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It was
the shoes. It’s always the shoes – as soon as I see a gorgeous pair
of stilettos I’m already hot for their wearer. The pair in question
walked up to my desk drawers as I was leaning down to find
something hiding within the bottom one. The shoes were black and
shiny and had a silver-line pattern on their base. I pretended to
be deep in concentration searching for whatever it was I was
looking for just so I could take their full wonderfulness in. I
wanted to know where she’d got them as I was already burning to get
a pair.

I got
the required paperwork and tore my eyes away from the stilettos,
promising them, I’ll see you again and I’ll take very good care of
you. You’ll have lots of friends to play with. As I raised my eyes
the hem of a long dress appeared. It was made out of stretch grey
jersey. My eyes roved higher. The material clung to a very nice
shape: not stick thin; not large enough to suffocate me, just very
nicely rounded. Was there just a hint of a different shade through
it at the top of her legs? Hmm. Not sure. The dress hugged her
curves and swelled into a nice pair of tits, pert and round; lots
for my mouth and hands to enjoy. Did they have some help to look
that way? I didn’t really mind: I’d have them anyway. She was
wearing a black denim bolero jacket and a large dark-red leather
bag over her shoulder, by the time I’d gone her full-length I was
smiling. Her face was rather nice as well, shoulder-length wavy
black hair pulled back into a ponytail, dusky brown eyes looking
into mine (just the way I liked that as well), and just a hint of
make-up. There was a stray hair that I wanted to brush from her
face. I remembered seeing her around the office a few times and
liked the way she looked.

“Hi?” I
ventured.

Her
scent came to me then and it tingled nicely in my nose.


“Hello.”

She
casually brushed a stray wisp of hair away and something inside of
me flipped.

“Um, can
I help you?”

“Are you
Sadie?”

“Yes,
pleased to meet you.”

I got up
and smoothed my knee-length black skirt down. Would she look? No,
she just kept looking at my face. What about if I minutely adjusted
my cream blouse? Nope, well… maybe. I’d say the jury were out on
that one. We were roughly the same height. Probably due to the
stilettos we were both wearing. Mine were cream to go with my
blouse.

“Sorry,
been sitting down for a while,” I explained as I held my hand
out.

We shook
hands. Hers was nice and soft. I gave her a questioning
look.

“Oh,
sorry! I was just thinking about something else then.” Hmm? “I’m
Kirsty, I’ve been told to work with you to sort the accounts out
that you’ll be leaving.”

Ah. Well
it had to happen one day. I mean a temp is what it says on the box:
a Temp.

She
smiled in commiseration knowing how her words would affect me. It
was a rather nice smile. Today was my second-to-last day. I’d
received the email advising someone would be round to take over the
accounts I’d be leaving. I quickly scanned the faces nearby in case
anyone had a goofy grin on their face or seemed slightly too
engrossed in their work. No. Well, it looked like she was a very
nice leaving present. I’d be even happier if she… Well, I can
dream.

There
was an empty chair next to mine. I indicated it and said, “Pull up
a chair, and we’ll go through them.” She walked by me to get to it,
I drank in the swaying of her hips caused by the stilettos, and my
nose thanked me for the scent following behind her. “By the way,
where did you get those gorgeous shoes?”

She put
her bag on the floor by her and rummaged in it for a legal pad and
a pen. “Oh, I ordered them online. I’ll email you the link to their
site.”

“Okay.”
I smiled, soon my pretties!

She sat
back up, crossed her legs, opened her pad and we got down to work.
I had to switch my brain over to not be distracted by her scent and
clothes and shoes. It was tough but I did it.

 



~*~

 


The
neared the time we could legitimately finish; we’d not managed to
go over every account I was dealing with and we both knew
it.

“Back
here tomorrow?” I asked, partly in hope of being close to her
again.

“Yes.
I’ve been told to make sure I know everything.” Yes!

We sat
back and I sneaked a peek at her tits as she stretched. There was a
hint of darkness around them – she was wearing a black bra.
Probably matching the panties I’d guessed she was wearing as
well.

I
started packing up. It had been a lovely afternoon. I’d managed to
‘accidentally’ touch her a few times, smiling apologetically as I
did so. I couldn’t read her. Was she also interested in girls? I
just didn’t know.

She
closed her legal pad and turned to smile at me. Hmm? “Some of us
are getting together tomorrow night. Would you like to join us?”
Yes!

“That
would be great,” I smiled warmly at her. “Thank you.”

She put
the pad and pen back in her bag and brought out a matching dark red
purse, from which she brought out a card. “It’ll be here at
eight.”

