corporate floor on the other side.

The abrasive fabric of my gray uniform settles heavy and hot against my damp, flushed skin. Time to start the clock.
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The heavy brushed-steel doors slide apart with a muted mechanical hum. A dense, suffocating wall of stagnant heat slams into my face.

The frigid, unnatural chill of the corporate lobby dies the exact second I cross the metal threshold onto the twenty-sixth floor. Stifling, humid air punches the oxygen straight out of my lungs. I gasp, pulling in lungfuls of thick, baked dust and overheated fabric. The massive, centralized smart-grid HVAC system regulating the high-rise climate control keeps this floor a tolerable, sterile seventy-five degrees. Today, the invisible vents mounted in the ceiling panels spew continuous, silent waves of oppressive thermal energy downward.

I step out of the elevator car. The doors snap shut, cutting off the last sliver of cool air.

Dead silence stretches across the sprawling expanse of the twenty-sixth floor. Harsh, flickering fluorescent strips ignite row by row down the massive ceiling grid, reacting to the motion sensors triggered by my arrival. Blinding white light bathes the entire room, illuminating a corporate panopticon.

No cubicle partitions break the sightlines. No high-walled fabric barriers offer a shred of privacy. Hundreds of identical, waist-high white MDF desks sit arranged in rigid, symmetrical geometric blocks atop abrasive industrial gray carpeting.

The aggressive open-plan layout demands absolute visual exposure. Empty, the sheer vulnerability of the space claws at my nerves. From my desk stationed near the center cluster, anyone standing at the elevators possesses an unobstructed view of my entire body.

I despise this layout. During the week, it acts as a massive hunting ground for aggressive, prowling executives and sleazy sales associates like Jason, who treat the lack of visual barriers as a god-given right to catalog the curves of my chest while rotating a silver quarter across his greasy knuckles.

Today holds no Jason. No Bob. No endless drone of overlapping phone calls. Only me, the suffocating heat, and the impending 1000-page Penske report.

I trudge down the aisle. My heavy leather boots sink into the harsh carpet. Every step requires monumental effort. The thick wool of my trousers traps a brutal layer of friction right against my legs. A fresh wave of heat rolls off the ceiling vents above my head. Droplets of sweat erupt across my forehead, slicking my straight black hair to my temples.

My desk barrenly reflects my need to remain invisible. Two monitors. A plastic keyboard. A black mesh rolling chair. No family photos. No quirky succulent plants. Total anonymity.

I grab the thick lapels of my gray suit jacket.

“Screw this.”

I yank my arms backward, sliding the heavy, stifling wool off my shoulders. I peel the restrictive layers away from my damp upper arms. The immediate absence of the thick fabric provides a microscopic rush of relief. I fold the jacket in half.

The bottom drawer of the metallic, under-desk organizational unit calls my name. I drop to one knee, the wool trousers pulling tight across my kneecaps, and pull the recessed metal handle. The heavy drawer rolls open on its smooth integrated ball-bearings. I shove the bunched-up suit jacket deep into the dark metallic cavern. My heavy brass keychain, loaded with the keys to my car and my apartment, clinks against my smartphone sitting heavy in the jacket pocket. I ram the drawer shut. The metallic latch clicks hard.

Standing back up, an aggressive wave of dizziness grips my skull. The ambient temperature climbs. The air thickens.

I drop into the black mesh chair. Wiggling my feet, I force the brutal zippers on my leather boots down. I kick the boots off under the desk. My nylon-socked feet hit the coarse gray industrial carpet. I peel the thin black nylon socks off my damp soles, scrunching them into tiny balls and tossing them beside the boots. Naked toes stretch, rubbing against the rough, static-charged fibers of the flooring.

I slam my hand against the computer mouse to wake the dual monitors. Glaring bright light stabs my retinas. The bloated Penske file sits open on the primary screen. Thousands of dense, micro-managed cells packed with complex pharmaceutical logistics, supply-chain routing, and aggressive international funding numbers blur together. Mind-numbing administrative torture. Bob requires the entire document formatted, cross-referenced, printed, and bound.

I place my fingers on the plastic keys. The plastic is warm to the touch.

