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Chapter 1: Viral Velocity

Kiera Bloom stared at her laptop screen, heart hammering like she'd just sprinted a marathon. The numbers didn't lie: 500,000 unique visitors in the last hour. Her site-BloomLink, a niche platform connecting freelance coders with indie game devs-had gone viral. A single tweet from a big-name streamer had snowballed into shares, articles, and now this: an email from Frost Enterprises offering a ten-million-dollar acquisition. "Ten million," she whispered to her empty apartment. 

At twenty-five, she'd built this from scratch in her shitty one-bedroom, fueled by ramen and Red Bull. Imposter syndrome had whispered "fraud" every step, but here it was-validation in eight figures. She slammed the laptop shut, grabbed her jacket, and bolted for the door. Celebration time. No more playing small. The bar was a sleek downtown spot-exposed brick, dim Edison bulbs, the kind of place where tech bros networked and executives unwound. 

Kiera slid onto a stool, ordered a dirty martini, and let the buzz sink in. Her phone vibrated nonstop: congrats texts, interview requests. She silenced it, savoring the anonymity for one more night. That's when she noticed her. The woman at the end of the bar was magnetic-dark hair cascading in loose waves, sharp jawline, eyes like polished obsidian scanning the room with quiet command. Mid-forties, maybe, in a tailored black blazer over a silk blouse that hinted at curves without trying. She exuded control, the kind that made Kiera's stomach twist in ways she hadn't felt since her last bad breakup. Their eyes met. The woman smiled-slow, knowing-and raised her glass. Kiera felt heat crawl up her neck. She wasn't usually this bold, but tonight? Fuck it.

Kiera slid off her stool, drink in hand, and approached. "Mind if I join? Celebrating something big. "The woman's lips curved. "Helena. And by all means-big celebrations deserve company. What's the occasion?" "Kiera. Sold my startup. Well, almost. Deal closes tomorrow." She clinked glasses, pulse racing. Helena's voice was velvet-low, confident, with a hint of an accent she couldn't place. "Impressive. Tech?" "Yeah. Niche platform. Nothing world-changing, but... ten mil says otherwise." Helena's eyes darkened, appreciative. "To underestimating yourself." They talked-easy at first, about Silicon Valley sharks, the grind of building something from nothing. Helena was in acquisitions, she said vaguely, "swallowing companies whole." 

The innuendo hung, unspoken. As the martinis flowed, so did the tension. Helena's knee brushed Kiera's under the bar. Kiera didn't move away. Helena's hand grazed her arm when emphasizing a point about power plays in boardrooms. Kiera's skin tingled. "You don't strike me as someone who celebrates alone," Helena murmured, leaning closer. Her perfume-sandalwood and spice-wrapped around Kiera like a promise. "Tonight's an exception. Or was." Kiera's voice was breathy, bold from the booze and the high. "Your place or mine?" Helena's laugh was low, throaty. "Mine. It's closer." The cab ride was torture-hands intertwined, thighs pressing, Helena's thumb tracing circles on Kiera's wrist. 

By the time they stumbled into Helena's penthouse-sleek minimalism, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city-restraint shattered. Helena pinned Kiera against the door, mouth claiming hers in a kiss that was all heat and demand. Kiera gasped, tongues tangling, tasting gin and salt. Helena's hands roamed-sliding under Kiera's shirt, palming her breasts through lace, thumbs flicking nipples until they hardened. "Fuck," Kiera moaned, arching. Helena bit her neck, hard enough to mark, then soothed with her tongue. "Bedroom," Helena growled, pulling her down the hall.

They stripped in a frenzy-shirts yanked, jeans shoved down. Helena was stunning: full breasts, soft hips, a body that spoke of experience and unapologetic desire. Kiera stared, then touched-reverent at first, tracing Helena's curves, then hungry, sucking a nipple into her mouth while her hand dipped between Helena's thighs. Helena was soaked-slick, hot. Kiera groaned, fingers sliding through folds, circling her clit. Helena bucked, fisting Kiera's hair. "On the bed," Helena commanded, voice wrecked. Kiera obeyed, spreading her legs as Helena crawled over her. They kissed messy-teeth clashing, saliva trailing. Helena ground down, pussies sliding together in wet friction. Kiera whimpered, hips rocking.

Helena flipped her, ass up, and dove in from behind-tongue flat against Kiera's entrance, licking long and slow. Kiera buried her face in the pillow, muffling cries as Helena ate her out: greedy laps, sucking her clit, then lower, circling her asshole with deliberate pressure. "Oh god-Helena-"Helena hummed, tongue pushing inside Kiera's ass while two fingers plunged into her pussy, curling hard. Kiera came fast-shaking, gushing over Helena's hand, thighs slick. Not done. Helena straddled Kiera's face, lowering her dripping pussy onto Kiera's mouth. Kiera licked eagerly-tasting musk and heat, tongue fucking inside while her hands gripped Helena's ass, spreading her wider.

