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My name is Dawn Mercer. There’s a decent chance you’ve already heard of me, if you read any of the big magazines or newspapers (what are you, eighty years old?) or spend much time on tech or energy social media, or even feminist social media for that matter. Not that I am some fire-breathing man-hater, far from it. But the feminists do love me, for reasons that will become obvious. Forty-six years old, CEO of Helios Dynamics, the second largest publicly-traded clean-energy and batter-storage company in the United States, a company known for its grid-scale innovations, a company hailed by the legacy media as ‘the one that might save the world,’ a company I founded in my parents’ garage twenty-five years ago. Not exactly Jeff Bezos, but close enough for me. 

Certainly helping my media presence was the fact that I was such a danged looker, even approaching my late forties. Mine was a beauty both immediate and enduring, the sort that doesn’t rely on spectacle so much as balance. It was a beauty that easily attracted my husband way back all those yonder years ago, but it wasn’t enough to hold him, as he left me for a younger model just before our company hit the stratosphere (sucks to be him, now that I was nearly a billionaire). It was a beauty I’d passed on to all three of my kids, the oldest of which was mid-twenties, the youngest of which was just starting college. Gracing the cover of many a tech magazine was my heart-shaped symmetrical face, warmed by full cheeks, a straight delicate nose, and lovely smallish lips always on the verge of a wise smile. My eyes were dark, expressive, alert, mysterious I’d been told, and my dark hair—only just beginning to go gray—framed my face with a natural richness, accentuating my luminous skin. I would say I carried an unforced grace, not least because when I was in the room, people tended to listen to me. Over time, that beauty matured rather than faded, gaining depth, confidence, and poise, especially as I got richer and richer. 

Got all that? I’m easy on the eyes, is what I’m getting at. No reason to be artificially humble about it. 

Back to my company. It was a global worldwide leader in its industry, a true powerhouse, a glittering example of the best parts of capitalism, and I was about to lose it all. I was a barracuda in the tech landscape, but in the financial world, there were great whites out there. My personal great white came in the form of Blackwell Capital, a predatory private-equity firm who got a sudden hard-on for Helios a few months back. I don’t know, maybe the oil companies paid them to take us out. It genuinely wouldn’t surprise me. But they were coming for us, and they were coming for us hard. The technocrat publications would have you believe that predatory private equity is a boogeyman perpetrated by the socialist commie pinko leftists in this country. Maybe that’s true to a degree, maybe they overstate how predatory capital can be... but it’s definitely real. It’s a boogeyman of flesh and blood, as I had been finding out to my extreme detriment recently. 

I don’t want to overstate. When I say ‘lose it all,’ don’t take me wrong, I was still going to be filthy-mega-double-plus-ultra-rich. But they were gonna take my baby. They were gonna Rumpelstiltskin my ass, and there certainly appeared to be not all that much I can do about it. Maybe to the average person, that may not seem like much. It was a lot to me. You might be saying ‘boo hoo little rich white lady, some company wants to come along and make you even more rich, but you can’t have your precious company.’ To that, I say... yeah. It means a lot to me. When your material needs are all taken care of, you find other things to care about. And this one is mine. If that seems spoiled or entitled or whatever, fair enough. I didn’t ask you to like me. 

Call me a control freak if you must, type A, whatever it is, I don’t know, that’s something for the psychiatrists to decide. But, in spite of running a gigantic company, I had never had a personal assistant. I had never had a personal assistant, that is, until now. The looming takeover was finally enough to convince me that, maybe, just maybe, this wasn’t a job I could handle myself, and it wouldn’t be a terrible idea to have somebody who could take care of my light work while I did whatever I could to fend off Blackwell at least for as long as possible. 

That assistant came to me in the form of Piper Reyes. 

She was twenty-two years old, fresh out of one of the fancy colleges and full of ambition that reminded me of me about two decades back. She had a presence about her that felt bright and self-possessed, as if the light gathered naturally around her. Her face was defined by strong, expressive features: dark, attentive eyes set beneath gently arched brows, and a gaze full of equal parts curiosity and confidence. Her dark hair, shoulder length and wavy, framed her gorgeous face, emphasizing her youth and beauty. Her high cheekbones and clear, even complexion gave her an almost sculptural clarity, while her youth and maturity beyond her years lent her appearance both openness and resolve. She seemed to still be growing into a natural elegance, one that suggested wealth and power, though she’d been born to an immigrant Mexican family in southern Texas. She was model-pretty, the kind of person you just couldn’t help but look at even if you weren’t attracted to women, but what I found most magnetic about her was the fact that she’d come from nothing and she had that sort of ambition that would drive her to take over the world someday. Like I said, reminded me of me at that age. 