Within ten minutes of typing, my body rebels against the agonizing climate. The air conditioning remains dead, replaced by a relentless assault of dry, artificial heat pushing the floor past eighty-nine degrees. My long-sleeved blue polyester blouse turns into a sauna suit. Thick, heavy beads of moisture pool beneath my breasts. The stiff wire of my black lace bra digs a vicious, inescapable trench into the sensitive undercarriage of my heavy tits. Every time I lean forward to scrutinize a chaotic column of numbers, massive friction grinds the damp, abrasive lace against my swollen nipples.

Sweat trickles down the deep valley of my cleavage, soaking into the fabric of the bra between the cups. A slick, uncomfortable film of dampness coasts down my spine. Between my thighs, the heavy wool trousers bake the silk of my black panties into the neat patch of pubic hair covering my mound.

Taking a ragged breath, the hot air scorches the back of my throat. My pale complexion flares. I sense the stinging crimson flush spreading across my cheeks and down my neck.

I glance over both shoulders. The massive twenty-sixth floor remains a desolate wasteland of empty chairs and powered-down monitors. Not a single soul shares this oven with me.

My fingers abandon the keyboard. I grab the bottom hem of the tight blue blouse. I yank the fabric upward, ripping the tucked ends free from the restrictive waistband of my trousers. The pop of the release echoes in the empty room.

I work my fingers up to the top button resting against my collarbone.

Pop.

I push the small plastic disc through the tight slit.

Pop.

The second button gives way.

Pop.

A third follows. I drag the two halves of the blouse apart, exposing the top swell of my chest to the stagnant air. The massive, pale curves of my heavy tits bulge outward against the restrictive black lace of my bra. Deep blue veins map the sensitive skin, strained against the structural limits of the synthetic garment. The intense heat amplifies the raw sensitivity of my body. A tiny, pathetic draft brushes against the sweat-slicked upper slope of my cleavage.

It fails to cool me down.

I twist my hands, working the bottom half of the open shirt. Grabbing the two long tails of the unbuttoned fabric, I pull them tight around my midriff and tie them into a harsh, secure knot below the center gore of my bra.

The maneuver exposes my entire upper chest and the black underwire digging into my ribs. The tied fabric cinches tight around my ribs, functioning like a makeshift crop top.

I lean back against the mesh chair. The synthetic fibers of the seat back scratch against my damp blouse.

For another twenty agonizing minutes, I attack the Penske formatted column charts, hitting auto-sum formulas and adjusting margin parameters.

The digital clock on the bottom corner of the monitor flips to 09:15 AM.

The overhead HVAC vents click. A fresh, aggressive surge of burning hot air blasts straight down from the ceiling lattice onto my neck.

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

I wipe a heavy layer of moisture off my forehead with the back of my hand. The sweat stings my eyes. The tight knot securing my shirt coils around my diaphragm. My lungs beg for full expansion. The heavy weight of my breasts suspended in the damp, sweat-soaked lace. The heat intensifies, cooking the space.

I slip my clammy fingers into the tight knot below my bra. I yank the fabric apart.

The knot dissolves. The blue polyester flaps open, hanging dead and useless off my extreme outer shoulders.

The entire brutal reality of my black lace bra sits exposed in the center of the generic corporate office. My heavy breasts jut forward. The delicate black lace strains to contain the swelling mass of pale flesh, the dark fabric cutting sharp lines across my areolas. Every movement, every heavy breath, forces my tits to bounce against the restrictive underwire.

A sharp pang of rule-breaking guilt strikes my chest. Walking around in an exposed bra violates every strict comfort parameter my brain requires to function. I scan the colossal empty room again. The total lack of privacy barriers mocks my current state. If the elevator chimes right now, I have zero cover.

I stare at the blank elevator doors a hundred feet away. They remain still.

I ignore the screaming anxiety. The intense, primal need to stop my body from overheating overrides my need to follow abstract HR dress codes on a deserted Saturday.

I run my bare hands over the heavy swell of my exposed skin above the bra cups, smearing the pooled sweat across my chest in a desperate bid to invoke evaporative cooling. I pinch the thick underwire under my tits and pull the fabric away from my ribcage, trying to separate the damp lace from my sticky flesh.

