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Pitch Perfect

 


“You’re
late...”

“Nice to see
you too, Geoff,” Stephanie shot back, a little more abruptly than
she meant. She’d had a long day at the agency and had only just
stepped through the front door.

“Look, I know
it’s late, but I’ve been working on one of the most important
pitches we’ve ever been involved in. I’ve got to present it
tomorrow and it’s a very important potential new client. My CEO
won’t exactly thank me if I blow it.”

Geoff looked taken aback. His
soulful grey eyes tried to pierce the hard business-like exterior
Stephanie often had. He took in her voluptuous figure, poured into
that expensive business suit. Despite the initial setback,
Stephanie’s long blonde hair, blue eyes and tanned complexion were
already beginning to stir his desire.

“Well, would
you like to go out somewhere? I’ve been away all week, and it would
be nice to catch up.”

“Not tonight,
Geoff. I’ve got a punishing schedule tomorrow. And if you think
taking me out for a meal will be your ticket to a night of rampant
sex, you can forget it. I’ve got to be fresh for...” Her words
tailed off as she heard the front door slam and suddenly she was
all alone in the flat.

“Leave it,” she
said to herself out loud. Her words echoed in the empty space.
“Concentrate on tomorrow. You’ve got a big career ahead of you if
you get this one right.”

Stephanie Spicer was a
determined woman. Getting her way was simply part of her very
being. She’d worked her way up the career ladder and, at just 28,
was already the youngest ever creative director at Conway Creative,
a top London branding agency. Ambitious and driven, Stephanie was
the epitome of a successful modern business woman. Nevertheless,
her tall, elegant and model-like figure had been no hindrance to
her swift rise in the rankings either.

She sipped back the glass of
wine she’d just poured and sighed. She needed to remain focused and
not dwell on her relationship issues. Geoff could be very tactless,
even when he meant well. As a business development manager himself,
he showed her the ropes in companies; helped her on her way up;
opened some doors for her. But Geoff was now so often out of town
on business that Stephanie didn’t really know if things were ‘on’
or ‘off’ with him. And she didn’t just mean in bed.

After a quick bite to eat, she
got ready to turn in. An early night would do her good. All her
clothes for the next day were laid out ready: charcoal grey pencil
skirt and matching fitted jacket with three-quarter length sleeves,
short-sleeved white Broderie Anglaise top, sheer-look sparkle bra
and matching knickers in nude and silver. Dark stockings and
Italian heels would complement the look. She opened her jewellery
case and chose a modern, stylish necklace and matching earrings,
silver leaf bracelet and two rings. Professional and confident.
“That must be everything,” she whispered to herself.

All alone, Stephanie began to
feel the emptiness of her flat. The departure of her lover hadn’t
been what she’d expected on the night before such an important
event. It wasn’t the ideal prelude to her pitch tomorrow, though it
wasn’t entirely out of character for Geoff. For the future,
Stephanie knew deep down that she needed someone to reassure and
support her, not add to her worries. Dwelling on it tonight would
do no good. She needed to get ready for bed. As she undressed, she
looked at her figure in the full-length wardrobe mirror, and took
in the reflection of the attractive yet very demanding young woman
standing there. She gently caressed the ripe orbs of her breasts,
noting the healthy look of her tan. An early summer holiday abroad
had perfected her bronzed glow, as well as won her many admiring
male glances. The silver studs that pierced her nipples were a
recent addition. Something she had decided on following a girl’s
night out, when she and three friends all had a piercing or tattoo.
The studs suited the shape of her nipples and kept them pert. The
silver daisy ball belly bar also looked just right, as her eyes
swept down to the trimmed bush beneath.

Stephanie might have dismissed
her lover for the night, but she still wished she had someone to
appreciate the sight of her nubile body. Folding into the cool and
crisp cotton sheets of her bed, the thoughts that were running
through her head would not go away. Whilst she tried to find
resolves for her relationship problems, her mind was racing and she
knew sleep would be elusive. As she lay back running through the
preparations for tomorrow, and the complications in her love life,
the caress of the sheets on her soft skin began to stir an urgency
between her silky thighs.