To be clear, I wasn’t attracted to women, but it was hard not to feel a little hot under the collar when she looked at you. As much as I told myself that was wrong, as much as I told myself I was old enough to be her mother, still. There was just something about Piper Reyes that just made it hard to look away. 

She was immediately a great help to me, doing all the things a good assistant should do—scheduling meetings and appointments, fielding calls from my kids and my ex-husband (he still called sometimes, hoping I’d take him back for the money now, I imagine, the pathetic worm), preparing briefing documents, managing my calendar, getting us coffee, all those sorts of things. She quickly proved to be much more than simply a good secretary, though. She was an excellent organizer, a talented researcher, and a surprisingly effective sounding board. She had a mind for strategy and a way of looking at problems that was both creative and logical, and I found myself relying on her more and more, not just for day-to-day logistics, but for real advice and counsel. She was, I realized, a genuine asset, not just a convenience. She had a good head on her shoulders, and I was genuinely impressed with how quickly she was learning the business and how well she was integrating herself into my life. She was a natural. I’d definitely made the right choice.

I was in my office late one night, pouring over the latest hostile communiques from Blackwell. They were never outwardly hostile, of course, couched as they were in all the pleasant passive aggressive legalese they always used right before they slit your throat. I thought they ought to have been sent to me in the cutout magazine letters of a hostage note; that would have at least been honest. 

My office was gigantic; maybe cavernous was a better word. The nerve center of Helios took up four floors near the top of a skyscraper in the downtown of our city, and my office occupied fully a sixth of the highest of those floors. I was a humble boss, a true woman of the people in most ways, but I’d dreamed of having a gigantic corner office with an ocean view since I was a little girl, so it was the one asshole rich person luxury I permitted myself in the workplace. It was all modern chic, marble walls and metallic and glass furniture and, let’s be honest, a ton of wasted floor space. Wasted space in the city was conspicuous consumption; it was a sign you’d made it. Outside the window, the city glittered and the ocean sparkled far beyond, reflecting the moonlight and the stars and the oscillating lights of the ships far off in the distance. 

That was my main office, at least. I’d commandeered the one next door as well, for use as a makeshift bedroom. The looming takeover had led me to a habit of spending more than a few nights in the office. There was an adjacent bathroom, where we’d had a full shower and tub installed, larger than that in most middle-class houses (okay, give me one more luxury). Throw in a kitchenette, and it was a decent enough home away from home. 

I was standing in front of my desk, across from my own chair, staring down at the Blackwell documents as if they were somehow going to change if I glared at them hard enough. Of course, they didn’t. The bastards were getting close. They were tightening the noose. I was wearing one of my finest business outfits that day—a fitted black skirt suit and a white silk blouse, looking for all the world like the powerful CEO I was supposed to be. I felt powerful, but I also felt cornered. That skirt suit and blouse might as well have been prison stripes, for all the freedom I felt in that moment. 

The door opened behind me, and I could hear Piper’s heels crossing the distance between us. We had found such a rhythm with each other that I could tell it was her, simply by her perfect graceful stride and the sound of her Christian Louboutins on the marble floor. The shoes were a gift from me—I paid her well, but not Christian Louboutin well. By now, she absolutely had the freedom to simply walk in, especially after hours. If I wasn’t in a meeting, she could come in whenever she liked. I knew it wouldn’t be a waste of time, whatever she had to say. 

She stepped up beside me with two lattes, setting one down in front of me, for which I nodded to her gratefully. She had been fully aware that we’d be burning the midnight oil, and had become a wizard at anticipating my needs before I knew I needed them. That latte was divine ambrosia, a gift from the gods. 

“Well, General Mercer,” she said to me brightly. “What’s the sit-rep?”

“They’re getting closer,” I said, letting out a slow breath, keeping my voice low as if Blackwell had eyes and ears behind my walls. “They’ve made another offer. This one... it’s generous. Generous enough that the board is starting to get nervous. They’ll vote for it if I don’t do something fast.”