The massive weight of my breasts sloshes forward as the wire releases them, a heavy, aching thud against gravity. I snap the elastic back. The wire bites right back into the red friction groove carved under my breasts.

I stare at the massive column of logistics data blindingly white on my monitor. The numbers begin to warp and bend under my heat-induced migraine. The massive, encrypted virology distribution metrics I format bypass my cognitive reasoning. I ignore the strange acronyms for bio-weapon logistics, too hyper-focused on the unbearable stinging heat trapped in the crotch of my wool pants to care about Bob’s supply chains.

“I need ice.”

I abandon the mouse. Pushing the mesh chair backward, the wheels glide over the carpet.

I stand up. The heavy wool trousers cling to my thighs, saturated with sweat. My bare feet sink back into the coarse gray carpet.

I leave the unbuttoned blue shirt hanging open, the fabric tails dragging past my hips.

I step out from the desk cluster and walk down the massive gangway toward the executive kitchen stationed at the far end of the floor.

Walking with my bra exposed across the twenty-sixth floor is surreal. Without the suffocating white noise of buzzing network printers, overlapping sales pitches, and clicking keyboards, my bare feet landing on the harsh synthetic weave of the industrial carpet sounds deafening.

My heavy tits bounce with every heavy step I take, the damp black lace struggling to arrest the momentum of the soft flesh. A tiny, perverse thrill of rebellion strikes the back of my neck.

I exist untethered from the rigid corporate matrix right now. I conquer the desolate panopticon, marching over the ground where Jason tormented me on Wednesday.

I reach the heavy glass door of the kitchen. I push through the barrier.

The breakroom offers no sanctuary from the heat. The identical oppressive air pours out of the stainless steel grate above the massive double-door refrigerator. I stomp across the linoleum tile. The smooth, hard flooring chills my bare soles, a glorious contrast to the abrasive carpet.

I grab the solid metal handle of the massive commercial freezer. I yank it open.

A miraculous, freezing cloud of vapor rolls out of the dark cavity, cascading down my flushed face and washing over my breasts. I close my eyes. I lean my torso forward, thrusting my chest deep into the frozen white mist. The frigid air hits my sweat-slicked skin. My nipples react, contracting hard against the dark lace, hardening into tight, rigid peaks. The sudden temperature plunge sends a violent shudder down my spine. The sensitive flesh of my chest cools, the stinging crimson flush fighting against the sub-zero blast.

I rummage through the chaotic shelves. Dozens of forgotten tupperware disasters sit frozen solid. Behind a crushed cardboard box of popsicles, my fingers graze coarse, frozen nylon.

I grip a rectangular blue corporate-branded ice pack. Frost coats the rigid plastic edges. The heavy slab of frozen gel radiates absolute, magnificent cold.

I slam the heavy freezer door shut. The miraculous column of freezing mist vanishes. The stifling, ambient heat of the kitchen swallows my body whole again.

I clutch the frosty blue gel pack against my bare stomach. The freezing surface presses right against the soft, pale skin right above the restrictive waistband of my trousers. The immediate relief stops my panting.

I march back across the endless floor. The blue shirt trails behind my back. Every step sends a jarring thud straight up my spine. My heavy breasts surge and sway under the black fabric. I reach my workstation, dropping back into the abrasive black mesh chair.

I spread my thighs apart, maximizing the gap in the heavy gray wool to trap whatever air circulates below the desk. I take the frozen blue block and press it down into my lap.

The ice pack spans the entire crease of my thighs, resting flush against the thick fabric of my pant crotch. The massive temperature differential penetrates the dense wool.

A brutal wave of sharp, brilliant cold shoots down into my labia. The relief from the chafing, boiling heat trapped in my black panties acts like a massive dose of physical anesthetic.

I let my head loll back against the chair. My spine curves. My tits angle toward the ceiling, the unbuttoned blue shirt pooling out of the way behind my shoulders. I groan loud under the empty ceilings.

