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The Zoom Meeting

The persistent hum of the server banks had become the foundational score to Mckenzie’s life, a low, constant thrum that felt less like an external sound and more like a vibration settled deep within her bones. It was the white noise of her ambition, a permanent, buzzing reminder of the digital world she inhabited from nine to five, and often, much, much later than that. It vibrated up through the soles of her shoes, traveled through the sleek metal of her desk, and seemed to hum directly under her skin. She smelled it, too, a faint, clean scent of ozone and circulating, conditioned air, the sterile perfume of machinery and progress. It was a world of cool, hard surfaces and the unforgiving, flat glare of fluorescent lights that bleached all color from the world, rendering everything in stark monochrome. It was in this very space, this antiseptic, open-plan cathedral of data and commerce, six months ago, that her purely professional respect for her boss, Sam Reilly, had undergone a strange and volatile alchemy, curdling into something far more complicated, far more potent, and infinitely more dangerous.

They had been pulling a seventy-two-hour marathon session, a desperate, caffeine-fueled siege to salvage the Harrison account. It was a colossal deal, the kind that made careers or broke them, and it was threatening to implode with spectacular, fiery finality due to a competitor’s sudden, underhanded tactics. The fluorescent lights overhead seemed to burn with a vindictive intensity, reflecting off the glass walls of the conference rooms and casting long, distorted shadows that danced at the edges of her vision. The air was thick with the smell of stale coffee, lukewarm take-out pizza, and the faint, acrid scent of collective stress. The rest of the team had been sent home hours ago, their faces pale masks of exhaustion, their shoulders slumped in defeat.

But Sam had refused to concede, standing like a rogue general amidst the scattered debris of their war room. “We’re not losing this one, Mckenzie,” he’d said, his voice a low growl of pure, undiluted determination that seemed to cut through the hum of the servers. He’d rolled his shirtsleeves up to his elbows, revealing forearms dusted with fine, dark hair and corded with the kind of solid muscle that spoke of effort, not exercise. “Go home if you want. I’m staying.”

She hadn’t gone home. She couldn’t. Something about his raw, unvarnished tenacity was magnetic, a gravitational pull she was powerless to resist. His refusal to surrender lit a corresponding fire within her, a stubborn spark of defiance in the face of impossible odds. So she stayed, her world shrinking to the confines of that single, cavernous office, their shared mission a universe unto itself. For two straight days and nights, they were a self-contained ecosystem, fueled by a relentless cycle of lukewarm, sludgy coffee from the breakroom machine and a shared, unspoken desire to utterly dominate. To win.

They were a whirlwind of focused energy. They argued over strategy, their voices sharp and clear, echoing in the vast, empty space usually filled with the keyboard chatter of a hundred employees. They paced the floor like caged animals, their footsteps the only percussion against the steady bass of the servers. They celebrated the smallest victories, a loophole in a contract, a returned email from a key stakeholder, with tired, triumphant smiles that felt more intimate and meaningful than any she’d shared before. She watched him work, mesmerized. She saw the fierce, burning intelligence in his deep-set brown eyes as he dissected dense spreadsheets and convoluted legal documents, a concentration so absolute it was almost unnerving, as if the rest of the world had simply ceased to exist for him.

She watched him run a hand through his thick, dark hair in frustration, leaving it adorably disheveled. She learned the specific cadence of his breathing when he was close to a breakthrough, the subtle tightening of his strong jaw when he hit a wall. She grew accustomed to the faint, lingering scent of his cologne, a clean, woody fragrance that, over the course of the seventy-two hours, had mingled with the scent of coffee and pure, masculine effort, creating a unique perfume that she found herself inhaling deeply whenever he passed by. He was no longer just her boss; he was her co-conspirator, her partner in this crucible.

