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Night Watch

After midnight, another dead Sunday night shift bled into the colorless oblivion of a Monday morning. The world outside the reinforced windows of the Vancorp building was a ghost town, a silent, sprawling diorama of sleeping houses and darkened storefronts bathed in the indifferent, sickly orange glow of sodium streetlights. That light didn’t illuminate; it simply stained the darkness. Inside the security hub, the silence was a physical presence, a palpable weight that settled deep in your bones and made the marrow feel cold. It wasn’t just quiet; it was thick, stagnant, an almost-liquid medium reeking of yesterday’s burnt, acidic coffee and the slow, agonizing, microscopic death of time itself. Just me, Wanda, working dispatch, a headset clamped to my skull, leaving what I was now certain was a permanent, tender dent in my hair and the side of my head. And him, Philip, the night guard, who was supposedly patrolling the empty halls and echoing marble lobbies of the twenty-story corporate mausoleum.

In reality, his patrols were a brutally efficient, thirty-minute affair, a quick march through a dead building that left him with hours upon hours of dead air to kill before the next scheduled walk-through. And he always, without fail, chose to kill it here, in my little glass-walled box. He’d park his solid, six-foot frame in the spare, squeaky vinyl chair, supposedly to ‘keep an eye on the exterior cameras,’ but mostly he was just parked at my desk, waging a silent, personal war on the clock, killing time like it had personally offended him. The office was small, a cube of institutional beige and depressing gray, its soul dominated by a bank of monitors displaying ghostly, low-resolution, grayscale images of empty corridors, vacant concrete parking garages, and a single, monumentally sad-looking ficus in the main atrium, its leaves perpetually drooping in silent protest. Our only companions were the low, almost sub-audible electronic hum of the monitors and the endless, mindless, rhythmic clicking of our respective scrolling. His thumb on his phone, my fingers on my mouse, a tiny, two-person symphony of digital distraction.

Tonight, the weight in the air felt heavier than most, more suffocating. The weekend had been a long, slow, excruciating exercise in marital frost. Mark and I had orbited each other in our own home, satellites locked in a decaying orbit, speaking only in clipped, purely functional sentences. The space between us crackled with a high-voltage current of unspoken resentment. It had all started over something so monumentally stupid—who was supposed to take the blue recycling bin to the curb—but it had spiraled, as it always, inevitably did, into the deeper, rotted-out, gangrenous issues we never dared to touch. The cavernous lack of sex, the chasm of everything we no longer said to each other, the quiet, soul-killing understanding that we were just… roommates. Co-pilots of a life that had long ago run out of fuel and was now just gliding silently toward an unavoidable impact. I’d left for my shift without a goodbye, the crushing silence in our bedroom far more damning, more violent, than any shouting match could ever be.

So the stagnant, recycled air in the security office felt grimly familiar, a seamless extension of the life I’d just left at home. It was a relief, in a bleak, pathetic sort of way, to trade the heavy, complicated silence of my marriage for the empty, simple silence of my job. At least here, the emptiness had a reason; the building was supposed to be vacant. At home, the vacancy was a horror show.

Philip leaned in, breaking the spell of my morbid reverie. The scent of his cologne—something cheap but not-unpleasant, vaguely spicy and aggressively, almost comically masculine, like sandalwood and black pepper—cut sharply through the stale coffee fug that had become my baseline atmosphere. The smell was an invasion, a tiny act of colonization in my personal space. He shoved his phone practically into my face, the screen glaringly bright in the dim room, his thick thumb hovering over a video thumbnail.

“You gotta see this one,” he rumbled, that low vibration originating deep in his chest a familiar, constant sound in our shared nights. “Dude tries to jump a pool on a little kid’s tricycle.”

We were trading the usual brain-rot culled from the digital sewer pipes of Facebook, Instagram, YouTube, and whatever other platforms offered a momentary, fleeting distraction from the glacial creep of the clock hands. It was our ritual, a communion of mindless content. I watched the clip, a predictable and yet somehow still compelling symphony of catastrophically bad decisions and instant, painful karma. The tinny crunch of metal and the splash of water, followed by a howl of pain, ripped from the phone’s tiny speaker. I let out a tired, dry chuckle that felt like it scraped my throat. He scrolled on, his thumb moving with methodical purpose, and we fell back into the comfortable rhythm of our shared digital apathy. A video of a cat playing a tiny, child-sized piano with surprising dexterity. A dashcam clip of a terrifying near-miss on a rainy highway, complete with the blare of a horn and screamed profanities. A meme about the soul-crushing despair of Mondays, which felt a little too on the nose.

As my tired eyes tried to focus on his screen, fighting the blur of sleep deprivation, a thumbnail further down his endless feed snagged my attention with vicious hooks. It wasn’t just suggestive; it was fucking unmistakably, graphically explicit. A woman on her back on what looked like a cheap couch, legs spread wide in the air, a faceless man’s head nestled between them. The sheer, unapologetic rawness of it, a blast of pure carnality in our sterile, fluorescent-lit, sexless world, was jarring. A bark of surprised laughter ripped out of me, shockingly loud in the dead quiet of the building. It felt less like a genuine laugh and more like a pressure valve finally, violently releasing weeks of pent-up tension.