I grab the computer mouse, diving back into the relentless horror of the Penske data. The heavy, sharp-edged logistics tables consume all my focus. Time slips away into an endless void of data entry, formatting, and mindless numerical consolidation. I type. The repetitive clack of the plastic keys acts like a metronome. My migraine bleeds away.

Thirty minutes evaporate into the blinding white light of the dual monitors.

The brutal heat baking the open-plan office hammers against my skin. The ice pack resting heavy against my crotch loses the frosty exterior, transitioning from a rigid block of sub-zero salvation to a pliable, mushy weight digging into my thighs.

I ignore it. I chase the exact alignment of a fifty-row virology column, attempting to master Bob’s esoteric spreadsheet formatting. My eyes strain against the bright LCD screen. The raw, heavy ache of my exposed breasts pulling forward over the keyboard becomes background noise to the massive corporate puzzle demanding my absolute compliance.

A strange, distinct drop of dampness strikes the inner flesh of my right thigh.

I keep typing. A small pool of condensation rolls off the thawing plastic casing. Standard physics. I hit the enter key, jumping to a massive block of international funding numbers marked in aggressive red font. The numbers scream illicit routing. I apply the standard bolding formatting. My job requires zero questions.

A sharper, colder streak of water cuts across the top of my pubic mound, piercing straight through the thick wool and hitting my skin.

I pause. My fingers freeze mid-keystroke. I glance down at my lap.

The blue corporate ice pack sits indented in the valley of my thighs. The top nylon corner features a jagged, massive tear. A continuous, heavy flow of murky blue liquid pours out of the massive hole. Years of negligent freezer storage leaves the plastic compromised. The intense ambient heat of my body resting against the pack shatters the brittle seal.

The slow seep explodes into a massive, unstoppable flood.

A deluge of slushy, freezing water erupts straight out of the plastic casing. It cascades down the deep slope of my lap. The frigid wave saturates the left side of my gray trousers, turning the thick wool a chaotic, ruined charcoal color. The icy liquid impacts my crotch, penetrating the abrasive pant material and flooding my black silk panties. The sudden, agonizing rush of frozen water striking the hyper-sensitive flesh of my vulva sends an electric shock of sheer panic straight up my spinal column.

“Shit!”

I scream into the empty office. I throw my hands down, snatching the deflated blue plastic carcass by the edges. I rip the dripping mess off my legs and hurl it across the desk. It smacks hard against the plastic base of the keyboard, spraying blue-tinted slush before sliding to a pathetic halt beside my mouse.

I leap out of the mesh chair. The violent momentum rocks the heavy chair backward on its plastic wheels.

The damage ruins my clothes. The entire upper half of my gray suit trousers hangs drenched in freezing, slushy water. The thick wool shrinks and tightens against my skin. The wet fabric clings tight to my inner thighs and crotch, creating a brutal, suffocating suction against my soaked black panties. I stare down at the mesh seat of the rolling chair. A massive, spreading puddle of dark moisture soaks right into the porous synthetic fabric, leaving a visible, damning stain outlining my desperate attempt to cool down.

Total panic floods my chest.

If this wool dries in the suffocating heat of the room, it pulls out of shape. Furthermore, walking the massive fifty yards back to the elevator in wet, heavy wool guarantees savage, massive friction burns across my sensitive inner thighs. The sharp chafe of the brutal fabric grinding against damp skin terrifies me far more than the total isolation around me.

Instinct overwrites all logical compliance to standard corporate decency.

My clammy hands dive straight for the waistband of my ruined trousers. I pinch the small metal button. I pop it free. My fingers hook the tiny brass zipper. I rip the zipper straight downward, exposing the wet, soaking silk of my black panties beneath.

I hook my thumbs deep inside the suffocating wet waistband. I push downward.

The heavy, waterlogged wool resists, clinging tight to the damp sweat coating my thighs. I wiggle my hips back and forth, shoving the thick gray fabric down my bare legs. The wet wool slides down past my knees, peeling off my skin with a horrific, squelching friction. It bunches down to my ankles. I alternate kicking my bare feet in the air, shedding the heavy garbage off my body. First the left leg pops free. The right follows.