Sometime around three in the morning on the final, exhausting night, when the city outside was a silent, sleeping giant, she’d found him. He wasn’t at the desk, not hunched over a laptop. He was standing before the massive panoramic window that made up the entire north wall of the office, staring out at the sprawling tapestry of lights below. A cheap styrofoam cup of coffee was held loosely in his hand, steam ghosting into the chilled air near the glass. She had approached him quietly, her socked feet making no sound on the commercial-grade carpet. She came to stand beside him, the silence between them no longer empty or awkward, but comfortable, charged with the energy of their shared ordeal. For a long moment, they just stood there, two solitary figures against the glittering void, the city lights painting them in shifting patterns of gold and silver.

“You should have gone home,” he’d said finally, his voice soft, almost rough with fatigue. He didn’t look at her, his gaze still fixed on the view. “You have a life outside of this place.”

“So do you,” she’d countered, her own voice little more than a whisper, feeling the truth of her words hang in the air. They were both sacrificing pieces of themselves for this company, for this win.

He’d finally turned his head then, his gaze heavy as it swept over her. It was an appraisal, slow and thorough, taking in her rumpled clothes, the dark, bruised-looking shadows of exhaustion under her eyes, the stray strands of hair that had escaped her messy bun. There was a flicker of something in his expression she couldn’t name; it wasn’t pity, it was too raw for that. It was something more personal, more intimate. A shared vulnerability. “What we do… it takes a toll,” he murmured, his eyes locking with hers. “Make sure you’re not paying a price you can’t afford.” And then his eyes had dropped, just for a fraction of a second, to her mouth. It was a micro-expression, a glance so fleeting she might have imagined it in her sleep-deprived state, but the impact was seismic. It was a brief, unguarded moment of want, a thought made visible before he blinked and looked away again, his jaw tightening as he turned back to the window, the shield of professionalism slamming back into place.

The moment had passed as quickly as it had arrived, but it had imprinted itself on her, burned onto the backs of her eyelids. They’d won the Harrison account, of course. Sam always won. Their victory was glorious, celebrated throughout the company. They’d received glowing commendations from the board of directors, a hefty, life-affirming bonus, and a mandatory week off to recover. But for Mckenzie, the true outcome of that marathon session was the irrevocable blurring of the professional boundary that had once existed between them. It was a line drawn in sand, and the tide of their shared experience had washed it away completely.

Now, whenever she saw him stride through the office, she didn’t just see her maverick boss who played by his own rules and won against all odds. She saw the man silhouetted against the sleeping city, his shoulders broad and steady. She saw the ghost of an illicit, hungry thought in his dark eyes. The memory of it wasn’t a fleeting image; it was a physical sensation, a low, simmering heat that lived permanently in her belly, a private fantasy she returned to on slow, monotonous afternoons and lonely, quiet nights. It was the secret reason her recent, protracted celibacy felt less like a conscious choice and more like a frustrating, holding-pattern state of limbo. No other man, real or imagined, could ever measure up to the Sam who lived, vividly and in full color, in her head.

“Nice to see so many familiar faces in this session, everyone in the company will need to see these slides eventually, so it’s good that you’re getting in first,” the voice droned, tinny and irritatingly cheerful through her laptop speakers. “Data protection is everyone’s concern. So before we start, I’d appreciate it if everyone could mute their microphones to minimise distractions - there will be time for questions at the end. But please leave your cameras on, so we can see all your lovely faces. Right. Can everyone see that first slide? Let’s get started…”

Mckenzie sighed, the sound a soft, weary puff of air that barely disturbed the quiet of her apartment. She settled back in her ergonomic desk chair, the smooth, cool leather a stark contrast against the bare skin of her thighs. This was precisely the kind of soul-crushing corporate drudgery she loathed with a fiery passion. The mandatory camera policy felt particularly insulting, a digital leash that screamed of deep-seated micromanagement and a fundamental lack of trust. It was a regression to adolescence, like being back in high school study hall with a stern-faced monitor peering over her shoulder, ensuring she wasn’t passing notes or daydreaming about being anywhere else. Today, of all days, the policy felt like a personal attack, a violation of her sanctuary. The ten-minute Outlook notification had ripped her from a state of blissful, languid distraction, its cheerful, chiming tone sounding like a klaxon of doom in her quiet living room.

