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Maya - Workplace Distractions
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I catch Stuart's eye across the conference table and immediately feel a pulse between my legs. Fuck. One look and I'm already getting wet at work. He gives me a subtle, knowing smile before returning to the marketing presentation, but it's too late—my mind is already replaying his tongue between my thighs on the hood of his car, the cool metal against my ass, his hands gripping my hips so tight I had faint bruises the next day. I cross my legs and try to focus on Rachel's PowerPoint instead of the throb in my clit.

Empire Media's conference room is sleek and modern, all glass and chrome with those uncomfortable chairs that make your ass fall asleep after twenty minutes. Our team takes up one side of the table: me, Jess, Stuart, Rachel, Robert (who looks like Santa Claus after a midlife crisis), and Carter, whose bouncing knee under the table makes me want to reach over and hold it still. It's been two weeks since I started working here, and I'm still getting used to having a real job again instead of freelancing from Jess's couch in my pajamas.

Speaking of Jess, she nudges me under the table and slides her phone toward me. The text reads: *You're thinking about Stuart's tongue again, aren't you? Your face gets all squinty when you're horny.*

I type back: *Shut up. I'm professional as fuck right now.*

Jess snorts, drawing a look from Rachel, who's midway through explaining quarterly projections. I glance across at Stuart, who's actually taking notes like a responsible adult. His forearms flex as he writes, and I remember how easily he lifted me onto his car, how confidently he pushed my thighs apart, how—

"Maya?" Rachel's voice snaps me back to reality. "Any thoughts on the social media strategy for the Valentine's campaign?"

"I think we should lean into the anti-Valentine's angle," I say, pulling a coherent thought from somewhere in my brain that isn't currently replaying Stuart's mouth on me. "Not everyone's in a relationship, and single people have more disposable income anyway."

Jess grins. "Plus it's less nauseating."

"I like it," Stuart says, his deep voice sending another pulse through me. "We could do a series on 'treating yourself' instead of waiting for someone else to do it."

Our eyes meet again, and fuck if I don't feel like he's touching me right through my clothes. Since that night at the overlook, everything between us has been charged. At work, we keep it professional—well, he does. I occasionally send him texts like *thinking about your tongue* during meetings just to watch his ears go red. But tonight we have our third date, and my stomach flips every time I think about it.

"That's a wrap, folks," Rachel says, closing her laptop. "Let's reconvene Monday with some concrete ideas."

As we file out, I remember the way Stuart's tongue felt against my clit, how he worked me over with such focus that I came harder than I had in years, maybe ever. His fingers digging into my thighs, holding me in place while I bucked against his face. The way he looked up at me after, his mouth wet with me, saying "Good girl" in that low voice that made me want to come all over again.

"Jesus, stop eye-fucking each other across the office. HR is going to notice." Jess's voice jolts me back to reality.

"I'm not—"

"You are. And he is too, when you're not looking."

I follow her to our cubicles, which sit side by side in the creative corner of the office. It still feels weird having a designated desk after years of freelancing from coffee shops and Jess's spare room—where I'm still living after Daniel turned out to be a cheating piece of shit. Four years together, one year engaged, and he couldn't keep his dick in his pants.

"So, date night with Stuart?" Jess asks, spinning in her chair. "Going to finally fuck him properly instead of just grinding on his face in scenic locations?"

"Jesus Christ, keep your voice down," I hiss, though no one's nearby.

"You didn't answer the question," she sing-songs.

"Maybe. I don't know. It's complicated."

"What's complicated about it? You like him, he likes you, you both have genitals. Connect the dots."

"It's the... dynamic." I lower my voice. "He's very... controlling."

Jess raises an eyebrow. "And that's a problem because...?"

"Because I didn't expect to like it so much," I admit. "The way he just... took over. Guided my hips, told me when I could come. I always thought that kind of thing was for weak women who couldn't make decisions."

"And now?"

"And now I can't stop thinking about it."

"Must be nice," she says with a dramatic sigh. "Meanwhile, I'm still swiping through dick pics on Tinder."

I snort. "Such hardship."

"You have no idea. Speaking of hard—" she nods toward the doorway, where Stuart is walking in.

He's tall enough that he has to duck slightly under the door frame, his broad shoulders filling out his crisp button-down. His sleeves are rolled up, revealing forearms that shouldn't be as sexy as they are. He catches me looking and gives me a small, secret smile before heading to his own desk.
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