I stand immobilized in the exact dead center of the twenty-sixth floor.

I drop the soaking wet mass of gray wool onto the abrasive carpet next to my boots.

The sheer reality of my physical state slams into my brain. Stripped of my professional armor, absolute and total vulnerability crashes over me. I possess no cover. No defense.

The unbuttoned tails of the thin blue shirt hang past my waist. My massive, heavy tits bulge against the structural limits of the sweaty black lace bra, the restrictive wire carving bright red trenches into my ribcage.

Below my waist, nothing protects my modesty except a thin, soaking wet pair of black silk panties clinging to the curves of my hips and burying tight into the deep cleft of my ass.

The cold, wet fabric stretches tight over the prominence of my pubic mound, outlining the full shape of my sex against the blazing hot air of the open-plan office.

My breathing shifts into a shallow, rabid, breathless panic.

I curl my toes against the harsh gray industrial rug, exposed from head to toe. No walls block me. No doors hide me. The vast, uninterrupted corporate sightlines stretch in all directions, turning my pantless figure into the sole focal point of an enormous, terrifyingly vacant arena.

The agonizing ambient heat rolls over my exposed stomach and bare thighs. I clutch the open edges of my blue shirt, paralyzed. A heavy bead of sweat drops from the tip of my flushed nose, hitting the damp silk below my navel. I stand stripped of the corporate facade, naked to the invisible eyes of the empty high-rise.
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The soaking, leaden puddle of gray wool sits abandoned on the harsh industrial carpet beside my discarded leather boots. I stand still in the dead center of the twenty-sixth floor, my bare feet sinking into the coarse synthetic fibers. Stripped of my trousers, the total physical vulnerability of my situation crashes against my skull.

The sweltering, stagnant artificial heat radiating down from the overhead vents assaults my exposed skin. Without the suffocating barrier of the suit pants, the scalding air envelops my bare legs, washing over my knees and creeping up my pale thighs. I clutch the open edges of my unbuttoned blue polyester shirt. The massive, dead tails of the fabric hang past my hips, failing to hide the absolute reality of my current state.

My black silk panties cling tight to my crotch.

The explosive failure of the frozen gel pack floods the delicate material with freezing, blue-tinted slush.

The icy liquid buries itself deep into the thick patch of black pubic hair covering my mound, pressing the soaked silk against the sensitive cleft of my labia.

A massive, horrifying puddle of dark water saturates the porous black mesh of my rolling ergonomic desk chair.

If I sit down right now, the wet synthetic weave will seep right back into the ruined silk of my underwear, locking a permanent, agonizing dampness against my vulva.

I stare down at the heavy, ruined wool trousers twisted on the floor. I need airflow. Fast, aggressive, mechanical airflow, otherwise the thick suit material will shrink into contorted garbage and my drenched panties will carve raw, blistering friction burns deep into my inner thighs the second I attempt the long walk to the elevator.

My eyes dart across the endless, sprawling geometric grid of identical waist-high white MDF desks. Hundreds of empty workstations mock my panic. The massive centralized HVAC system pumps blistering eighty-nine-degree heat into the void.

Four rows down, positioned near the sprawling floor-to-ceiling glass windows, sits Jason’s desk.

Jason possesses a disgusting, relentless superiority complex.

A sleek, greasy mid-level sales associate who treats the open-plan architecture like his own personal hunting ground.

He spends hours rolling cheap silver coins across his sweaty knuckles, staring unblinkingly across the room at the heavy swell of my breasts while pretending to review pipeline projections.

He operates a massive, industrial-grade Vornado desk fan, blasting it on maximum power to push the pungent, nauseating cloud of his cheap designer cologne into the aisle.

I need the fan.

I release the edges of my unbuttoned shirt. I drop my hands down and snatch the drenched, freezing mass of gray wool off the carpet. The heavy fabric drips murky water onto my bare feet. I reach out and grab the high plastic back of my ruined mesh chair.

I step forward, pushing the heavy office rig across the aisle.

The friction of the small plastic caster wheels grinding against the thick, static-charged industrial carpet sounds like a jet engine roaring in the complete silence of the
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