Piper picked up the offer letter, her eyes scanning the document with a speed and precision that belied her youth. “It’s a standard poison pill defense,” she said after a moment, her fingers tracing a paragraph on the page. “But they’ve found a way around it. They’re offering a premium that’s almost insulting in its audacity. Motherfuckers.”

“I know,” I said, my frustration mounting. “It’s a fucking hostage note. They’re holding my company hostage, and they’re telling me how much they want for the ransom.”

“They’re counting on the board’s greed,” Piper said, her expression thoughtful. “They know that most of them are just looking for a payday... that most of them don’t have your personal attachment.”

“Most of them,” I said, my gaze drifting to the window. “But not all of them. I still have a few allies on the board. But they’re getting nervous, too. They’re worried about their reputations if they vote against a deal that’s this good for the shareholders. And, admittedly... that is a fair point. That is the system. They can’t go against shareholder interest to protect my feelings. I couldn’t even ask them for that, in good conscience.”

We fell silent for a while, both of us just staring at the pages before us. Our combined gaze also failed to alter the words on the page, much as we might have tried. 

“I don’t know, Pipes,” I said finally, using the pet nickname I had developed for her in the time we’d known each other. “It all just feels so fucking inevitable. Just a slow motion trainwreck that’s fixed in time. We’re powerless to change it. We just have to sit here and watch it happen.”

As I was speaking, something changed in the air between us. It would have been impossible to put a finger on exactly what. There was nothing scientifically different in the room, nothing measurable. The temperature, humidity, air quality, none of that had changed a bit. But there was something different. It was imperceptible, not concrete in any way... and yet no less real for that fact. 

“I think it’s time to throw a Hail Mary,” Piper said, giving me a look that I’d never seen from her before. It was... seductive. Predatory. The kind of look I imagined Blackwell giving me, if Blackwell had been a person, as I suppose they were under the letter of the law. “You need to step away from this, for at least a while. You’ve been beating your head against the same wall for months now, and it hasn’t helped a thing. Now maybe it can’t be helped, but maybe it can, and you just can’t see it, because you’ve been looking at it from the exact same perspective and vantage point for too long that you can’t see anything else. I know it’s going to feel like wasted time, like you’ve got to devote every single second to this... but you’ve got to take a breath and force yourself to look away. At least for a while.”

I couldn’t help but see the wisdom in that. She was right. I’d been spinning my wheels, I’d been trying the same things over and over again, hoping for a different result. That was the definition of insanity, and maybe I was going insane.

“A Hail Mary,” I repeated thoughtfully, tasting the words. “And what does that look like, in your mind? What’s our play, Pipes?”

And then I felt her hands on my waist. 

“Piper, what are you—” was all I got out, before she slowly, sensually, slid both hands around to my front and unclipped my skirt, letting it fall to the floor.

I let her. She’d given me ample time to stop her, and I simply let her. 

Suddenly I was standing there in only my blouse, and red thong panties. Everything in me was screaming at me to stop. I wasn’t a lesbian. Piper was less than half my age, the age of my children. She was my employee. Every last bit of this was wrong. 

Then why in the hell did it feel so right?

Piper fell to her knees behind me. I could have stopped her but I didn’t. She put both hands on my now-naked hips. Every last bit of my conscious mind was screaming at me to stop this. It didn’t matter. That chorus of voices was drowned out by the simple fact of how good it felt to have her touch me. How good it felt to not think about Blackwell for just a minute and just enjoy the sensual pleasure of being touched. That simple, single voice easily shouted down every part of my responsible adult conscious self. Nothing else mattered except how good she felt, on her knees with her hands on my hips, planting little kisses on my thighs, hips, and ass. 

I thought she had felt good before. I hadn’t been prepared for how good it would feel when she pulled my thong to the side and buried her face in my ass. 

“Oh, Piper,” I moaned, my head lolling back.

I was not a lesbian. I apologize for repeating myself, but that was the simple fact of the matter. Or so I’d though. I had never been with a woman, never been sexually attracted to a woman that I was aware of. And yet I didn’t stop her as she started to rim me. She was tentative at first, as if she were testing my reactions, making sure that this was something I was okay with. And I was. I was more than okay with it. It was the most liberating thing I’d ever felt in my entire life. After months of feeling trapped by work, after months of no sex as I devoted myself to the company, I felt like a caged bird that had been set free. 

