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She’d been flirty during the last three meetings. She’d gotten bolder too. So Mady wasn’t at all surprised when Asmita sat down right beside her. Showing off her radiant smile, Asmita winked and licked her lips. ‘Hey genius,’ was all she said. Mady blushed and mumbled a simple ‘hi’.

The monthly department meetings, held on Tuesday afternoon, were mandatory, but some of the managers skipped them regularly. The guy from sales was especially good at skipping out. Being the head of the IT team, it was hard for Mady to have an excuse. Everybody knew that the nerds never left the building. She didn’t dislike the meetings – on the contrary, she enjoyed hearing project updates from the different company teams. It was just that, all too often, the meetings took too long. She’d suggested to Oliver – the Chief Operations Officer – that two presentations would be better than four. But of course, he’d insisted on his way of doing things, subtly reminding Mady that he was her senior in both age and managerial experience. She knew how she was perceived by some in the company. She had just turned 19 when she began working at BeDesign, three years ago. She’d been part of a group of young web designers and developers hired to set up a new online store. After they’d successfully finished the project, most of the group had moved on to new projects elsewhere. Demand for talented programmers was high, and Mady hardly knew anyone who’d stayed in one place for more than one or two projects. But Mady really liked BeDesign. She was a fan of the furniture the company made. She’d always been interested in industrial design, and she loved to be close to the production process.

When Oliver had asked her to stay by offering her the job of setting up a new digital innovation team, she’d been delighted. Oliver wanted to keep the online platform fresh and attractive and claimed that Mady was just the right person to do it. For a man his age – in Mady’s mind, 42 was old – Oliver had a keen eye for new developments and the people who could design and implement them for the company. But he also had an annoying tendency to treat Mady like he was her school teacher – or worse, her dad.

Six months back, Asmita had attended a PPP meeting for the first time – PPP stood for Present, Plugin & Play. As she watched Asmita present her project, Mady had immediately felt a familiar tingle in her tummy. Asmita wasn’t just a beautiful young woman. She also exuded a natural confidence that was instantly attractive. As a young designer, she’d already made a name for herself. She graduated cum laude and BeDesign had taken her works in production. Subsequently they asked her to develop a new line of chairs for the Business & Office part of the online store. As such, Mady had been introduced to Asmita right after she was hired, but until that first PPP they’d not yet interacted. At first, Mady had thought Asmita was just being friendly every time she looked over and smiled at her. It wasn’t until the second meeting that Mady realised that Asmita wasn’t just being amiable as a peer but was expressing interest in her as a woman. At the third meeting, Asmita kept her gaze locked on Mady for such a long time and with such an obvious, piercing sexual appetite that Mady’s blood rushed through her veins like river rapids. Her pale complexion, typical of a redhead, flushed like a lobster, sending her racing to the toilets, panting with arousal. She wanted to touch herself but was afraid that being absent for too long might compel Asmita to come looking for her, to find her, to ravage her in a cubicle. Being taken by Asmita in the toilet was an alluring fantasy, but in reality it scared the hell out of her. Mady recomposed herself, quickly splashing some water on her face before returning to the meeting.

During the first presentation, Asmita led a discussion about the use of recycled PET plastics. She spoke with passion, amazing Mady with her knowledge, mesmerising her through her sheer physical presence. Mady watched the Asian designer’s long dark hair sway like an anemone as she accentuated her words with fierce gestures. Her lips were full and perfectly shaped for long, sloppy kisses. Mady was curious about the small scar just below Asmita’s cheekbone, and she revelled in her adorable little ears. She imagined arousing Asmita, probing her ears with her tongue, tracing their auricles, licking their concha. Asmita stood up and turned towards the group as she spoke. Mady’s eyes followed the plunging neckline of Asmita’s vintage designer dress. She guessed that the hint of black lace she spotted was attached to an expensive bra, cupping a most delicious pair of breasts. But it was Asmita’s amazing, firm, round ass that had Mady aching to touch her. As Asmita debated filling couch cushions with organic products or PET, all Mady could think about was grasping those cheeks with her hands and pushing her face into the crack between them. Mady had recently discovered that there was a fetish term for being aroused by touching bottoms. She’d stumbled upon it quite by accident, a typo that led to a Wikipedia entry about pygophilia. This had led her to another entry about the cultural history of buttocks, which had in turn prompted her to browse her favourite nudie sites for bum pics of lovely ladies with – in Mady’s taste – the right kind of curves.