Until that jarring calendar alert had fractured her peace, she had been cocooned in the soft, rumpled linen sheets of her bed, a human burrito of contentment. The glorious Friday morning sun had been streaming through a narrow gap in her blinds, striping the opposite wall with brilliant golden bars of light. She’d been nominally “working from home,” her laptop perched precariously on her thighs, its slight warmth pleasant against her skin. But her professional inbox, with its endless stream of demands and passive-aggressive “gentle reminders,” had long since been abandoned in favor of an incognito browser window. Its dark, anonymous frame was a secret portal to a world far removed from quarterly reports and client communications, a place of pure, unadulterated sensation.

Wearing nothing but a faded, oversized concert T-shirt that fell to mid-thigh, a soft, worn cotton relic from her college days, she’d been letting her mind and body drift, one hand resting idly between her legs. Her fingers had been toying with the worn hem of the shirt, a lazy, building warmth spreading through her veins like honey, a slow, unfolding bloom of heat that started low in her belly and radiated outward. It was the end of a long week, the finish line was in sight, and she’d allowed herself the simple, solitary pleasure of getting…sidetracked. It was a definite, undeniable perk of remote work, and certainly not, in her opinion, a fireable offense.

Now, that stolen, delicious peace was a distant, mocking memory. The abrupt, imperious summons had sent a jolt of pure adrenaline through her, sending her scrambling from her warm cocoon. She was now perched awkwardly at her small kitchen desk, the remnants of her messy bedhead wrangled into a hasty, severe ponytail that was already starting to feel tight and foreign at her scalp. In her wild, clock-watching panic, she’d grabbed the first “work appropriate” top she could find from the closet: a thin, pale pink silk blouse she’d bought for a client dinner ages ago and hadn’t worn since. It felt ridiculously formal and constricting for her current situation, the slippery fabric cool against her skin, but it covered what needed to be covered. From the waist up, she was a picture of professional competence. From the waist down, she was still very much in weekend mode, gloriously, defiantly bare.

At precisely two minutes to nine, she’d propped her laptop on a precariously balanced stack of cookbooks—The Joy of Cooking and a well-loved Italian volume—to achieve a more flattering, less chin-forward angle. She booted up the meeting software, its familiar interface loading with agonizing slowness, and switched on her camera. The small preview window popped up on her screen, showing her looking surprisingly, almost miraculously, put-together. To check the framing and ensure the messy remnants of her breakfast weren’t visible on the counter behind her, she leaned forward, bending at the waist for a better look. And that’s when she saw it. As the fine, silky fabric of her blouse fell away from her body like a curtain dropping, the laptop camera offered a clear, startlingly intimate view straight up between her pale, parted thighs. The sight of her own neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair, the soft, vulnerable flesh of her inner legs, all broadcast in perfect, high-definition clarity on her own screen, sent a jolt of pure, ice-cold panic through her.

A small, strangled yelp escaped her lips as she shot backward, her chair skittering loudly on the polished wooden floorboards. Her heart didn’t just hammer against her ribs; it tried to beat its way out of her chest. What if she’d joined the meeting a second earlier? What if the HR drone had started the session early? A violent flush of heat, an electric, confusing current of equal parts abject horror and a strange, illicit thrill, climbed her neck and flooded her face. With a muttered, vicious curse aimed at the universe, she bolted from the chair and back to her bedroom, her flatmate, blessedly, still a silent, sleeping entity behind her own closed door.

