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Love Plus One

 


“It’s a beautiful view,
isn’t it? London at night … all those pretty lights.”

“Not as beautiful as the one
I’m looking at right in front of me,” came the quick
reply.

Rick Martin, the Group Sales and Operations
Director at Sports Gear Worldwide, slid his arms around Stephanie
Spicer’s waist and kissed her cheek in the low light of his hotel
room. Still looking out the window, Stephanie tilted her head back
and rested it on his shoulder so it pressed against his. It was
what the Creative Director of branding agency Conway Creative had
waited a long time for.

“I just knew you’d be at the
event tonight, Steph. Last time we were at an event together we
didn’t have the luxury of time on our side. Now, we’ve got all
night,” whispered Rick as he nuzzled even closer to Stephanie’s
curvy body.

Stephanie turned in his arms to face him,
her ample breasts pressing against his firm chest. Her revealing
black evening dress for the sports awards ceremony had been daring,
even by her standards, though she had never anticipated it would
net her a prize like this. She smiled to herself at the thought of
the media frenzy she and young tennis starlet Kelly Finch had
caused as they arrived at the event. Although she had arrived with
Kelly, she had left with Rick and now, in the muted light of his
hotel room, she focussed on Rick’s face. His Italian-type good
looks belied the fact he was American, a little older than
Stephanie, yet he was the man she desired with all her heart.

Reaching up with her hands, she pushed her
fingers through his grey-streaked hair and pulled him towards
her.

“We may have all night, but
we’ve got to start somewhere,” she teased.

“How about
here…?”

Without another word, Rick locked his mouth
onto Stephanie’s rosebud lips and kissed her with an intensity that
immediately lit a fire within her, and she could feel a tingle of
anticipation growing between her thighs. Stephanie’s face flushed
as she felt Rick’s tongue exploring and caressing her mouth,
tangling with her own.

“I’d almost forgotten how
good you taste, Steph.”

“I’ve never forgotten
anything about you, Rick,” said Stephanie with a moan of
contentment. “Especially that cock of yours. I’m hoping you haven’t
forgotten what you did with it last time.”

Releasing herself from Rick’s embrace,
Stephanie moved towards the bed, knowing Rick’s eyes were following
her every move. As she turned to face him, she could see and feel
his eyes drinking in the sight of her womanly shape poured into the
figure-hugging dress.

“Is this what you remember?”
whispered Stephanie, as she released the fastenings and let the
dress fall to the floor. She was completely naked, apart from a
tiny black G-string that just covered her pussy.

“God, Steph, that’s better
than I remember.”

“Well, let’s see what else
we can improve on,” cooed Stephanie.

Rick slipped off his suit jacket, tie and
shirt, kicked off his shoes and dropped his trousers. With just his
boxer shorts still in place, he walked towards Stephanie, flashed
his broad grin and picked her up in his arms before taking her to
the bed and laying her on top of it.

“My, my. What strong muscles
you have, Rick.”

“All the better to hold you
with, Stephanie.”

“And what else are you going
to do to impress me?”

Rick didn’t say anything, but leaned over
her body and his mouth found the softness of one of her breasts.
His tongue flicked her sweet, pink nipple and he sucked it hard,
rolling around the silver studs of her nipple piercings. The
piercings had been enjoyed by Stephanie’s many lovers, and Rick was
no exception; teasing one nipple with his tongue, and the other
with his hand, they were soon aching buds of desire.

“That feels so good. Keep
playing with them,” urged Stephanie. “I’ve waited months for this.
I need to feel so hot tonight.”

“Only the best for you,
Steph.”

Taking the willing flesh in his warm hands,
Rick began to squeeze her soft orbs, his expert fingers pressing
into her heavy tits. The tingle that had been building within
Stephanie’s belly was now growing with each second, and the small
patch of fabric covering her eager cunt was already becoming moist
with her love juices.

“Don’t stop,” begged
Stephanie. “This is what I want, what I need. I want you to fuck me
hard. Just do what you want with me.”

“Anything you desire,
Steph.”

Rick kissed her breasts again, before
running his tongue all the way down her body, over the soft contour
of her belly and down to her pubic mound, with its small patch of
trimmed, golden hair.

