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      "We can't do this," Penny gasped, pushing Leanne away. But her body betrayed her, heart pounding as Leanne's hands roamed possessively. Was she really going to let this continue? Let them cross lines never meant to be crossed? The thrill of the forbidden called to her even as her conscience screamed no. She should stop this madness now, before...but oh, how she needed Leanne's touch. Needed to feel alive again, if only for a moment. "No one has to know," Leanne purred, and Penny shuddered, knowing she was lost.
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      The air in my office hit me like a fucking tease, warm and heavy with the scent of paper and ink, tinged with something else—something electric, forbidden, like the faint musk of Nina’s perfume lingering from Friday’s accidental brush-past in the break room.

      I inhaled deeply, letting it coil around me like a goddamn serpent, and for a moment, I forgot the cold, sterile prison waiting for me at home.

      My marriage was a fucking joke, a dry, loveless husk of what love was supposed to be. My husband’s hands hadn’t touched me in months, and even when they did, it was mechanical, like he was filling out a goddamn spreadsheet instead of fucking his wife. But here, in this office, there was something else—something I couldn’t name but could feel stirring low in my belly, a heat I’d been too afraid to acknowledge until now.

      I slumped into my chair, the leather creaking under my weight, and let my eyes wander to the clock on the wall. It ticked with the same monotonous rhythm as the endless mornings I spent here, but today it felt different.

      Today, the sound was a drumbeat, a pulse that matched the throbbing between my thighs. I didn’t want to admit it, but I knew what it meant. I’d been trying to ignore it for years, burying it under stacks of financial reports and the sterile precision of numbers. But it was there—a hunger, a need that no amount of pen-sorting or notebook-stacking could quell.

      And then there was Nina.

      Fucking Nina.

      She was everything I wasn’t—vibrant, bold, unapologetically herself. Her laughter rang out like fucking music, cutting through the dull hum of the office like a knife through butter. Today, she was wearing that fucking blouse again, the one that clung to her curves like it was painted on, the fabric so thin I could almost see the lace of her bra underneath. Her skirt hugged her hips in a way that made my mouth water, and when she leaned over my desk to ask how my weekend was, I caught a whiff of her perfume—sweet, intoxicating, like fucking sin itself.

      “Fine,” I mumbled, my voice tight, my eyes darting to the papers on my desk like they could save me from the flood of images suddenly flooding my mind. Nina bent lower, her cleavage a fucking invitation I couldn’t ignore, and I felt my pussy clench at the thought of burying my face between those perfect tits, of tasting her skin, of making her moan my name like I’d never made my husband moan⁠—

      “You sure?” I fantasised that she asked, her voice soft, teasing, and I swear to God there was something in her tone, something that made my nipples harden beneath my blouse.

      She lingered for a moment too long, her eyes locking with mine, and for a heartbeat, I thought she knew. She knew the filth I was thinking, the things I wanted to do to her, the way I wanted her to strip me bare and ruin me in ways I’d only dreamed of.

      But then she straightened up, her skirt riding up just enough to give me a glimpse of her thigh, and walked away, her hips swaying like she was daring me to follow.

      I didn’t.

      Not yet.

      But fuck if I wasn’t already imagining it—her hands in my hair, her lips on mine, her pussy slick and needy as she ground against me, her moans filling the office like a fucking symphony. I clenched my thighs together, trying to stifle the ache, but it was no use. It was there—hot, insistent, fucking relentless.

      And it wasn’t going anywhere.

      Not until I did something about it.

      The fluorescent buzz of corporate hell hummed like a vibrator jammed on high as I slumped at my desk—married, miserable cunt dripping onto my Pantyhose ™ prison under Ann Taylor Loft’s polyester nightmare uniform.

      My cuck-husband’s limp-dick memory evaporated when she strutted in again: Nina. Tight pencil skirt strangling curves that could make Jesus sin—tits spilling from a blouse unbuttoned to felony levels. Her hips swayed like they were built for ruin; dark curls draped over skin glowing like fresh cream as she laughed—a sound so filthy it made my clit throb through my control-top underpants.

      “Need your eyes on these projections,” she purred suddenly too close, her heat searing my neck as she leaned over my desk—nipples brushing my shoulder through her shirt. Fuckable chaos energy radiated off her perfume: jasmine and bad decisions.

      “Unless you’d rather project something else…” Her tongue flicked her lower lip; teeth grazed it slow as she traced a manicured nail down my arm—leaving fire-trails straight to my wet slit clenched tight beneath my skirt.

      Reports blurred as her stiletto hooked my chair-leg; yanked me against her thighs spread wide enough to see heaven through her skirt’s slit—no panties. Glossy pussy lips glistening shameless inches from my face; honey-slick musk punched me dumb as she fisted my hair.

      “Suck.”

      My imagination was running right again,

      I allowed the fantasy: No hesitation—I dove face-first into her cunt like a starving dog; tongue plunging deep into swollen velvet folds drenched in want. She howled; back arched hard against the copy machine as I slurped greedily—juices flooding my throat while fingers tore open my blouse. My tits spilled free just as she ground down on my mouth; thumb circling my clit through soaked panties with brutal precision.

      “Eat it deeper, you frigid spreadsheet slut.” Her moan vibrated through me as I fucked her with my tongue—gagging on her taste while she mauled my tits raw with one hand and cranked up Xerox speed-dial ‘obscene noise’ with the other machine erupting in rhythm with our moans.

      Suddenly pinned ass-up on faxed quarterly reports spilling ink-stained filth across thighs quivering for destruction: pencil skirt ripped clean off as two fingers stabbed into me without mercy—knuckles-deep in pulsing cuntmeat while her other hand clamped over my mouth to stifle screams of ”FUCK ME HARDER YOU OFFICE WHORE⁠—“

      Slammed over desks; crushed between filing cabinets; hairpins scattering as she bent me double over Excel graphs printed six feet long... Raw animal rutting obliterated productivity metrics forever when she finally rammed that Epson stylus up my ass —spreadsheets forgotten except where our sweat smeared column G into illegible ecstasy...

      Dawn found us crumpled atop shredded reports clinging faintly to prod cocksucking lips red-bruised from devouring each other’s pussy for hours—printers still spewing paper like confetti over bodies too wrecked to hide their sins before HR arrived...
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