Without thinking, she found
herself cupping one of her hands over her sex and gently massaging
the folds of her delicate pussy lips. Her pace quickened and her
desire intensified as a sweet-yet-sexy tingling began to build deep
within her. Running her fingers around her clitoris, she was only
too aware that her cunt was responding to her self-administered
fondling. Opening her legs wider, she dragged her damp fingertips
over her throbbing clit, her eager pussy rippling with her touch.
Parting her lips, she slipped first one, then two fingers into her
moistening slit, fucking herself hard as a warm stickiness coated
each of her digits. She felt her lust growing inside her and pushed
herself closer and closer to the orgasm she desperately craved.
Working her fingers harder inside her pussy and circling her thumb
on her clit, she moaned in ecstasy knowing it would take only a few
more stokes for her to reach her pleasurable goal. Stephanie could
now no longer hold back her urgent need and as she gasped and
shuddered she felt herself explode inside with the most amazing
orgasm. Crying out loud, her head fell back on the pillow, her mind
went blank and her body writhed in a spiralling climax that
overtook her entire being. Panting from the tingling sensation in
her pulsating cunt, for a moment she lay still, enjoying both the
release of her pent-up emotions and the silence of her bedroom. As
she lay on the sheets she could feel her delicate juices soaking
into the fabric and, as her breathing began to return to normal,
she felt her clit throbbing in time with her pulse. The wave of
pleasure that had enveloped her began to subside, and a welcoming
glow now took her into a deep and restful slumber.

 


• • •

 


The harsh alarm on Stephanie’s
mobile phone rang in her ear. It was 6.30am, but she remembered
setting it early so she could prepare. The warmth of the shower
caressed her naked body and the smell of her juices still on her
fingers was eventually diluted until all traces of her recent
masturbation were gone. Breakfast was hurried, but necessary, as
her CEO, Katrina Conway, had arranged to pick her up in just a few
minutes. The noise of her door buzzer broke the silence.

“You ready?”
Katrina sounded anxious through the soft burr of her mixed British
and French accent. The product of an inter-European parental
liaison, Katrina looked every inch the French socialite, but had
her roots very firmly in London. Magazine-feature gorgeous, Katrina
shared Stephanie’s hard work ethic and business drive. At just 30,
she was CEO of her own agency in a fashionable London area. With
responsibility for the growth and development of the agency, and
the livelihoods of her 25 staff, she was both demanding and in
demand.

“Okay, let’s go,” said
Stephanie as she slid into the passenger seat of the boss’s
top-of-the-range yet eco-friendly Tesla. She glanced at Katrina.
Smart and sophisticated in a dark trouser suit, crisp white cotton
blouse, stockings and patent shoes, Stephanie knew she meant
business. And today, there was a lot of it up for grabs.

“Who are we
meeting today?” asked Katrina without any of the usual
pleasantries.

“Their Group
Sales and Operations Director, their Marketing Manager, and a
couple of more junior executives.” Stephanie had done her homework
and the presentation had been tailored to meet their needs, whilst
bringing in some innovative ideas for the company’s future brand
positioning worldwide.

“Good. Whilst
I’ll do the introductions and company background, this one’s over
to you. Today will be your baby. I know they are pitching four
agencies, and the other three are all bigger than us. So we must be
clear about our market research, methodology and our unique selling
proposition.”

“Of course,”
replied Stephanie. She knew all this already, but it seemed to be
the standard procedure that Katrina went through before every
pitch. “I’ve got everything together; I just hope they’ve arranged
a parking space for us.”

As they pulled up at the HQ of
Sports Gear Worldwide, the two women could see the enormity of
their task. The sheer size of the building announced that this was
no lightweight organisation, but a leading global player. The
company looked impressive, and their management would be expecting
big things from whichever agency they employed.

Katrina led the way into the
reception area of the building. Her black shoulder length hair was
neatly tied back, and her very demeanour oozed presence and
authority. Stephanie was somewhat envious. Katrina seemed to exude
a confidence that belied her earlier anxiety, even if it was all a
front.