She rummaged frantically through her underwear drawer, her fingers clumsy and trembling, closing around the first thing they touched. It was a pair of black lace panties, more a delicate web-like and decorative confection than a functional garment. They were wildly impractical, designed for deliberate seduction, not for a mandatory Monday-morning-style data protection seminar on a Friday. But they would have to do. The thought of sitting bare against the cool, slightly worn leather of her desk chair for the next hour, a chair she now associated with near-total professional immolation, was suddenly unbearable. It wasn’t just for the sake of discretion anymore, but because the very idea now felt charged with a strange and unsettling intimacy, a potential for exposure she couldn’t stomach.

So there she was, a perfect picture of corporate compliance on camera, a secret, sinful web of black lace hidden just inches out of sight. She glanced at the gallery view at the side of the main presentation, a neat grid of familiar faces, a digital Brady Bunch of her colleagues, all staring dutifully into their respective webcams. From her square on the screen, she looked composed. Professional. Attentive, even. No one would ever know the frantic, undignified scramble that had preceded her calm appearance. No one could possibly guess what she’d been doing just moments before that infernal notification, or the flimsy, provocative scrap of lace that was now nestled between her thighs, a hidden testament to her chaotic morning.

Her eyes, drawn by an almost gravitational pull she couldn’t logically explain, scanned the grid of video feeds until they found his. Of course, Sam was here. It was a mandatory meeting, after all. And, just as predictably, he was making zero effort to feign even a glimmer of interest. While everyone else sat ramrod straight in their chairs, feigning rapt attention at the first slide, blandly titled “GDPR: Your Responsibilities,” Sam was a masterclass in casual, confident rebellion. He was leaned so far back in his expensive executive chair that it looked like he might tip over, the rich leather creaking in audible protest. His crisp white shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of tanned skin and the dark, curling hair that dusted his chest. A rugged, deliberate shadow of stubble darkened his strong, angular jawline, a clear sign that he, too, had considered Friday a perfunctory affair. His focus wasn’t on the droning presentation on his screen. It was on his phone, which he held horizontally in one large hand, his dark brown eyes fixed on it with an intensity that he never, ever afforded corporate training sessions.

He was probably watching sports highlights, or maybe scrolling through live stock market tickers, making more money in a minute than the presenter made in a month. He was a maverick, a brilliant disruptor trapped in a corporate machine he constantly tested the limits of, and his blatant, unapologetic disinterest was part of his charm, part of why he was so damn good at his job. The company tolerated his eccentricities, his rule-bending, because he delivered spectacular results, time and time again.

She allowed her gaze to linger, a silent, private indulgence in a public forum. She took in the way a single lock of his dark, thick hair fell boyishly across his forehead, and the slight, familiar furrow of his brow as he concentrated on his phone. She remembered that exact look of intense focus from their all-nighter, the same coiled, predatory energy directed at a problem until it submitted. And then, a rogue thought, wicked and insistent and entirely unwelcome, slithered into her mind. What if he wasn’t watching football?

A hot, potent blush stole across her cheeks, a searing heat that made her profoundly grateful for the low resolution of her laptop’s webcam. She quickly averted her eyes, forcing them back to the meaningless bullet points on the slide. Leveraging End-to-End Encryption Protocols. Data Minimization Principles. The words were gibberish, just a jumble of corporate jargon. She couldn’t make herself focus, couldn’t make the letters form coherent thoughts. Her brain was completely derailed. It was an absurd, arrogant, narcissistic leap of logic to assume his workday horniness somehow mirrored her own. For Sam, even for a rule-breaker like him, watching pornography during a mandatory all-hands video meeting would be a spectacularly, legendarily bold move. But the thought, once planted, had taken root. It unfurled in her mind like some exotic and dangerous hothouse flower, its scent intoxicating. And really, she reasoned, what harm could a little fantasy do? It was all in her head. A silent, entirely victimless crime.

