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BUSINESS AS USUAL


Dita Darker


Together they were dynamite, the top sales team for the company. Traditionally, AFM’s sales people worked individually, targeted with a sales figure to reach over the year. Alex and John had taken the different tack of working as a team to target larger clients. Their double-headed approach worked and they had smashed their combined sales targets. A five-figure bonus had been their respective rewards.


As they traveled in a black cab to the restaurant where they were meeting a prospective client, Mr Yamamoto, Alex regarded her business partner idly. John was a well-groomed man, tall and muscular, with a shaved head and neatly trimmed sideboards and goatee. His shoulders were broad in his pinstriped suit, crisp dove-grey shirt and darker grey silk tie. His piercing blue eyes, undoubtedly his most attractive feature, were focused on the client file clasped in his strong, well-manicured hands.


When they had first begun working together the sexual frisson between them had been palpable. It had come to a head on an office night out where they had stolen just one rough, needy kiss in the dark corridor of a nightclub. Her stomach flipped involuntarily as she remembered that night: the meal, the club, the tequila, the dancing. Alex and John had been dancing to the loud, throbbing music, grinding their hips against each other outrageously. She recalled the way that his hands had roamed from her waist to her bottom, how she had looked up at him through her long dark fringe and most of all how the temptation to tilt her head the last two inches toward his smiling mouth had been almost unbearable.


She had not been altogether surprised after a trip to the ladies’ to find John waiting for her in the dark corridor. Without a word he had maneuvered her against the wall, immediately dropping his mouth to meet hers. It was an urgent, sexually charged kiss, his tongue probing her mouth with a ferocity borne of pure desire. She had responded with her full body, pushing against him, biting his lower lip, exploring his inquisitive mouth with its rough lips and hot interior. Her pussy was hot with desire and his cock was hardening against her, straining against his dark denim jeans. He kissed her neck and ran his hands through her long hair to pull her head roughly to his.


But John was married. He had pulled away with difficulty.


“We can’t,” he had said, “it would ruin everything, we could get the sack.”


Alex had nodded, hastily breaking contact with his devastating eyes and smoothing down her dress where it had become rumpled during their passionate embrace.


“And I’m married,” he had added.


It was true, she reasoned, what they had was too good to be ruined by a seedy affair. The racy red convertible that sat in pride of place on her driveway was a benefit afforded only by their continued success. John’s holiday home in the south of France was the fruit of two years of hard labour and the best sales figures in the company. In the cold light of the Monday morning they had talked their situation over in earnest. They decided that to be a team and keep at the top of their game their relationship would have to remain on a purely professional footing. Over time their unfulfilled lust had eased to a familiar if flirtatious friendship. However more often than not it was still John that she thought of as she masturbated.


As the cab pulled up at the restaurant, Alex couldn’t help but notice the way that John’s eyes surreptitiously slid from her expensive patent leather high heels up her sheer-stocking-clad legs to where her skirt had slid slightly above the knee. She caught his eye and he smiled, knowing that he had been caught ogling her but not embarrassed about it.


The restaurant specialized in seafood and the sea bass Alex ordered was divine, especially washed down with a very nice white wine. She couldn’t help but notice the appreciative glances thrown her direction from their guest. Mr Yamamoto was a well-kept middle-aged gentleman with distinguished salt and pepper hair. She often flirted a little with clients to keep the conversation moving over dinner or drinks but today found herself genuinely enjoying the banter. Mr Yamamoto was undoubtedly excellent company, but remained evasive on the subject of whether his company would place an order with AFM.


“To be quite frank,” he said, spreading his hands in front of him, “I’m not entirely sure what your unique selling point is. I’ve eaten a hundred different lunches with a hundred different companies. I like you two—” he looked pointedly at Alex “—but I’m not convinced that I should give you my business.”
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