“Jesus Christ, Philip, how far down that particular Reddit hole do you let yourself go?” I snorted, shaking my head as I leaned back, trying to put some physical distance between myself and the glowing, obscene little screen. “Seriously, how many porn subs are you even following? Is there a limit?”

There wasn’t a hint of a blush on Philip’s face. He wasn’t the blushing type. His skin was too thick, his demeanor too unflappable. He just grinned, that easy, familiar, wolfish grin that always showed a little too much tooth, making him look both charming and slightly dangerous. The low rumble in his chest started up again, a human equivalent of a cat’s purr, as he looked down at his phone, then back at me, and began to count them off on his thick, capable-looking fingers.

“Uh, let’s see…” he mused, his voice a low, deliberate drawl that seemed to absorb the sounds around it. “There’s the main ones, the big ones, of course. You know, top-tier stuff. Quality content.” He paused, as if for dramatic effect. “Then you start getting into the good shit. The really specific stuff…” He listed a few, a bizarre and depraved litany of digital carnality, some so specific and niche I couldn’t even begin to picture what they’d contain. Nasty shit I hadn’t even heard of, a whole subterranean world of human desire I had never known existed.

A couple of them, if I was being completely, shamefully honest with myself in the inviolable privacy of my own head, actually sounded kinda hot. The thought flickered, a tiny, illicit spark of heat in the vast, cold, barren emptiness of my current mood. A flicker of something that wasn’t boredom or resentment. I pushed it down, squashed it like a bug. Mostly.

“Hang on,” I said, my voice coming out a little huskier than I intended. My curiosity, a feral, starved thing, was finally winning its long battle with my feigned propriety. I pointed a finger, which trembled slightly, at his screen, at the one that had initially caught my eye. “Go back. Show me that one again.”

He navigated back without a single word, his easy grin widening slightly, a flicker of something knowing and triumphant in his eyes. It sounded pathetic, really. The kind of thing lonely men who couldn’t get laid scrolled through at 3 AM. But it was that, or stare at the grayscale, spectral image of the atrium ficus for the next four hours, watching it die in slow motion. Curiosity, maybe. Or maybe it was just the soul-crushing, weaponized late-night boredom finally cracking something loose inside me that had been frozen solid for months, if not years.

We ended up crammed together, our shoulders bumping, the ambient heat of his large arm a solid, undeniable presence against my own. The warmth soaked through my uniform sleeve, a subtle but insistent reminder of his physical reality. We were hunched over Philip’s glowing screen like a pair of fucking goblins hoarding a stolen, precious gem, scrolling through an endless, hypnotic parade of anonymous strangers. Fucking, sucking, getting filled, showing off every conceivable inch of themselves to the vast, anonymous void of the internet. Each clip or picture was paired with some sleazy, often poorly spelled little caption attempting to spin a pathetic narrative around the raw act. “My wife doesn’t know I send these to her boss while she’s sleeping.” “Told my shy little slut to show Reddit what she can do with that mouth.” “He fills me up every morning before he goes to work and leaves me dripping all day.”

It was trash. Absolute, bottom-of-the-barrel digital filth, the dregs of human horniness. And it was doing something to me. The air in the tiny office, already thick with stale coffee and old air, suddenly felt charged and sticky, electrified with something other than static from the monitors and our mutual boredom. The low, constant hum of the electronics seemed to fade into the background, replaced by a new hum, a low-frequency vibration that was starting deep inside my own body, somewhere in my lower belly. My mouth felt dry, my tongue thick. The vinyl of my chair, usually so unnoticeably uncomfortable that it was part of the background, now felt… present. I could feel its texture, its slight give, its coolness against the backs of my thighs. I shifted, the movement small, almost imperceptible, but my body registered it as a significant event, a subtle awakening of long-dormant nerves.

After maybe twenty minutes of this shared, silent communion with digital filth, an eternity in the dead of night, Philip abruptly pulled the phone back, yanking it away as if the screen had suddenly become red-hot and burned him. He shifted hard in his seat, a sudden, jarring movement of limbs and uniform fabric, his thighs straining visibly against the heavy dark blue twill of his pants.

“Fuck,” he groaned. The sound wasn’t a word; it was a guttural, physical thing, dredged up from deep in his chest cavity, an involuntary noise of pure physical stimulus. “Gotta hit the head. Like, right now.”

A smirk twisted my lips, feeling sly and unfamiliar and vaguely wicked on my own face. The tiny spark of heat inside me flared a little brighter, a small flame licking at my insides. “Oh yeah? Gonna go beat off to all that?” The words were meant to be a jab, a playful way to reclaim the upper hand in our dynamic, but they came out sounding breathless, almost like a dare, almost like an invitation.

Philip met my gaze. There was no teasing in his eyes now, no trace of the easy-going, joke-a-minute coworker. His eyes were dark, dead fucking serious, his pupils blown wide and black in the dim light of the office. They locked onto mine with an intensity that felt like a physical touch, a tangible pressure against my forehead.

