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Imp’s Contract

Part Three

By L. B. Waller
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Lucas groaned as he stared down at his still-throbbing erection, the flushed tip weeping precum onto his bare thighs. His balls ached with unnatural fullness, churning out another impossible load mere minutes after his last explosive release. 

"Shit! Vel, at least give me my damn pants back!" he hissed, wiping sweat from his brow with a shaking hand. 

Vel's disembodied laughter echoed from his shadow—a playful, mocking chime. 

"Nuh-uh~! You chose paperwork over pleasuring me," she sing-songed, her voice dripping with faux innocence. "So march those sexy thighs to your boss's office just like this~! Maybe she'll appreciate the... presentation~." 

Lucas's head whipped around his cubicle partition, heart pounding as he took in the sea of oblivious coworkers typing away. The boss's glass-walled office loomed like a mirage across the open floor—twenty paces of exposed vulnerability. 

"You're a demon," he whispered hoarsely. 

Vel materialized just long enough to nip his earlobe, her breath hot. 

"Duh! And you're delicious when you squirm~! Now go~!"

Lucas's thighs burned from crouch-walking across the office floor, binder pressed white-knuckled against his groin. Every fluorescent light felt like an interrogation lamp—especially when Jennifer sniffed the air near his cubicle with a wrinkled nose. 

"Is that... cinnamon?" she muttered, oblivious to the impish giggles vibrating up from Lucas's shadow. His cock twitched violently against the binder's edge at Vel's whispered tease: 

"Oops~! Forgot to mention—my juices are super fragrant~!" 

Mrs. Hoff's office door loomed ahead, its frosted glass revealing her silhouette pacing like a caged panther. Lucas's knees popped audibly as he straightened—just in time for Vel's tail to flick the binder upward in a cruel arc. It clattered to the floor as he lunged, catching it midair with a strangled yelp. 

Behind him, a janitor paused mopping to stare. "You good, man?" 

"Peachy," Lucas croaked, backpedaling into the doorframe ass-first—only for Vel to materialize invisibly against his spine. 

Her tiny hands shoved him forward with demonic strength. 

"Knock knock~!" she singsonged into his ear as he sprawled face-first onto Mrs. Hoff's Persian rug, binder splayed open to display a very different kind of quarterly report.

Mrs. Hoff's icy stare drilled into Lucas from behind her designer glasses, her ample bust straining against a tailored blouse as she loomed over him like a displeased lioness. 

"Are you always this clumsy, Mr. Smith?" The emphasis on his last name dripped with condescension—the same tone she used when rejecting expense reports for missing decimal points. 

Lucas's thighs squeaked against the rug as he scrambled backward, binder clutched like a fig leaf over his raging erection. 

"S-sorry, Mrs. Hoff!" His voice cracked, sweat beading along his hairline as Vel's invisible fingers traced teasing circles down his spine. 

The boss's nostrils flared. She sniffed once, twice—her polished manicure tapping impatiently against her forearm. 

"I'd change your cologne, Mr. Smith," she sneered, lip curling at the cinnamon-laced musk saturating the air. "It's... unprofessional." Her gaze flickered momentarily to his lap, then away, as if her brain refused to process the obscene reality before her. "Now get off my Persian rug," she snapped, "and explain why you're submitting reports that aren't due for another week!" 

Behind Lucas, Vel's tail materialized just long enough to flick the binder's edge—exposing a single, glistening drop of precum on the quarterly revenue chart.

Lucas staggered upright, his cock bobbing obscenely—yet Mrs. Hoff's gaze remained locked on his panicked expression, her designer glasses flashing under the office lights like twin interrogation lamps. 

"A-another week, Ma'am?" His voice cracked as Vel's invisible tongue traced his inner thigh. "How do you—nngh—mean?" 

Mrs. Hoff stepped closer, arms crossing beneath her bust with enough force to make silk buttons strain. 

"The Dodson account," she hissed, her perfume—something expensive and floral—clashing violently with Lucas's cinnamon musk. "I requested one file." Her stiletto tapped the rug. "One. Yet my inbox is flooded with twelve completed reports." Her lip curled. "Planning to leapfrog me straight to corporate, Mr. Smith?" 

Vel materialized just enough to nip Lucas's earlobe, her whisper dripping with faux sympathy: "Oopsie~! Should've proofread before skull-fucking your favorite imp~!" 

A phantom tailtip flicked his balls—hard. Lucas's knees buckled as Mrs. Hoff's manicured finger jabbed his sternum. 

"N-no, Ma'am!" He backpedaled, binder clutched like a shield. "Just a—ah!—system glitch!"

The lie withered under her glare as Vel's laughter echoed inside his skull. Mrs. Hoff's grey-streaked pompadour quivered with indignation as she rolled her eyes so hard her designer glasses slipped down her nose. 

"System glitch my ass!" she snarled, shoving them back up with a violent jab of her manicured finger. "You knew exactly what you were doing, didn't you?" Her stiletto stomped the Persian rug inches from Lucas's bare toes. "All twelve reports timestamped today—linked straight from your workstation?" Her voice dropped to a venomous whisper. "Corporate's already pinging me about 'efficiency benchmarks.' If I stall now, I look incompetent." She leaned in, silk blouse straining dangerously. "That was your plan all along, Mr. Smith?"

Vel's giggle vibrated through Lucas's pelvis like a plucked bass string. 

"Sheesh! Paranoid old cow, isn't she?" Her invisible tailtip circled his puckered hole with infuriating precision. "Nice tits though~. Bet they'd feel amazing wrapped around your—"
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