Rick moved to the edge of the bed, and
dropped down so he could bury his face between Stephanie’s thighs,
taking in the heady scent of her sopping pussy. Stephanie started
to moan as she felt Rick’s face caress her hot inner thighs. As he
began to kiss the fabric of her last piece of clothing, Stephanie
arched her back with desire, pushing her hungry quim harder against
Rick’s probing tongue.

“Don’t tease me, Rick. You
know what I want, and I want it now!”

Rick slipped off her G-string without
hesitation and began to toy with her eager pussy. As his fingers
rubbed around her soaked pussy lips, Stephanie could feel a
throbbing deep within her that needed satisfying.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,
Steph.”

Rick began to stroke and explore Stephanie’s
sopping slit even further with his tongue, flicking the nub of her
clit, his tongue tantalising her and pushing her closer and closer
to a climax. With his fingers, he slid first one, then two digits
into her. Gasping at this intrusion, Stephanie’s head rolled back,
and she spread her legs wider to allow Rick’s exploration of her
sticky cunt. As Rick finger-fucked her hard with a powerful
piston-like motion, Stephanie could feel the first tremors of an
orgasm beginning to build deep in her belly.

Not yet, not yet.

“Mmm. Why not try a taste of
this?” said Rick, pulling his fingers out of her pussy and placing
them next to her mouth. Stephanie obliged by lifting her head and
licking her own delicate juices off Rick’s fingers.

“Not bad, Rick, but what I
think it needs is the addition of a man’s cum to complete the
cocktail. Care to oblige?”

Rick didn’t need to be asked twice and he
removed his boxer shorts to reveal the massive cock that had been
growing inside them whilst he’d been pleasuring Stephanie. She held
out her hand to feel the length and girth of his manhood.

“Now that is just as I
recall,” breathed Stephanie. “And I think I know where you’d like
to put it.”

Rick raised himself so the head of his
engorged prick pressed against Stephanie’s swollen pussy lips.
Stephanie responded by taking his shaft and pumping it hard with
her hand until it was like a steel rod, throbbing in her palm. As
Stephanie’s hand steered Rick’s cock into her hot and
well-lubricated sex, he gave one massive thrust that sunk him deep
inside her wet folds.

“Oh my God. Oh my God.
Christ, you’re so big,”

“Didn’t you remember that
bit, Steph?”

“Yes … yes, of course. Now,
give me what I want, fill me right up.”

As Rick’s prick spread her pussy lips wider,
he slid in deeper until he was up to the hilt inside her slot. As
he began to develop a pumping rhythm, Stephanie could feel his big,
hairy balls slapping against her inner thighs and her breasts began
to wobble around wildly with each thrust.

I want this to last just a little longer …
just a little longer.

“You’re so beautiful, Steph.
I can’t get enough of you,” whispered Rick, as he once again leant
forward and began to nibble and tease, then suck hard on
Stephanie’s erect nipples.

With Rick’s mouth exploring her tits,
Stephanie knew she couldn’t hold back any longer. She had been
trying to subdue the urgency of a huge climax that was building
within her. Her heart was now pounding like a hammer and the blood
pumped through her veins like she had never felt before. She felt
she would burst and could no longer contain the floodtide of
sensation and emotion that was engulfing her. As she reached her
peak, wave after wave of the most erotic sensation swept through
her, her body bucked on the dampened sheets and she let out an
almost primordial cry, as if in pain, as a huge orgasm erupted deep
inside her body and pulsed through her. Her arms thrashed out
before she grasped Rick’s strong body and pulled it down on top of
her and she flopped back onto the bed, perspiration dripping from
her face, sticking her mane of golden hair to her cheeks.

Gasping for breath, for a few minutes
Stephanie lay beneath Rick, unable and unwilling to move. Her eyes
rolled back as she felt her cunt pulsate around the huge tool still
inside her. As she drifted back to reality, she felt Rick’s chest
hair rubbing against her breasts, and she knew he needed his own
release.

“Christ, you’re so good.
Now, Rick, fuck me hard and don’t hold back. Give this horny little
bitch just what she wants.”

Rick kissed her, biting down on her lower
lip, and once again began working his cock in and out of her
soaking cunt. Pumping faster and faster, his face began to redden,
and his cock swelled even wider.

“I’ve been waiting so long
for this. You’re beautiful, Steph, you look fucking gorgeous. And
now I’m going to fill you…”

Stephanie could feel his entire body start
to tremble, as his urgency drew him ever nearer to his own orgasm.
She watched as he deeply inhaled the scent of her love juices that
were now soaking into the sheets, and she smiled as he stared in
naked lust at the sight of her breasts jiggling around in front of
him.