“Fuck yeah, I am,” he shot back, his voice rough, as if scraped raw over gravel. “Got me hard as a goddamn rock.” He paused for a beat, his intense gaze raking over my face, searching for something, a flicker of a reaction. “Can’t believe it’s doing fuck-all for you.”

It was a test. A challenge flag thrown down on the grimy floor between us. And some long-dormant, reckless, self-destructive part of me, the part that had been starved and chained in the basement of my sensible life, rose to meet it. “Who said it’s doing nothing?” I retorted, the words tumbling out too fast, too sharp, a confession I hadn’t consciously decided to make. My face grew hot, a blush crawling up my neck.

Philip’s eyes narrowed, the focus intensifying, locking onto mine like a predator sizing up its prey before the pounce. The small office, our little glass box, suddenly felt like a cage, shrinking around the two of us, the air thickening, C-clamps tightening on the space.

“You horny right now, Wanda?”

The question hung there, suspended in the thick, charged air between us like a dust mote in a sunbeam. It was heavy and raw and completely stripped of all pretense and social varnish. I could lie. It would be so easy. I could laugh it off with a snort, retreat back to the safety of our usual banter about shitty coffee and boring patrols. But the lie felt like too much effort. The truth was thrumming just under my skin, an undeniable, physical fact. Fuck it. The two words echoed in my head, a mantra of total, reckless surrender.

“Yeah,” I admitted. I tried for casual, for a nonchalant shrug, but my voice came out thin and strained, a pathetic, failing attempt at coolness. “But I can wait till I get home.” A transparent lie, and we both knew it.

“Nah,” Philip groaned again, the sound one of pure, animalistic, physical frustration. He shifted again, a more pronounced movement this time, and I couldn’t ignore—couldn’t pretend not to see—the visible, prominent bulge straining aggressively against the heavy twill of his uniform pants. It wasn’t just a suggestion; it was a stark, aggressive declaration of his state, a third presence in the room. “I need to bust, like, right fucking now. Fuck, I’m aching.”

The image of him, alone in the sterile, bleach-scented men’s room just down the hall, his big hand wrapped around his cock, stroking that ache away because of something we’d just looked at together… it sent another jolt, hotter and sharper this time, straight between my legs, making my clit pulse with a sudden, exquisite throb.

“Have fun,” I quipped, leaning back in my chair, a pathetic attempt to create some physical and emotional distance that I no longer felt in the slightest. I crossed my arms over my chest, a defensive posture that did absolutely nothing to quell the molten heat that was pooling deep in my belly. “Maybe I’ll just take care of myself right here at the desk while you’re gone.”

The words were out before I could stop them, before my brain could censor them, a reckless, stupid, dangerous taunt. It was half-joking, a ghost of our old banter, but the other half was testing the suddenly dangerous, combustible atmosphere between us. I wanted to see how he’d react. I wanted to see if I could push him just a little further over the edge.

Philip’s head snapped up. He had been halfway out of his chair, poised to stand, but he froze, his body going rigid, his eyes wide for a single, stark second of pure, unadulterated disbelief. “You serious?”

A laugh bubbled up in my throat, but it was thin, nervous, a tremor running right through the sound of it. “No,” I lied, backtracking frantically, realizing I’d gone too far. “Jesus, no. Just saying, it’s not fair you get relief and I’m stuck here stewing.”

The way Philip looked at me then… it was a complete transformation. The friendly, goofy coworker was gone, evaporated. The intrigued, curious man was gone. What was left was something else entirely, something ancient and unsettling. It wasn’t just interested. It was hungry. Primal. His gaze didn’t just see me; it consumed me, stripping away the polyester uniform, the uncomfortable chair, the years of boredom and marital dissatisfaction, and seeing only the raw, restless, throbbing want underneath it all.

“Tell me straight,” he rasped, his voice dropping another octave, becoming lower, rougher, a gravelly sound that vibrated right through the soles of my shoes and up my spine. “Are you wet right now? Soaked?”

The brutal bluntness of it, the sheer, unvarnished carnality of the question, stole the air from my lungs. My chest seized. There was no room for lies now, no space for witty retorts or clever deflections. He wanted the truth, the ugly, hot, inconvenient truth of my body’s reaction. My mind emptied, a pure white static. My body answered for me. I didn’t even think, just gave a tiny, almost involuntary shrug that was somehow both a shrug and a nod at once, a silent, shameful, thrilling confession. My eyes stayed locked on his.

“Yeah.” The word was a bare whisper, a surrender, a white flag hoisted over the battlements of my own decaying self-control.

“Fuck,” Philip breathed out, a low, drawn-out hiss of air escaping his lips. His eyes, still fixed on mine, burned with a triumphant, possessive heat. “That’s so fucking hot.”

His gaze finally broke from mine, but it didn’t just move; it flicked deliberately down my body, a tangible caress of heat that I felt on my skin. It lingered on my lap, on the junction of my thighs, for a beat too long before snapping back up to my face.

