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The Office of Lust

The chimes of Greta’s alarm were a mournful, synthetic dirge for the dawn; 6:00 AM. The digital numbers on her bedside clock glowed a malevolent, bloody red in the deep, pre-dawn gloom of her compact apartment. For a full, heavy minute, she lay absolutely still, a statue carved from anxiety under the weight of her duvet, listening to the city stir itself awake outside her window. The soundscape was a familiar symphony of urban melancholy, a distant siren wailing a mournful, rising and falling cry; the deep, guttural rumble and hydraulic hiss of an early-morning sanitation truck devouring the previous day’s refuse. It was the soundtrack to a life that had become a meticulously constructed prison, a series of perfectly calibrated, utterly predictable motions.

She could feel the day laid out before her like a sentence already passed. Wake. Drag her limbs from the deceptive warmth of her bed into the chilly air. Shower, the spray of water a temporary baptism that failed to wash away the feeling of stagnation. Dress in something that screams “competent but not trying too hard,” a carefully chosen armor of charcoal gray or navy blue. Force down a piece of dry, flavorless toast, the crumbs scratching her throat on the way down. And then, the daily ordeal: braving the indifferent, chaotic crush of the subway, a claustrophobic metal tube filled with the scent of damp wool, stale coffee, and the collective sighs of a thousand other souls on their way to jobs that paid the bills but systematically starved their souls.

She had been at Sterling & Finch for three years now, a senior analyst in a department so deeply mired in bureaucratic inertia that real innovation was treated with the same suspicious hostility as a contagious disease. Papers were pushed, forms were filled, and progress was measured in infinitesimal, meaningless increments. She was undeniably good at her job, a fact that brought her a sliver of bitter pride. She was meticulous, her mind a well-oiled machine for logic and order. She could wrangle a sprawling, chaotic spreadsheet into elegant submission and craft a financial report so precise, so flawlessly articulated, that it could bring a tear to a seasoned auditor’s eye.

But the satisfaction was as fleeting as a puff of smoke. It was a quick, sharp hit of professional pride that invariably evaporated by the time she logged off for the evening, leaving behind the hollow, resonating echo of another eight hours spent rearranging numbers on a glowing screen, another day of her one precious life traded for a paycheck.

The only real, unpredictable, and frankly terrifying variable in her meticulously ordered equation was Johnathan.

He’d joined the firm about a year after she had, a highly-touted transfer from the London office. He had breezed into their staid, beige workspace like a shot of something vibrant and intoxicating, a splash of brilliant color in a grayscale world. The air itself seemed to crackle and shift when he walked through a room. Where their department head, the terminally dull Mr. Henderson, spoke in droning, soporific monotones about quarterly projections and synergistic deliverables, Johnathan spoke in witty, lightning-quick asides murmured just loud enough for her to hear. He told stories about navigating the London Tube during a chaotic Arsenal football final that had the junior assistants, and even some of the more stoic analysts, crying with genuine, unrestrained laughter.

He wore his expensive suits with a casual, almost careless elegance that made the other men in the office look like they were playing an uncomfortable game of dress-up in their fathers’ clothes. His hair was a perpetually unruly dark blond, a thick wave that always seemed to defy combs and gravity, making you want to reach out and smooth it down. And his eyes, his eyes were the color of a stormy sea just before a squall, a turbulent mix of blue and gray that seemed to hold a permanent, secret glint of amusement, as if he were perpetually in on a joke the rest of the world hadn’t heard yet.

From the very beginning, he had singled her out. It wasn’t overt, never anything so crude or obvious that it would attract the attention of the ever-watchful harpies in HR, but it was there, woven into the fabric of their daily interactions in a thousand small, significant ways. He’d make a point of refilling his coffee mug at the exact same time she did, the shared space by the burbling machine becoming their unofficial territory. He would lean his hip against the counter, his presence a warm, magnetic field, and ask about her weekend with an intensity that felt far too personal for casual office chit-chat, his gaze so focused it made her feel like she was the only person in the room. He would drop by her desk, ostensibly with a “quick question” about a data point, a query that would invariably stretch into a ten-minute conversation.

During these interludes, he’d lean over her desk, his scent, a clean, masculine mix of expensive soap, bergamot, and something uniquely, warmly him, enveloping her, scrambling her thoughts and making her acutely, embarrassingly aware of the vanilla-scented lotion on her hands and the frantic, fluttering pulse at the base of her throat.

She told herself, repeatedly, that it was a crush. A silly, unprofessional, and ultimately harmless infatuation born of proximity and profound boredom. He was a notorious flirt, after all; his charm was a well-honed instrument he wielded with casual expertise. He charmed his way through the administrative staff, eliciting blushes and giggles, and had even managed to earn a grudging, tight-lipped smile from the perpetually dour head of accounting, a woman who looked like she’d been chiseled from granite. Greta was just another stop on his daily charm offensive, another ego to stroke.