I wonder what it feels like to
juggle managing a growing business, keeping together a happy
marriage, and still having looks that could excite any man around
you.

“Good morning,”
said the bright-eyed receptionist.

“Good morning,”
replied Katrina breezing up to the expensive-looking reception
desk. “It’s Katrina Conway and Stephanie Spicer from Conway
Creative, here to present to Mr. Martin."

“Would you just
sign the visitors’ book, please? Mr. Martin is expecting you. If
you would just take a seat, I’ll let him know you’re
here.”

The pair settled into an
expensive-looking leather settee. The distinctive aroma of quality
leather enveloped them like a glove as they sat. Just as they
started to adjust to their new opulence, a young woman dressed in a
smart suit approached them, with her arm extended to shake their
hands.

“Hi. I’m Nikki
Russell, Rick Martin’s PA. The team is ready for you now. We’re
heading to the boardroom, but don’t be intimidated. Oh, and we use
first names here. You’re welcome to call me Nix.”

Nix was young, early twenties,
and she had an alluring, dimpled smile. Stephanie followed as she
led Katrina and herself down a couple of long corridors to the
boardroom. Stephanie couldn’t help but notice how her cream skirt
hugged her pert little bottom, and her curvaceous breasts were
barely contained within the floral V-neck brocade top. With each
step her tits were in imminent danger of making an escape from her
softly-scalloped plunge bra. She was self-confident, flirtatious,
and very open about putting her femininity on display.

“This is a very
important time for the company as we are looking to expand into new
markets” said Nix as she directed them to the boardroom. “It’s not
just a case of us finding the best business solutions, but the
right people too. Of course, we checked out all the personnel from
each agency through their social media profiles. Now you just need
to sell yourselves to our team.”

Nix swung open the
heavy-looking wooden door to the boardroom with ease.

“Katrina Conway
and Stephanie Spicer from Conway Creative are here for you, Rick."
Nix’s introduction heralded their arrival into a large boardroom,
dominated by a massive table, plush high-back seating, and a large
screen at the far end.

“Welcome
ladies,” said Rick Martin, the man they needed to impress. He shook
their hands, introduced them to the other three men in the room and
indulged in the normal small talk that preceded the main
event.

Are
they all wearing Armani suits? They
all might as well be.

Money was not in short supply
here, and it made her even more determined to win this business, if
not for the sake of the agency’s bank balance, then at least for
her own self-esteem.

Rick was the oldest of the
panel except the rather underwhelming Operations Director, who
didn’t say much and only looked up occasionally. To their surprise,
Rick advised Katrina and Stephanie that Nix, who had stayed in the
room, was part of the reviewing panel, and would be note-taking
during the presentation. Rick was in his mid-thirties, and about
the same height as Stephanie at 5ft 10in; his accent and pronounced
drawl highlighted that he was very much American, but his chiselled
Italian-type good looks made him attractive in a rugged sort of
way. A few grey flecks had started to show in his well-groomed dark
hair, yet it seemed to give him more credibility and gravitas as a
staff member of some seniority.

With the introductions over and
everyone seated around the boardroom table, Katrina delivered her
brief company overview before handing over to Stephanie. As she
rose to address the audience, a tingle of anticipation ran through
her body. She was a well-experienced presenter, and this one needed
to be her best if the agency were to win the account. The next hour
disappeared in an instant, or so it seemed to her. Her presentation
flicked up on the screen whilst she delivered her in-depth, slick,
and well-rehearsed pitch. It seemed over almost before it had
begun.

“Any
questions?” she found herself asking before a flood of complex and
probing comments were thrown her way to answer with well-considered
and in-depth responses. As she stood at the end of the table, she
couldn’t help but notice the attention Nix was giving to her. Her
eyes seemed to be undressing her, caressing her tanned skin,
yearning for a tender embrace. Maybe she was just imagining things,
or maybe it was the slight chilling of the air conditioning, but it
was visibly evident that her nipples were standing proud and very
erect. The thin material of her bra and blouse did little to
disguise her arousal, but she had no option but to continue as if
nothing was untoward.