Piper’s tongue was magic, exploring me, touching me in a way no one ever had. She started with my asshole, her tongue swirling and probing with an intensity that made my knees tremble. It was a sensation I’d never experienced, a pleasure so foreign and potent that it sent shivers down my spine. I felt myself opening up to her, both literally and figuratively, as she explored me with a hunger and curiosity that was both terrifying and intoxicating. 

For the briefest instant I was worried about the skyscraper’s maintenance or security staff hearing us, but that worry was quickly demolished by Piper’s sexual expertise. I couldn’t have cared less if they heard us. Hell, I wanted them to hear us. 

Piper’s perfect tongue was firm yet gentle, demanding yet respectful, and I found myself losing all sense of time and place, my world narrowing to the single point of contact where her mouth met my skin. Then she moved down, her tongue tracing a path from my ass to my pussy, and I cried out as she found my clit. She was a natural, her movements fluid and confident, her touch both firm and gentle.

Reaching up with both hands, she bent me over the desk to get a better angle on my pussy. I complied, pressing my upper body against the glass. The two coffees spilled across the floor, falling off the desk to make way for my body, and I could not have cared less about the enormous puddle of latte we’d created. I was beginning to realize that it would not the last puddle we’d create that night. 

I was dimly aware that I was still wearing my expensive white silk blouse and my heels, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me. The CEO of a major corporation, bent over her desk in her corner office, being eaten out by her very young, very beautiful, and very female assistant. It was the stuff of male fantasy, the kind of scene you’d see in a cheesy porn film, but this wasn’t a film. This was real. This was my life. And it was happening to me. At least, I was fairly sure it was real. I was like ninety-five percent certain that I wasn’t dreaming. Since I was probably really here, I figured I might as well just go for it. Not nothing to undo the buttons, I ripped my blouse off over my head, taking my bra with it as Piper continued to lick me from behind. 

It was, at that point, the hottest, most erotic, most liberating thing I had ever done. It was the rightest thing I had ever done.

Her tongue was everywhere at once, flicking, swirling, probing, exploring, driving me to heights of pleasure I hadn’t known were possible. She wasn’t just going through the motions; she wasn’t just checking a box. She was enjoying herself as much as I was, her enthusiasm palpable in the way she moved, the way she touched me, the way she moaned into my nether regions.

“God, you taste good,” she said, her voice muffled by my pussy. “I’ve been wanting to do this for months.”

Months. That word hung in the air between us, a confession that sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. She hadn’t just been doing this to help me relax, to distract me. She had been doing this selfishly, for herself as much as it was for me. She had been wanting this, wanting me, for months. That thought gave me an indescribable thrill. 

Piper’s hands were on my ass, spreading me wide, and she started to explore my backside again, her tongue returning to my asshole with a renewed fervor. It was a taboo act, a dirty, forbidden pleasure, and I loved it. I loved the way she made me feel, the way she made me let go of all my inhibitions, all my fears, all my worries. For the first time in what felt like a lifetime, I wasn’t thinking about Blackwell, or the board, or the future of my company. I was just a woman, being pleasured by another woman, and it was all that mattered.

“Play with your pussy,” I heard Piper say behind me. “Touch yourself. I want you to masturbate while I lick you.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My right hand flew to my clit, my fingers working furiously as Piper continued her oral assault on my ass. The dual stimulation was overwhelming, a delicious, decadent pleasure that pushed me closer and closer to the edge.

“I’m gonna cum,” I gasped, my body convulsing. “Piper, I’m gonna cum.”

“Cum for me, Dawn,” she said, her voice a low, husky whisper. “Cum for me, baby, I wanna hear you cum so hard... so loud...”

And with that, I came. Hard. My body shook as the orgasm washed over me, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure that left me breathless and trembling. I screamed her name, my voice echoing in the cavernous space of my office as I rode out the wave of my release. There was no question at all that the maintenance guys must have heard us. There was no post-nut clarity, no post-climax humiliation or embarrassment for me. I wanted them to hear us. I didn’t give a fuck. We paid enough rent here. 

I collapsed onto the desk, my body limp and sated, a sheen of sweat covering my skin. Piper stood up, her lips glistening with my cum, a triumphant smile on her face. She was wearing a simple black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and I couldn’t help but admire her beauty, her confidence, her raw, unbridled sexuality.