To think otherwise, to allow herself to believe his attention was special or meaningful, was to set herself up for a spectacular, public kind of humiliation she had no interest in experiencing. She had her life in order. Her predictable routines were her fortress, her carefully constructed walls her armor. Johnathan was a wrecking ball in a bespoke suit, and she was terrified of what would happen if she ever let him get close enough to swing.

So she kept him at arm’s length, armed with a biting sarcasm and a professional coolness that had become her most reliable shield. She would parry his playful compliments with dry, deadpan retorts and meet his lingering, heated looks with a pointed, deliberate turn back to her monitor, making the glowing screen of her Excel spreadsheet her sanctuary. But underneath the carefully maintained façade, a different, more truthful story was being written. It was written in the frantic, desperate thumping of her heart whenever he brushed past her in the narrow hallway, the brief contact of his arm against hers leaving a trail of fire on her skin. It was written in the bloom of heat that flooded her cheeks when he caught her staring from across the room, his lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. It was written in the way she found herself choosing her outfits in the morning, standing before her closet with a silent, utterly mortifying question echoing in her mind: what would Johnathan think of this? Would the silk of this blouse catch his eye? Was this skirt too severe, or just severe enough?

The day had started like any other, a perfect testament to her well-honed, soul-crushing routine. Greta had arrived at the office achingly early, the comforting, almost cloying warmth of her usual vanilla latte seeping through the insulated cardboard sleeve into her cold palm. The main floor was still and profoundly quiet, bathed in the cool, blue-tinged light of the early morning. The air, not yet sullied by the day’s activity, smelled of industrial carpet cleaner and the faint, ghostly memory of yesterday’s burnt microwave popcorn. Her desk, a small island of impeccable, organized chaos in a vast, sterile sea of identical gray cubicles, was waiting for her. A formidable mountain of paperwork, the tangible result of Henderson’s latest pointless initiative, cast a long, intimidating shadow under the focused beam of her desk lamp. She took a deep, fortifying breath, inhaling the familiar scent of paper and toner, steeling herself for the battle ahead, when a low, velvety voice cut through the cathedral-like silence, startling her so badly she nearly dropped her coffee.

“Burning the midnight oil, or just getting a brave head start on the inevitable?”

Johnathan. Of course. It was always Johnathan. He was there too, leaning with an infuriating, casual grace against the behemoth copy machine as if it were a sports car he owned, looking unfairly, indecently handsome for seven-thirty in the morning. His tie, a slash of deep burgundy silk, was already slightly loosened at his collar, a small act of rebellion against the corporate dress code. A mischievous, lopsided grin played on his lips, one corner of his mouth quirked higher than the other in that signature expression that always made her stomach perform a complicated, treacherous little flip. He had a way of inhabiting a space, of making even the most mundane, soul-crushing tasks feel… fraught with a strange, forbidden potential.

“Morning, Greta,” he said, his voice a smooth, warm baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet air, a tangible thing that wrapped around her. He pushed himself off the copier with a fluid, athletic movement and took a step closer. His eyes, those stormy, unreadable oceans, raked over her, a slow, appreciative inventory from the sensible, low-heeled pumps on her feet to the almost desperate way she clutched her coffee cup like a lifeline. “You look like you could use some industrial-strength caffeine, or perhaps just a willing accomplice to share the misery.”

She felt the familiar, reflexive urge to retreat, to pull the drawbridge up and hide behind her wall of cool, detached professionalism. She managed to roll her eyes, a gesture she had perfected over the past two years into a fine art of dismissal, but she couldn’t stop the small, traitorous smile that tugged insistently at the corners of her lips. “Charming, Johnathan. But flattery, especially of the backhanded variety, will get you precisely nowhere with me, especially not before 9 AM. Some of us,” she added, gesturing with her latte toward the mountain on her desk, “actually have work to do.”

“Ah, but that’s where you’re mistaken,” he replied, his grin widening into something that felt both playful and predatory. He closed the small, remaining distance between them, and the air, which had been cool and sterile just a moment before, was suddenly charged, thick with his specific scent, that intoxicating blend of clean soap, expensive cologne, and something uniquely, warmly him. He gave her a slow, deliberate wink as he handed her a thick stack of freshly printed, still-warm reports, his movements fluid and unnervingly confident. “Henderson wants these cross-referenced with last quarter’s numbers. He was muttering about it just before he left last night. I thought you might appreciate a head start before he starts his usual routine of breathing fire down our necks.”

Their fingers had brushed as she took the heavy stack of paper from him. It was a fleeting, almost imperceptible contact, lasting no more than a single, suspended second, but it was enough. It was more than enough. She felt that familiar, undeniable spark shoot through her, a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity that started in the sensitive tips of her fingers and radiated up the length of her arm, finally settling as a tight, fluttering panic deep in her chest. For a moment, her breath caught in her throat, a painful little hitch, and her eyes locked with his. The ever-present amusement in his gaze softened, melting away to be replaced by something deeper, more serious, an unspoken question that made her heart hammer against her ribs with brutal force.

