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Flannel is so outdated.

Lousy material enveloped drained drones, as they
start a daily file into capsules of lucidity across the city.

Beneath dormant flannel suits in Manhattan, swirls a
cauldron of desire. That uniform of uniformity, remained armor for
many a financial Fagan. Able to lead wealth to their own pockets,
prestige flowed into their ever-expanding titles of
functionality.

Corner office of leather chair or cubicle with
corkboard architecture, places penthouse purchaser above leashed
leasers.

Cloistered within the finest fabrics, those souls
come to life under misty moonlight. Pinstripe panache is today's
aphrodisial allure.

Picket fences and block associations have been
replaced with penthouses and condo review boards. Families flock to
yawn in oblivious security of transparently gated suburbia. While
urbane dwellers of New York City, yearn for that pulsating
fever.

Wives, husbands, children and household critters,
stayed in the family portrait of frozen smiles. As to an office
setting, occurrences there were something completely different.

Downtown buildings after dark, seemed to be the place
where truth emerged. Not only did electricity shift, but power of
another sort transferred.

Twirling leather purse strap around a French
manicured hand, shapely Joanna stood alone before a trio of
elevators. Tiny taps of white Ferragamo toe gave an up-tempo.

Footsteps approached from the east, as a figure came
closer. Lightly flicking auburn hair of bicep length from her face,
she placed index finger onto an illuminated button.

"Ms. Randolph", mature, male voice gave a
greeting.

"Mr. Donovan", giving cordial reply.

Whirring of a floor waxing machine consumed a nearby
hallway, as the cleaning crew began it's evening duties. Tiny
transistor radio on a cleaning supply cart was set New York's
oldies station, WCBS fm.

Sparkling silver doors divided and both entered that
elevator. Entrance closed, as they stood ten feet from one
another.

Adorned in navy blue, pinstriped suit with a royal
colored handkerchief, Douglas Donovan was a 47-year-old vice
President of pleasant physique.

Marriage, mansion, Mercedes. The good life was in his
hands.

Gathered at a full bosom, a fuchsia wrap around
dress, gave a masterstroke to her sensuous body. Joanna Randolph's
37 years, seemed that it should have been minus a decade or more.
Maidenhood flowed from red follicle to painted toenail.

Duplex, divorce, decadence. Pearl of independence
placed in pliant palm.

Divorced for over two years, submersion in an
uninhibited sea was that added plateau of life's zest. Being
administrative assistant to head of foreign investments, Joanna was
an integral part of this financial team.

Purse dangled at Joanna's side, as the brook of
silence was broken, "You have quite a command of that boardroom,
sir".

"Yes, I do" ,slowly folding his arms together, he
gazed up at the descending numbers.

"But, the business day is over, right?", those blue
eyes looked towards the black and white floor tiles.

Nonchalantly adjusting tie, Donovan dipped into
another stream, "Absolutely", leaving a whisper into her gold
bobbled ear. From that moment on, his title of vice president would
only be apt for the former word.

Power shifted, as did she. Tender hip brushed against
his, as a single word drifted, "Location?"

Blonde hair turning silver, this man gave a subtle
smile to her. Like so many times before, Douglas knew that
seductive tournament was about to begin, "My choice?"

"Make it soon, sir", coral colored, manicured nails
drifted against a cloaked crotch, feeling the slithery beast coming
to life, "Before it's too late".

Days were his. Nights were hers. She was in complete
control, whether he wanted it that way or not.

Douglas walked with determination, as swung purse and
followed closely behind, "Follow the leader".

To those sienna colored lips of Joanna, a smirk of
submission came, "For now" ,adjourning with him into a dimly lit
stairwell.

Rein of daytime office prowess was willingly given up
to a luscious lady, "I want you to take control. You'll be the CEO
of cum".

"And, will you be my prime", tongue rolled against
sienna lips, as she couldn't resist teasing the wandering words,
"Depositor?"

"Mmm, most appropriate", motioning head in agreement,
Douglas closed the door behind them.

Clinging dress untied with one hand, Joanna rose to
his attention, "I want a few strokes of target practice by you"
,showing off cream hued, lace bra, "On these luscious jugs of mine"
,slowly starting to motion onto that tightened vessel, "That thing
should be Italian marble, like your suit", zipper of that finely
woven fabric of Milan, slowly pulled downward, as those coral
painted fingers affixed on his white boxers.

Stroking shaft up and down with both hands, she
worked that spongy spring. Moist lips were ready for entry. Both
above neck and below belly button. Joanna's mouth teased that tip
of triumph, while Douglas murmured lightly.