She shifted in her seat, minutely adjusting her posture to appear more engaged, more attentive, and a surprising, sharp jolt of pure pleasure shot through her. The intricate, slightly rough lacework of her panties created the most delectable, unexpected friction against her most sensitive skin. It was an accidental discovery, a delightful, serendipitous side effect of her morning’s chaos. So delicious, in fact, that she did it again, a subtle, almost imperceptible wiggle in her chair, a slight press of her hips downward, for no reason other than to feel that exquisite sensation once more. A low, needy thrum started deep in her belly, the same molten heat from her earlier… distraction, but now it was sharper, more focused, a pinpoint of light in the darkness. Oh God, this was a terrible, terrible idea. There were twenty other people in this virtual room, all dutifully absorbing information about multi-factor authentication and password security. She couldn’t. She absolutely couldn’t. It would be insane.

Could she?

As if guided by a will entirely separate from her conscious, rational mind, her body answered the question. Her legs parted slightly beneath the solid barrier of the desk, just an inch or two at first, allowing the thin, central strip of lace to settle more intimately into the delicate cleft between her outer lips. It was no longer just a covering, a piece of underwear; it had become an instrument of exquisite torture. The delicate, patterned fabric pressed directly against her clit, which was already beginning to swell with burgeoning interest, a traitorous pulse of life. She swallowed hard, her throat suddenly as dry as desert sand. She picked up a pen from the clutter on her desk, its cool plastic a stark, grounding contrast to the firestorm building within her. With her free hand, the one in view of the camera, she nodded sagely at the screen, a perfect pantomime of studious concentration, even making a meaningless, jagged scribble on a notepad. I am paying attention, the gesture said. I am a diligent, valuable employee. All the while, the insistent, delicious pressure between her legs was becoming a sweet, insistent ache that radiated outward, making her toes curl.

It was in this moment of profoundly divided attention, this precarious, thrilling balance between the professional and the profane, that she realized her morning’s haste had led to a second, far more visible and potentially catastrophic oversight. A bra. She had completely, utterly forgotten a bra. At home, she reveled in the freedom, the comfort of it, but now, under this new, self-inflicted duress, her body was betraying her in high definition. Her breasts, full and naturally perky, were responding with alarming enthusiasm to the burgeoning excitement coursing through her veins.

Her nipples had hardened into two proud, distinct peaks, pushing insistently against the fine-grained, unforgiving silk of her pale pink blouse. They were shockingly, undeniably, flagrantly visible. She saw them in her own little video feed and had to quickly and subtly adjust, slumping down just enough in her chair to bring her chest below the camera’s frame line. The movement, however, had the powerful and unintended consequence of making her press down more firmly onto the lacy strap between her legs, and the resulting streak of pure, unadulterated pleasure that shot through her was so intense it made her gasp audibly. The air hitched in her lungs. The thrill of her own brazenness, the sheer, heart-pounding risk of it all, was intoxicating.

She checked her face in the small video box again, her heart thudding. Astonishingly, she looked serene. A little flushed, perhaps, her cheeks a rosy pink, but it could easily be passed off as the ambient heat in her sun-drenched apartment. Her expression was placid, almost thoughtful. This discovery, her apparent ability to maintain this placid, professional facade while a storm raged inside her, didn’t calm her down. It emboldened her. It became a challenge. How good was her poker face, really? Could she really push this, right here, right now, with twenty sets of her colleagues’ eyes on her, and get away with it? The sheer, magnificent audacity of the idea was a potent aphrodisiac, more powerful than any whispered sweet nothing. Her pussy gave a distinct, liquid throb in response, a silent, eager pulse of vehement anticipation, as if to say, Yes. Yes, we can.

Holding the pen in her right hand, her elbow resting firmly on the desk to keep her upper body stable and properly in view for the camera, she let her left hand slip from her lap, disappearing into the cool, dark space beneath the desk. The air under the desk was cool and still on her skin, a private, hidden world. She rested her hand on her inner thigh, the touch feather-light, a delicate promise of what was to come. A delicious, shivery tingle radiated outward from the point of contact, a live current running straight to her core. Her fingers crept slowly inward, inching across the smooth, soft skin of her thigh, a tantalizing, patient pilgrimage towards the source of the heat. When she finally reached her destination, the damp lace at the apex of her legs, she didn’t dive in. She paused, savoring the anticipation, sliding a single fingertip along the now-damp strip of fabric that was nestled so perfectly between her lips.