It was stupid, really. Utterly, ridiculously, dangerously foolish. They were colleagues, professionals in a buttoned-down corporate environment where fraternization was frowned upon and vicious gossip spread faster than a computer virus. And yet… the space between them crackled with a tension so thick she felt she could almost taste it on her tongue, something sharp and metallic like ozone before a storm.

He didn’t pull his hand away immediately, letting his fingers linger against hers for a beat too long, an eternity in miniature. She could feel the faint, calloused texture of his skin, the surprising warmth of his blood just beneath the surface. Every instinct screamed at her to pull back, to mutter a perfunctory thanks, and retreat to the sterile safety of her cubicle. But she was frozen, caught, a butterfly pinned in the magnetic pull of his gaze.

He finally broke the spell, his fingers sliding away from hers with agonizing slowness, leaving her skin feeling strangely cold and bereft, tingling with the ghost of his touch. The mischievous grin was back in place, a mask swiftly donned, but his eyes still held that deeper, more intense light, a lingering ember. “Let me know if you need any help deciphering Henderson’s chicken scratch,” he said, his voice a little lower than before, a little rougher around the edges. “I’m becoming something of an expert in hieroglyphics.”

He turned then and walked back toward his own desk, leaving Greta standing by the copy machine, her now tepid latte completely forgotten in her hand, the reports feeling impossibly heavy, weighted with new significance. Her entire body tingled with the aftershock of that simple, devastating touch. She watched him go, admiring the confident, powerful line of his shoulders under his perfectly tailored jacket, the easy grace of his stride. A wave of longing so sharp and so fierce washed over her that it almost buckled her knees, a physical ache in the center of her chest.

Fast forward to the sluggish hours of mid-afternoon. The office was in its usual post-lunch lull, a drowsy, monotonous hum of keyboard clicks, quiet phone calls, and the gentle whir of the air conditioning. Greta had managed to bury herself in the reports Johnathan had given her, the familiar comfort of numbers and data a welcome, if temporary, distraction from the riot he had so effortlessly started in her nervous system. She had almost convinced herself that the morning’s encounter had been a product of her overactive imagination, a simple, meaningless office interaction that had been blown ludicrously out of proportion by her own secret, starved desires.

Then, Mr. Henderson had appeared at her desk like a portly, agitated ghost, his round face flushed with a self-important flurry. “Greta! Johnathan! A word. My office. Now.”

They met at his office door, the polished wood a barrier to their impending doom, and exchanged a silent, shared look of profound resignation. Henderson, a man whose ambition vastly and comically outstripped his competence, was an undisputed master at creating urgent, utterly pointless tasks that served no purpose other than to make himself feel important.

“We have a situation,” he announced, his voice grave, as if discussing a national security threat. He gestured vaguely toward the end of the hall, his small hands fluttering. “A catastrophic failure of foresight from the administrative department. We’re running dangerously low on A4 paper and, more critically, my preferred brand of black ink pens. This is utterly, completely unacceptable. I need two reliable people, my best people, to conduct a full inventory of the main supply closet. Immediately. I want a complete, itemized list on my desk by end of day. No exceptions.”

Greta’s heart sank into her stomach with a sickening thud. The supply closet. A cramped, windowless room at the far end of the floor, filled with teetering, precarious stacks of office supplies and the faint, dusty smell of forgotten paperwork and industrial cleaning fluids. It was the corporate equivalent of a dungeon, a place where morale went to die.

“Of course, Mr. Henderson,” Johnathan said smoothly, not missing a single beat. He shot Greta a look over Henderson’s bald, shiny head, a look that was equal parts commiseration and pure, unadulterated mischief. “Greta and I will be more than happy to tackle it. We’re all about synergistic solutions and proactive resource management. Consider it handled.”

Greta had to bite her lip so hard she tasted a faint metallic tang of blood to keep from laughing out loud at the ridiculous string of corporate buzzwords he’d so seamlessly deployed. Henderson, however, beamed, completely and utterly oblivious. “Excellent! Superb! That’s the kind of can-do, proactive attitude I like to see around here.”

It was supposed to be a quick, mindless job, a half-hour at most, a mind-numbing task of counting staples, toner cartridges, and Henderson’s precious pens. They worked in the narrow, claustrophobic space, their bodies constantly, inevitably brushing against each other as they navigated the crowded metal shelves. The air was close and warm, thick with the dry, papery scent of cardboard boxes, ink, and dust.

Greta tried desperately to focus on the task, to lose herself in the familiar order of the checklist, calling out numbers as she ticked items off the clipboard. But her concentration was hopelessly shot. She was too aware of Johnathan, of the way his crisp white shirt stretched taut across his broad back and shoulders when he reached for something on a high shelf, of the low, resonant rumble of his voice in the confined space, of the palpable heat that seemed to radiate from him, warming the small pocket of air between them.

