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It had been six months since that first explosive night in Lena's office, and our world had transformed into a whirlwind of stolen touches, secret glances, and nights that bled into mornings filled with insatiable hunger. I was still Harper, twenty-eight now, senior graphic designer climbing the ladder with designs that turned heads, but mostly, I was hers. Lena, thirty-one, had been promoted to VP of Creative, her sharp cheekbones and that sleeve tattoo of black roses and thorns now a constant reminder of the power she wielded over me, both in boardrooms and bedrooms. Our relationship was no secret anymore; the office buzzed with whispers, but we didn't care. If anything, the knowledge that everyone knew fueled us, turning every elevator ride into a potential tease, every meeting into foreplay.

We'd moved in together three months in, a sleek penthouse overlooking the city, floor-to-ceiling windows that we fogged up nightly. But the office remained our playground, where the thrill of getting caught added an edge sharper than Lena's stiletto heels. Fridays were sacred: we'd clear our schedules, lock the doors, and turn the executive suite into our personal den of debauchery. Tonight was no different. The clock struck seven, and the building emptied like clockwork. I lingered at my desk, heart pounding, thighs already clenching in anticipation. My phone buzzed.

Lena: My office. Now. Bring the bag from your drawer.

I grabbed the discreet black leather bag I'd stashed earlier, our "office essentials," as she called it, and made my way down the dimly lit hall. Her door was ajar, the scent of her perfume wafting out like a siren's call. I slipped inside, locking it behind me with a click that sent shivers down my spine. Lena was perched on the edge of her desk, legs crossed, that charcoal skirt riding high again, revealing the garter belt I knew held up her stockings. Her blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of her breasts, nipples already hard against the silk.

"Strip for me," she commanded, voice low and dripping with authority. No hello, no small talk, just raw demand. I obeyed, peeling off my blouse slowly, letting it drop to the floor. My bra followed, breasts bouncing free, nipples pebbling in the cool air. I shimmied out of my skirt, revealing the crotchless panties she'd bought me last week, black lace framing my bare pussy, already glistening with arousal. Her eyes darkened, lips parting as she watched me kick off my heels and stand there, exposed and aching.

"Good girl," she purred, uncrossing her legs and spreading them wide. She wasn't wearing panties; had she been like that all day? The thought made my clit throb. Her folds were slick, swollen, begging. "On your knees. Eat me like you mean it."

I dropped without hesitation, crawling the few feet to her, hands sliding up her thighs to push her skirt higher. The scent of her arousal hit me, musky, sweet, intoxicating. I buried my face between her legs, tongue diving straight into her heat, lapping at her entrance with broad, hungry strokes. She tasted like heaven, salty and slick, her juices coating my chin as I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking it rapidly with my tongue. Lena moaned, fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer, grinding against my face. "Deeper, Harper. Fuck me with your tongue."

I obeyed, thrusting my tongue inside her as far as it would go, curling it against her walls while my nose rubbed her clit. She bucked, thighs trembling, and I reached up to pinch her nipples through her blouse, twisting just hard enough to make her gasp. "Yes... fuck... right there..." Her hips rocked faster, coating my face in her wetness, and I hummed against her, the vibration pushing her over the edge. She came with a sharp cry, flooding my mouth in hot gushes that I swallowed greedily, licking her clean through the aftershocks until she was shaking, oversensitive.

But she wasn't done. She yanked me up by my hair, kissing me fiercely, tasting herself on my lips. "Your turn to beg," she growled, shoving me onto the desk. Papers flew everywhere, but she didn't care. She grabbed the bag, pulling out our favorite double-ended dildo, thick, veined, twelve inches of ridged silicone that we both loved. She slicked it with lube, eyes locked on mine, then positioned herself between my legs. "Spread wide for me, slut."

I hooked my legs over her shoulders, exposing everything. She teased my entrance with one end, sliding it in inch by inch until I was stuffed full, gasping at the stretch. Then she impaled herself on the other end, moaning as it filled her. We were connected now, every movement shared. She started thrusting, hard and deep, the dildo positioned between us, our clits grinding together with every snap of her hips. The desk creaked under us, our breasts bouncing, sweat slicking our skin. I reached down, rubbing her clit in frantic circles while she did the same to me, our moans echoing off the walls.

"Fuck, Lena... harder... please..." I begged, nails digging into her ass, pulling her deeper. She obliged, pounding relentlessly, the wet slap of our bodies filling the room. Pleasure built like a storm, coiling tight in my core. I came first, screaming her name, clenching around the dildo so hard it dragged her over with me. We convulsed together, juices squirting out around the toy, soaking the desk and dripping onto the floor. But she kept going, flipping me onto my stomach, the dildo still buried in both of us. She fucked me from behind now, one hand fisting my hair, the other spanking my ass until it burned red, the sting blending with the ecstasy.

"Take it, Harper. Take every inch like the greedy whore you are," she panted, thrusting deeper, the angle hitting my G-spot perfectly. I sobbed into the desk, another orgasm ripping through me, squirting again, the hot liquid splashing her thighs. She came seconds later, grinding hard, her release mixing with mine in a filthy puddle beneath us.

We collapsed in a heap, but the night was young. After catching our breath, Lena led me to the couch, where she strapped on the harness from our first night, but this time, with a larger attachment, nine inches of thick, curved silicone designed to hit every spot. "Bend over," she ordered, and I did, gripping the armrest, ass up. She teased my pussy first, sliding in slow, then built to a brutal pace, pounding me until I was a babbling mess. "Please... Lena... fuck my ass too..." I whimpered, craving more.

She paused, smirking. "Dirty girl." She pulled out, slicking the dildo with more lube, then pressed the tip against my tight hole. I relaxed, pushing back as she eased in, the burn turning to bliss as she filled me completely. "Oh god... yes..." I moaned, rocking against her. She started thrusting, slow at first, then faster, one hand reaching around to finger my pussy, three digits curling inside while her thumb rubbed my clit. The dual penetration was overwhelming, pleasure exploding from every nerve. I came with a guttural scream, ass clenching around the dildo, pussy squirting over her hand. She fucked me through it, then added a fourth finger to my pussy, stretching me wide, fisting me gently while she pounded my ass.

"More... I need more..." I begged, tears streaming. She obliged, her fist sliding in fully, the fullness making me see stars. She alternated thrusts, fist in my pussy, dildo in my ass, until I shattered again, a multiple orgasm that left me limp and trembling. Only then did she pull out, flipping me over to straddle my face. "Clean me up," she demanded, lowering her dripping pussy onto my mouth. I licked her eagerly, tasting our combined essences, sucking her clit until she came again, grinding down hard, smothering me in her release.

We weren't limited to the office anymore. That weekend, we took a spontaneous trip to a secluded cabin in the woods, where the isolation let us unleash everything. The first night, under the stars on the deck, Lena tied me spread-eagled to the railing, wrists and ankles bound with silk ropes from our bag. The cool night air teased my naked skin as she knelt between my legs, eating me out with agonizing slowness, tongue tracing patterns, fingers teasing but never entering, until I was begging, hips bucking futilely. "Please... fuck me... anything..."

She stood, strapping on a vibrating dildo this time, the remote in her hand. She slid into my pussy, turning the vibe on low, thrusting deep while she pinched my nipples, twisting until they ached deliciously. "Scream for me, baby. No one can hear." I did, cries echoing into the night as she ramped up the vibration, pounding harder, her free hand spanking my clit lightly until it swelled. I came explosively, squirting arcs that soaked the deck, but
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