The sensation was electric, a lightning strike in the quiet room. It made her hips twitch involuntarily, a small, jerking motion that caused her legs to spread wider still beneath the desk. She dipped her finger under the delicate, scalloped edge of the fabric, pulling the lace aside. It came away with a wet, slick sound that was thankfully lost to the digital ether, but which sounded deafeningly loud in her own ears. The cool air of the kitchen hit her exposed, dripping flesh, and she shivered, a full-body tremor. Christ, she was soaked. The minutes of fantasy and friction had prepared her well. Her clit was a hard, swollen pearl, achingly sensitive, and her inner lips were slick and glistening as she began to tease them with her fingertip. She skated over the plump, swollen folds, tracing their delicate edges with an artist’s touch, a cartographer exploring a newly discovered and very damp territory. A tiny, helpless whimper escaped her lips before she could stop it. Thank God for the mute button.

The sound, so small yet so raw with need, made her cheeks burn. She did it again, a longer, slower slide of her finger up and down the slippery, glistening channel of her own wetness, deliberately, torturously avoiding the very peak of her clit. She knew herself. Once she touched it directly, all bets were off, all semblance of control would vanish. The slow, torturous build-up, the excruciating denial, was a crucial part of the game.

Her eyes drifted back to the grid of faces and landed, inevitably, unstoppably, on Sam. His expression had shifted. His lips, which had been set in a firm line of concentration, were now quirked into that subtle, devastatingly handsome smirk he reserved for moments of private amusement or silent, decisive triumph. His dark eyes were still laser-focused on his phone screen. She found herself desperately, achingly wanting him to look at her like that. She wanted that intense, consuming, all-knowing gaze on her. She wanted that knowing smirk to be for her, to be a direct reaction to the secret, decadent acts she was committing just feet away from her laptop camera, hidden in plain sight. The very thought, the fantasy of him knowing, of him watching her unravel, was almost too much to bear. The gentle, teasing exploration was no longer enough. Her self-control, already a fraying thread, shattered completely.

Her hand moved with a new purpose, a new, sharp urgency. Two fingers, already slick and gleaming with her own arousal, found her clit. There was no more avoidance, no more coyness, no more gentle foreplay. It was time to treat it properly, to give it the attention it was so clearly begging for. She began to rub, applying firm, steady pressure, moving in slow, lazy circles on the aching, desperate nub. The immediate, overwhelming wave of pure pleasure made her back arch instinctively. She had to disguise the movement, turning it into an elaborate, theatrical stretch, rolling her head languidly from side to side and kneading the back of her neck with the hand holding the pen. “Long meeting,” her posture suggested. “My neck is so stiff.” But her other hand, her secret, diligent hand, never stopped. The slow circles became faster, smaller, more demanding. Another tiny whine escaped her lips, a pure, uncut sound of pleasure, safely cocooned in the functional silence of her muted apartment.

The presenter, a man from HR named David with a relentlessly monotonous voice and an unfortunate comb-over that looked like a small, furry creature clinging to his scalp for dear life, was now droning on about international privacy laws and the critical importance of the ‘blind copy’ function when sending mass emails. “Using BCC is not just a courtesy, it’s a legal imperative in many jurisdictions…” His voice became a meaningless, fuzzy drone, the white noise against which her own private symphony of sensation was playing out its dramatic crescendo. All Mckenzie could truly see was Sam, his handsome, stubbled face illuminated by the cool, bluish glow of his phone.