“Just knowing you’re sitting there, Wanda, soaked through your panties… right now, while I’m looking at you… fuck, it makes this even harder.”

As if to prove his point, he shifted again, and his hand, big and broad and powerful-looking, went right to his crotch. He didn’t just adjust himself. He grabbed the thick, hard, unyielding ridge of his cock through the coarse fabric of his uniform pants. He squeezed it, a deliberate, possessive motion, his knuckles straining and turning white against his tanned skin.

Fuck.

The sight of it, so blatant, so unapologetically obscene right there in our depressing little office, sent a lightning bolt of pure, unadulterated lust straight to my core. Without meaning to, my own body responded in kind. My hips pressed down, pushing into the worn, slick vinyl of the chair, a slow, involuntary grind starting between my legs, seeking friction, seeking any kind of relief from the sudden, unbearable ache that bloomed there.

Philip saw it. Of course, he fucking saw it. His eyes, which had been locked on my face, dropped to my hips, tracking the movement, and a slow, wicked, predatory smirk spread across his lips.

“Feels good, huh?” he murmured, the smirk audible in his voice, a low and knowing rumble. His eyes stayed locked on my hips, watching the subtle, desperate movement. “Grinding that wet pussy on your chair?”

Caught.

Utterly, completely, flagrantly caught. A furnace of liquid heat rushed to my face, burning my cheeks, the tips of my ears, the back of my neck. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop. The friction was a pathetic, flimsy substitute for the real thing, but it was something, a focal point for the thrumming, insistent, screaming need that had completely taken over my body.

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice coming out breathy and shaky, barely recognizable as my own. The heat kept crawling up my neck, a tide of shame and excitement, but it didn’t stop the slow, deliberate pressure of my hips against the seat. “It fucking does.”

The admission was a catalyst, a splash of gasoline on the fire. Philip’s own hand started moving then, no longer just gripping but rubbing. A slow, deliberate friction, stroking the obvious, impressive length of him through the heavy, unyielding material of his pants. His eyes never left mine, blazing with a dark, intense fire that promised to burn us both down. He was watching me watch him, creating a closed loop of pure, escalating filth.

A low groan escaped his lips, a sound of pure, animal pleasure that had no place in this sterile environment. “Mmmph…”

I watched his hand move, up and down, pressing, squeezing, massaging. I could almost feel the heat of him, the texture, right through the layers of fabric. My own breathing hitched, turning shallow, ragged, almost panting. The air felt thin, unbreathable. My nipples were pebble-hard, aching with a painful sensitivity against the thin lace of my bra. The air between us crackled, thick and heavy with unspoken permission, with a shared, spiraling, desperate need.

“Fuck,” he groaned again, louder this time, the sound vibrating in the small room, making the pens in my cup rattle faintly. “Watching you grind yourself on that chair… watching your face… fuck, Wanda… so fucking hot.”

He kept stroking, squeezing, the friction of his hand against the rough fabric an audible, rhythmic rustle—shhhh, shhhh, shhhh. My breathing became a series of short, sharp gasps. The room felt like it was closing in, the fluorescent lights too bright, the hum of the computers too loud. Everything was heightened, sharp, dialed up to eleven, focused entirely on the charged space between us, on his hand, on the screaming ache between my legs. Philip let out another low groan, deeper this time, a guttural sound of building pressure and pleasure. His eyes rolled back in his head for a fraction of a second, a fleeting glimpse of pure sensation.

“God, I’m so fucking hard it aches,” he rasped, his knuckles bone-white where they gripped himself through the fabric. “Need to… fuck, I gotta pull it out. I gotta feel my hand on it.”

I just stared, mute. My heart was hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird trying to beat its way out of a cage. My mind was a complete blank slate, all thoughts erased by the raw, primal scene unfolding right in front of me. He hesitated, his eyes locking back on mine, searching my face. He was looking for a ‘no’, a ‘stop’, any sign of resistance or fear. He was giving me an out, one last chance to slam on the brakes.

When I said nothing, just watched him, mesmerized, my breath caught in my throat, his other hand went to his belt buckle. The metallic clink of the buckle releasing was like a gunshot in the profound silence. Then his hand went to his zipper. The rasp of the metal teeth was deafening, a visceral, serrated sound that tore right through the quiet room and through my last shred of composure.

Then it was out.

Jesus.

It sprang free from the dark confines of his pants, impossibly thick, impossibly hard, a pillar of livid flesh slick with the pearlescent, opalescent sheen of precum that glistened under the shitty, soul-sucking fluorescent tubes. It seemed huge, engorged beyond belief, the veins standing out like thick blue cords mapped across the length of the shaft. The head was a dark, angry purple, swollen and slick, and weeping another clear drop of fluid. Philip held it for a pregnant second, just letting it be, his hand hovering near it, letting me take it in. He was looking at me, waiting again. Still nothing from me but wide, dilated eyes and shallow, hitching breaths.

Slowly, deliberately, as if in a trance, his fist wrapped around the thick base of his cock. The slick skin slid under his grip as he started to stroke, his movements long and sure. Up. Down. A wet, fleshy, slapping sound joined the low hum of the monitors.