Simply put, Joanna Randolph was a woman who loved
cock. In dripping pussy. In ample ass. But, mostly in that hungry
mouth of hers.

Douglas pushed Joanna's hands from his lower region,
as he began to unfurl ol' glory for himself, "A luscious canvas, I
declare".

As that dress hung open, she stood there in lace bra
and thong. As if she were a creamsicle, Joanna's soft skin melted
into delicate fabric, "Give me my own private Pollock".

"Intentions are mine, my dear" ,brisk movement of
brush with right hand, as left squeezed paved plums. That lace
veiled such sweet gifts of the heavens. Douglas knew this female
was a competent lamb in the light. Yet, Joanna was also a lioness
of the darkness.

Joanna Randolph remained a woman that would make
steel melt. Discretion in Carolina Herrera, with a daring splash of
Dolce and Gabbana. Pretty package of dainty dignity, disclosed
voracious hunger.

As for Douglas Donovan, he remained an Armani suited
image of unapproachable restraint. Garment turned to ash, as an
opposite reality came forth. Rigidity came to be a quality very
appreciated by this red haired female.

Jagged ice and fiery flame, twisted a sensuous samba
beneath glistening stars this night.

"You're the sort of man, that deserves the best
attention that a woman can give. Respect, you've earned it. On and
off the clock, Douglas. This is your bonus" ,revisiting an event of
premiere tangle. A party of years ago, was a wick that was ignited
for both of brash beings. Champagne flowed that eve, as did his
male element against this tanned temp's fascinating flesh.



"That first time we fucked. I knew you were a spark
that needed to be stoked" ,locomotive bellowing with impatience, at
reflection of what they'd contended with before, "I'm going to set
your lips on fire" ,tugging at himself, "Both pairs, baby".

"And, I want you to stoke me" ,tugging on his lapels,
she roared for attention, "Poke me" ,looking for that mutual moment
of compliance, "Make me your rammed river, Douglas".

Like an angler, that stem was recoiled from making
contact to passion's pond, "Not yet, baby" ,reeling himself away
from her lower ward, his deep voice whispered into the atmosphere
around her, "I'm going to drill you deep" ,licking an ear,
"Unearthing every strata".

"Oh, yes. To my lake of lava" ,swaying body to left
and right, Joanna's hands brushed against a concrete wall, "A hot
night and hot cock. What could be better?

Chain of hands formed a self pleasuring funnel for
himself, "Me inside of you".

"I'm aching for your red hot" ,eyelashes winked in
his direction, while cradling joyous duo under slim fingers,
"Nestled between those luscious sugar mounds".

Unwrapping each breast, like all day suckers, "Just
think about them, as you get harder and harder" ,pinching nipples
to firm attention.

Locking yearning log of lust between mellow mounds,
an assembly of arousal began to percolate. Her kneaded flowers
quickened his hardening branch. Soon, passion would be in full
bloom. Sheath and sword united in an effervescent battle of
secreted will.

Freeing that searing flesh, Donovan firmly placed
hands to soft shoulders, "This place isn't good enough for either
of us".

Kissing him, oral pearls sparkled, "So, where do you
choose this game to" ,licks tongue against left cheek,
"Conclude?"

Bending down to gather purse, Douglas' next move was
on a night's journey to satisfaction. Leaving stairwell behind, his
exposed cock hung loose against open fly, "Come here" ,tugging her
by hand, he checked that hallway for any intruders of their evening
and led a beaming Joanna to a place that both knew all too well, "I
want you right here, right now".

Exposed executives would have been a sight for the
evening cleaning crew. If they were caught, the rumour mill would
drown these two devils in designer clothes.

"In here?" ,puzzled at his choice for coital
completion, she entered a room behind him.

"Yes, the boardroom" ,flicking purse into a corner
chair, while quietly closing the door behind her, "Right on this
desk. And, when we come here in the future. We'll remember when we
came".

Bra dangled around belly, as she tossed both that
item and her dress onto a leather chair, next to the door. Joanna
stood there, in thong and shoes alone.

On a black Formica table, she reclined, "It's all
here, just for you, Doug". Nipples, so red as cherries, Douglas
nibbled on both. Squeezing between index finger and thumb, she
began wiggling about.

Randolph began unbuttoning that starched shirt with
left hand, while spreading legs apart with the right. Plush pussy,
ready for any man's cock, awaited Donovan.

"How delicious?" ,both hands began running through
his hair, as he continued a chest checkup of desire.

