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The hum of the server room was the only heartbeat in the sprawling, skeletal remains of the office. Outside, the city bled light into the bruised purple of the night sky, a million unblinking, indifferent eyes. Layla traced the rim of her cooling teacup, the porcelain smooth against her fingertips. She’d stayed late again, a habit she’d picked up since the wedding. Amir, her husband of three breathless months, was a good man, a devout man, but his love was a carefully constructed thing, all proper angles and prescribed touches. It was safe. It was suffocating.

Here, in the silent, air-conditioned tomb of Alistair & Finch Consulting, something else was stirring within her. An itch. A wicked, thrilling little tremor that started deep in her belly and radiated outwards. It was the same feeling that had made her buy the whisper-thin lace thong she wore now beneath her sensible, high-waisted charcoal skirt—a secret she carried like a hot coal against her skin.

Her gaze drifted to her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling glass of her corner office. Layla, the diligent project manager. Layla, the new bride. Her dark, serious eyes stared back, framed by the neat folds of her grey hijab. A quiet defiance bloomed in her chest. Slowly, deliberately, she reached up and plucked the pins from the soft fabric. One by one, they made a tiny tink as she set them on the desk. The chiffon sighed as she unwound it, letting it pool like a ghost on the polished wood. Her dark, waist-length hair cascaded over her shoulders, a shocking, liberated torrent of silk she hadn't felt against her neck in public since she was a girl.

The air felt different. Colder. Sharper.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird in a cage of bone. This was step one. The little thrill was already a roaring fire. She stood, her chair rolling back with a soft groan. Turning her back to the glass, she faced her desk, her reflection now a silhouette against the city's electric tapestry. She could feel the imagined weight of those million eyes on her. On the prim line of her white blouse, the severe cut of her skirt that hugged the curve of her hips and the swell of her ass.

This wasn't enough. The fire demanded more fuel.

With a trembling hand, she reached behind her and found the hem of her skirt. The wool was rough beneath her fingers. She hesitated for only a second before hooking her fingers under the fabric and pulling. Up. The skirt slid over the taut curve of her buttocks, the fabric bunching in her fists at the small of her back. The cool, recycled air of the office kissed the backs of her thighs, raising gooseflesh. In the dark glass, she could see the perfect outline of her thong, a dark little secret bisecting the pale, full globes of her ass.

It was a revelation. A sin made manifest in moonlight and fluorescent glow. She was powerful. She was debased. She was utterly, terrifyingly alive.

Driven by a sudden, reckless impulse, she leaned forward, bracing her hands on the desk as if she were studying a spreadsheet. The pose pushed her backside out, tightening the scrap of lace, making the roundness of her cheeks more pronounced, more offered. Two perfect halves of a ripe peach, served up to the empty night. She pressed her forehead against the cool glass of the window, her breath fogging a small circle. She could see the reflection of her own flushed face, her eyes wide and dark with a delicious, terrifying cocktail of shame and exhilaration. She stayed like that for a long moment, lost in the sensation, in the sheer audacity of it.

A soft click echoed from the hallway.

The sound pierced the bubble of her private world like a shard of ice. It was the sound of the main office door, the one that led to the executive suites.

Panic, cold and absolute, seized her. She froze, every muscle screaming, still bent over her desk, her skirt hitched up to her waist, her ass bare save for a wisp of lace. She couldn't move. Her mind was a white-hot blank. It had to be the security guard. Old Man Hemlock, with his milky eyes and slow, shuffling gait. Mortification washed over her in a sickening wave.

But the footsteps that followed were not a shuffle. They were quiet, measured, the confident tread of expensive leather on polished concrete. They were coming closer.
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