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Savannah lounged against the wall of the
Jacuzzi tub, index finger and thumb firmly holding the crystal
tumbler with a splash of amber liquid just in front of her lips.
Every now and then the glass came to rest upon her lower lip and a
sip of the liquid was taken, resulting in a slight sigh of
annoyance at the flavor not being that of her beloved 23 year aged
Pappy Van Winkle but instead merely the 20 year aged version.
Quietly she cursed the surge in bourbon consumption though it had
done wonders for her consumables portfolio.






Placing the glass down, she flicked over to
CNBC to catch the pre-market conditions for the next day’s Nikkei
market opening. As Bernie Lo chatted on about the latest reports on
Amazon’s third quarter and the hopes for a solid Christmas season,
she made notes upon the iPad mini suction cupped to the marble tile
wall. A quick flick to one of her portfolios and she made several
adjustments to the short sell options before trading the stylus for
the glass. Soapy hand rose up to tip over the bourbon and add
another splash in prior to letting herself slip back into the
steaming water and return her attention to the television.






The anchors were discussing with Karen
Hoguet, the CFO of Macy’s, about the current state of Christmas
season sales and how well they had done opening on Thanksgiving to
start Black Friday. As they got to the obligatory remarks about
employees upset about working on Thanksgiving night, Savannah
rolled her eyes and took a large sip of the bourbon. “Well then
they shouldn’t be working low level jobs,” she muttered angrily to
no one in particular. “If they can’t motivate themselves to do
better then they deserve what they get,” she grumbled.






This was a time of the year that she both
loved and hated. Loved it because it was the time of year that
people opened their pocketbooks and credit accounts, buying up
whatever were the hot, must have items of the gifting season. It
meant surging stocks and more money in her pockets. On the other
hand it meant dealing with all of the cries for goodwill towards
others, helping out the poor, and in general attempts to make her
feel miserly.






All starting with Halloween, when the rabble
would come out to stroll through her neighborhood, expecting large
bowls of candy to be offered out. It drove her insane to see the
minivans and hordes of kids flooding her normally quiet streets
along with the endless ringing of the doorbell. Not wanting to risk
her house being egged or otherwise attacked, she made sure to stock
up on whatever candy was cheapest at the drug store. Still, every
time she heard the doorbell she winced, only enjoying seeing her
neighbors and their kids when they came by. Annoyingly enough, they
didn’t even recognize the burden they’d placed upon her, instead
she’d seen from others mistakes about bringing up similar issues
and the backlash they’d gotten.






As if Halloween wasn’t enough, the next
holiday on the lists was all about giving thanks, and it seemed to
her like every charity turned up the volume on their ad blitzes.
Each one designed to tug on the heartstrings. While in her own way
she felt thankful for the things she’d had, Savannah also was of
the school that she’d earned the right to enjoy them. To her, the
idea of pulling oneself up by the bootstraps was a way of life, not
seeking free handouts wherever they could be had. The mute button
became her friend when the ads on the television came to bother
her.






Once she’d had her fill of the Asian market
news and seen the opening bell, she finished off the tumbler of
bourbon and placed it aside for the maid to get on the morrow.
Rising up, she let a little of the water drip off before reaching
for a plush towel and beginning the task of drying herself off.
Once her torso was dry, she stepped out of the warm water onto a
plush rug and tripped the drain. Quietly she dried herself off and
took a moment to look herself over in the full length mirror. Right
hand came to heft a breast lightly, smirking a little at the sag
though she reminded herself that she’d nursed two kids off those
breasts. Down along her stomach she slid her hand, the stretch
marks having been removed by laser surgery years ago, and just now
a little bit of a pooch showing on her stomach. She’d have to talk
to her trainer later that week about targeting it and made a note
to lay off the cookies spread around the office.






The towel was thrown over the side of the tub
and replaced with a silk robe that came to just below her ass,
fastening it loosely around her waist she made her way out of the
bathroom. In her bedroom she turned the television on and to
Bloomberg for a quick check in on the latest Asian market news and
to hear the results of the Shanghai opening bell. Lightly she shook
her head as they debated on about the early results that Sears was
showing and the growing belief that RadioShack was either soon to
be bought out or have its doors closed permanently. Quietly she
tsked to herself about the news, slipping out of her robe she threw
it over one side of the king sized bed, then slid between the
sheets on the other side.






**********






At six the alarm went off and she leaned over
to tap it off, then returned to the laptop she’d been working on
for the previous half hour. Despite it being Christmas Eve, she had
been busily at work, reviewing stock reports and anticipated sales.
Out of her bed she slid, putting that laptop back into its docking
station upon her desk, and out into the hallway she strode, not
bothering with finding her robe. There were certain advantages of
having purchased a home with its own private twenty acre lot and
being able to walk around in the nude was one of her favorites.
Clothes just got in the way and took up time in her opinion.