“Steph … Steph …
ahh…”

Rick’s climax came with one final thrust
that almost deprived Stephanie of breath. He let out a massive
grunt and Stephanie felt his whole body shake and writhe in a
delicious ecstasy above her as he emptied his aching balls into her
hot quim. The force of his coming sent a shockwave right through
Stephanie, and she clasped him close to her again as he continued
to pump his thick creamy jizz into her body.

Stephanie took his head in her hands and
kissed Rick full on the lips. He looked spent, satisfied and
lovelier than she had ever seen him. When he finally withdrew from
her, his spunk flowed in a hot river down her thighs. Taking his
hand, she pushed his fingers into her cunt then brought them to her
mouth so she could taste their new cocktail. She licked her lips
and smiled.

“I’ll never get enough of
you, Rick. Let’s not wait so long for the next time.”

 


• • •

 


“Window or
aisle?”

“Sorry, Katrina, what did
you need to know?”

“Steph, haven’t you been
listening to anything I’ve been saying? I need to know whether
you’d like a window or aisle seat for your flight to LA,” sighed
Katrina.

“Aisle would be fine. But I
still think it should be you going on this trip, not me. After all,
you’re the boss.” Stephanie wasn’t often argumentative with her
CEO, but this was important enough to have been causing her
sleepless nights. She knew only too well that a visit to Sports
Gear Worldwide’s LA office would throw her straight into the bear
pit with her nemesis, Diane Martin, the company’s Global HR
Director and wife of her lover.

“What’s wrong with you,
Steph? You just haven’t seemed yourself for a few weeks — ever
since that sports awards event. Anyone else would think you didn’t
want to go….”

“It’s not that, and I know
I’ve met Sports Gear Worldwide’s company president before, but this
type of meeting should be at the very highest level, that’s all,”
said Stephanie in a final attempt to change Katrina’s
mind.

“Look, Steph, even if I
wanted to, I’m not free for the month that will be necessary to
deliver the work. Anyway, the project needs your branding
expertise. You know that.”

As the CEO, Katrina Conway was surely used
to handling objections that came her way, but she still seemed
taken aback by her creative director’s unwillingness to jump at a
golden opportunity.

“This is your baby, Steph.
You’ve worked so hard on this account and you should reap the
reward. It will be a great opportunity to work with the US team and
oversee the branding roll-out in the American territories. Besides
which, it’s also the perfect chance now that we’ve landed the
account to expand our business within the company. You’re best
placed to build those links at a face-to-face level. And don’t look
so worried — I’m letting you travel business class.”

Stephanie slumped back in her chair in
resignation. Her long blonde hair fell across her face and masked
the sadness in her normally bright blue eyes. Of course, she wanted
to see the account develop and grow. Finally, though, she’d got the
one thing she wanted in her own personal life in the UK: Rick
Martin, into her bed. Now, just as things were looking like they
might blossom, she was being shipped out to the States and straight
into Diane’s clutches.

“OK, Kat. I give in,” she
breathed without any excitement in her voice. “Sorry, I’ve been a
bit sticky about this and I don’t want it to be an issue. There’s
just a lot going on at the moment on home turf.” Stephanie hadn’t
been able to prevent the inevitable, but at least she’d registered
her complaint with a valid reason. “Just make sure Adam and Jess
can keep things ticking over here until I get back, won’t you?
We’ve got some other potential new business clients in the
pipeline, and I’ll need to move those ahead as soon as I get
back.”

As she got up to leave, she smiled at
Katrina.

Of course, I know you’re right, as always.
That’s why I respect and admire you as a very successful
businesswoman. It’s just that I want to get some things sorted out
in my own life too.

She closed the door behind her and headed
back to her own office, her heels clicking staccato-fashion on the
polished flooring with each urgent step. She just had time to sort
out a few last details of her work handover for her project
manager, Adam Lancaster, before leaving the office.

Then home to an empty flat, and a quiet
night before a punishingly early journey to the airport the next
morning.

 


• • •

 


Stephanie woke before the alarm rang. Her
body seemed to have an in-built clock, but it also had an annoying
habit of getting her up earlier than necessary. She was already
packed, so a quick shower, some coffee and getting dressed in her
smart-yet-casual clothes was all that she needed to do before her
taxi arrived.