“Ahhh… fuck.” The back of his knuckles brushed against the open fly of his pants with each powerful downward stroke, a syncopated rhythm of flesh on metal.

I couldn’t look away. I was utterly transfixed, a moth drawn to a dangerous, beautiful, destructive flame. My own need was no longer a dull ache; it was a physical clawing inside me, sharp and demanding and painful. I leaned back further in my chair, my body desperate for something, anything. I fumbled with the button on my own jeans, my fingers clumsy and shaking, utterly betraying me. The denim popped open with a small, explosive sound that made me jump. My own hand fumbled for a moment, then slid inside the waistband, pressing hard against the soaked cotton of my panties. Fucking drenched. I could feel the slick heat and moisture right through the thin fabric, a shocking, humiliating testament to my arousal. I rubbed, circling the hard knot of my clit through the material, letting out a shaky, desperate breath. It wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly fucking enough.

Impatient, my fingers hooked under the wet, sagging elastic of my panties, pushing the fabric aside. My fingers met slick, swollen, heated skin, parting my outer folds easily, finding that hard little nub of my clit immediately. It was already exquisitely, painfully sensitive.

“Oh fuck.” A soft moan escaped my lips, completely involuntary, a sound I didn’t recognize as my own. “Mmm… oh.”

“Fuck, yes,” Philip gasped, his own stroking picking up speed, his monstrous cock slapping softly against his tense thigh with each rough, piston-like pull. “Hearing you moan like that… fuck, Wanda, it’s so hot. Touch yourself for me. Let me watch you.”

“You too,” I whispered back, my voice shaky, breathless with a need so intense it was making me dizzy. “Hearing you… that fucking groan you make… god. Stroking that big cock…”

“Love hearing those wet little sounds you’re making,” Philip muttered, his eyes glazed over now, lost in the rhythm of his own hand, but still fixed on me, on my face, on my fumbling hand. “Love knowing I’m making you soak yourself like this, Wanda. Knowing you’re touching that wet cunt for me right now.”

The crude, direct words should have been shocking and offensive. But they weren’t. They were just fuel. They slid right past my conscious brain and went directly to my cunt, making it pulse and clench with a life of its own.

“Your cock…” I gasped out, the words tumbling over each other, my brain struggling to keep up with my body’s demands. “It’s… fuck, it’s so fucking big. It looks so good… oh, fuck…”

My fingers worked faster, slicker now with my own wetness, gliding easily over my hypersensitive flesh. The pleasure was intense, coiling tight in my belly, building with a terrifying speed.

“You’re sexy as hell, sitting there touching yourself,” Philip grunted, his breath coming in faster, shorter pants now, a harsh rhythm in the quiet room. “So fucking glad we’re doing this. So fucking glad you didn’t go home tonight.”

“Feels so good,” I gasped, my back arching slightly in the chair as I pushed my hips up, meeting the insistent pressure of my own fingers. “Watching you… watching you stroke that thick cock… oh god…”

Philip hesitated for just a beat, his hand stilling on his shaft for a fraction of a second, a moment of consideration in the middle of the madness. He asked, his voice thick with lust, strained with the effort of holding back his own climax.

“Can I… fuck… can I see your tits?” He rushed to add, as if afraid I’d refuse, as if the spell might break. “You don’t gotta… but fuck, Wanda, seeing them while you do that… while I stroke this… it would be…”

My hand stilled between my legs. The question hung in the air, another line drawn in the sand, another border waiting to be crossed. But we were already here, weren’t we? Miles past the point of no return, deep in a lawless, uncharted territory I didn’t recognize. Fuck it.

I kept rubbing my clit frantically with my left hand, a desperate, anchoring motion, while my right hand fumbled clumsily with the hard plastic buttons of my standard-issue uniform shirt. One popped free, then another. My fingers felt like thick, useless sausages. Frustrated, I gave up on the buttons and reached behind my back for my bra clasp. It snagged on the fabric of my shirt, tangling hopelessly.

“Shit,” I muttered, a wave of frustrated, angry heat washing over me. Giving up on any pretense of elegance or seduction, I used both hands for a second, yanking my shirt and bra up together in one clumsy, aggressive motion, baring my chest to the cool, conditioned office air. The sudden chill on my skin was a shock, making my nipples tighten even further.

Philip’s breath hitched audibly, a sharp, ragged intake of air that was more eloquent than any word he could have spoken.

“Holy fuck.” His eyes widened, his pupils completely blown, two black holes in the dim light as he stared at my chest. I knew they were big—my 38DDs were a constant, cumbersome reality of back pain and expensive bras—but seeing them through his eyes, through the lens of his raw, unfiltered lust, made them feel spectacular, powerful. “They’re perfect. Fucking perfect. Bigger than I imagined… fuck, I love those hard pink nipples. Let me see you touch them, Wanda. Please.”

“Thanks,” I breathed, the word barely audible, lost in my own ragged breathing. My cheeks flushed with a powerful, contradictory mixture of deep embarrassment and a raw, shameless, glorious thrill.