Helena rode her-grinding, moaning-then leaned forward for sixty-nine. Tongues everywhere: clits sucked, fingers in pussies, thumbs pressing asses. Sloppy, wet sounds filled the room-spit, slick, gasps. Helena came first-thighs clamping Kiera's head, flooding her mouth. Kiera drank it down, then flipped Helena onto her back, scissoring hard-pussies grinding, clits bumping in frantic rhythm. They came together-bodies slick with sweat, cum mixing, sheets ruined.  Collapsed in a tangle, breathing ragged, Helena traced lazy patterns on Kiera's stomach. "That was... unexpected." Kiera laughed, spent. "Best celebration ever." They dozed, bodies entwined. Tomorrow's deal felt distant, irrelevant. Morning came too soon. 

Kiera slipped out at dawn, leaving a note: "Thanks for the night. -K "She showered at home, dressed sharp-black blazer, heels-and headed to Frost Enterprises. Ten million. A new life. The boardroom was glass and steel. Suits everywhere. Kiera shook hands, adrenaline spiking. Then the CEO entered. Helena Frost. In a power suit, hair pinned, expression unreadable. Their eyes met. Kiera's world tilted. Fuck.

Chapter 2: Boardroom Heat

Kiera walked into the Frost Enterprises boardroom like she was stepping onto a minefield. Her palms were clammy, her pulse a war drum. Helena Frost stood at the head of the long glass table, flanked by lawyers in crisp suits and a CFO who looked like he’d never smiled in his life. Helena’s eyes flicked up the moment Kiera entered-cool, professional, unreadable. But there was a flicker. A spark. Kiera felt it in her gut. “Good morning, Ms. Bloom,” Helena said, voice smooth as silk. “Please, take a seat.” Kiera sat. Opposite Helena. Close enough to smell that same sandalwood perfume from last night. 

Her thighs clenched under the table. The negotiations started civil. Frost’s team laid out terms: ten million upfront, Kiera retained creative control for two years, equity stake for her team, non-compete clauses. Standard acquisition language. But every time Helena spoke-low, measured, commanding-Kiera’s mind flashed to last night: Helena’s tongue inside her, fingers curling, the wet slap of their bodies. Helena leaned forward, elbows on the table, eyes locked on Kiera’s. “We’re offering generous terms, Kiera. But we’d like to adjust the partnership clause. Instead of a full buyout, we propose a joint venture. Frost Enterprises provides capital and infrastructure; BloomLink keeps its brand and autonomy. You report directly to me.”

Kiera swallowed. Report directly to her. The woman who’d eaten her ass until she screamed. “That’s... a shift from the original offer,” Kiera said, forcing her voice steady. “Why the change?” Helena’s lips curved-just a fraction. “Because I’ve seen what you built. It’s not just code. It’s vision. We don’t want to swallow it. We want to grow it. Together.” The word “together” landed like a touch. Kiera crossed her legs, felt the slickness between her thighs. She was soaked. Already. The lawyers droned on-equity splits, IP rights, exit clauses. Kiera barely heard them. Every time Helena spoke, her gaze lingered on Kiera’s mouth, her throat, the way her blouse clung to her breasts. Kiera retaliated-letting her foot brush Helena’s calf under the table. Once. Twice. Helena’s jaw tightened, but she didn’t pull away.

“Ms. Bloom,” Helena said, voice dropping an octave, “do you have concerns about the reporting structure?” Kiera met her eyes. “Only if it means micromanagement. I like... autonomy.” Helena’s smile was slow, predatory. “I assure you, I’m very hands-on. But I respect boundaries. Until they’re crossed.” The room went quiet. One lawyer coughed. Kiera’s nipples hardened under her bra. They broke for lunch. The team filed out. Helena stayed seated, gesturing for Kiera to remain. The door clicked shut. Silence. Helena stood, walked around the table, slow, deliberate. Stopped behind Kiera’s chair. Leaned down, breath hot against her ear. “You’ve been wet since you walked in,” Helena murmured. “I can smell it.”