As she stood in the bathroom, she admired
her naked body in front of a full-length mirror. Taking in the
bountiful orbs of her womanhood, she pinched her pert nipples, shot
through with their silver ball-ended piercings. They had enticed
more than a few men and, more recently, a few women too. With one
hand cupping a pendulous breast, the other slid down her naked
stomach, past her silver belly bar, and came to rest just above the
subtle patch of blonde pubic hair crowning her sex. She slid her
fingers down between her thighs and rubbed her pussy lips with a
soft caress before pulling away.

Sorry — not right now.

She sighed to herself, and instead let her
eyes wander down to the long, subtle length of her tanned legs.

Christ … what am I going to do without Rick
for a month?

Thoughts of Rick’s recent attentions to her
willing body flooded back into her mind, even if she hadn’t had
time to daydream right then. Reaching out, she turned on the shower
instead, stepping into the cold cubicle, and washed away her
thoughts as she prepared for the challenge ahead.

The taxi was prompt, and Stephanie sank into
the rear seat as the driver steered them towards the airport. The
coffee had done its work, and she was wide awake, wanting to be
alert until she was on the plane. Then, once reclined in a business
class seat thousands of feet above the North Atlantic Ocean, she
could drop her guard and let her mind drift.

Arriving at the airport terminal, Stephanie
made her way to check-in pulling a large, wheeled suitcase and a
smaller handbag over her shoulder. It was hot in the terminal, and
she was thankful she had opted for a lightweight linen skirt and
jacket and a cool cotton blouse. At the desk, the queue was short
and the clerk efficient. Stephanie checked in her suitcase before
heading straight to the international departures gate with little
hold-up.

Here we go. Wait for the usual alarm to go
off as I go through the body scanner at security.

Almost as the words ran through her head,
the tall metal unit started flashing.

“Excuse me, madam. Could you
please just step to one side?” the female airline security officer
said, as she ushered Stephanie aside. “I just need to check for
metal items.”

She was overweight, unattractive, and
clearly relishing the thought of a body pat-down with
Stephanie.

Couldn’t they ever employ a
female security officer with a trim, curvy figure and who wasn’t as
ugly as sin? thought Stephanie before
realizing how bitchy she sounded. Being forced away on this trip
and away from Rick was already making her more irritable than she
cared to admit.

“I’ve got a belly bar, a
couple of rings, and my nipples are pierced, OK?” Stephanie shot
out as the woman ran a device like a small tennis racquet up and
down the length of her body. As it reached her chest, Stephanie
pushed her breasts forwards until the soft, ample flesh was almost
bursting out of the thin bra and cotton blouse.

“I think you’ve found what
you were looking for. It’s OK; they’re not dangerous.”

“It depends what you do with
them, honey,” came the suggestive response. The guard smiled, but
let Stephanie through, as she turned away and looked for another
passenger to hassle.

Safely ensconced in the business class
departures lounge, Stephanie awaited the announcement of her
flight.

Kat was right. I should be excited by this
trip. It’s not the type of thing that will happen to me every
day.

Just then her thoughts were interrupted by
the loudspeaker system.

“Will passengers for flight
AA2648 to Los Angeles prepare for boarding?”

With a final ticket check at
the gate, she and the other passengers headed down the walkway into
the aircraft. At the door, she was met by an air stewardess in a
crisp and smart red uniform. Stephanie noted her warm and welcoming smile, dark tied-back hair, deep
brown eyes and dark skin. Her name badge announced her name as
Asha.

She’s cute, and her name is every bit as
lovely and mystical as her looks.

“Let me direct you to your
business class seat,” offered Asha in a sweeping American
accent.

“Do you always work on the
transatlantic route?” asked Stephanie. “You seem a little far from
home.”

Asha laughed with a light lilt and smiled
again. “You mean I should be somewhere in Asia? Well, thank you for
your concern. But my father is Indian and my mother American. And
the US is definitely my home. Here’s your seat.”

“Why do they always make the
lockers so high,” spluttered Stephanie, trying to hide her
embarrassment at her faux pas, reaching up to put her handbag in
the overhead compartment. Her clothes clung to her model-like body
as she lifted the bag, and she noticed Asha drinking in the sight
of her well-proportioned curves with an unmistakable
desire.

“I think you could do with a
little help there,” offered Asha.

