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Isaac had always been the quiet type, the kind of guy who blended into the background even when he towered over most people at six-foot-two. Broad-shouldered and solidly built from years of casual gym habits he never talked about, he carried himself with a gentle, almost scholarly air—wire-rimmed glasses perched on a strong nose, dark hair usually a little tousled like he’d run his fingers through it while reading. Women noticed him, but he rarely noticed them noticing. College had come and gone with a few awkward dates that never went anywhere, and now, fresh out of it, he’d landed a steady administrative role at a big corporate firm.

He was the only man in the entire department. The women there were friendly enough, but none more so than Victoria.

Victoria was something else entirely. Early thirties, with the kind of effortless, ripe beauty that came from knowing exactly who she was. Her body had that lush, womanly fullness—full breasts that strained softly against the silk blouses she favored, a narrow waist flaring into generous hips and a round, firm ass that swayed with every step. She moved like she was aware of the effect she had, but never rushed it. Her husband was some executive who spent most of his time overseas chasing deals, leaving her alone in their sprawling suburban home more often than not.

She’d been the one who hired him. Out of a dozen candidates, she’d picked him. Isaac still didn’t fully understand why.

At the office their interactions had been brief at first—polite nods in the hallway, quick smiles when she passed his desk. But her smiles lingered a beat longer than necessary. Her eyes would drift over him, slow and appraising, until he felt heat crawl up the back of his neck. He told himself it was nothing. Just the way she was.

Then came the Friday afternoon when she stopped by his desk, leaning in just enough that he caught the faint, warm scent of her perfume—something vanilla and musk that made his pulse jump.

“Isaac,” she said, voice low and smooth, “you’ve been doing excellent work. Come by my place this weekend. I’d like to thank you properly. Just dinner. Nothing complicated.”

He’d stammered out an acceptance before his brain could catch up.

Now he stood in the foyer of her house, trying not to look as overwhelmed as he felt. The place was huge—high ceilings, warm lighting, expensive furniture arranged with tasteful care. It smelled faintly of fresh linen and something faintly sweet. His heart hammered against his ribs as he waited.

“Make yourself comfortable,” Victoria called from somewhere deeper in the house. “I’m just going to change out of my work clothes. Be right back.”

Isaac lowered himself onto the wide leather sofa, hands resting awkwardly on his thighs. He stared at the abstract art on the wall, trying to steady his breathing. Minutes stretched. Then he heard the soft pad of bare feet.

Victoria emerged from the hallway and the air in the room seemed to thicken.

She’d changed into something deceptively simple: a white button-down shirt with tiny green checks, the top two buttons undone. The soft fabric clung to the generous swell of her breasts, hinting at deep cleavage without revealing too much. A delicate lace edge of her bra peeked just enough to torment. Below, an apricot-colored skirt skimmed her hips and ended high on her thighs, showing off smooth, toned legs that seemed to go on forever. Her hair was down now, falling in loose waves around her shoulders. She looked relaxed, confident, and dangerously inviting.

Isaac stood up too quickly, nearly knocking his knee against the coffee table.

“Victoria... hi,” he managed, voice rough.

She smiled, slow and knowing, like she’d just discovered a secret she liked. Her gaze traveled over him—his broad chest, the way his shirt stretched across his shoulders, the flush already creeping up his neck—before settling on his eyes.

“You’ve been with us a few weeks now,” she said, stepping closer. “Settling in nicely. I thought you deserved a little reward. Dinner here tonight. Unless you’re in a rush to be somewhere else?”

He shook his head, swallowing hard. “No. I’m... I’m good. Thank you.”

Her smile deepened. She could see how nervous he was—the slight sheen of sweat at his temples, the way his fingers flexed at his sides, the way his eyes kept darting to her chest and then guiltily away. It pleased her more than it should have. She turned slowly in front of him, giving him a full view of the way the skirt hugged her ass, the gentle bounce of her breasts as she moved.

“Do I look okay?” she asked, voice teasing but soft.

Isaac’s ears burned. “You look... incredible,” he whispered, forcing his gaze to the floor.

Victoria let out a quiet, pleased laugh. The tension in the room coiled tighter. She could feel his awareness of her like a physical thing—his quickened breathing, the way his tall frame seemed to lean toward her without meaning to. She stepped even closer, close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her body.