Somehow, one thing had led to another. He’d made a dry joke about the sheer, astronomical quantity of paper clips they owned, enough to link together and stretch to the moon and back, he’d claimed with faux seriousness. She had snorted, a genuine, unbidden laugh escaping her before she could snatch it back. The sound seemed loud, echoing slightly in the small, sound-dampened room. He’d turned then, a real, unguarded smile transforming his face, and for a long moment, the counting stopped. The silence that fell between them was different now, heavier, charged with an electric potential.

Then came the spilled box of pens. She’d reached for a new inventory sheet on a shelf just above her head, her elbow catching a precariously balanced cardboard box filled with cheap promotional ballpoints. It tipped in what felt like slow motion, sending a blue plastic cascade of pens clattering and scattering across the cold concrete floor like a burst of hail.

“Oh, for…!” she groaned, sinking to her knees in a wave of pure frustration, the petty failure feeling like the last straw.

“Teamwork makes the dream work,” Johnathan murmured, a teasing lilt in his voice as he smoothly crouched down beside her. They began gathering the pens, their hands moving in the small, shared space, occasionally, inevitably, bumping. He looked up from his task, his face only inches from hers, so close she could feel the warmth of his breath on her cheek. “You know, for someone who is so meticulously organized, you’re surprisingly clumsy.”

“And for someone who’s supposed to be helping, you’re surprisingly unhelpful,” she retorted, but there was no heat in her words, no real bite. Her heart was beating a frantic, panicked rhythm against her ribs, a drum solo of anxiety and desire. They were so close she could see the tiny flecks of green and gold swimming in the stormy blue of his eyes, could see the slight, rough texture of his five-o’clock shadow starting to emerge along his sharp, elegant jawline. The shared laugh that followed lingered a little too long, a soft, intimate sound in the dusty, muffled quiet. The air grew thick, almost viscous, charged with all the unspoken things that had been simmering between them for months, for years.

He held her gaze, and the playful light in his eyes slowly faded, dissolving away to be replaced by that same raw, discomfiting intensity from the morning. He wasn’t smiling anymore. He reached out, his movements slow and deliberate, his fingers brushing a stray strand of hair from her cheek, his touch impossibly, shockingly gentle. Her breath hitched. This was it. The precipice. The moment where everything could change.

Then, just as Johnathan had reached up to grab a heavy, cumbersome ream of paper from the top shelf, his other arm extended to brace himself against the doorframe for balance, the heavy metal door itself swung shut behind them with a loud, final, hideously metallic click.

The sound shattered the fragile, charged moment. They both jumped, startled, heads snapping toward the door.

“Did you just… did that just lock?” Greta asked, her voice tinged with a rising note of disbelief and burgeoning panic. The single, humming fluorescent bulb above them flickered once, casting their small, new world in a stark, unflattering light.

Johnathan turned, his hand still on the cold metal doorknob, his expression shifting from surprise to a dawning, almost comical amusement. “Me? Absolutely not.” He jiggled the handle. It didn’t budge. Solid. He jiggled it harder, with more force. Nothing. He twisted it back and forth, the only sound the useless, tinny rattle of the internal mechanism. He looked from the inert handle to her, his eyebrows raised in a perfect arch of ironic inquiry. “That door. It looks like it’s one of those…”

“That door locks automatically,” Greta finished for him, a cold, heavy dread washing over her, chilling her to the bone. “It’s a security feature. For the expensive printing equipment they store in here. Someone must have bumped it from the outside.”

The initial disbelief gave way to a frantic, almost farcical burst of activity. They tried jiggling the handle in unison, a clumsy, uncoordinated effort. They took turns knocking on the heavy metal door, but the sound was disappointingly dull and contained, swallowed by the thick steel. Then they started shouting. “Hello? Is anyone out there? Hello!”

Their calls were absorbed by the tomb-like silence of the rapidly emptying building. The post-lunch lull had bled seamlessly into the end-of-day exodus. Greta glanced at her watch, the numbers glowing grimly back at her. Five-forty-five. Everyone else, including the ever-punctual Mr. Henderson, whose life ran on a rigid, unyielding timetable, had already fled for the night, eager to escape the beige prison for another fleeting evening of freedom.

Now here they were. Trapped. Together. In the dimly lit, stuffy closet. The air, which had been thick with unspoken tension before, was now practically suffocating, heavy with the sudden, stark reality of their situation. They weren’t just colleagues in a close space anymore. They were two people, a man and a woman, locked away from the entire world. A profound sense of isolation and, underneath it, a terrifying, exhilarating thrill, began to take root deep in Greta’s stomach.

