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Chapter 1: First Collision

The conference room on the 14th floor of Helix Dynamics smelled of fresh coffee and old ambition. Vivian Hayes arrived at 8:47 a.m., ten minutes early, the way she always did. She wore charcoal trousers, a cream silk blouse tucked neatly, and a fitted navy blazer that followed the curve of her waist without apology. Her dark auburn hair was pulled into a low, precise ponytail. No jewelry except small gold studs and the thin wedding band she still hadn’t taken off three years after the divorce. 

She carried a battered leather portfolio containing printouts of the legacy codebase she’d spent fifteen years perfecting. She set the portfolio on the long glass table, opened her laptop, and waited. At 8:59 the door opened. Rebecca Kane walked in like she owned the place. Twenty-one years old, long dark hair in loose waves that caught the overhead lights, green eyes sharp enough to cut code. She wore black skinny jeans, ankle boots, and a fitted charcoal sweater that clung to a body that was impossible to ignore.  Full breasts, tiny waist, hips that swayed just enough to make the room notice. A thin silver chain rested against her collarbone. 

She carried nothing but her phone and a matte-black MacBook Air. Rebecca’s eyes swept the room, landed on Vivian, and paused. Vivian felt it immediate, electric, like static before a storm. Rebecca smiled small, confident, almost challenging then walked straight to the chair opposite Vivian and dropped into it. “You’re Vivian Hayes,” Rebecca said. Not a question. “You’re Rebecca Kane,” Vivian replied. Also not a question. They looked at each other for a beat longer than professional courtesy required. Vivian broke first. “I’ve read your GitHub. Impressive. Reckless, but impressive.” 

Rebecca’s smile widened. “I’ve read your last paper on COBOL optimization. Brilliant. Archaic, but brilliant.” Vivian’s eyebrow lifted. “Archaic?” “Respectfully,” Rebecca said, leaning forward slightly. The movement made her sweater pull tighter across her chest. Vivian’s eyes flicked down for half a second then snapped back up. Rebecca noticed. Her smile turned just a fraction more wicked. “I’m here to modernize the core banking module,” Rebecca continued. “You’re here to make sure I don’t break it. We’re going to disagree. A lot.” Vivian leaned back in her chair. “I don’t disagree for the sake of disagreeing. I disagree when someone wants to throw away twenty years of stability for shiny new toys that might crash the second quarter-end.”

Rebecca tilted her head. “And I don’t push for change because it’s trendy. I push because the old system is bleeding money in maintenance costs and security holes. You know that better than anyone.” Vivian’s jaw tightened. “I also know the cost of a failed migration. I lived through the last one. Twelve million dollars and six months of downtime.” Rebecca didn’t flinch. “Then let’s not fail.” Silence settled between them thick, charged, almost tangible. 

Vivian felt it first: the way Rebecca’s eyes traced the line of her throat, lingered on the open collar of her blouse, then flicked back up. Heat crawled up Vivian’s neck. She shifted in her seat, thighs pressing together under the table. Rebecca noticed. Her lips curved. “You’re staring,” Vivian said quietly. “You’re worth staring at,” Rebecca replied, voice low. “And you’re staring right back.” Vivian didn’t deny it. Rebecca leaned forward again elbows on the table, cleavage subtly accentuated by the angle. “We’re going to spend a lot of time together. Might as well admit it now: you think I’m sexy as hell. I think the same about you. But we’re both too smart to let that derail the project.” Vivian’s pulse thumped in her ears. “Agreed.” Rebecca’s smile was slow, dangerous. “Good. Because I’m not going anywhere. And neither are you.”

The door opened. The rest of the migration team filed in, project managers, architects, QA leads. The moment shattered. Professional masks snapped back into place. But Vivian felt Rebecca’s eyes on her the entire meeting. Every time Vivian spoke calm, measured, citing decades of evidence Rebecca countered with clean, elegant code samples and performance metrics that made the new stack look inevitable. They argued over architecture, over testing strategy, over deployment cadence. Sharp. Precise. Brilliant. And every time their eyes met across the table, the room seemed to shrink. Vivian hated how much she wanted to keep arguing with her. Rebecca hated how much she wanted Vivian to win.

