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“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.
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