“So,” she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “How’s that for a Hail Mary?”

I laughed, a genuine, unforced expression of liberation and happiness that came from the depths of my soul. “That was a hell of a lot more than a Hail Mary, Pipes. That was a fucking touchdown.”

“God damned right,” she said, pulling me up so I was upright again. My panties were completely askance still, and I made no move to fix them. “Now it’s time to go for two. Come on.”

Of course, she knew I had a bed in the next office where I slept sometimes. Dragging me by the end, she pulled me into that office—still sizeable, a pretty spacious office by any normal standards but nothing compared to the concert hall-sized space of my main one—and tossed me on the bed without asking permission. I loved that she was just directing me, tossing me around, ordering me without words. I was one of the most powerful women in the business world, and this little twenty-two-year-old assistant of mine could toss me wherever she wanted. 

Finally, Piper undressed herself, a slow, deliberate, almost torturous process. Her dress came off first, revealing a matching black lace bra and thong set that perfectly framed her extraordinary body. She wasn’t just pretty; she was athletic, toned, with the kind of lean muscle that came from hard work and dedication. Her body was a work of art, a masterpiece of curves and lines, and I found myself staring, my mouth slightly agape, as she revealed more and more of herself.

“Like what you see, old lady?” she said, a playful smirk on her face as she unclasped her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

I nodded, unable to speak, my eyes fixed on her perfect, perky breasts. They were small but perfectly shaped, with dark, erect nipples that seemed to be begging for my attention.

“You’re... you’re perfect,” I finally managed to say, my voice barely a whisper.

She smiled, a genuine, warm smile that reached her eyes. “You’re not so bad yourself, for a fossil.”

Then she slid her thong off, and I saw her completely naked for the first time. She was breathtaking, a vision of youthful beauty and raw sexuality, and I felt a surge of desire so intense it was almost painful. I wanted her. I wanted her more than I had ever wanted anyone or anything in my entire life. I had never before in my life been attracted to women, but I was getting the feeling that was only because I had yet to meet this particular woman. An inanimate rock would be attracted to somebody as perfect as Piper Reyes. She could entice the sun not to rise, I thought. 

Without another moment’s hesitation, Piper leapt up onto the bed, quickly lifting up one of my legs and holding it against her body as she slid our pussies together into a perfect scissor position. And then she started moving.

Oh, God. The sensation of her pussy against mine was electric, a jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure that shot through me like a lightning strike. She was wet, so wet, and her juices mingled with mine, creating a slick, slippery friction that was both intimate and incredibly arousing. She started to grind her lower lips against mine, her movements fluid and confident, her hips rocking in a rhythm that couldn’t have felt better or more perfect. 

“You’re my little slut, aren’t you Dawn?” Piper growled as she grinded our pussies together. “I own your slutty little pussy, don’t I?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my hands flying to her ass, pulling her closer, deeper. “You own it, Piper. You own my little slutty pussy.”

“God damn right I do,” she said, her movements becoming more urgent, more intense. “You’re going to be my little pet from now on. You’re going to do whatever I want, whenever I want.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my body responding to her commands, my mind a fog of pleasure and submission. “I’ll do whatever you want, Piper. I’m your little pet.”

It was a role I had never played, a side of myself I had never explored. I had always been the one in charge, the one calling the shots, the one in control. But with Piper, I didn’t want to be in control. I wanted to be led, to be dominated, to be taken. I wanted to be hers. I would be her boss in the daylight, but really the moment night fell, I would be her willing servant. 

And she was not gentle. Piper was a woman possessed, her body a blur of motion as she drove us both to the brink of ecstasy. Her movements were forceful, almost brutal, and I loved it. I loved the way she took what she wanted, the way she used my body for her pleasure, the way she made me feel like I was nothing more than a plaything for her to enjoy.

I could feel another orgasm building, a fire in my belly that grew with every thrust, every grind, every touch. I was close, so wonderfully close, and I knew that Piper was too. Her breathing was ragged, her body tense, her movements becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“Cum for me, slut,” she commanded, her voice a low, husky growl. “Cum all over my perfect little pussy. Make a mess. Show me how much you love being my little slut.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
2 \
/4 \‘ \
. N
0L
v |
$ 1 / g7 [GF

AE IVI: ORY.ANTHO \D@V





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