Remembering those pictures made her so hot, and she thought maybe she could slip out later to the toilets and rub one out. She wondered if, for the next meeting, she should bring her little love egg and watch Asmita as it softly vibrated inside her.

Suddenly, Mady became painfully aware that everyone was staring right at her – the vibrating egg fantasy had caused her to utter a girly giggle out loud.

‘Please share the joke with us, Mady,’ Oliver said.

‘Joke?’ Mady asked.

‘You were chuckling to yourself. Something must’ve been amusing you’.

Mady blushed and looked down. She didn’t dare look at Asmita. ‘It was nothing,’ she said.

‘So what is your view on Asmita’s argument that BeDesign should strive to be one hundred per cent sustainable?’ Oliver was treating her like a schoolgirl again. Mady was disliking this more and more. Her irritation incited her willpower. She straightened her back and looked at Oliver defiantly.

‘I object to the way you speak to me, Oliver,’ she said. ‘I may be a nerdy twentysomething but I’m not some silly schoolgirl’.

‘I’m by no means...’ Oliver interrupted.

‘Let me finish, please,’ Mady continued. ‘I do agree with Asmita’s point on the sustainability goals of the company. I even think that we should aim even higher. Not just for the good of the planet but because none of our competitors are doing any better. If we become the first company in our market to be one hundred per cent sustainable, it will give us a head start for the next decade’.

Mady contentedly watched Oliver digest her temerity. He looked around the conference table, noting the nods and hums of agreement.

‘It seems you’ve hit a nerve, Mady,’ he said. ‘And I do apologise. Your youth is no excuse for me to belittle you’.

Mady was surprised by Oliver’s sincere expression of regret. She relished her victory. 

‘Apology accepted,’ she said. She turned to Asmita, who’d sat beside her again. ‘Sorry for interrupting you with my silly chuckling’.

‘Not a problem,’ Asmita said, smiling at her. ‘I know I talk too much. At least your thoughts drifted off to something amusing’. She winked.

While Oliver suggested taking a short break, Asmita leaned towards Mady. A whiff of ‘Chanel Allure’ seduced Mady’s nose.

‘You’re hot when you’re combative,’ Asmita whispered.

Mady’s heart skipped a beat, and she swallowed hard. She looked into Asmita’s twinkling eyes, and all she wanted was to kiss the gorgeous femme.

‘You want to freshen up a bit?’ Asmita said as she stood up and walked off. Mady knew she had to follow.

As soon as they entered the ladies room, Asmita took Mady’s hand and pulled her into one of the cubicles. They stood face to face, locked in an amorous gaze. They let the moment sink in, knowing that, pretty soon, their mutual lust would take over. When it did, they quelled their hunger with a long, wet kiss. Mady couldn’t believe how delicious Asmita tasted, together with her sweet and sultry scent. Mady was provoked by daring delight. She let her hands glide down to Asmita’s buttocks. Feeling the soft, round flesh cupped in her hands heightened the rapture of their kiss. Asmita impatiently tugged at Mady’s belt buckle. It came loose, and after pulling down the zipper, Asmita slid her hand inside Mady’s G-Star jeans. Her slender fingers traversed the cotton tulle of Mady’s hipster, passing her pubic mount, reaching her slit. Mady shook when Asmita touched her labia, ending their kiss. Mady opened her eyes when Asmita spoke. 

‘I can make you cum in thirty seconds,’ Asmita said. Mady chuckled, but she realised from the look in Asmita’s eyes that she meant it. ‘Thirty,’ Asmita said, pressing a finger against Mady’s clit, making circular movements. ‘Twenty-nine... Twenty-eight... Twenty-seven...’

Mady felt so aroused by the countdown that she expected to climax well before Asmita reached zero. But she wanted those thirty seconds to last for at least thirty minutes. She spread her legs as far as her half-open jeans would let her. Her hands were still on Asmita’s ass, kneading her cheeks.

‘Twenty-one... Twenty...’

Mady’s eyes wandered to Asmita’s cleavage. Another fine spot to snuggle my nose into, she thought.

‘Look at me,’ Asmita said. Her voice was firm and resounding.

Mady looked up, again locking her eyes with Asmita’s who licked her luscious lips with her glistening tongue in between each count.

‘Eighteen... Seventeen... Sixteen...’

Mady moaned as she imagined that tongue making the same circular movements over her clit as her fingers were doing now.

‘Fifteen... Fourteen...’

Her orgasm
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