"As you, Jo" ,patting extended bare thigh, "I want to
set this desk on fire".

Cock hardened, because of this woman before him, gave
a lusty male an incentive to prepare a pussy for priming. Shoe
heels were firmly planted on that table, as full view of a
well-drilled snatch smiled at him.

Stationed between a curvy canyon, he spread that lace
thong to one side. Entry was in his control. Fingers twirled into
warmth, as Joanna lightly cooed. Soaked digits went in and out, as
he sucked that glorious candy from his fingers.

"Taste yourself”, plunging one finger after another
into Joanna's mouth, Douglas' erection was becoming as stiff as his
starched collar.

Taking each digit into mouth, she enjoyed this well
worked treat, "My pussy is so ready for that cock of yours".

"And, so it shall be, Joanna".

Lace became a rope, as thong began to impede his
mission to mount her. Item becoming an irritant to Douglas, he made
an instinctive motion. Elastic thong was twisted beyond its shape,
as he ripped it off Joanna, "You won't need these anymore
tonight".

Tossed fabric onto the floor, Randolph felt a thrill
at knowing she'd be leaving that building bare and worn for anyone
that viewed her.

For her, it was a rush, in and of itself.

Douglas' inflexible arrow pierced Joanna's quivering
target, as a bull’s-eye of familiarity enveloped both. Every muscle
stretched to its fullest degree. Pole and pouch were becoming
package of naughty delight.

With rhythmic timing, her heels tapped against the
desk. A sliding and banging filled the silent boardroom. Soon, that
sparkle of spirit would fly.

Twisting a swinging tie with painted fingers, Joanna
squealed. Business was what brought them together in the first
place. So, it seemed a just result to slather themselves into a
raunchy frenzy in that boardroom. Shirt opened and chest bared, he
was far from a vision of a corporate, conservative control.

Douglas Donovan was a man of needs, which ventured
far beyond any vanilla gates of domesticity. That realm of a family
portrait remained the core of his life. Yet, there was more than
one planet in humanity's universe. Woman before him was a comely
comet across the midnight sky.

On the same track, Joanna Randolph was a woman of
feminine fire. For her, it would have been so simple to go home to
an empty apartment alone. But, simplicity couldn't keep her warm at
night.

Floating on fantasy's momentum, this duo of decadence
was aware of those external limits of their unity.

Joanna's pussy inhaled cock, as each fold of that
soft flesh opened up. Her nails pulled against each breast, as he
continued to grind deeper. Queen of 6 to 9. Randolph snarled, "Fuck
me, you fucker".

"Oh, I'll fuck you" ,cock continued to plow that
crease of hers, while barking, "Nasty bitch".

"Yeah, baby" ,nails ran up and down his sweaty chest,
while legs rocked back and forth, "I'm the bitch that you're
fucking on this shitty table" ,enjoying every sliver of this
scenario of sin, "I'm a nasty whore that loves to be fucked".

Ramming inside of her, his body could feel the
strength of manhood teetering, "Ain't I fuckin' you, hard
enough?"

"Just a bit harder" ,body rising to his chest level,
Joanna's thighs locked around that strong back.

Enjoying every touch of Douglas' dense tool, she
began to think about being revealed for a brief second. Neither
wanted that accident of someone coming in on their desktop
marathon.

As if transformed to her teenage years of being
caught by a parent with a first boyfriend, Joanna giggled, "I just
hope we're not interrupted, Doug".

"If anybody comes in that door" ,Douglas motored
further on Joanna's highway, pushing to finality. Thus, an aura of
authority arrived, "They're out".

Positioned upright in a locked twist, lips exchanged
warm kisses, "And, you're in".

Vigorously grinding together on that desk, bodies
twinkled in Manhattan moonlight. Waxed wings wrapped around his
strong back, as Joanna constantly took him inside of her willing
vessel. Pummeling proudly, Douglas conquered her auburn acre.

Feeling him hardening inside, Joanna began to arouse
Douglas even more. Lips pressed against an increasingly perspiring
chest. Bolt screwed furiously to nut, as nature's oil lubricated
this instinctual motion.

Grasping blonde hair, Joanna flinched back and forth,
grumbling arose, "I want you to work me like a champion. Free your
reign with me" ,wanting to maintain dominance over him. Prowess of
a panther, controlled Douglas' impending burst of ecstasy, "My
pussy is at your command".

"That's exactly what I'm doing" ,putting Joanna onto
her back once more, Douglas' strong hands held torso firmly in
place and completed a trio of thunderous insertions, "I'm going to
ride you to the finish line".