Johnathan stopped leaning his weight against the unyielding door and slowly turned to face her. The sliver of amusement was gone from his face, completely erased, replaced by an expression she couldn’t quite decipher. It was dark, intense, and focused entirely, predatorily, on her. He took a deliberate step toward her, forcing her to take an involuntary step back, and then another, until her shoulders bumped against the cool, rough surface of the stacked cartons of paper behind her. He didn’t stop until he was standing so close their bodies were almost touching, his heat a palpable, living force against the front of her.

He leaned in, not to kiss her, not yet, but to whisper, his lips so close to her ear that his warm, moist breath sent a violent, full-body shiver down her entire spine. The scent of him was overwhelming now, filling her senses, systemically short-circuiting her brain.

His lips grazed the exquisitely sensitive spot just below her earlobe, a feather-light, almost accidental touch that made her gasp out loud. “So,” he murmured, his voice a low, husky vibration that resonated deep inside her chest, a physical sensation. “It would appear we have the place entirely to ourselves for the foreseeable future. What, in your expert, analytical opinion, do you suggest we do to pass the time?”

The question hung in the heavy air between them, laden with unspoken, dangerous possibility. Greta’s heart raced, a wild, panicked bird beating its wings frantically against the cage of her ribs. His hands, which had been hanging loosely at his sides, came up to rest on her waist, his palms warm and solid and possessive against the thin fabric of her blouse. Then, with excruciating slowness, they slid lower, his thumbs hooking with deliberate intent into the waistband of her slacks, his fingers spreading out to grip her hips firmly, pulling her flush against him with an undeniable, masculine strength. She couldn’t ignore it, couldn’t pretend it wasn’t there: she could feel the hard, unmistakable ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her stomach through their clothes, a clear and visceral answer to his own loaded question.

She felt a dizzying, terrifying mix of raw terror and soaring elation. Every single alarm bell in her head, honed by years of cautious self-preservation, was screaming at her. This is your coworker. This is a colossal mistake. This will end in absolute disaster. But the logical, rational part of her brain was being systematically dismantled, wire by wire, by the sheer, overwhelming physical reality of him, by the heat of his body and the intent in his eyes.

She tilted her head back, an almost unconscious movement, offering him the pale, vulnerable column of her throat, an instinctive, submissive gesture that surprised even herself. Her eyes fluttered closed as his mouth, impossibly soft and gentle, trailed a line of decadent, open-mouthed kisses along her jawline, tasting her skin. The slight abrasion of his stubble against her flesh was a delicious, agonizing friction, and she whimpered softly, a sound of pure, helpless surrender.

“I… I don’t know,” she breathed, her voice a trembling, unrecognizable ruin of what it had been just moments before. The anticipation was a knot of fire tightening low in her belly, a sweet, unbearable, aching burn. “What did you have in mind?”

Johnathan paused his slow, delicious assault on her neck, his nose brushing against hers as he pulled back just enough to search her face, to read her expression. His eyes were dark, his pupils blown wide with undisguised lust. There was something raw and hungry in his gaze, something primal that stripped away the charming, witty colleague and revealed the elemental man beneath. It was an expression that made her stomach knot with a potent, head-spinning cocktail of fierce excitement and profound fear. He was looking at her as if he wanted to devour her whole.

“Greta,” he said slowly, his voice dipping into a husky, gravelly register that did calamitous, wonderful things to her insides. His hands tightened on her hips, anchoring her, holding her in place as his property. “If you want me to stop, if there is any part of you that wants this to go no further, you have to say so right now.” He moved his gaze from her wide, wild eyes down to her lips, which she’d unconsciously parted in invitation. “Because if I kiss you… If I really kiss you, the way I’ve been dreaming of kissing you for two years… I don’t think I’ll be able to stop.”

His words were a final, explicit offer, a last exit on a highway she was already speeding down at a hundred miles an hour. Her pulse thrummed, a frantic, muffled drumbeat in her ears that drowned out all other sound against the sudden, heavy silence. She stared up at him, her chest rising and falling with shallow, ragged breaths. Every rational thought, every calculated risk assessment she had ever performed, screamed at her to pull away, to push him back, to slam on the brakes and pretend this moment, this catastrophic, beautiful moment, never happened. She could see the fallout as clearly as a projection on a screen: the excruciating awkwardness, the gleeful office gossip, the potential career suicide.

But the sheer heat radiating from his body was a furnace, and it was melting her resolve into a puddle at her feet. The way his eyes seemed to peer straight through her carefully constructed defenses and see the wanting, lonely, desperate woman she kept so carefully hidden… it was too much. It was too irresistible. The years of quiet, aching longing, of fiercely suppressed desire, of always, always playing it safe, it all coalesced into a single, desperate, overwhelming need. For once in her life, she didn’t want to be predictable. She didn’t want to be safe. She wanted this. She wanted him.

“I don’t want you to stop,” she whispered, the words barely audible even in the small, silent room. They felt like a confession, a surrender, a prayer all rolled into one.