Kiera shivered. “You’re not exactly composed either.” Helena’s hand slid over Kiera’s shoulder, down her arm, fingers brushing the side of her breast. “I’ve been thinking about your taste all morning. About how you came on my tongue. About how you begged for more.” Kiera turned, grabbed Helena’s blazer, pulled her down. Their mouths crashed-desperate, filthy. Tongues sliding, teeth nipping, spit trailing. Helena yanked Kiera up, spun her, pressed her back against the glass table. “Lock the door,” Kiera gasped. Helena did. Then she was on her again-hands shoving Kiera’s skirt up, ripping panties aside. Kiera’s pussy was dripping, swollen, clit throbbing. Helena dropped to her knees, spread Kiera wide on the table, and buried her face. She ate like she was starving-long, sloppy licks from asshole to clit, tongue flat and greedy. Kiera’s hips bucked, hands fisting Helena’s hair. Helena sucked her clit hard, then dipped lower-tongue circling Kiera’s tight pucker, pressing inside, fucking her ass with slow, wet thrusts while two fingers plunged into her pussy, curling against that spot. “Fuck-Helena-yes-” 

Helena hummed, vibrations ripping through Kiera. She added a third finger in her cunt, pumped hard, tongue never leaving her ass. Kiera came violently-gushing over Helena’s chin, thighs shaking, a choked sob escaping. Helena stood, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, eyes dark. “I want your tongue in me.” She hiked her own skirt, shoved her thong aside, sat on the edge of the table. Kiera dropped between her legs. Helena was drenched-pussy glistening, clit swollen, asshole winking. Kiera dove in-tongue flat against Helena’s entrance, lapping up her slick, then lower. She rimmed Helena slow, teasing circles, then pushed her tongue inside, fucking her ass while her fingers rubbed Helena’s clit in frantic circles.

Helena gripped the table edge, head thrown back. “Deeper-fuck-eat my ass like you mean it-” Kiera did-tongue plunging, humming, fingers sliding into Helena’s pussy, three then four, stretching her. Helena came hard-pussy clenching, a hot rush coating Kiera’s wrist, ass pulsing around her tongue. They weren’t done. Helena pulled Kiera up, kissed her-tasting themselves, cum and spit mixing in sloppy, open-mouthed kisses. They ground together-pussies sliding, clits bumping-then flipped. Helena bent Kiera over the table, spread her cheeks, licked her asshole again while fingering her pussy from behind. Kiera pushed back, moaning. Helena stood, straddled Kiera’s thigh, ground her soaked pussy against it while reaching around to rub Kiera’s clit. They scissored sideways-legs tangled, pussies grinding in frantic rhythm, slick sounds echoing in the boardroom. They came together again-bodies shaking, cum dripping down thighs, mixing on the glass.

Collapsed against each other, breathing ragged, Helena pressed her forehead to Kiera’s. “This is dangerous,” Helena whispered. Kiera laughed weakly. “We’re already fucked.” Helena kissed her slow, tender now. “Then let’s keep fucking.” They cleaned up-wiped the table, straightened clothes, fixed hair. When the lawyers returned, both women were composed. Professional. But under the table, Helena’s foot rested against Kiera’s ankle. And neither moved it.

Chapter 3: Sealed with a Signature

The boardroom cleared out like a theater after the credits rolled. Lawyers packed briefcases, the CFO nodded curtly, and Kiera-still flushed, still avoiding Helena’s gaze-mumbled something about reviewing the revised terms and slipped out with a quick handshake. Helena watched her go, the sway of her hips a silent taunt. The door clicked shut, leaving Helena alone with the faint scent of their earlier indiscretion lingering on the glass table.

She sank into her chair, exhaled sharply. The partnership was signed-BloomLink now under Frost’s umbrella, with Kiera as her direct report. Professional suicide wrapped in a bow. Helena’s thighs still trembled from the memory: Kiera’s taste on her tongue, the wet clench of her body. She pressed her palms to her eyes. Focus. Work. A soft knock. “Ms. Frost? You okay in there?” Helena glanced up. Her secretary, Lila-twenty-one, fresh out of college, all wide-eyed efficiency and quiet competence-poked her head in. Lila was a gem: organized, discreet, with a pixie cut that framed her heart-shaped face and a body that filled out her pencil skirts in ways Helena had professionally ignored. Until now. “I’m fine, Lila. Just... decompressing.” Lila stepped inside, closed the door. 

“You look wrecked. That meeting was intense. The new partner-Kiera? She’s young, but sharp. You two seemed... tense.” Helena laughed, bitter. “Tense doesn’t cover it.” She gestured to the chair opposite. “Sit. I need to vent or I’ll explode.” Lila sat, crossed her legs. “Vent away. I’m all ears.” Helena leaned forward, voice dropping. “That one-night stand I mentioned? The one that left me useless?” Lila’s eyes widened. “The bar pickup? Yeah, you said it was mind-blowing.” “It was her. Kiera. We fucked like animals last night-sloppy, desperate. I had her bent over my bed, eating her out from behind, tongue in
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