Stay focused, and just take
your eyes off Nix’s ripe breasts, too. I know she’s got them
displayed in the shop window, but you’re here to win the account,
not have a mutual tit-appreciation meeting. And besides, wouldn’t
you rather be fucking Rick?

She wondered if she had really
meant to have that last thought, even if it was only in her own
head. She hoped no-one would notice her face reddening slightly due
to her over-active imagination. Stephanie was not a woman to get
flustered easily, yet the very thought of something more than just
a passionate embrace with Rick had lit a fire within her. An
opportunity to do something more about it was clearly not on the
cards for today, and she immediately pushed the thought aside for
her to consider later. Without losing her stride, she managed to
round up her detailed and thorough presentation, answer a final
question and then wind up the Q&A session.

“We will be
seeing all the agencies today, and then we’ll be in touch,” said
Rick, summing up the morning’s activity. “If there is anything else
we need to know, we’ll be in contact." He smiled as he showed them
to the door, thanked them and shook their hands again. Nix took
Katrina and Stephanie back to the reception area displaying the
same confident sway of her hips and backside as before.

“I’ll be in
touch as soon as possible” reiterated Nix, with her dimpled smile
still in place. “Thanks again for coming; it’s been a pleasure
seeing you.” Giving Stephanie one last suggestive glance, she swept
away ready to conduct the whole performance again with the next
agency.

In the car came the post mortem
of the morning’s events.

“Well, I don’t
know about Rick Martin or the others, but the PA seemed to like
your presentation,” bristled Katrina. She seemed annoyed that the
person least placed to make the hiring decision was the one that
displayed the most interest in Stephanie’s business proposition, if
not more.

“I was rather
too focused on the pitch and the questions to notice,” came
Stephanie’s reply. “In any case, I think it’s more a case of what
the other agencies are like, and that’s something we won’t really
know.”

“Well, now we
just have to sit and wait. However, once we’re back in the office,
we will have a proper debrief, draft notes about areas we could go
back to them on and clarify our proposition where they were raising
some concerns. Steph, could you then email Rick to thank him for
his time today, and pick up on those points so he’s got all the
information he needs?”

“Of course,
Kat. I’ll make sure Rick has everything he needs,” replied
Stephanie, her mind drifting to thoughts of what else she would
like to give him.

The rest of the day seemed to
drag on to the early evening. Stephanie drafted a formal yet
positive ‘thank you’ to Rick and his team, covering areas of the
presentation that Katrina wanted enhanced to showcase the agency’s
credentials for the work. Once approved, she hit the ‘send’ button
on her laptop and closed it for the day. She sighed a long sigh.
Time to head home.

She was hoping that Geoff might
have returned, as she unlocked the door. Her anticipation quickly
turned to disappointment as she entered the flat and found it
exactly as she had left it earlier. Tidy, but empty. Stephanie
dropped her keys on the sideboard, the sound echoing in the
stillness of the space. Resigning herself to another lonely night,
Stephanie kicked off her heels and headed to the kitchen to prepare
some food. As she began to search in the cupboards for ingredients
for a vegetarian meal, she was lost in her own thoughts. As she
played things back in her mind, she knew things had gone well
today, though experience had taught her that nothing should be
taken for granted in such situations.

The sound of her mobile phone
ringing brought her back into the sharp reality of the business
world. She was expecting Katrina to be the caller, with some last
minute agency business that would need to be considered in
readiness for tomorrow.

“Hi Stephanie,”
came the soft voice. “It’s Nix here. Thanks for putting your mobile
number on the email you sent Rick. It just made it much easier to
call you out of business hours.”

“No problem,
Nix.”

Had I meant to
give Rick my personal mobile
number, even subconsciously?

“Call me about
what, exactly?” offered Stephanie without commitment in her
voice.

“Rick just
wanted you to know that he really loved your presentation, but
there are still a few things that he’d like to go over with
you.”

“Of course ...
Would you like Katrina and myself to come back tomorrow? I’m sure
we can find a diary window to suit you.”