And then, before she could second-guess herself, before her rational mind could reboot and wrest back control of the situation, he closed the infinitesimal, agonizing distance between them. His mouth crashed down on hers in a desperate, hungry, all-consuming kiss.

It was not a gentle exploration; it was a claiming. It was a conquest. All the pent-up tension, all the stolen glances and unspoken words and near-misses of the past two years, exploded in that single, searing, explosive contact. Johnathan groaned into her mouth, a low, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated need that she felt vibrate through her own jaw. One of his hands slid from her hip up the long line of her back, pressing her more firmly against his hard body, while the other moved to cup the back of her head, his fingers tangling roughly in her hair, anchoring her for his kiss. He deepened it almost immediately, his tongue sweeping past her lips to meet hers in a fiery duel. It wasn’t a tentative probe but a confident, masterful invasion, soft and insistent and demanding, stroking against hers and sending electric shocks spiraling through her entire body.

Greta’s mind went white, wiped clean of everything but pure, overwhelming sensation. She clung to him, her hands, which had been trapped awkwardly between their bodies, finding their way up to grip his broad shoulders, her nails digging into the fine, expensive fabric of his suit jacket as if he were the only thing keeping her grounded in a world that had suddenly, violently tilted on its axis. She kissed him back with a ferocity that matched his own, a wild, untamed part of herself she hadn’t known existed breaking violently free from its cage. She met the bold thrust of his tongue with her own, a frantic, wordless conversation of ravenous need and long-denied desire.

He broke the kiss briefly, their lips parting with a soft, wet sound, and they both gasped for air, their chests heaving in unison. He rested his forehead against hers, his eyes squeezed shut. His breathing was as ragged and torn as hers. “You have no idea,” he admitted, his voice rough and thick with a need that bordered on pain, “absolutely no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.”

A giddy, triumphant, almost hysterical smile spread across Greta’s face. Her cheeks were flushed hot, her lips felt swollen, bruised, and exquisitely sensitive from the glorious intensity of their kiss. She felt reckless, powerful, alive in a way she hadn’t felt in years, maybe ever. “Oh?” she murmured, her own confidence blooming like a hothouse flower in the heat of his confession. Her hands, growing bolder by the second, slipped from his shoulders down the taut expanse of his back, and then, daringly, slid under the hem of his crisp dress shirt to explore the firm, warm muscles beneath. His skin was hot and smooth, and she felt a powerful tremor run through him at her touch. She splayed her fingers wide against his back, reveling in the solid, comforting strength of him. “And what else,” she purred, her voice low and sultry, “have you wanted to do?”

His answer wasn’t verbal. A dark, dangerous, delicious smile touched his lips. He pulled back, his eyes holding hers in a moment of silent communication, and then, to her utter, heart-stopping astonishment, Johnathan got down on his knees before her.

The shift in dynamics was breathtakingly sudden and profoundly powerful. One moment, he was holding her, pinning her against the wall, overwhelming her with his strength; the nex,t he was at her feet, looking up at her with an expression of pure, focused adoration that stole the very breath from her lungs. His large, capable hands went to the front of her slacks, his fingers deftly, methodically undoing the button. The small, rasping sound of the zipper being drawn slowly down was deafening in the charged silence of the closet.

He peeled the fabric away, his knuckles brushing with agonizing slowness against the sensitive skin of her lower belly. He paused, leaning forward to press a sneaky, hot, open-mouthed kiss to her stomach, just above the delicate lace band of her panties. The unexpected intimacy of the gesture made her gasp sharply, her fingers automatically going to the thick silk of his hair. His hand slid around to her side, coming to rest on her hip, his thumb stroking slowly, hypnotically, while his fingernails gently raked over her skin, creating an agonizingly perfect contrast of sensations that made her want to scream. He glanced up at her from under his dark lashes, his expression suddenly questioning, almost vulnerable.

“You okay with this, Greta?” he asked, his voice low and serious, a startling island of concern in a sea of lust.

The genuine care in his voice, even now, in the midst of this, was her complete undoing. He wasn’t just taking; he was asking. He was making sure. A fresh wave of molten heat washed through her, pooling hot and heavy between her legs. “Yeah,” she managed to say, her voice cracking audibly on the single syllable. A violent, uncontrollable shiver wracked her entire body.

Johnathan smirked, a slow, predatory curving of his lips that was pure, unadulterated sin. His gaze dropped, becoming laser-focused. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her slacks and her underwear simultaneously, sliding them down her legs in one smooth, efficient motion. They pooled around her ankles, a soft manacle trapping her in place. As he guided the fabric down, he paused to nip her inner thigh, his teeth grazing her tender skin for a heart-stopping moment before he soothed the spot with a soft swipe of his tongue. The action was so unexpected that it made her cry out softly, a sound of shock and pleasure. Then, without any further hesitation, he slid his tongue up the inside of her thigh, over the soft curls of hair at the juncture of her legs, and straight to her drenched, waiting center.