“You’re sweet when you blush like that,” she murmured. For a moment they stood there, the silence heavy with everything unsaid. Her eyes lingered on his mouth, then flicked back up. His own gaze dropped again to the soft rise and fall of her chest, to the way her nipples had begun to tighten faintly against the thin cotton.

She let the moment stretch, savoring the slow burn of it, the way his body was reacting to hers without either of them having touched.

Then she brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear and turned toward the kitchen. “I’ll get dinner started. Make yourself at home, Isaac. Look around if you want.”

Isaac sat on the leather sofa for what felt like an eternity, the quiet hum of the house pressing in around him. The faint clatter of pans drifted from the kitchen, along with the warm, savory scent of something beginning to simmer. He tried to relax, but his body refused. Every nerve felt stretched tight. Finally, he pushed to his feet and wandered slowly toward the open kitchen area, drawn by the soft glow of pendant lights over a sleek island.

His eyes drifted across a built-in cabinet filled with bottles of whiskey, wine, and amber liquors catching the light. He wasn’t much of a drinker, but staring at the labels gave him something to focus on besides the thunder of his own pulse.

He didn’t hear her approach.

Victoria’s voice came low and close, just behind his shoulder. “What are you looking at?”

The sudden warmth of her body pressed against his back made him freeze. Her full, soft breasts molded firmly into him, the heat of them unmistakable even through layers of fabric. Her breath ghosted across the side of his neck and ear, carrying the faint sweetness of mint and something warmer, more intimate. She smelled like vanilla, skin, and a trace of feminine musk that made his mouth go dry.

Isaac’s breath hitched. This close, he could feel the subtle rise and fall of her chest against him, the gentle press of her hips. It was overwhelming—the first time he had ever been this near to a woman in such a way. His skin prickled. A rush of heat flooded his face and chest.

Before he could answer, her arms slid around his waist from behind, slow and deliberate. Her hands rested lightly on his stomach, fingers splaying across the fabric of his shirt. The contact sent a shiver racing down his spine.

“Isaac,” she whispered against his ear, her voice husky and low, “I’ve wanted you since the day you walked into my office. My husband is never here... I’m so tired of being alone. Will you keep me company tonight?”

The words hung in the air between them, thick with invitation. Isaac’s heart slammed against his ribs so hard he was sure she could feel it. Something inside him—nerves, desire, months of quiet longing—snapped. He turned in her arms, his large hands settling on her waist as he pulled her against him.

Up close, Victoria was breathtaking. Her eyes, dark and half-lidded, held his with an intensity that made his knees feel weak. Her lips were slightly parted, breath warm and sweet against his mouth. A flush had crept across her cheeks, mirroring his own. Isaac’s face burned. He couldn’t hold her gaze for long and let his eyes flutter half-closed, overwhelmed.

Victoria didn’t wait. She leaned in slowly, giving him every chance to pull away, until her mouth brushed his. The first touch was soft, almost tentative—then deeper. Her tongue slipped past his lips, seeking his with a hungry glide.

A low, involuntary sound escaped Isaac’s throat. Her tongue was silky, warm, and tasted faintly sweet. The wet heat of the kiss, the slow slide of her tongue exploring every inch of his mouth, sent sparks racing through his veins. He could taste her, feel the gentle suction as she drew his tongue into her mouth in return. Their saliva mingled, and he swallowed instinctively, savoring the intimate, slightly sweet flavor of her. The kiss stretched on, deep and unhurried, breaths mingling, soft wet sounds filling the quiet kitchen. When they finally parted, both were breathing harder, lips glistening.

Victoria studied him, her fingers tracing his jaw. “Do you have a girlfriend, Isaac?”

He shook his head, too dazed to speak at first. “No... never had one.”

Her smile turned tender and wicked at once. “So this is all new to you.” She leaned in and gently caught his earlobe between her teeth, tugging lightly. At the same time, she took his right hand in hers and guided it upward, pressing his palm fully against the soft, heavy swell of her breast.

“Sweet boy,” she breathed against his ear, voice trembling with want. “I’m yours tonight. Don’t be shy... touch me.”

Even through the thin cotton of her shirt, the sensation was electric. Her breast filled his large hand perfectly—plush, warm, and incredibly soft, yet firm with arousal. He could feel the tight peak
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