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Rachel, 25, stands at 5’5”, the office beauty with a presence that commands attention. Her slender, swan-like neck gleams like polished jade, her body a silken canvas of soft curves, delicate yet voluptuous. Her waist, impossibly narrow, flows into hips that are full and inviting, their roundness almost daring to be touched—a sight that sets my imagination ablaze.

Work had been hectic lately, with new deals piling up, requiring late-night schmoozing with clients. At noon, I confirmed with Rachel that we’d be dining with a group of them that evening.

When evening arrived, Rachel appeared in a white silk blouse that made her skin look even more luminous. A touch of makeup accentuated her features—striking yet understated. The blouse clung to her, her full breasts straining against the fabric, the open neckline revealing a glimpse of creamy, ample flesh and a tantalizingly deep cleavage. Her black pencil skirt hugged her willow-slim waist, accentuating its delicate curve and making her figure all the more breathtaking.

The night dragged on with food, drinks, and entertainment. Rachel’s husband was away on a business trip, and after a few too many drinks, she was in no state to get home alone. I offered to drive her.

By the time we reached her place, Rachel was out cold, her body limp from the alcohol. I carried her to the bed, laying her gently on the soft, wide mattress. Her raven-black hair, tied in a loose ponytail, spilled across the white pillow. Her hands rested on her flat stomach, her chest rising and falling with each breath. Curled slightly to one side, her body’s elegant lines were on full display. The black skirt had ridden up, barely covering her thighs, and the tiny lace panties beneath did little to conceal her, a few stray curls peeking out. Her legs, long and alabaster-smooth, glowed in the dim light, her delicate ankles and perfectly shaped toes enough to set any man’s pulse racing.

I’d fantasized about Rachel for ages, and with her husband gone, the opportunity was too perfect to ignore. In moments, I shed my clothes, my arousal evident in the thick, dark length standing rigid between my legs.

I approached the bed and began undressing her. Her skin, flawless and flushed with a soft pink, looked like a sculptor’s masterpiece, every curve pristine. Her lips, small and sharply defined, parted slightly as if in a silent plea, begging to be kissed. Her neck was a smooth column of silk, her stomach flat and tender, her thighs long and rounded, her hips full and lush. The shadowy triangle between her legs was a mystery, a hidden valley that promised untold delights—a vision of pure, unadulterated seduction.

As my hands roamed her body, Rachel stirred, waking from her drunken haze. Her eyes widened in panic as she saw me standing over her, and she curled into a ball. “What—what are you doing?” she stammered. But deep down, Rachel wasn’t as unaware as she seemed. Her husband’s frequent absences had left her aching, her desires unmet. Tonight, under the guise of drunkenness, she’d decided to give in, to let herself feel the thrill of forbidden pleasure. Yet, because I was her colleague, she played the part of resistance, not wanting to seem too eager. Her husband’s gentle lovemaking had always left her wanting, and my roughness now sparked a dark anticipation within her.

I silenced her with a hand over her mouth. She struggled beneath me, but a sharp slap across her cheek stilled her protests. Her eyes filled with tears, but she didn’t scream again. I leaned down, kissing her flushed cheeks, then her soft, cherry-red lips. “Stick out your tongue,” I ordered. Under my gaze, she complied, tears streaming as I took her tongue into my mouth, savoring it with deliberate, wet licks. She swallowed her humiliation in silence.

With time to spare, I decided to savor every inch of her. My eyes fell on her delicate feet—small, pale, and impossibly soft, with rounded ankles and toes like polished gems. I could barely breathe, my throat tight with desire. But her tightly pressed thighs frustrated me, hiding the treasure I longed to see, leaving me to imagine it through the tantalizing curve of her hips.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
.
|

&