Walking into the kitchen she flicked the
television on, channel already set to CNBC, and listening in while
setting up the Keurig. As her coffee brewed, she took a seat upon
the counter, leaning against the wall to watch the latest news on
how the European markets had behaved, what was expected of the
closing bell, and what was expected of the US opening bell.
Savannah soaked all of the information in, it being almost as
exciting as sex to her, and considering how her last husband had
performed, sometimes better. The only good thing she could say
about him was that he’d been virile enough to give her two
children, both now finishing their finals for the fall semester at
their respective universities.






To the coffee she added cream and sugar and
leaned back to finish watching the show, idly wondering if the maid
ever picked up on her habit of lounging in the nude on the counter.
Not that she particularly cared what that old woman thought, it
just amused to her to think that every day she was cleaning
Savannahs pussy off the counter. That and the cool stone just felt
good on her bare bottom.






Once the coffee was finished, she trotted
back up the stairs to the master bathroom, slipping in to take a
relatively quick shower. The shower was nearly the size of her tub,
with an overhead spray and another head that sprayed from the side.
She took her time soaking herself thoroughly before scrubbing down
with the peppermint scented body wash. A razor touched up all of
the necessary areas and her hair was shampooed, twice to be sure,
and well-conditioned.






Into a black pencil skirt she slipped,
topping it with a cream sweater that clung to the ample swells of
her chest. With hair and makeup finished, she slipped into a pair
of low heels, sensible for the job but just high enough to draw
attention away from business and towards her legs where she
preferred it. Savannah always felt that it gave her an edge when
dealing with men, her past experiences having taught her well how
much they enjoyed thinking of sex and anything to do with sex.






The trip to work was short, though
frustrating with the excess holiday shopping traffic. Part of her
grumbled about how many employees must have called in sick to have
one extra day tacked onto their weekend and another part of her
wished them to shop harder and spend more. Into the parking garage
she pulled the Mercedes CLK500, listening to the V-8 growl as she
gunned it up the ramp and into her reserved parking spot next to
the elevator. Once out of the vehicle and in the cool winter air,
she half ran to the elevator and rapidly pushed the door closed
despite the hollers of a co-worker asking for the door to be held
open.






On the way up she smoothed out her skirt and
sweater, tugging the sweater down a bit to emphasize her chest,
then glanced in the mirror finish of the doors to check her makeup.
When her floor dinged the elevator bell, she raised her back just
an inch to straighten it out and push her chest forwards, setting
her facial expressions to a more serious tone. As the doors opened
she strode out into the lobby of the building, rolling her eyes
slightly at the glitter of the Christmas decorations, the Christmas
carols being played through the speakers, and carefully placed
donation boxes. A quick nod was given to the receptionist and
straight to the heavy, dark stained wooden door of her office
Savannah went.






Inside she went right to the plush, black,
leather chair behind the wooden desk, quickly taking her seat and
placing her messenger bag against one stack of drawers. One hand
grabbed the remote and flicked on the flat screen, already set to
Bloomberg News, while the other woke her napping computer and dual
monitors. There she sat, basking in the glow of the screens while
they scrolled numbers and information on trades. One monitor
handled her normal activities of checking e-mail, setting stop
losses, and authorizing trades.






For several hours she stayed like this,
tapping away on the keyboard, making notes to the side of news
reports to follow up when a little appointment window popped up in
the bottom right corner of her monitors. Her lips slid into a
little grin as it simply said “Daniel” within the window. A hand
slid down to the clasp of her skirt, undoing it and slowly
unzipping the side. The material was slipped down off of her legs,
then lifted and gently placed into a deep drawer. Back into the
groove of the desk she slid, returning her attentions to the
screens while waiting.






**********






The pre-arranged knock upon her door came,
she barely glanced up from the monitors and just yelled out, “Come
in Daniel!”






When the heavy door closed again, she allowed
herself to glance up at the young man entering her room. He was her
intern of now over two years, still not having quite been moved
into a permanent and better paying position, and she wouldn’t admit
to having had a hand in that. He placed a tall cup of her usual
caramel latte with skim milk upon the side of her desk and
proceeded to remove his tie.






Her fingers wrapped around the cardboard
insulator of the latte and lifted it to her plum colored lips while
watching Daniel remove his shirt and undershirt. Heeled foot gently
pushed her chair back to make room for him to crawl underneath of
her desk then grasp her chair and pull her back into place. As she
settled back into working on the monitors, Savannah could feel his
hands gently pry her thighs apart followed shortly after by the
warmth of his breath upon her silk panty clad pussy. A little grin
formed on her lips, this was one of the major perks she enjoyed
with her job and the last two years she’d groomed him quite well at
this task. She didn’t have an ounce of regret over this, she’d
blown and eaten enough senior partners that Savannah felt she’d
earned this daily ritual. It was just part of working in the
industry is what she chalked it up to.
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