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I clocked out at six, but the office lights stayed on, humming like a secret that refused to die. My name is Harper, twenty-seven, senior graphic designer, and for the last four months, my Friday nights have been hijacked by one woman. Lena. Creative director. Thirty, sharp cheekbones that could cut glass, black hair always twisted up with a pencil like she didn’t have time for anything except perfection, a gorgeous sleeve tattoo, and a laugh that slid straight between my thighs every time it echoed down the hallway. We had been dancing around it since the day she walked into my presentation wearing that charcoal blazer and skirt combo, the slit riding high enough to flash a sliver of thigh every time she crossed her legs. I remember the exact moment my pulse stuttered: she leaned over the conference table to point at my mock-up, her perfume (something dark and expensive) wrapping around me, her breast brushing my shoulder for half a second that lasted a lifetime.

The flirting started small. An extra-long pause when our eyes met in the elevator. Her knee pressed against mine under the conference table during client calls and neither of us moved away. The way she would linger after meetings, asking questions she already knew the answers to, just to watch me talk. One Thursday, she kept me until nine “finalizing the pitch deck,” and when everyone else left, she poured us wine from the bottle she kept in her bottom drawer, the one nobody was supposed to know about. We sat on her office couch, legs almost touching, the city lights glittering through the blinds. She asked about my weekend plans. I lied and said I had none. She smiled slowly, like she knew, and said, “Good. Then you’re free tomorrow night.” My panties were soaked before I made it to the parking garage.

Friday dragged. Every notification on my phone made my stomach flip, hoping it was her. At 5:47 p.m., it finally buzzed.

Lena: Still here. Come to my office when the floor clears.

I waited until the last coworker’s footsteps faded, then walked the long way around so no one would see me head straight to her door. It was cracked open, the glow from her monitor painting gold stripes across her skin. She looked up, caught my eye, and smiled slowly, wickedly. “Lock it,” she said, voice low and velvet. My fingers shook on the deadbolt. The click sounded louder than gunfire.

She stood, rounding the desk in three deliberate strides, and suddenly we were chest to chest. The air between us crackled. “I’ve wanted to do this for months,” she murmured, fingers tracing my jaw, sliding into my hair, tugging just hard enough to tilt my head back. Our mouths crashed together, hungry and wet, tongues tangling like we had been starving for years. I moaned into her, tasting coffee and mint and pure want. My hands gripped her hips, pulling her flush against me, feeling the heat of her body through her silk blouse. She tasted like sin and finally.

Her teeth grazed my lower lip, biting gently, then soothing with her tongue. I gasped, heat flooding my core, my panties already soaked through. She walked me backward until my ass hit the edge of her desk, papers scattering to the floor with a soft rustle. “Sit,” she ordered, voice rough with desire. I obeyed, hopping up, legs spreading instinctively as she stepped between them. Her hands shoved my skirt up to my waist, bunching the fabric at my hips, exposing the black lace thong I had worn, hoping, praying, this exact moment would happen.

“Fuck, look at you,” she breathed, eyes dark as she dropped to her knees. Her fingers hooked the lace, dragging it down my thighs, over my heels, tossing it aside like it offended her. Cool air hit my slick folds, and I shivered, gripping the desk edge hard enough to turn my knuckles white. She spread me wide, thumbs parting my lips, and groaned at the sight. “So wet for me already.” Then her mouth was on me, hot and perfect, tongue flicking my clit in quick, teasing strokes that made my hips jerk. I cried out, the sound echoing off the glass walls, but she didn’t care. She licked deeper, lapping at my entrance like she was dying for my taste, nose buried in my trimmed curls, humming appreciatively.

I was babbling, curses and pleas tumbling out, my fingers tangling in her hair, pulling the pencil free so black waves spilled over my thighs like silk. She sucked my clit into her mouth, humming louder, the vibration shooting sparks up my spine. Two fingers slid inside me easily, curling, pumping, scissoring until I was rocking against her face, chasing the edge that loomed closer with every thrust. “Lena... please...” My voice cracked. She added a third finger, stretching me deliciously, thrusting hard while her tongue swirled relentlessly, flicking, sucking, never letting up. Pleasure coiled tight in my belly, then snapped like a rubber band pulled too far.

I came with a sharp cry, thighs clamping around her head, pulsing around her fingers, juices flooding her mouth in waves. She licked me through it, gentle then greedy, drawing out every aftershock until I was trembling, oversensitive and gasping, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes from the intensity. She didn’t stop. She kept licking, softer now, lapping up every drop like she was addicted to my taste. My thighs shook uncontrollably, clit throbbing with overstimulation, but every time I tried to close my legs, she pinned them open wider. “One more,” she murmured against my folds, voice vibrating through me. “Give me one more, Harper.” I sobbed, head thrashing side to side, but her tongue flicked faster, two fingers sliding back inside, curling hard against my G-spot. The second orgasm hit like a freight train, sharper than the first, ripping a scream from my throat that echoed off the windows. I squirted for the first time in my life, a hot gush that soaked her chin and blouse. She moaned like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted, licking me clean while I convulsed, tears streaming down my temples. Only when I went completely limp did she stand, lips glistening with me, and kiss me deep so I tasted myself on her tongue, salty and sweet. She stood slowly, lips glistening with me, and kissed me deep so I tasted myself on her tongue, salty and sweet. “Your turn,” I whispered, voice wrecked, sliding off the desk on legs that barely held me.

I pushed her against the desk, yanking her blouse open, buttons pinging across the hardwood floor. Her bra was red lace, nipples dark and hard beneath the sheer fabric. I tugged it down, mouth closing over one peak, sucking hard, teeth grazing until she moaned, arching into me. My hands shoved her pencil skirt higher, finding matching red panties soaked through. I dropped to my knees, inhaling her scent, musky and intoxicating, my mouth watering. I peeled the lace down slowly, kissing every inch of skin I exposed, nipping at her hipbones, her inner thighs, making her tremble.

Spreading her with my thumbs, I dove in. She tasted tangy and sweet, slick coating my tongue as I licked broad stripes up her folds, circling her swollen clit with the flat of my tongue. She gasped, fingers gripping my hair
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