Her fantasy intensified, taking on a vivid, potent life of its own. She imagined a second camera, a secret one she hadn’t installed, positioned strategically under her desk. It was linked directly, exclusively, to Sam’s phone. That’s what he was watching so intently. Not football scores, not stock tickers. He was watching her. He was seeing the way her legs were spread wide in silent invitation, the glistening wetness on her fingers, the way her hips had begun to move in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. The fantasy was so potent, so visceral, it felt real. A long, shuddering sigh of pure pleasure escaped her. She couldn’t resist it any longer. She slid one finger inside herself, then quickly, greedily, a second, her body giving a deep, satisfied shudder at the feeling of being filled, stretched, occupied.

Her legs fell open even wider now, a shameless, wanton display for her imaginary audience of one. A low moan rumbled deep in her chest as she began to move her fingers, pulling them almost all the way out before sinking them slowly back in, a deep, deliberate rhythm that sent shockwaves through her entire system. It felt so unbelievably, sinfully good, and the added layer of fantasy, the incandescent idea that he knew that he was watching, amplified every single sensation tenfold. She fought to keep her eyes focused on the boring PowerPoint presentation, her expression a mask of mild, professional interest. The hand holding the pen, which had been kneading her neck, now slipped out of the camera’s view. It traveled down her front, the smooth, cool plastic of the pen sliding over the taut silk of her blouse. She flicked the smooth cap of the pen over one of her rock-hard nipples, and the resulting bolt of lightning that shot through her was so powerful it made her bite down hard on the inside of her lip to keep from crying out.

The pen continued its journey downward, a final, crucial reinforcement arriving at the front line of her pleasure. Her clit, already exquisitely sensitized and throbbing, was desperate for this new, focused attention. It responded instantly as she began to tap the smooth, rounded end of the pen against it, a sharp, staccato rhythm that contrasted beautifully with the slow, deep, plunging movements of the fingers inside her. Her hips began to twitch and buck, small, uncontrollable movements that she prayed were hidden by the solid oak of her desk.

Swallowing hard against a rising tide of pure, overwhelming sensation, she finally gave herself over to it. There was no more holding back, no more pretense of control. Pleasure, hot and demanding and utterly consuming, was radiating through her entire body. The pen flicked faster and faster against her clit while her fingers inside her began to move with a frantic, desperate rhythm. She was truly fucking her own hand now, adding a third finger and rotating her hips to ride them harder, faster. All the while, she struggled to keep her upper body a perfect statue of corporate civility, her eyes wide and fixed on Sam’s little square on the screen, a beacon in the storm.

Her fantasy mutated again, reaching its final, most potent and devastating form. He was no longer just watching on his phone. He was here. He was kneeling under her desk, hidden from the camera’s view. The rhythmic tapping of the pen was his tongue, deft and practiced and relentless. The fingers buried deep inside her were his fingers, strong and sure and knowing exactly what she needed. The sheer power of the image, the imagined proximity of him, the phantom scent of his skin, the ghost of his breath on her thigh, was all she could do to keep from throwing her head back and screaming his name to the heavens. She allowed another moan to escape, louder this time, her lips parting in a way that she hoped looked like a thoughtful, contemplative sigh on camera, and not the wanton, breathless gasp it truly was.

That audible moan, small as it was, seemed to be a key turning a lock deep inside her. The floodgates opened. She couldn’t stay quiet anymore, not completely. A small, rational part of her brain registered the risk—her flatmate, the thin apartment walls—but that part was small and distant and drowning fast. The primal need for a vocal release, for the groans and whimpers to escape her body, was overwhelming. The orgasm was coiling in her belly, a massive, gathering wave of energy. It was close. So, so close. She adjusted her position one last time, shifting her weight so she was sitting fully on her balled-up fist, her hips grinding down hard, trying to absorb the frantic movements and keep her torso perfectly still. In an ideal world, she would be uninhibited, bouncing and riding without restraint, feeling the satisfying jiggle of her unsupported breasts and the wet, slapping sound of her own flesh. But this was not an ideal world; this was a goddamn mandatory data protection meeting.