“Actually, Rick
would be happy to meet just you. He wants to probe into things a
bit more. You know, some of your big ideas; that sort of thing.
It’s important, as he’s going to decide on the appointment later
on. Can you be here at 10am?”

“Sure. I’ll be
there.” Stephanie closed the call not knowing whether to be
excited, or worried.

Of course, this happens all the
time. Rick’s got a big decision to make. No chance of any mistakes.
Maybe he’s doing the same thing with each agency.

Stephanie opened her laptop
again. She hadn’t done so during Nix’s call, and had rather taken a
chance on her availability tomorrow, but she could re-arrange a few
things without too much problem. She would also need to let Katrina
know about this new development. As she picked up her mobile phone
to make the call, she hesitated.

“Maybe not,”
she whispered to herself, putting the phone down again. “I don’t
want Katrina getting upset she wasn’t asked. And, besides, this is
the deal-breaker, I’d like to be the one claiming the prize for
closing the business.”

That night Stephanie slept
alone again in her big bed. There had been no message from Geoff.
Perhaps he was off on business elsewhere again. Perhaps the other
night had been the final straw. Right now, all Stephanie could
think of was Nix.

What happened today?

Such feelings weren’t up her
usual street. Stephanie’s sexual CV was a long and complicated one,
littered with casualties, but all had been men. She was like a long
blonde animal, with plenty of mates only too happy to service her
tight pussy. Confused by this strange new mix of emotions and
exhausted by the long day, she found herself drifting off to sleep,
with no-one to hold her and no real sense of what the new day might
bring.

 


• • •

 


For the second time in two
days, Stephanie Spicer, creative director at Conway Creative, found
herself walking up the steps to the main entrance of the global
enterprise.

The distance to the reception
desk seemed longer than yesterday; the whole space seemed more
cavernous and the soft leather settee deeper and more enveloping
than when she last sat down into it.

Maybe perception is different
when you’re on your own.

The receptionist had been the
same, however, and had confirmed that she was expected, and again
asked her to sign in.

“Hi Stephanie,”
came Nix’s bubbling voice, floating towards her light as a feather
down the long passageway. “It’s so good to see you
again.”

“Well, it was
only yesterday,” Stephanie replied. She wanted to be positive,
however, and so quickly added, “It’s great that you’ve asked me
back. I’m sure I will be able to help Rick with any outstanding
questions.”

Stephanie had dressed in
another business suit. This potential new account was still a big
deal, and she wanted to be professional about her appearance.
Stephanie was a serious business woman, and was conscious that the
way she looked must always project her as such. Her dark suit was
understated but impeccably tailored, with a fitted mid-length
jacket accentuating and flattering her silhouette, complemented by
a neat pleated skirt. The silk trim on the jacket collar,
single-button front fastening and piped pockets provided shimmering
accents. The clothes seemed to reflect her approach to business:
Serious, straightforward and sophisticated. She hadn’t used much
makeup, but the fine eyeliner and subtle lip gloss, coupled with a
light blusher on her cheeks was enough to complete the
statement.

Nix had also more of a
formality to her today. A trouser suit and a higher-necked blouse
provided somewhat more modesty than the day before. Nevertheless,
her perfume was delicate, enticing and intoxicating. Perhaps she
was just teasing Stephanie, as the sheer fabric of the blouse only
accentuated Nix’s considerable assets beneath.

“Rick really
appreciates you coming again at short notice,” Nix
enthused.

“Well, I’m just
glad to be of assistance. It’s a big decision, and it’s got to be a
good fit between both sides.”

“Hope so” said
Nix with a playful smile as she ushered Stephanie into a different
room this time.

This must be
Rick’s own office. A typical
executive’s room, in fact. Somewhat masculine and very
business-like in its appearance.

There were absolutely no
superfluous adornments and the somewhat spartan office also held
little in the way of clues about Rick himself apart from one
photograph on the desk, facing away from her gaze.

Could that be a picture of his
wife, perhaps?

