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Chapter 1: Captured in Silence
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The office was dim, the glow from the desk lamp casting long shadows across the walls. Naomi leaned against the edge of the desk, her heart racing in a rhythm that matched the quiet intensity in the room. Colin moved closer, his steps deliberate, each one sending a ripple of heat through her.
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“You’ve been avoiding me all day,” he said softly, his voice low and smooth, brushing against her ear. Naomi shivered at the proximity, the scent of his cologne filling her senses.
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“I... I just had a lot to do,” she murmured, trying to keep her composure, but her hands betrayed her, fidgeting with the hem of her skirt.
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Colin’s fingers grazed her arm, a light, teasing touch that made her inhale sharply. “I think you’re lying,” he whispered, his thumb tracing circles over her skin. Naomi’s breath hitched, her pulse quickening at the simple contact.
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She could feel the heat pooling in her chest, a warmth that spread with every inch he closed. Her mind spun, torn between reason and desire. “Colin...” she whispered, almost a plea, almost a warning, yet she didn’t step back.
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He leaned closer, his presence overwhelming, hands gently but firmly resting on her waist, keeping her in place. Naomi felt trapped, yet safe, her body responding with an ache she could not ignore. “I don’t want you to go anywhere,” he murmured, his lips brushing the edge of her jaw.
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Her mind screamed caution, but her body betrayed her. She pressed slightly against him, a tremor running through her as she realized just how much she wanted this closeness. Her fingers traced the front of his shirt, feeling the taut strength beneath.
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Every moan that threatened to escape her lips was swallowed by the electric tension, every heartbeat a drum of silent anticipation. Naomi’s breath caught as his hand moved with calculated care, the faint brush against her side sending shivers across her body.
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“I...” she began, but words faltered under the weight of desire, the air thick with the unspoken. Colin’s eyes searched hers, asking the question she didn’t yet know how to answer.
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The room seemed smaller, the world outside vanished, leaving only them and the undeniable pull that had taken hold. Naomi felt her chest rise and fall, her big breasts pressing subtly against his hands, the silk of her blouse sliding under his touch. Her lips parted slightly, whispering, almost inaudible, “I... can’t resist...”
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Colin’s fingers traced the outline of her body, the heat and softness under his touch driving a deep, simmering need. Her own hands explored his torso, brushing over the firm lines, feeling the steady tension that matched hers. The silence between them was thick, every small sound amplified: the sharp inhale, the gentle brush of skin, the quiet sighs that escaped against their better judgment.
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As he leaned closer, Naomi’s thoughts scattered. She wanted to pull away, to regain control, yet every nerve demanded surrender. Her lingerie beneath the blouse felt like fire, every strap a subtle invitation, every lace curve accentuating the swell of her body. She whispered, almost daringly, “My chest... it’s waiting for your mouth...”
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Colin’s eyes darkened with unspoken promise, a slow, deliberate smile curling on his lips. His hands moved with patient certainty, guiding, teasing, capturing. Naomi’s knees weakened slightly, the weight of desire grounding her in the moment.
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Every touch, every breath, every silent whisper drew them closer to the point of no return. The office, once a place of mundane work, had become a cocoon of tension and heat. Naomi’s pulse raced, her body arching slightly toward him, every motion speaking the wordless language of need.
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The night stretched on, slow and deliberate, each second layered with the promise of what neither dared yet fully voice. In that quiet, charged space, Naomi realized she had no desire to escape—she was held, completely, by Colin, and the sensation left her breathless.
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____
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The dim light of the office accentuated every line of Colin’s face, his jaw firm, eyes dark and smoldering as he studied Naomi. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, each breath betraying her need, each inhale sharp as her big breasts pressed slightly against him through the soft silk of her blouse. The delicate lace of her lingerie beneath hinted at the curves he longed to explore, the heat beneath the fabric almost tangible.

––––––––

[image: ]


Naomi’s hands trembled as they hovered over his chest, brushing lightly over the strong muscles beneath his shirt. “Colin...” she whispered, a soft plea, her voice catching. Her lips parted, eyes wide with a mix of apprehension and want, the air thick around them.
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He reached up, his fingers brushing a stray lock of hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear with gentle precision. “You’ve been holding back,” he murmured, his voice low, rough, vibrating against her skin. “But I can feel it... every part of you wants this.”

––––––––
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Naomi shivered, the words igniting something deeper within her. Her body leaned instinctively closer, pressing just slightly against him. The warmth from his chest seeped through her blouse, the subtle friction between them sending sparks of heat through her core. Her hands traced the line of his torso, over the firmness of his abs, and back up to the chest heaving beneath her touch.
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“My chest... it’s waiting for your mouth,” she breathed, almost shyly, almost daring him, the words trembling off her lips. Colin’s gaze darkened, a slow, deliberate intensity in his eyes. He lowered his head, lips hovering near the curve of her shoulder, the scent of her perfume intoxicating him.
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