"Yee-haa", intrigued and flattered by his energetic
actions, this filly of Fifth Avenue would give this jocular jockey
something to remember this romantic race by, "Make my pussy
burn".

Douglas Donovan's reign over Joanna Randolph was
released with her taking the risqué reins. Full tilt blinded
both.

Engine chugged through her, as his arms and hips
contorted, "I'm about to pop it, sugar".

"Good! Come on, Douglas!", Everest began to expand
within her, as Joanna encouraged a full peak, "Shoot that load all
over me. I know your wife won't let you" ,faster and faster they
moved as one, "Come on, come on, Doug".

"Aaah, fuck!!" ,king of the business jungle let out a
growling release, as his eyes locked onto hers, "Sh-ii-tt!"

Moving himself away from that Formica structure,
Douglas Donovan's spew onto right breast, left side of stomach,
left thigh, top of leather chair, and a small trail onto that
table. Juice flowed out of that stiffened cock, as quivering pussy
splashed a few drops of it's own liquid onto that shiny floor.

Douglas' dynamite went the way of a Macy's Fireworks
Spectacular, as his stick's raunchy whistle blew.

Joanna's laughter began to rise, as he stood shaking
his root furiously, "Damn, Doug, you're good to the last drop"
,laying there, coated in his essence.

Both crumbled against each other, as wrinkled fabric
hung around them. Skeletal shuddering remained for a bit, as a
clock ticked on the wall. An evening entangle was priceless.

Unexpectedly, a shaking of the locked doorknob came.
It was a custodian on his rounds to clean the boardroom. Alas, he
would have to get the keys from the security desk downstairs.

Joanna and Douglas were silent sheep, as they could
hear footsteps depart the location. She gently whispered to him,
"That was close", reflexively touching her moist folds, "It even
made me wetter".

"Maybe next time, I'll invite him in".

Cautiously standing up, adventure took a blissful
Joanna's lead, "Maybe I'll give him a raise" ,tickling his dangling
duo with fingernails, "Like I've given you".

"You bring out something in me" ,zipping pants,
buttoning his shirt and repositioning tie, "Something I can hardly
find the words for".

"Darkness, maybe?" ,Joanna pulled hair to one side
and placed body parts back in their apt coverings. Briefly, she
pulled several tissues from her purse and wiped away their prior
results. Tossing it into a partially filled wastebasket, she
sighed. Placing thong into purse, she was ready for a wet ride
homeward.

Content with this flash of fire, he began placing
left thumb onto her chin, "As dark as a New York night" ,Douglas
approached the locked door.

"Moonlight feels right" ,Joanna hummed into Douglas'
ear, swiftly following behind him. Moist hands rolled against
Donovan's strong shoulders, while kissing the back of his neck.

Cranking head around, a gentle hush came over him,
"It sounds quiet out there" ,slowly turning the lock, he gazed into
that darkened hallway, "All clear".

Opening silver doors, welcomed them, as Joanna
couldn't resist a final tug at his balls of fire, "My pussy is
soaked. And, you expect me to go through the streets of Manhattan
with a dripping snatch? For any man to smell?"

"Perfume of the Gods" ,Douglas parted dress at that
precise location of previous passion, "What a beautiful view it is"
,covering her back up, he smiled, "If only it could be bottled,
juicy Joanna".

Teeth snapping at Donovan, she giggled, "Parfum a la
Carnivore".

Elevator descended to the lobby, while each smiled
with gleeful gratitude. When those doors opened for the world to
see them together, Douglas and Joanna would be cordial colleagues.
Nothing harder, nor softer.

"See you in the morning, Mr. Donovan", shy Joanna
spoke to him, while exiting the elevator.

Security guard Kevin Sloan walked from behind a
cubicle to open the door for this departing female, "I've got that
for you, Miss Randolph".

As she walked to that building's front entrance,
Joanna retreated into shadows of an oncoming midnight. Ms. Randolph
made the journey for her duplex, satisfied and soaked.

"Goodnight, Mr. Donovan" ,a silver haired, security
guard waved this power player an evening's farewell.

"You take care of yourself, Kevin" ,Douglas Donovan
strolled out the door, and hailed a yellow cab, "See you in the
morning".

Back to the way that people saw them as being, were a
vice-president and administrative assistant for an investment
corporation. In the end, they were a man and a woman.

New York nights are a universe unto themselves, for
that mirror we have within is reflected in the dark.

Looking glass is life.
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