My own hand, the one that had been fumbling with buttons, went up to my left breast. I squeezed it hard, feeling the satisfying, heavy weight in my palm. I rolled the already pebble-hard nipple between my thumb and forefinger, pinching just enough to send a sharp, electric thrill, a bolt of lightning, straight down to my cunt.

“Ah!” The little cry was torn from me. I was giving him a show. I was putting on a performance of pure filth. And god, it felt good. I let go of my breast with another soft moan, letting my other hand dive back down between my legs, my fingers digging into my soaked cunt, rubbing that throbbing clit like my life depended on it. Now I was a symphony of self-pleasure, a one-woman orchestra of depravity. One hand torturing my nipple, pinching, pulling, a sweet, exquisite agony. The other frantic between my legs, chasing a desperate, elusive release. The pleasure was building fast, too fast, a massive wave about to crest. But my jeans, still fastened at my hips, were digging in, restricting the movement, holding me back.

“Fuck,” I gasped out, needing more access, needing to be able to move my hips freely, to buck and grind. I tried pulling them down further while sitting, but they were too tight against the chair. Fuck it all.

With a lurch, I was on my feet, my legs shaky and unreliable under me, feeling like overcooked noodles. I fumbled with the button on my jeans again, my hips already rocking with a mind of their own, before shoving them down. Down past my hips, past my thighs, down past my knees, letting them pool in a heap around my ankles like broken shackles. My shirt and bra were still bunched up unbecomingly under my armpits. I was half-naked in the security office, a scene of utter domestic horror. Then, bracing my hands flat on the cool, slightly sticky laminate of my own desk, I bent right the fuck over, offering Philip the whole goddamn show. My ass was high in the air, my dark blue panties plastered to me, soaked through and clinging to the folds of my pussy and ass, the fabric a darker, more intimate shade of blue where my wetness had saturated it completely.

I jammed two fingers deep inside my slick, throbbing pussy. The wet, squelching, pornographic sounds they made echoed faintly in the quiet room. I stared right back at Philip over my shoulder, watching him as he worked his cock, his pace growing frantic now, a desperate, furious blur of motion, matching the frantic rhythm of my fingers.

“Oh, fuck yes… like that…” he growled, his eyes devouring the sight of me, taking in every sordid detail.

“Oh god, fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I choked out, my voice tight and high, strangled by the building pleasure. My hips started to buck against my own desperate fingers, my body completely taking over, all conscious thought gone. “Philip… fuck…”

“Cum for me, Wanda,” Philip commanded, his voice a low, dominant growl that vibrated through the floorboards. His own cock was a blur of motion, slick and glistening, pumping furiously in his fist. “Show me how fucking wet you get. Fuck, this is so hot… watching you fuck your own fingers… gonna make me blow my load right here. Ah, fuck!”

“Cumming! Oh fuck, fuck, it feels so good!” I cried out, way too loud, the sound swallowed by the dead office air, a shameful, glorious, triumphant declaration. “Fuck, can’t believe I’m cumming right here at my fucking desk… Oh, Philip!”

“Fucking love it,” Philip groaned, his whole body going rigid, his knuckles stark white where he gripped his shaft in a death grip. He gave a final, violent thrust of his hand, his hips bucking in his chair. “Fuck, you’re making me… gonna… Ahhhhh!”

His cock gave a violent, convulsive pulse, then another. Thick ropes of white-hot cum shot out, arcing through the air and splattering onto the shitty, worn, speckled linoleum on the floor between us. So much fucking cum. It kept pulsing out in thick, sticky, obscene globs, painting a messy, abstract mural on the floor. I didn’t stop. I kept fucking my own fingers hard, riding the bucking, violent waves of my orgasm, my hips jerking uncontrollably. I was gasping and moaning “oh God” like a prayer, my voice ragged and broken and unrecognizable.

“Philip! Fuck! Yes!”

The main jolts of my orgasm subsided, but the raw, horny ache was still there, a deep, resonant throb deep inside my cunt. The fire hadn’t been extinguished, only banked. I kept rubbing, slower now, but my body was still needing more, still chasing that elusive peak of total, soul-shattering release. I was still bent over the desk, presenting myself to the room, to him, like a sacrifice on an altar. Philip was still hard, though not as violently rigid as before. He had leaned back heavily in the chair now, his head thrown back against the headrest, his breath coming in harsh, ragged, painful-sounding pants. He was still slowly stroking his glistening, cum-smeared cock, watching me. A fresh drop of semen dripped from the swollen purple head and landed with a soft plap on his pants leg.

“Need more,” I moaned, my voice ragged and hoarse, a plea to him, to myself, to the indifferent universe. My fingers, still slick and moving inside me, were a testament to my words. “Not… not done… Fuck, this is so fucking hot. Still so wet…”

Philip kept stroking, watching me, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded with post-orgasmic bliss. A low groan rumbled in his chest, a sound of both satisfaction and a dawning, renewed desire.