He gave her a few long, slow strokes with the broad, flat of his tongue, mapping her, tasting her, learning the shape and flavor of her. The sensation was exquisite torment. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice a desperate, broken plea. Her hand, which had been resting on his head, quickly dove into the soft, thick strands of his dark blond hair. She grasped the front mostly, her fingers clenching and unclenching rhythmically, holding him, anchoring herself as the world began to dissolve into nothing but pure, glorious feeling.

He took his time, a master craftsman at his work, licking her slowly a few more times, drawing out the pleasure until she was squirming helplessly, her hips starting to buck against his mouth. Then he pressed forward, his nose nudging her soft, slick folds apart as he zeroed in on his target. He flicked the very tip of his tongue against her clit, just a few quick, teasing licks that had her crying out his name, the sound sharp and needy. A moment later, he took her fully into his mouth, sucking at the hard little nub with a gentle but firm pressure that sent shockwaves through her.

The world shattered into a million glittering pieces. Greta’s head fell back against the shelves behind her, dislodging a small, forgotten box of staples that fell to the floor with a soft thud she barely registered. All her awareness, all her consciousness, was centered on that one, single, electrifying point of contact. She heard her own breathing grow heavy and ragged, each inhale a sharp gasp, each exhale a low moan. His free hand came up to her thigh, his nails digging into her flesh just enough to be a sharp, welcome counterpoint to the wet, swirling pleasure of his mouth. He sucked at her heated sex again, a strong, rhythmic pulling that sent waves of incandescent delight chasing each other through her. He licked heavily at her, his tongue now well coated in her slick fluids, spreading her own wetness over her with every deliberate, maddening stroke.

Greta was quickly, thoroughly, humiliatingly soaked, her juices flowing freely. She managed to pry her eyes open and look down at him. Her lids felt heavy, hooded with pleasure. He was completely, utterly absorbed in his task, his own eyes closed in fierce concentration, his jaw working rhythmically. The sight of him, so powerful and handsome and sought-after, kneeling before her, devoted entirely to her pleasure, was almost as intoxicating as what he was doing to her body.

She muttered something incoherent under her breath, a string of broken pleas and half-formed praises. The fractured sounds seemed to only drive him on. He leaned back slightly, shifting his angle to give her long, sweeping strokes from front to back, laving her completely, soaking her in her own slickness before pushing back in to focus on her clit again. He nipped at the exquisitely sensitive peak lightly with his teeth before his tongue took over once more, flicking and swirling. He slid his other hand from her hip around to her firm rear, cupping one cheek and holding her still, tilting her pelvis up to give himself even better access as he felt her begin to tremble uncontrollably around him.

“Oh, fuck,” Greta whispered, the words torn from her throat. She knew she was close, so terrifyingly close. The pleasure was building into an unbearable pressure, a tightening coil deep in her belly that was about to snap. She was feeling herself start to let go, to unravel completely within a few more moments of his now-intense, frantic actions. Her climax was a tidal wave, cresting and about to crash down on her. She held him there, her fingers tightening painfully in his hair, as he drank her in, his tongue and lips relentless. She trembled violently as she kept her footing, her body convulsing around the perfect epicenter of his mouth. The shelves at her back and Johnathan’s firm grip were the only things keeping her upright now, as she felt her knees starting to buckle, threatening to give out completely.

He held her firm through the absolute peak of it, his grip tightening on her ass, his nails digging in again just a little bit as she cried out, her orgasm ripping through her in a series of powerful, full-body spasms. He didn’t stop, but continued to lave at her, catching every last tremor, every last pulse of her release. As she shuddered back down to earth, he exhaled deeply, a satisfied, breathy sound against her wet, throbbing skin. He took his time a little while more, his movements slowing, becoming gentle, soothing, before he finally pulled away slowly. He spared her a few more lingering, lazy kisses on her inner thighs, his mouth and chin substantially wet from everything. A few glistening strands of her slickness remained, connecting his lip to her thigh as he pulled away completely.

He kissed her thigh one last time before rising to his feet, his movements still graceful and economical despite the intensity of the last few minutes. He pushed her gently but firmly back against the cold, rough brick of the exposed structural wall that formed the back of the closet. Her back, midsection, and thighs were incredibly slick, a combination of her own fluids and his saliva, but she didn’t care. She was beyond caring about anything except the impending feel of his body inside hers.

He ran a hand down her face, his thumb gently stroking her cheek before sliding over her swollen, tender bottom lip. She leaned in to nip at his thumb playfully, a gesture of pure, instinctual want. While her mouth was occupied, his free hand went to his own trousers, undoing the button and zipper with an impatient flick of his wrist.