When the meeting ended at 11:30, everyone else left. Rebecca stayed. Vivian closed her laptop slowly. “You’re good,” she said. “You’re better than good,” Rebecca replied. “You’re the reason this company hasn’t collapsed yet.” Vivian stood. Rebecca stood too. They were only a few feet apart now. “But you’re still wrong,” Vivian said. Rebecca stepped closer. “Prove it.” Vivian’s breath caught. “Late night. My office. 8 p.m. Bring your laptop.” Rebecca’s smile was pure heat. “I’ll bring more than that.” She walked past Vivian close enough that their arms brushed, close enough that Vivian smelled her perfume: something warm, expensive, dangerous. The door clicked shut behind her. Vivian stood there for a long minute, heart pounding, thighs pressed together, already wet. She had a feeling the next few weeks were going to be hell. And she couldn’t wait.

Chapter 2: Late Night Debug

Vivian’s office was on the 12th floor corner window, city lights glittering through half-closed blinds, the only illumination besides the dual monitors glowing on her desk. The clock read 8:17 p.m. Most of the floor had gone home hours ago. Rebecca arrived at 8:19. She didn’t knock just pushed the door open, laptop under one arm, a paper cup of coffee in the other hand. Black hoodie unzipped, white tank underneath clinging to her curves, jeans low on her hips. Her hair was down tonight long, dark waves that caught the blue light from the screens. Vivian looked up from her code. Didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. Just watched Rebecca cross the room and set the coffee on the desk black, no sugar, exactly how Vivian took it.

“You remembered,” Vivian said. Rebecca shrugged. “I pay attention.” She pulled the guest chair close too and sat. Their knees almost touched under the desk. Vivian turned her monitor slightly so Rebecca could see the screen: a massive COBOL subroutine she’d been refactoring for weeks. Green text on black background. Rows and rows of legacy logic. Rebecca leaned in. Their shoulders brushed. Neither moved away. “Show me where you’re stuck,” Rebecca said. Vivian scrolled to line 847. “The data mapping from the old VSAM files to the new JSON schema. Every time we test the migration script, it drops precision on the decimal fields.” 

Rebecca’s eyes scanned the code fast, hungry. “Because you’re preserving the packed decimal format instead of converting early. You’re carrying the old baggage all the way through.” Vivian’s jaw tightened. “I’m preserving accuracy. One lost cent in a banking system and we’re looking at class-action lawsuits.” Rebecca’s gaze flicked from the screen to Vivian’s face then lower, lingering on the open collar of Vivian’s blouse, the soft swell of her breasts visible where the fabric gapped. 

“You’re beautiful when you’re defensive.” Vivian’s breath caught. “Focus.” Rebecca smiled slow, wicked. “I am focused.” She reached past Vivian, fingers brushing Vivian’s forearm as she took control of the mouse. Vivian didn’t pull away. Rebecca opened a new tab, started typing Python, clean, elegant, converting the packed decimals at the source. Vivian watched her hands move. Long fingers, short nails, quick and sure. She smelled Rebecca’s perfume something warm and expensive, like vanilla and smoke. Rebecca finished the snippet. Hit run. The test output scrolled clean decimals, no precision loss.  

“See?” Rebecca said softly. “Old meets new. No casualties.” Vivian stared at the green PASS lines. Then at Rebecca. “You’re good,” Vivian admitted. “You’re better than good,” Rebecca replied. “You’re the reason this company hasn’t collapsed yet.” Silence. Rebecca didn’t move her chair back. Neither did Vivian. The air between them thickened electric, almost visible. Vivian spoke first, voice low. “You think I’m sexy as hell.”

Rebecca’s eyes darkened. “I know you are.” Vivian leaned forward just enough that her blouse gapped further. “And you’re sitting here at 8:30 at night, staring at my chest instead of the code.” Rebecca’s gaze dropped unashamed then lifted again. “Guilty.” Vivian’s heart slammed against her ribs. She reached out slow brushed a strand of Rebecca’s hair behind her ear. Rebecca’s breath hitched. Then Vivian kissed her. It was electric. Rebecca surged forward lips crashing, tongue sliding in immediately. 