“So fucking sexy,” he groaned, his eyes half-lidded but absolutely fixed on my exposed, soaked cunt, his gaze a physical weight. “Bent over like that, showing me everything… fuck, Wanda… your wet pussy looks incredible.”

He was dripping cum everywhere. On the floor, on his pants, on his hand. The sight of it, the absolute mess we were making, was a powerful aphrodisiac. My two fingers moved faster inside me, the slick, wet sounds echoing faintly, insistently. Another orgasm, a second wave, was clawing its way up my spine, sharper and more demanding this time, making my cunt clench and pulse violently around my fingers.

“Mmm… yes… Feels so good,” I whimpered, looking back at Philip over my shoulder again, meeting his intense, hungry gaze across the small room. “So close again… fuck…”

“Don’t fucking stop,” Philip urged, his voice thick again, rough with a renewed need. “I want you to cum again. Let go, baby. Cum hard for me right now. Show me how much you fucking like it.”

I let out a strangled grunt as the pleasure intensified to an almost unbearable degree, my back arching violently, my toes curling hard inside my sneakers. “Oh fuck! Fuck, I’m cumming again! Harder! Ahhh!”

“Yes! Fuck, yes! Love how you fucking cum,” Philip gasped out, his own stroking becoming frantic again, his nearly-spent cock somehow finding new life, swelling again in his hand. He hesitated, just for a breath, then his voice was strained, almost pleading. “Can I… fuck… can I see? From behind? Wanna watch you cum up close.”

I just moaned in response, a long, keening, animal sound, unable to form words, completely lost in the building pressure, my consciousness narrowing to a single point of pleasure. Philip took my choked moan as a yes. He pushed himself up from the chair with a grunt, his movements slow, deliberate, almost unsteady. He walked around the desk, his footsteps shockingly loud on the linoleum, until he was standing right behind me. His presence was a solid wall of heat at my back, radiating through my thin shirt.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the sound hot and moist right next to my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. “You look so fucking good like this… your bare ass up in the air… oh, holy shit.”

He groaned again as he got a ringside view of my slick, swollen, pink folds, of my fingers plunging in and out of my wet cunt. I could feel his gaze on me like a physical touch, hot and heavy and invasive.

“So fucking tight… glistening wet… fuck, Wanda, I can almost smell you from here. Smell how wet you are for me.”

I risked a glance over my shoulder. Philip was right there, a towering, looming presence. He was stroking his cock hard again, biting his lower lip raw, his eyes absolutely devouring me. His cock, smeared with his own cum, looked even thicker, even more intimidating up close, brutal and beautiful.

“Can’t believe we’re doing this,” I panted, the words barely coherent, muffled by my own ragged breathing, my fingers digging deeper, chasing the peak. “Oh… oh god…”

“Don’t stop,” Philip repeated, his voice a low, insistent, hypnotic command right by my ear. “God, I wanna just bury my cock deep inside you right now… fuck you so fucking bad against this desk. Feel how tight you are around me…”

“Want you to,” I sobbed, the words ripped out of me against my will, shocking myself with their raw, desperate honesty. A lightning-fast image of my husband, of my cold and empty bed at home, flashed through my mind, and it only made the desire sharper, more poignant, more necessary. “Want you to fuck me… fuck me, Philip… but we can’t… my husband… Fuck, we’ve gone way too fucking far already…”

The forbidden nature of it, the very act of saying it out loud, was the final push over the cliff.

Philip kept stroking, faster, harder, his knuckles white on his cock. “Fuck… gonna cum again,” he choked out, his breath hot on my neck, his hips starting to twitch with the impending climax. “Watching you… smelling you…”

“Me too!” I screamed, feeling the peak rip through me, an unbearable, exquisite agony this time, a firestorm of sensation. “Oh fuck, Philip, yes!”

“Wanna cum all over that sexy fucking ass,” Philip growled, his hips starting to jerk erratically against my backside, the head of his cock bumping wetly against my cheek. “Wanna cover you.”

“Do it!” I begged, desperate, needing the release, needing his release to be part of mine, to mark me. “Fucking cum on me! Please! Cum on my ass, Philip!”

He let out a raw, guttural sound, a noise from the back of his throat that was pure animal, a sound of utter release. He exploded again. Hot, thick jets of his come splashed against the high curve of my ass cheek, the heat a shocking, electric kiss against my skin.

“Wanda! Fuck!” he yelled, his voice cracking, breaking on my name.

The hot splash of him on my skin was the trigger. It pushed my own orgasm over the edge, another wave crashing over me, harder, deeper this time, making my whole body convulse uncontrollably. We both cried out, a cacophony of raw, breathless noise and pure sensation that filled the small, sterile room, a sound that would be absorbed by the acoustic ceiling tiles and live there forever. He pumped the last of his load onto my skin, hot and sticky and thick, while I bucked helplessly against my own fingers, riding the violent, shuddering waves until the last one finally, finally receded, leaving me utterly shattered and hollowed out.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god!”