Her own hands, now free, went to help him. They fumbled clumsily with the clasp of his expensive leather belt before she managed to release him. He was already hard beyond anything she could have imagined, straining painfully against the confines of his briefs. She pushed the fabric down, freeing him. He sprang into her hand, hot, thick, and impossibly long. He was bigger than she had expected, a fact that sent another thrill, this one edged with a flicker of delicious intimidation, straight through her. She stroked him a few times, her fingers wrapping around the velvet-soft skin of his shaft, marveling at the solid, heavy weight of him. A single, clear drop of pre-cum pearled at the tip, and she slicked it over the smooth, purple head with her thumb.

He let her explore for only a moment before taking control again, his own urgency overriding everything else. He took her arm, positioning it above her head and pinning her wrist tightly against the unyielding wall. The position was dominant, commanding, and it left her breathless with anticipation. With her pinned and open and utterly vulnerable to him, Greta grit her teeth in a mixture of raw pleasure and nail-biting anticipation as he aligned himself with her wet, waiting entrance. He pushed forward, thrusting up inside of her in one powerful, seamless, fluid motion.

He filled her completely. The sensation of being stretched, of being taken so fully, was overwhelming, almost painful in its pleasure. A low, protracted moan escaped her throat as she squeezed her eyes shut, her body instinctively tightening around him, trying to accommodate his impressive size. He didn’t give her a moment to adjust. He began to move immediately, continuing on and thrusting fast, setting a hard, driving, relentless rhythm. The sound of their bodies slapping together filled the tiny room, a wet, primal, syncopated beat that echoed off the shelves of paper and ink.

His low moan of pleasure almost turned into a guttural growl as he continued, his movements becoming deeper, more frantic, more desperate. He was driving deeply inside of her with every thrust, pounding against her cervix, getting closer and closer to his own explosive climax. Keeping her pinned by her wrist against the wall, he felt her pressing up against him with every upward stroke, and he pushed back with equal force, meeting her insatiable need with his own. She moaned in her throat again, a thick, guttural sound of pure animal pleasure, her free hand scrabbling for purchase on his sweaty, slick back, her nails scraping his skin, leaving faint red marks. The intense friction, the feeling of him filling her so completely, the sheer animal power of his thrusts, it was too much. It didn’t take much longer for her to reach a second, even more powerful climax. It started as a deep, coiling knot in her womb and exploded outwards, a shattering, white-hot release that made her cry out his name, her inner muscles clenching and milking him convulsively.

Her orgasm seemed to be the trigger for his own. A few moments in the all-consuming heat, as the two of them scratched and clawed a little at one another, lost in the throes of pleasure, Johnathan finally let her arm go. Her hand immediately slid around him, joining her other one to wrap around his back, pulling him impossibly, desperately closer. He grit his teeth, his jaw tight, his whole body going rigid as a board. With a final, deep, guttural groan that was torn from the very depths of his soul, he came, more strongly and deeply than he had felt in a long, long while. He emptied himself into her, his hot seed flooding her as he shuddered violently against her, his forehead pressed to hers, his own climax a violent, crashing wave that left them both trembling and weak in the aftershocks.

For a long minute, they stayed like that, pinned together against the wall, their bodies slick with sweat and other fluids, their hearts hammering in frantic, perfect unison. The only sounds were their ragged, desperate gasps for air. Slowly, agonizingly, the world began to filter back in: the incessant hum of the fluorescent light, the dry, dusty smell of paper, the uncomfortable, abrasive press of the brick against Greta’s bare back.

Johnathan was the first to move, pulling out of her with a soft, wet sound that was shockingly intimate. His knees were shaky. He leaned heavily against her, his arms wrapped around her waist, his face buried in the warm, scented curve of her neck. She held him, her own body feeling boneless and languid, utterly spent.

“Greta,” he whispered against her skin, his voice thick and dazed, full of wonder.

“Johnathan,” she whispered back, a faint, exhausted smile on her lips.

He pulled back, just enough to cup her face in his hands, his thumbs stroking her flushed, damp cheeks. His eyes, when they met hers, were no longer filled with that primal, predatory hunger, but with something softer, more tender. Awe. Pure, unadulterated awe.

“Well,” he said, a slow, ridiculously handsome smile spreading across his face, crinkling the corners of his eyes. “That’s one way to do inventory.”

Greta laughed, a genuine, bubbling, joyous sound of pure, unbridled happiness. She looked around the cramped, chaotic closet, at the spilled pens scattered across the floor like forgotten soldiers, at their disheveled clothes and sweat-sheened skin. They were still trapped. Their careers might very well be in jeopardy. The morning would bring complications and consequences she couldn’t even begin to fathom.

But in that moment, pressed against him in the warm, dusty dark, surrounded by the mundane tools of their unfulfilling jobs, none of it mattered. For the first time in a very long time, Greta felt completely, utterly, and gloriously unpredictable. And she wouldn’t have traded it for anything in the world.
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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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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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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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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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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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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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