Vivian moaned into her mouth soft, surprised, then hungry. Rebecca’s hands came up, cupped Vivian’s face, then slid down over her shoulders, down her arms, then under the blazer to grip her waist. Vivian broke the kiss just long enough to gasp, “Door’s locked.” Rebecca’s smile was feral. “Good.” They tore at clothes Vivian’s blazer hit the floor, blouse unbuttoned, bra pushed down. Her breasts spilled free heavy, full, nipples hard. Rebecca moaned low, reverent then took one into her mouth, sucking hard, tongue flicking the peak. Vivian’s head fell back. “Fuck” Rebecca’s hands shoved Vivian’s trousers down. Vivian kicked them off. 

Rebecca dropped to her knees, spread Vivian’s thighs, and buried her face in her pussy tongue flat, licking from entrance to clit in one long stroke. Vivian cried out hands fisting Rebecca’s hair. Rebecca ate her like she was starving sucking Vivian’s clit, tongue plunging inside her pussy, then sliding lower to rim her asshole slow circles, then deep thrusts. Vivian’s hips rocked, moaning loud enough to echo in the empty office. Rebecca pulled back chin dripping. “You taste so fucking good.” Vivian yanked her up kissed her hard tasting herself on Rebecca’s tongue in a sloppy, wet mess. Fluids swapped thick strings dripping from their chins. 

Vivian pushed Rebecca onto the desk papers scattering. She yanked Rebecca’s jeans and panties down. Rebecca’s pussy was bare, swollen, glistening. Vivian dove in tongue plunging deep, sucking her clit, then sliding lower to rim her ass deep, hungry thrusts. Rebecca screamed hips bucking came hard, squirting over Vivian’s chin. Vivian drank every drop pussy to asshole then crawled up and kissed Rebecca again filthy, desperate sharing the taste in long, sloppy kisses. 

They kept going Rebecca on her back, Vivian straddling her face, grinding her pussy against Rebecca’s mouth while Rebecca rimmed her ass. Vivian came again squirting over Rebecca’s tongue. Rebecca licked her clean then flipped them. Rebecca knelt between Vivian’s thighs, spread her wide, and ate her again pussy and ass, tongue fucking both holes while fingers rubbed Vivian’s clit. Vivian came a third time body shaking, pussy gushing. They collapsed sweaty, trembling, mouths never far apart. Vivian whispered against Rebecca’s lips, “This is dangerous.” Rebecca kissed her slow, deep. “Fuck yea it is!”

They lay there naked, tangled, hearts pounding. The project deadline was still two weeks away. And they both knew they were nowhere near done.

Chapter 3: Breaking Point

The next day dragged like wet cement. Vivian arrived at 7:45 a.m., coffee already cold in her hand. She’d barely slept every time she closed her eyes she saw Rebecca’s mouth on her, felt the slick heat of her tongue, tasted herself on Rebecca’s lips. The memory looped relentlessly. She’d showered twice, changed outfits three times, told herself it was a one-time lapse. A mistake born of exhaustion and proximity. She almost believed it. Until Rebecca walked into the open-plan dev floor at 8:03. Black skinny jeans, white tank top under an unzipped hoodie, hair loose and slightly messy, like she’d rolled out of bed and still looked better than most people after two hours of prep. 

She carried her MacBook Air and a paper cup from the downstairs café. She didn’t speak to Vivian. Just walked past her desk close enough that the sleeve of her hoodie brushed Vivian’s arm and dropped into the chair at the shared workstation they’d been assigned for the migration project. Vivian stared at her screen. Pretended to read the latest build log. Rebecca leaned back, legs spread casually under the desk, and sipped her coffee. “Morning, Hayes.” Vivian didn’t look up. “Morning, Kane.” Silence. Then Rebecca rolled her chair closer until their knees touched under the table. Vivian’s pulse jumped. Rebecca leaned in, voice low. “You’re thinking about last night.” Vivian’s fingers froze on the keyboard. “We have work to do.” “We do,” Rebecca agreed. “But you’re still thinking about it.” 

Vivian finally looked at her. Rebecca’s green eyes were dark, pupils blown, lips curved in that knowing smile. “I’m thinking about the project,” Vivian said tightly. “About deadlines. About not letting this... distraction derail everything we’re working on.” Rebecca tilted her head. “Is that what you’re calling me? A distraction?” “Yes.” Rebecca’s hand slid under the table slow, deliberate fingers brushing Vivian’s knee, then higher, tracing the seam of her
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