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Midnight Deadline


Alex Thompson stared at the glowing screen of his computer, the cursor blinking like an accusatory eye. It was 2:17 AM, and the open-plan office of Apex Solutions felt like a tomb—empty, echoing, and oppressively quiet. The only sounds were the faint hum of the overhead fluorescents and the distant whir of a vacuum cleaner somewhere down the hall. Alex had been here since 8 AM, fueled by nothing but black coffee and sheer willpower. At 28, he was the rising star in the marketing department: tall at 6'2", with broad shoulders honed from weekend gym sessions, tousled dark hair that always looked effortlessly styled, and piercing blue eyes that could charm clients or intimidate competitors. But tonight, he was just a man on the edge.

The quarterly report was due at 9 AM sharp. Ms. Hargrove, his iron-fisted boss, had drilled it into him: "Miss this, Thompson, and you can forget about that senior analyst position. We don't reward excuses." The numbers danced mockingly before him—projections off by 15%, market trends shifting like sand. He'd revised the damn thing six times, each iteration chipping away at his sanity.

But it wasn't just the work gnawing at him. Alex hadn't been laid in months. His last relationship had fizzled out under the weight of his workaholic schedule—a sweet girl named Sarah who'd grown tired of canceled dates and late-night apologies. Now, the frustration manifested physically: a constant tension in his muscles, a heat in his veins that no amount of cold showers could quench. He shifted in his ergonomic chair, feeling the stir of arousal despite his exhaustion. Get it together, he thought, but his mind wandered to forbidden fantasies. Soft curves, eager lips, the slide of skin on skin.

He'd noticed her before—the cleaning lady, Elena. She worked the overnight shifts, gliding through the office like a shadow with her cart of supplies. Mid-30s, maybe, with a body that screamed sensuality: full breasts straining against her uniform, wide hips that swayed hypnotically, long raven hair pulled into a practical ponytail, and olive skin that seemed to glow under the artificial lights. Her eyes were dark pools of mystery, and her smile, on the rare occasions she'd nodded at him, was warm and inviting. They'd exchanged pleasantries once or twice—"Good evening," "Working late again?"—but nothing more. Still, in his loneliest moments, she starred in his daydreams.

By 2:45 AM, the pressure was unbearable. The office was deserted; Elena must have moved to another floor. Alex saved his document, stood, and stretched, his shirt pulling tight across his chest. He needed a break. The men's bathroom down the hall was his go-to spot for a quick reset—splash some water, take a breath, and maybe... handle the tension. No one would know.

The bathroom was stark and dimly lit, the mirror slightly fogged from the building's perpetual humidity. Alex didn't bother locking the door—force of habit in an empty office. He leaned against the sink, staring at his reflection: rumpled shirt, stubble shadowing his jaw, eyes heavy with fatigue and unspoken needs. His hand trembled slightly as he unbuckled his belt, sliding his pants and boxers down to mid-thigh. He was already half-hard, the cool air making him twitch. Wrapping his fingers around his shaft, he began to stroke—slow, deliberate pulls that built the heat. His mind conjured Elena: her lips parted, her body arching toward him. A low groan escaped his throat as he quickened the pace, lost in the fantasy.

Elena Vargas pushed her cleaning cart down the dimly lit hallway, the wheels squeaking softly against the linoleum. At 35, she'd been in the cleaning business for five years, ever since fleeing a toxic marriage in her small hometown in Mexico and starting fresh in Chicago. The overnight gigs suited her—peaceful, solitary, and they left her days free to dream about her real passion: baking. Someday, she'd save enough for a little panadería, filling it with the scents of fresh conchas and empanadas. For now, it was mops, vacuums, and the occasional glimpse of corporate life.

Her body was her secret weapon and her curse: curves that turned heads, even in her baggy navy uniform. Full D-cup breasts, a narrow waist flaring into generous hips, and legs toned from endless nights on her feet. She kept her long hair tied back, but stray strands always escaped, framing her heart-shaped face and deep brown eyes. Men noticed her—clients lingering a bit too long, security guards offering unnecessary help—but she kept them at arm's length. Her ex had been controlling, jealous; she wasn't ready for that again. Still, the loneliness crept in, especially on nights like this. It had been over a year since she'd felt a man's touch, and the ache between her legs was a constant companion.

Tonight, Apex was her final building. She'd spotted the light in the marketing office— that cute guy, Alex, pulling another all-nighter. He was hard to ignore: tall, fit, with a smile that made her stomach flutter. She'd fantasized about him once or twice, wondering what those strong hands would feel like on her skin. Shaking off the thought, she vacuumed the conference room, the machine's drone masking her wandering mind.

She needed to restock her supplies from the closet near the bathrooms, but first, a quick pit stop. The women's room was under renovation—plumbing issues—so she'd been using the men's for weeks. A sign hung on the door during her shifts, but no one was ever around. Pushing it open without a second thought, she froze.

There he was: Alex, pants down, hand wrapped around a thick, veined cock that made her mouth go dry. His eyes were squeezed shut, head tilted back, muscles in his arm flexing as he stroked with urgent rhythm. A bead of precum glistened at the tip, and a guttural moan slipped from his lips.

"Oh Dios mío!" Elena exclaimed, her hand clapping over her mouth. She should have bolted, but her feet wouldn't move. Heat rushed through her—first to her face, then pooling hot and insistent between her thighs. He was magnificent: long and girthy, the kind of cock that promised pleasure. The way his abs tightened, the flush on his neck... it was the sexiest thing she'd seen in years. Her nipples hardened against her bra, and she felt a slickness building in her panties.

Alex's eyes flew open, horror etching his features. "Elena? Fuck—shit!" He scrambled to pull up his pants, but his erection bobbed defiantly, making it awkward. "I-I'm so sorry! I thought I was alone. The door—I forgot to lock it. God, this is mortifying."

Embarrassment colored his cheeks, but Elena saw something else: vulnerability mixed with lingering desire. It turned her on even more. She stepped inside, letting the door click shut behind her. Her voice came out low, throaty. "Don't apologize, cariño. You look... stressed. And that?" Her gaze dropped pointedly. "That's nothing to be ashamed of."

Alex's breath hitched. Was she flirting? Her eyes were dark with heat, her full lips parted slightly. The embarrassment ebbed, replaced by a spark of hope. "You're not... freaked out?"

Elena smiled, a slow, seductive curve. "Freaked? No. Turned on? Very much." She closed the gap, her fingers brushing his arm, sending jolts through him. Her scent—vanilla body lotion mixed with a hint of lemon cleaner—wrapped around him. "You've been here all night, working so hard. Let me
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