Her nipples were almost painfully hard now, two aching, pleading points of pure sensation. She knew she couldn’t last much longer. She shifted her gaze from Sam to her own video feed, a bizarrely narcissistic final act before oblivion. She found herself nodding slightly, as if in strong agreement with a particularly salient point David from HR was making about shredding documents, but the movement was actually in perfect time with the breathless little whispers of “yes, yes, yes,” that were now tumbling unbidden from her lips. The presenter’s droning was nothing now, less than white noise. Her impending climax was a roaring hurricane in her ears, a deafening drumbeat. Her face, she could see in the monitor, was flushed a deep, tell-tale crimson. She fought to keep her eyes open and focused on the screen, to keep her mouth from falling open in a full-throated cry of release.

Her pussy clenched violently, ferociously around her fingers, the internal muscles contracting in a powerful, spasming rhythm that stole her breath. Her hips convulsed in a series of deep, shuddering bucks against her hand. She saw her own eyes in the monitor, wide and dark and almost pleading as she discreetly, silently, rode out the massive, world-altering orgasm that was crashing through her body. Wave after incredible wave washed over her, a debilitating, world-ending pleasure that left her utterly spent. Finally, with a last, deep shudder that went all the way to her toes, she relaxed. Her entire body felt boneless, her pussy throbbing with a dull, sated, glorious ache. Her forehead was damp with a fine sheen of sweat. Her chest was heaving, great, gulping breaths that she tried her best to disguise as a series of tired, exasperated sighs. She slowly, carefully, withdrew her slick fingers from inside herself, her whole body twitching as she pulled her soaking wet underwear back into some semblance of its proper place. She sat up a little straighter in her chair, forcing her scattered, blissed-out brain to refocus on the meeting, to re-enter the world of plausible deniability.

“Does anyone have any questions? Anything to add?” the trainer, David, asked, his cheerful, oblivious voice a brutal intrusion on her private afterglow.

Mckenzie blinked, her vision slowly clearing, the pixels on the screen reassembling themselves into coherent shapes. She let her eyes drift around the gallery of video feeds, her oblivious colleagues. Or were they? Her gaze snapped back to Sam. He had finally put his phone down. It was sitting face down on his gleaming mahogany desk. But the smirk was still there. No, it had changed. It was wider now, more pronounced, more… knowing. There was a dangerous glint in his eye that hadn’t been there before, a lascivious, predatory heat that was no longer directed at a small screen in his hand. His gaze was fixed, unwavering, on one specific person in the grid. On her.

A cold stone of pure, unadulterated dread and white-hot, electrifying excitement dropped in her stomach. She realized that in sitting up straighter to regain her composure, she had brought her chest fully back into the camera’s frame. Her nipples, still shockingly, insistently hard, were straining against the thin pink silk of her blouse like two perfect, damning pieces of evidence. That couldn’t be what he’s looking at, she thought, her mind racing, scrambling for a rational explanation. It’s a coincidence. It has to be. He’s just looking in my general direction.

As a woman from the Finance department, Brenda, unmuted herself and launched into a long-winded, painstakingly detailed question about data retention policies for offshore accounts, a small notification sound pinged softly from her speakers, a sound that cut through Brenda’s monologue like a gunshot. A chat box appeared in the bottom corner of her screen. A private message. Her heart didn’t just beat; it slammed against her ribs like a trapped bird trying to escape its cage.

From: Sam Reilly.

What a thrilling session, eh? Seems like you enjoyed some of it…


If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Quiet Desires
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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.

Coleen F. Brennan
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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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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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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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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.

OEBPS/image_rsrc85.jpg
{
¥ { - /;
GARDENDF EDEN

CoLeen . GReN Circle of Teiptation SeriSgina
_COLLENF. BRENNAN L E

btation Series






OEBPS/image_rsrc8A.jpg







OEBPS/image_rsrc89.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc87.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc83.jpg





cover.jpeg
vl IVIECIINU

S HEFE
~ == S

R NAN

N
—/






OEBPS/image_rsrc86.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc88.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc84.jpg
5|
COLEEN F BRENNAN







