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I knew he hadn't heard me yet because his shoulders were relaxed, his head tilted slightly to the side, and in his right hand, dangling between two fingers as usual, was a cigarette.

	 

	 


Cigarette Crush

	“Oh God… Bryan…damn!”

	I



	 sounded so desperate and gone. Shameless as I was, moaning my coworker's name while the hunk powered a whole lot of life into me.

	He was over me, between my thighs, moving his hips so perfectly. He wasn't too fast or too slow, and his pace made him hit all the sweet spots.

	My toes curled nonstop, and if I was with my senses, I'd have been scared about them never straightening again.

	His face wasn't so visible because of the low lighting, but I could still see his sharp ass jawline, high and perfect cheekbones, as well as the little scar on his left eyebrow that somehow made him look even hotter.

	And in his right hand, between two fingers, he held a lit cigarette.

	“Fuck,” I whispered when he took a drag while pulling out of me, then exhaling as he slammed back into me. I felt like I wasn't alive anymore because of how much pleasure just the sight of him smoking and banging me was giving me.

	He took another deep drag, leaned forward, and let go of the smoke over my face. I coughed as I inhaled, and followed with a cry when he pushed himself deeper than I thought it could go.

	I reached for him and dug my nails into his shoulders. “Please. I'm so close… please.”

	All he did was smile at me.

	“Open,” he ordered, and I moaned. His voice was just as deep and raspy as always. He had the sexiest voice I'd ever heard from a male.

	I obediently opened my mouth and he leaned down until our noses were almost touching.

	He pulled his cock out to the tip, and then blew the smoke right into my open mouth before thrusting thrice into me. The smoke flew down into my lungs, causing a harsh sensation as I drifted…

	I gasped and felt myself floating, then I opened my eyes and jolted awake.

	My heart was pounding so fast, and that wasn't the only evidence of the crazy dream I just had.

	I was back in a familiar place, staring at my fan, which I'd forgotten to turn on. Thankfully, I didn't forget the lights. Waking with a headache would have been worse.

	I slowly looked around and inhaled, then frowned in disappointment. There was no Bryan, no smoke, and nothing tickling my pulsating pussy.

	I pressed my thighs together and felt the wetness between them.

	“Jesus Christ,” I whispered in complete disbelief. It was so real, yet I couldn't believe I would dream of something like that. What was I even thinking before going to bed last night?

	I lay there for over five minutes, staring at the ceiling and trying to regulate my thoughts and breathing. But every time I closed my eyes, I saw him again with that damn cigarette between his lips.

	Get a grip, Penelope. It was just a dream.

	My underwear was ruined, soaked straight through, but I didn't let that discourage me from sitting up and getting off the bed.

	I took off everything with a groan and padded naked to the bathroom, while refusing to look at my flushed face in the mirror. Because if I looked, I would have to admit just how badly I wanted that dream to be real.

	***
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	By the time I got to the office, I'd managed to convince myself that I was fine and over the dream. I took a cold shower, drank two cups of strong coffee, and put on my best black trousers and a cream silk blouse that made me feel like a professional adult who definitely did not have wet dreams about her colleagues.

	I stepped off the elevator on the 14th floor with my coffee in hand, ready to tackle another day as always.

	As if the universe had it out for me, I looked up and there he was.

	Bryan was sitting right on my desk in all his full sexiness. He wasn't fully sitting on it, but his ass was resting on the edge, while he scrolled his phone without noticing me.

	I froze in the doorway of my cubicle, and somehow, he sensed my presence and looked up. That smile, which had tormented my dreams and reality, instantly appeared on his face.

	He was looking exceptionally good this morning. His dark hair was slightly messy, but still looked perfect.

	A white button-down shirt hugged his muscular body, and the sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, revealing insanely good forearms that made the idea of working at the company instantly more tempting.

	“Morning, Penelope,” he greeted. His deep and raspy voice painted the walls of my ears white, healing me. He sounded much better than in my dreams. I believed he'd smoked a cigarette right after he woke up.

	Back to my desk. I should have been annoyed. I hated it when people even touched my desk. The week before, I'd snarled at Rachel from accounting for moving my stapler.

	But all I could do at the moment, faced with Bryan, was smile back like a complete idiot. “Hey.”

	“Sorry,” he said and easily pushed off from my desk. “You must be wondering why I'm here. Mine's getting fixed. IT said to just camp out somewhere, and yours was the first empty spot I saw.”

	“No problem at all, Bryan,” I heard myself say.

	Before I could add anything else, he smiled and walked past me, close enough that I smelled his clean and woody cologne, accompanied by a light tobacco fragrance.

	I stood there for long after he was gone. My hand was still wrapped around my coffee cup, while I was trying to remember how to breathe.

	Sitting on my desk. He was sitting on my desk!

	I finally made my way to my chair and sat down slowly. It would have been so nice to have him still on my desk, covering me with his body while I sucked him off.

	Stop it. Stop it right now!

	I pulled up my email and got to work.

	***

	By noon, I felt stuffed. It wasn't just fully because of him, but because so much had happened already that day.

	A client had changed their quarterly projections at the last minute, and my boss breathed down my neck. Everything just felt too much, so I decided to go out for fresh air.

	The rooftop garden was my usual escape. The place was a little patch of gravel and potted plants on the 18th floor where I could stare at the city and pretend I was not slowly losing my mind.

	I grabbed my badge and took the elevator up.

	The door slid open onto the rooftop, and I stepped out. However, I immediately froze on seeing who was there. Bryan.

	He was leaning against the concrete wall at the far end, with one foot propped up and his back half-turned to me. And in his hand, between those two perfect fingers, was a lit cigarette.

	My breath hitched.

	I should have walked out. Or maybe announced myself with something normal like ‘oh hey, didn't see you there’ and went back downstairs.

	But of course, I didn't. Instead, I slid back behind the rooftop door, but left it open just enough to see through and watch him.

	What the hell are you doing? A sane part of my brain screamed. Hiding and watching a coworker smoke felt like I was some kind of creep.

	But I couldn't move, because watching Bryan smoke was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.

	He brought the cigarette to his lips, and the way his mouth wrapped around the stick brought unexpected butterflies to my tummy.

	He savoured it like the smoke tasted so good. His cheeks hollowed just slightly as he inhaled
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