“Oh, Christ,” cried
Stephanie as just then the zip on her bag opened, tipping the
entire contents out over the floor and seats. “I’m so sorry. It
can’t have been properly closed,” blurted out Stephanie, stating
the obvious, and staring at the newly distributed handbag contents
everywhere.

“Don’t worry. Accidents
happen,” said Asha. “I’ll help you. Everything will be fine. We’ll
soon have this sorted out.”

The pair quickly retrieved everything from
her powder compact, lipstick and tissues to her passport and purse.
As Asha passed the items back, she discretely handed Stephanie one
final object. It was the large contoured vibrator that Rick had
used with her when he’d stayed overnight at her flat just a few
days ago.

“You might need this later …
I take it you’re travelling alone?” Asha shot her a knowing look
and flashed her brilliant smile. “I’ll bring you a blanket shortly.
It’ll keep you warm if you fancy a sleep and also make things
discrete if you want to have nice dreams.”

A hint of danger shone in Asha’s eyes as
Stephanie realised she must know exactly what she was planning for
her in-flight entertainment.

Stephanie gave Asha a look of appreciation
as she settled into the plush leather seat and got comfortable. The
male window seat occupant was already reading through a newspaper
and hardly noticed Stephanie’s presence.

I could scream out with the most passionate
orgasm and you’d never know.

Although Stephanie had heard the safety
instructions many times before, she watched intently as Asha ran
through the procedure. She was slim with thin, shapely legs.
Stephanie imagined running her milky-white-colored hands over
Asha’s tender, hazel-toned skin. She looked as delicious as soft
brown sugar, and Stephanie knew straight away that she wanted to
taste her. It would be as sweet as dark and white chocolate melting
together.

Scanning her body, Stephanie took in her
moderate-sized breasts buttoned up inside her uniform. They were
well-proportioned for her slight frame. Just hand-sized and ready
for Stephanie to squeeze her fingers around. Though the uniform did
little to showcase her femininity, Stephanie could see the faintest
outline of her pert nipples pressing against the fabric.

I’d like to slip my hand
inside your jacket and touch those love buds.

Even in an unflattering uniform, Stephanie
knew that Asha had a body to die for and a mouth that invited
exploration. Maybe later, Stephanie hoped, if there was a
chance.

With the safety instructions over, the cabin
crew prepared for take-off. With an almighty thrust of the engines
the plane was airborne, leaving a thin vapour trail as it left
British soil. Stephanie relaxed back into the reclining seat and
started to dream about the last few days. With the cabin lights
still dimmed, she closed her eyes. Just then, she felt a soft
blanket being placed over her body.

“There, that’s better,” said
Asha as she knelt down and started to adjust the blanket. As she
moved, Asha slid her hand under the blanket and pushed it up inside
Stephanie’s skirt. Stephanie gasped with a sharp intake of breath.
A tingle of anticipation ran through her body and she began to feel
a throb in her eager pussy. She glanced to see if the man next to
her was watching, but he’d already drifted into a deep
sleep.

Stephanie could feel the caress of Asha’s
fingers as they ran along the insides of her thighs, and finally
pressed against her pussy lips where they rubbed against her
knickers. All she could think of was just a few days ago when Rick
had done the exact same thing. Her eyes rolled back in her head and
she squirmed at the sensitive touch of Asha’s playful fingers on
her sex. A sweet throb was building between her legs, and her own
juices were already beginning to seep into her expensive Agent
Provocateur underwear.

“Something wrong, madam?”
teased Asha.

“No, no,” Stephanie gasped.
“It’s just that I need something.”

“Of course,” said Asha, as
she found the vibrator within the seat pocket where Stephanie had
put it earlier. She pushed it into Stephanie’s hand, closing her
fingers around the thick plastic penis. Without any objections, she
then directed both towards Stephanie’s rapidly moistening
slot.

“Unfortunately, I’ve got to
get back to work, but I think you’ll be able to manage the rest
now. Sweet dreams, Ms Spicer.”

Stephanie checked to make sure no-one was
watching, and flicked the button to “on”. The vibrator was
noiseless but, straight away, Stephanie could feel the large cock
throbbing and ready for action. Sliding it towards her pussy,
Stephanie rested the bulbous head against the thin, wet fabric of
her panties. The tingle awakened deep feelings inside her cunt and
a ripple of excitement ran between her thighs.