We both kept moving for a few more seconds, milking the last dregs of shuddering pleasure from our spent bodies, which were slick with sweat and now, with cum. Then, as one, we were utterly, completely, bone-deep fucking spent.

I collapsed forward, my strength completely gone, my forehead pressing against the cool, slightly sticky laminate surface of the desk. My chest was heaving like I’d just run a marathon. The world was a dizzying blur of flashing lights behind my closed eyelids. Behind me, I heard Philip stumble back, almost tripping over my discarded jeans, and fall heavily into my recently vacated desk chair. It groaned in protest under his weight. He threw his head back against the headrest, gasping like a landed fish, his chest rising and falling dramatically.

For a long minute, which felt like an hour, we just stayed like that, lost in our own depleted, post-coital states. The only sounds in the entire universe were our ragged, wet breathing, the faint, indifferent ticking of the clock on the wall counting away the seconds of our lives, and the low, uncaring hum of the building’s massive HVAC system. The air smelled of sex, acrid sweat, and the fading remnants of cheap cologne.

“Fuck,” Philip finally managed to say, his voice still rough, scraping its way out of his throat as if over broken glass. “Thank you.”

The sheer, breathtaking absurdity of the words made a hysterical giggle bubble up in my chest, but I was too weak, too boneless to let it out. “Thank you,” I echoed, my voice muffled by the desk, the words tasting like metal and salt. Lifting my head felt like trying to move a slab of concrete. My legs were jelly, my arms trembling with exhaustion. “Shit. We need to… we need to clean this fucking mess up.”

“Yeah,” Philip agreed, his voice flat with exhaustion and the dawning horror of the situation. I heard him move, and I finally, slowly, pushed myself up from the desk. I didn’t look at him directly, but I was aware of him looking down at the cooling, semi-translucent puddle of his cum on the floor, the streaks on his pants, and I could feel the sticky, cooling smear on my own ass, a tangible brand. “Fuck. Me too.”

We didn’t look at each other. Not once. The silence was thick and heavy with the enormity of what we’d just done. Awkwardly, mechanically, like two malfunctioning robots, we gathered ourselves. I pulled up my jeans over my slick thighs and still-damp panties, the rough denim feeling alien and abrasive against my over-sensitized skin. I fumbled my shirt and bra back into place, the mundane actions feeling surreal. Philip, with his back to me, tucked his still-semi-hard, glistening cock back into his pants and zipped up. The shared, dirty, illicit thrill was still there, a live wire humming just under the surface, but now it was coated in a thick, greasy layer of dawning reality.

We headed to separate restrooms, armed with fistfuls of rough, brown paper towels from the janitor’s supply closet. In the bright, unforgiving sterile light of the women’s room, I stared at my reflection in the mirror. My face was flushed a deep, blotchy red, my pupils were huge black pools, my hair was a complete mess. I looked wild, debauched, completely undone. I looked alive. I cleaned the sticky, cooling mess off my skin with a wet paper towel, the cold water a shocking jolt to my system.

When we came back to the office, the air was still charged, but it had shifted. The raw, animal lust had been replaced by a tense, hyper-aware, excruciating awkwardness. Philip got on his hands and knees with a wad of wet paper towels and scrubbed at the linoleum floor. The sight was both pathetic and profoundly intimate. I grabbed a bottle of all-purpose cleaner and wiped down my desk, my chair, anywhere I might have touched. The faint, acrid chemical smell of bleach began to hang heavy in the air, mingling with the ever-present stale coffee. We finished our cleanup in a profound, unbroken, thundering silence, the sounds of our movements—the squeak of the paper towels on the floor, the sharp click of the spray bottle nozzle—echoing far too loudly in the small, confined space.

Just as Philip tossed the last wad of soiled paper towels into the bin under my desk, and I gave the room a final, desperate spritz of floral-scented air freshener, the tell-tale, piercing click of the main building’s electronic door lock echoed down the hall. 5:55 AM. The inevitable, inexorable arrival of the morning shift.

We froze for a split second, two deer caught in the blinding headlights of an oncoming truck. Then, automatically, instinctively, we straightened our uniforms, smoothed our hair, and erased any lingering trace of our shared madness from our faces. We stood on opposite sides of the room, two separate islands of feigned normalcy, when Dale, the first of the day-walkers, pushed the door open, his pathologically cheerful “Morning, night-crawlers!” shattering the fragile spell completely.

We spoke no more of it that day, or in the long, tense days that followed. The presence of others, of the normal world, forced a return to the mundane, the profane replaced once more by the professional. But the unspoken thing hung thick and heavy between us, a shared, radioactive secret simmering under every casual conversation, every shared glance across the bank of monitors. The silence in the office was no longer empty. It was full. It was packed to the gills with the memory of zippers and wet sounds and desperate cries in the dark, a ghost that had permanently taken up residence in our sterile little box, a ghost that smelled vaguely of bleach and cheap cologne.
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About the Author

I’ve always been fascinated by the erotic and sensual, finding solace in writing about sex as a teenager. My rebellious streak led me to study photography in college, where I discovered boudoir photography. Capturing moments of vulnerability and desire became my passion.

My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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