“Drink,
Stephanie? Rick won’t be a minute.”

“Just some
water, thanks,” said Stephanie as she settled into a seat. She
wriggled her shapely bottom on the cool leather. “You know, I feel
more nervous than yesterday, and the last thing I want is a dry
throat as I’m trying to talk to Rick.” Stephanie’s eyes followed
Nix as she moved around a small table in search of glasses. “By the
way, how did the rest of the day go with the other agencies? You
must have had a long day listening to all those business
proposals.”

“Oh, there were
some interesting concepts, of course,” said Nix as she walked to
the end of the office and began to pour some water into glasses at
a small sideboard. “But getting the right mix of creative
proposals, an achievable delivery and the right people was not as
easy as you’d think. Anyway, that’s what Rick wants to speak to you
about.”

“Hi Stephanie,
thanks for sparing me the time.” Rick’s accent was distinct and
forceful as he strode into the office. He shook hands with her, and
took his position in the big leather chair behind an equally
expansive desk.

“I’ve got to
tell you, Stephanie, you made quite an impression yesterday. Just
when you think you’ve seen it all, you’ve thrown something new into
the mix. Some great ideas, new directions; a chance to explore
emerging markets. Things that I think will shake up this company. I
liked what I saw. So did others...” he added, flashing a quick
sideways glance at Nix who had bent down to find some tissues at
the bottom of the sideboard to mop up some spilled
water.

“That’s great
news, Rick. I think the agency
would be a great business partner for you. But what is it that you
wanted to go through today? I’d like to think that I can give you
what you need before you make your decision.”

Just then, Nix stood up and
walked forward to place Stephanie’s glass of water on the table in
front of her. Leaning over Stephanie’s shoulder, her right breast
rubbed against Stephanie’s cheek in a slow, purposeful
movement.

“Right now,
Stephanie, I think it’s what you might be able to do for Nix that
is the big question.”

“I, er, well,
that is...” spluttered Stephanie, not quite sure if she was being
given the green light to give in to the feeling that had almost
engulfed her yesterday.

Nix turned to face her and,
bending down without asking, kissed Stephanie full on the lips.
Those beautiful lips that Stephanie had been aching to submit to.
Her tongue sought Nix’s warm mouth, probing into her with a deep
desire in a way that she had never done with a man before.
Stephanie held Nix against her, kissing her passionately, not
wanting to let her go. For once, the cool and collected
businesswoman lost herself, forgetting where she was, and focused
on this new emotion that was swelling inside her. A tingle of
sensation and anticipation began to increase between her thighs. It
seemed like an eternity before she and Nix parted, and a thrill
filled her as she could taste Nix’s nectar on her tongue before she
withdrew from the embrace.

“You seem to be
presuming a lot, Nikki. Sorry
... I mean Nix. How did you know that I...?” whispered Stephanie as
she stared into Nix’s playful hazel eyes.

“You wore it on
your sleeve yesterday,” breathed Nix. “I just wanted to make you
realise it.”

Nix then slid a hand under
Stephanie’s fitted jacket, cupping one of her breasts, gently
rubbing her nipple through the fabric of her blouse. Straight away
she could feel Stephanie’s pert tit hardening.

“Thought
so.”

“You knew that
too?”

“I adore a
woman with pierced nipples. It says confidence; power and
passion.”

“Well, I’ve
never had any complaints,” giggled Stephanie, freed from any
inhibitions in the presence of this vibrant young woman.

“Maybe I should
mark you out of ten,” teased Nix. “Let’s get down to the detail and
see what you can really do for me.”

If this was the final test of
her suitability to be awarded the agency account, Stephanie was
determined not to disappoint. Slipping out of her jacket, she took
both Nix’s hands and placed them on her breasts, squeezing her
fingers on to her yielding flesh. Nix began to knead her fulsome
globes through the blouse, before pulling the thin clothing up and
over Stephanie’s head. With Stephanie’s magnificent 38-inch bust
straining within her sparkle bra, she unhooked the fastenings and
let Stephanie’s pendulous breasts fall into her waiting hands.
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