“Oh God,” breathed Stephanie
as she maneuvered the head of the large dick to the side of the
material, and pushed the vibrator so it was now resting against her
expectant pussy lips. Rick had chosen the vibrator as it was
similar in size to his own fully-erect cock. He didn’t want her to
forget the delights she had experienced with him in her wet and
willing slot. Rick had been a passionate and tender lover, and
Stephanie appreciated it. They had waited a long time for the
opportunity to make love, but things had finally come together in
his hotel bed, then in her own.

A vibrator might not be
quite the same, but it’s the best I can do for
now.

As the enormous digit buried its way into
her, stretching the sides of her pussy, she managed to stifle her
gasp. She was wet, and she wanted to take things slowly, imagining
it was Rick penetrating her, aching to fill her with his creamy
cum.

“Oh … oh…” she moaned
quietly as the faintest hum of the vibrator vanished, once the unit
slid entirely into her moist cunt. The feeling was intense and a
familiar erotic rush coursed through her body. She could almost
imagine Rick pleasuring her love-hole as she slid the thick,
veined, artificial cock back and forth like a piston in her hot
pussy. Her cunt clenched around the dick and as she closed her eyes
and put her head back, she intensified the speed of the action.
With her other hand, she fondled one of her breasts and pinched the
nipple hard, the stud making it ache with pleasure. She wanted to
scream out, but knew she couldn’t.

She could feel Rick’s caress, feel the heat
of his body on hers and imagine it was him ramming between her
legs. Spreading them wider, she began to explore the slippery folds
of her pussy lips, running her fingers onto her aching clitoris. As
her teasing strokes worked on her soaked clit, she began to bring
herself closer to an orgasm. Her body arched in the seat and she
pushed her hips downwards even harder onto the penetrating cock,
her sweetly scented pussy juices lubricating it as it began to take
her to a passionate cliff edge from which there would be no return.
As Stephanie imagined the warm, wet gush of Rick’s seed being
pumped into her, her body heaved and shuddered. She knew she didn’t
have long as an enormous orgasm began to grow inside her. She threw
back her head and just stifled a cry as she peaked, reaching her
climax. An explosion of pleasure crashed through her every fiber,
the intensity almost overpowering her, throwing her back into the
seat as her senses shattered into hundreds of little pieces, before
floating earthwards.

For a few minutes she lay in her reclined
seat almost motionless with her eyes still closed. Her pulse
throbbed almost painfully in her pussy, as she continued to clench
onto the cock. As she slid back into reality, she withdrew the
vibrator from her wet slot and she could smell her own sweet scent.
Without focusing, she gazed up in the low light, sensing someone
near.

“Next time, I’d like to be
the one taking you to the moon,” whispered Asha, as she knelt down
next to Stephanie.

Still dazed, Stephanie could only just
manage a whisper in return.

“Yes, please. I’ll be ready
for boarding.”

“I hope so, Stephanie. I’m
away travelling a lot, but just try calling me.”

She pressed a small card with her number on
it into Stephanie’s hand as she got up and turned to leave.

“Thank you, Asha. It’s been
a very satisfying flight.”

 


• • •

 


“Good morning. I’m working
here for the next few weeks,” said Stephanie as she approached the
main desk in the expansive lobby of the global HQ
building.

“Welcome to Sports Gear
Worldwide, Ms Spicer,” said the young receptionist. “My name’s
Helen and I’m delighted to welcome you to our offices.”

“Thank you, Helen,” replied
Stephanie. “But how did you know my name?”

“Rick described you
perfectly. You couldn’t be anyone else. And I checked you out on
your social media profile, of course. I know I shouldn’t ask, but
are all English women as pretty as you?”

“I, er, well,” spluttered
Stephanie, somewhat taken aback.

“And besides, I just
love your British
accent,” continued Helen.

“Well, thank you, Helen. I’m
very pleased to be here. Maybe you could just let Mark Anderson
know I’ve arrived? He’s expecting me first thing. I’m sure we’ll
find time to talk later.”

“Sure. Just take a seat for
a minute. I’ll call his PA, Nicole. She’ll come and collect
you.”

Stephanie headed across the marbled expanse
of the lobby to a seating area, and sat into a low, deep-buttoned
white leather chair. The jet-lag wasn’t helping, but she still felt
excited to finally be here in the HQ of her biggest client. As she
waited, she stared at the large writing adorning the facing wall.
It was a list of the company’s values:

Be straightforward and focused

Be united in achieving our goals

Be innovative and act commercially

Make our customers’ lives better

Be deserving of our company’s trust

Christ, do companies still push this sort of
thing on their staff? Mission statements and values aren’t what win
business. Just think how I won this account….

