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Soothing An Angry Colleague

Hi, thanks for buying this book.

I’m passionately kinky and love writing out my desires. I hope you enjoy them, too!

Follow me for more on Books2Read, or on Smashwords.






The Taste of Old Man Cum

I stood in my small office, my fingers trailing along the edge of the desk as I exhaled slowly, still savoring the lingering taste of Jeff’s cum on my tongue. There was something about sucking off your new colleague within minutes of meeting him that made me want to keep the sensation alive. I leaned forward slightly, my breath warm against the wood, and let my mind wander to the way his body had tensed beneath my lips. He had come so hard, so quickly, and I loved that he trusted me enough to give himself over like that. My mouth was still wet from him, and I didn’t feel the need to wash it away just yet. The memory of his release, thick and hot, made my pussy twitch with anticipation. I could feel the heat between my thighs, a slow but steady ache that made me want something rougher.

I stepped out of my office, my sneakers silent on the carpet as I moved through the office. The hum of the fluorescent lights and the low murmur of conversation filled the air. I had only just started working here, but I already knew how these men thought. They needed something, someone to give them an outlet for their frustrations, their desires. I had taken the job knowing exactly what it entailed, and I wasn’t about to let them down.

I rounded a corner and heard muffled voices from one of the meeting rooms. The door was closed, but I could still make out the sharp edge in someone’s voice. They were arguing, loudly. My curiosity peaked, I stepped closer, trying to make out the muffled sounds. There was something about the way they spoke that made me want to see what was happening inside. I watched as a man stood with his arms crossed, his face red, his fists clenched at his sides. Jackson. He looked like he was about to explode. I could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his breath came fast and shallow. He had that look of frustration in his eyes, like he had been pushed too far.

I stepped forward, my heart beating faster as I considered what this could mean. The perfect opportunity had presented itself. I knew exactly how to handle Jackson.




A Shouting Match

Jackson’s voice rang out through the glass, sharp and loud enough to make my ears ring. He was shouting, pacing in front of the others, his face flushed with frustration. The engineers around him were trying to talk over each other, but none of them seemed to be getting through to him. I could see his hands curling into fists at his sides, his body tense as if he were seconds away from losing control.

I leaned in closer, watching as one of the younger engineers raised a hand, clearly trying to get Jackson’s attention. “Jackson,” he said carefully, but Jackson didn’t even turn around. His eyes were locked on the wall, his jaw clenched so tight I could see the muscles twitching beneath his skin.

I stepped towards the door. My mind was already racing. If there was anyone in this office who needed to let some of that anger out, it was Jackson. And I had a feeling I knew exactly how he could do it.

The engineers scattered, their chairs scraping against the floor as they pushed back from the table. One of them muttered an apology, but Jackson didn’t acknowledge it. The door slammed behind the last of them, leaving only the faint hum of the overhead lights and the sharp echo of Jackson’s breath. His shoulders remained rigid, his fists still clenched.

The door creaked as I pushed it open, the sound swallowed by the stillness. Jackson didn’t turn immediately. His breaths were shallow, his spine rigid, as if he’d forgotten how to move. I stepped inside, then froze. The air felt charged, like the moment before a storm. I waited, counting the seconds between his inhales.

He shifted, just slightly, as if sensing the weight of my presence. I tilted my head, letting my gaze linger on the back of his neck, the way his jaw clenched and released. He was waiting for me to speak, I realized. Or maybe to leave.

“What do you want?” he asked, his voice tight with irritation.

I smiled, tilting my head just enough to show that I wasn’t intimidated by him. “I heard you shouting,” I said, keeping my tone light but deliberate. “You seemed upset.”

He exhaled sharply, rubbing a hand over his face before looking at me again. “It’s nothing,” he muttered. “Just some stupid argument.”

I stepped closer. “I think you could use a break,” I said, my voice soft, almost coaxing. “You look like you need to let it out.”

Jackson frowned, his eyes narrowing slightly. “What are you talking about?”

I took another step forward, closing the distance between us just enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You seem like you’re holding something in,” I said, my voice low and smooth. “Maybe you just need someone to help you relieve some of that tension.”



OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Soothing An Angry Colleague

		Soothing An Angry Colleague		The Taste of Old Man Cum

		A Shouting Match

		The Pressure of His Rage

		The Punching Bag of Anger

		Letting it all out

		The Sharp Crack of the Cane

		Fulfillment

		Filling Me Up









  
    		
      Title Page
    


    		
      Cover
    


  





OEBPS/media/original.jpg





