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​ “Ladies and
gentlemen, may I have your attention please?”

The speaker
tried to quiet the roomful of people who were busily talking
amongst themselves.

As
conversations continued, he raised his voice to deliver a second
announcement.

“Could we have some quiet please?”

Standing up
behind a long table on a low stage at one end of the packed room,
he looked anxious that those attending his press conference were
just not listening. The room was not overly large, and the low roof
only amplified peoples’ chattering.

He looked
smart in a charcoal grey suit and open-necked check shirt, as he
stood in front of a backdrop of well-branded promotional signage.
Everything suggested this was a press conference of importance.

For his third
attempt, he lifted the microphone from the table, cleared his
throat and spoke in a resonant voice.

“If everyone is ready, can we now begin?”

Gradually, the
buzz of multiple conversations died, and he sat down at the center
of the table to speak to the assembled crowd using the same
microphone, now positioned in front of him.

“Well, good morning, everyone. I’m delighted that our many
friends in the sporting and national press have turned out this
morning for what will, I’m sure, be an interesting
event.”

The man, who
then introduced himself as Mark Devlin, the Communications Director
at Sportslife PR, leant forward again to speak into the microphone.
He looked calm and more relaxed after the earlier false-starts. It
was evident to even the most casual observer in the audience that
this was where a man in his position was in his element. A
youthful-looking thirty-something with short brown hair and a
tightly-cropped beard and moustache, he appeared to revel in being
the center of attention.

“Sportslife PR is delighted to be working with Sports Gear
Worldwide and Conway Creative on a major new tennis sponsorship
project globally, but today is really all about one person — one of
the rising stars in Women’s Tennis Association rankings, and the
new face and brand ambassador for Sport Gear Worldwide — Kelly
Finch. It’s therefore my great pleasure and privilege to introduce
you to Kelly, who will be talking to you about this new sponsorship
and answering press questions today.”

From behind
the white backdrop which was luridly festooned with the company’s
logo, stepped a confident young woman radiating a brilliant
toothpaste-white smile and swinging her ponytail behind her as she
walked to her seat. At just twenty-two years old, Kelly was on a
meteoric rise in American women’s tennis, and clearly destined for
stardom. Dressed in suitably branded but otherwise all-white casual
clothing, she sat in the center of the table, next to Mark. Though
he didn’t say much, bookending her on the other side was Sports
Gear’s corporate planning manager, Dean Wright, according to the
name card next to his glass of water.

In the
assembled audience, Stephanie Spicer, creative director at London
branding agency, Conway Creative, whispered to Adam Lancaster, her
project manager. “I know this is a big deal for Sports Gear and us,
but I just hope the PR agency doesn’t make this too much of a
circus.”

“They always do,” replied Adam, his stern eyes still fixed on
the stage. “But she’s young, cute and very photogenic, so the
sports photographers will certainly have some eye candy for their
pages tomorrow.”

Stephanie
liked Adam Lancaster. A hugely experienced project manager, he’d
helped work with the US-based organisation to put this deal
together, and now everyone was going to benefit from the publicity.
Even though she’d hired him, Stephanie had certainly held a few
reservations about Adam initially. There were no issues to do with
his work, which was exemplary, though his slightly serious nature
might not have fitted easily into Conway’s culture. But he’d
quickly found his feet, found his way into Stephanie’s bedroom and
found out she was bisexual in quick succession. Now he was helping
push the agency forward, developing the relationship with a slick
PR agency to work alongside Conway Creative. The mix of their
respective skills would ensure their new brand ambassador served
more than a few aces for their US client.

With a slight
tilt of her head, and with her mid-western drawl cranked up, Kelly
began to answer questions from the press. She was, she said, in
Britain for some serious warm-up practice on the south coast before
playing a number of exhibition matches at an international tennis
tournament in Liverpool. She was also undertaking a number of
promotional events for Sports Gear Worldwide and returning to the
States.

Stephanie listened to the ongoing Q&A
session, but
found her mind drifting. Why is it that female tennis players always seem
to have small breasts? she thought to herself. Her own full bosom heaved
slightly as she imagined a lover’s touch on her ample tits. Adam
had recently and unexpectedly joined her whilst she was sharing an
intimate moment with her client’s PA, Nikki Russell, and he
certainly had no complaints regarding her fulsome chest. Nor did
the client, Rick Martin, the Group Sales and Operations Director at
Sports Gear Worldwide, but his temporary absence abroad had left
Stephanie unfulfilled for a couple of months now. Her staff member
and lesbian lover, Jess Doyle, was also a fan of Stephanie’s ripe
breasts, and she of hers.

With her mind
distracted from proceedings, Stephanie recalled her recent
encounters with Jess and smiled inwardly. Jess had helped her
resolve some issues, and she had finally had the courage to dump
her “on/off” boyfriend Geoff. He didn’t go quietly, though, and she
resented the pain he had caused with his hurtful accusations about
her former lover, Dan. Yes, she and Dan still worked together and,
yes, she had enjoyed a wonderful one-night stand with him when he
needed consoling over the break-up with his fiancé. But it had gone
no further and now she was finally single and Geoff-free.

Stephanie
focussed on the stage again. Adam was right; Kelly was cute, but
she felt no butterflies in her stomach whilst watching her. Maybe
sportswomen weren’t her thing. Right now, with the lack of
attention to her own tight little pussy, Stephanie needed a guy
capable of really satisfying her, and no half measures. At the very
thought, there was a tingle of anticipation between her thighs.
Unconsciously, she found her eyes diverting back to Mark. She’d
been in meetings with him a few times before and found him
attractive, but had not tried to take things further. After all,
she was with him on business, and important business at that. But
she wondered what would now happen, with boundaries becoming
blurred, if the intensity of their working relationship heated up?
Stephanie’s gaze focused on Mark, and she didn’t realize she had
tuned out from Kelly’s words completely.

“That sounds like some extra work for us,” hissed Adam, digging
Stephanie in the ribs. She jolted back to reality with a start. “I
know we’ve agreed the plans in outline with Sportslife, but I think
that’s something of an embellishment,” he added.

“Which bit, Adam?” whispered Stephanie under her breath, trying
to hide her inattentiveness.

Adam rolled
his piercing blue eyes.

“Kelly’s appearance at the sports awards dinner in London,
before she flies back to the States.”

“Well, it’s all good publicity for the brand, and that’s what
we’re getting paid for. If we’ve got all the other project
deliverables planned, I’m sure we can fit one more in. Look, I’ll
talk to Mark later and see how we can make it happen.”

As a
professional, Stephanie always tried to go the extra mile and
deliver the best performance for her clients in the fast-paced and
cut-throat business world. She had a reputation for being one of
the sharpest agency directors in London. She was supremely
intelligent, smart as a whip and her work ethic and professionalism
were matched by a rare beauty. She was slim, incredibly attractive
and she had the figure of a thoroughbred fashion model. Her shapely
figure, long blonde hair, forget-me-not blue eyes and rosebud mouth
may have given some the false impression that she was just sex on a
stick.
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