As she pondered the question, a
smartly-dressed young woman approached her with a beaming
smile.

Early twenties, I’d guess, and — oh my God —
she looks the spitting image of Rick’s PA, Nix. Do all PAs come
from the same mold?

“Hi, Stephanie. I’m Nicole
Steadman, Mark’s PA. It’s so good to meet you at last. We’ve all
heard so much about you,” enthused Nicole as she eyed her up and
down. “I’m glad to see the reports were absolutely
correct.”

What did she mean? She likes my clothes? My
hair? My tits?

“Well, I’m glad to see
you’re not disappointed,” was the best response she could muster,
as she returned the smile. “I hope Mark is ready for
me.”

“Ready and waiting,
Stephanie. Let’s get the elevator. Mark’s office is at the top of
the building. We don’t want to keep him waiting. I know you’ve both
got busy days coming up.”

The mirror-lined elevator was not large and,
as the doors drew shut, Stephanie got to appreciate Nicole in a
more intimate environment than she had expected. Vivacious and
efficient, Nicole got through her “elevator pitch” about the
company whilst Stephanie remained quiet on their upward journey.
Her pale skin, hazel eyes, wide lips and long brown hair looked
fresh and natural. She was impeccably dressed, the tailored suit
caressing her soft curves, emphasising her fulsome bust and drawing
attention to her tiny waist. She reminded Stephanie of a Barbie
doll she’d once loved as a child.

“Was the apartment to your
liking?” asked Nicole. “We rent it for our visiting guests, and
it’s quite local.”

“It was fine, thank you,
Nicole. I didn’t get time to see much of LA yesterday, though. All
I could do after arriving was find the apartment, get something to
eat, unpack and get straight to bed. I’ll soon adjust to the west
coast time-zone, though.”

Nicole had walked them down a long corridor
to a glass-fronted office with frosted panels that retained the
privacy of the occupants. She tapped on the door and entered
without waiting for an answer.

“Good morning, Mark.
Stephanie Spicer is here for you.”

“Hi, Stephanie,” said Mark
Anderson, the company president, holding out his hand to take hers
in greeting. He was tall with silver hair and had a stern
expression. His eyes seemed to stare through her as if she had
suddenly become transparent.

“I’m delighted to be here,
Mark. And it’s great to see you again. This account is very special
to Conway Creative.”

“Well, I’m delighted to hear
it. And of course you also know our HR Director, Diane.”

Stephanie had not initially
seen Diane Martin seated in a chair at the side of the office. She
rose and walked towards Stephanie, eyes narrowed, like a big cat
stalking its prey. She was just as Stephanie remembered
— elegant, attractive and
wearing a somewhat masculine business suit. It was just a few days
ago that her husband had slept with Stephanie. Now, Stephanie was
in this lioness’s den and she knew she had to be
careful.

“Hello, Stephanie. I’m so
glad you’re here. Your visit will give me the chance to get to know
you properly.”

“That would be wonderful,”
lied Stephanie, shaking her hand and putting on her best
smile.

“Well, Mark and I have just
finished our meeting, and once Mark has gone through a few things
with you, I’ll come back and collect you and take you to meet the
creative team you’ll be working with for the next few
weeks.”

As Diane left the office and pulled the door
closed, Mark seemed to relax.

“Please take a seat,
Stephanie.”

As his eyes ran up and down her body, and
over her large breasts contained by only a well-fitted jacket, thin
blouse and even thinner bra, Stephanie could feel Mark wanting to
give her more than just a briefing.

“I don’t intend to go over
what the creative team will certainly tell you later on about the
branding project,” drawled Mark, “but I did just want to let you
know about something that will happen while you’re here. It’s a
launch event for a new range of our sports equipment. It’s an
important one for us. Media coverage, lots of important guests.
You’ll be coming, of course.”

“I’d be delighted to, Mark.
Who will be there, exactly?”

“A lot of top industry
people who I’m sure will be looking forward to meeting you. If
you’re looking to network in this industry, this will be a good
opportunity for you. Plus, Kelly Finch, our tennis player endorsee,
will be making an appearance. I believe you already know
her?”
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