I read
the card; the address was a night-club in the better side of town.
“I’ll be there,” I promised. No way was I going to miss
it.

I packed
my own pad away and watched as her hips swayed to the exit. On the
way back to my apartment I wondered how to get into her panties on
Friday night.

 



~*~

 


I
couldn’t stop thinking about her all that evening. I’m sure I had
something to eat but if you asked me what it was I’d probably say
“I ate?” I lay in bed wondering what it felt like to kiss her;
would she kiss me back or recoil in disgust? Would she smile
welcomingly as I stroked her smooth soft skin? Gasp with pleasure
as my lips and tongue played with her nipples? And most importantly
of all - would she open her legs for me to kiss and lick her clit
until she orgasmed?

I knew I
had to get her out of my head or I’d never get any sleep and look a
mess tomorrow morning when I’d see her again. My heart gave a
little flip at the thought - I wanted to look my best for
her.

My hands
started gently roaming over the jersey slip I wore to bed, feeling
the softness. My hands followed my curves down to my hips as they
travelled down to find the hem and slide the material up my body. I
writhed in anticipation. Would she do this with me? Would she slide
my slip up my body to reveal my hairless clit? Would her fingers
find my slit, wet with excitement knowing she was going to fuck me?
I gasped as my cold fingers found the same place I wanted her to
discover. I knew I’d be wet.

I
brought my left hand up and stroked my tits through the now ruffled
material. I tweaked my left nipple at the same time as tapping the
head of my clit. A shock went through me and I gasped
involuntarily. Yes!

My left
hand moved to my right tit and I felt my hard left nipple against
my forearm. My fingers stroked my right breast in towards the
nipple. The fingers of my right hand stroked down from my clit,
pushing against the sensitive lips. Waves of excitement made me
gasp as my thumb played with my clit. I pushed one finger in,
feeling the opening widen. I drew my legs up tilting my hips up so
I could push deeper into my slit, and imagined her head between my
legs pushing her tongue into me, lapping up my juice.

I pushed
a second finger in and a deep groan escaped me. I kept constant
pressure against my clit moving it around and thrust my fingers in
and out matching my racing heartbeat, working my way up the slope
to greater and greater heights of pleasure. My gasps were getting
faster and faster and I knew I was heading for a big one. In my
mind Kirsty was watching me from between my thighs, her eyes
drinking in my sweat-soaked tits and gasps of ecstasy, her tongue
forcing more pleasure on me. My body tensed as the waves built up
into a tsunami of orgasm that ripped through me leaving me a
juddering sweaty mess.

 



~*~

 


The next
morning I chose my clothes carefully. I went for a short
thigh-length black pencil skirt to show my legs, sheer see-through
black tights, a purple see-through chiffon blouse with a purple
satin slip underneath, no bra, a black jacket, and last but most
definitely not least, the highest pair of shiny black stilettos I
had. My make-up was going to be understated except for the shiny
lip gloss. I was going to be the sexiest temp she’d ever
seen.

At the
office I found my co-workers had left me a ‘sorry you’re leaving’
card on my desk. I hoped it was true of at least one person at
least. I set my system up and waited for her to appear.

I didn’t
realise how much I wanted her until she came in looking as gorgeous
as I remembered. She wore a black satin blouse tucked into a grey
knee-length skirt, matched with a pair of shiny black heels I’d not
seen her wear before. Did she love shoes as much as me?

“Hi,”
she said in a sad voice.


“Hi.”

“Last
day.”

“Yeah.”
I shrugged my shoulders.

“Come
here.” She held her arms open for a hug. And before I knew it I had
my face buried in her flowing black hair smelling her gorgeous
scent, feeling her wonderful body pressed against mine, our arms
around each other. I really, really didn’t want it to
stop.

We
parted and I wondered if she’d felt my rock-hard nipples. Could she
see how she was making me feel? It was maddening!

We sat
down and I crossed my legs knowing my skirt would ride up my sheer
black tights. Would she look? Yes. And then my heart gave a thump
that must have been audible around the office as she smiled at
me.

“Looking
good, Sadie.”


“Thanks.”

“That’s
a beautiful blouse. May I?”

Before I
could say no (or YES!) she reached over and felt the soft chiffon
material. “Feels lovely. The slip goes well with it.”

“Thank
you.” I looked down and saw my hard nipples were clearly visible
through the soft material. I looked up at her wondering if she’d
noticed and what she was thinking.

“You’ve
always made sure you look good when you’ve been here.”

She
noticed me as well? “Thanks.”

“Will
you also look good for the get together?” There was something in
her voice that sent a shiver down my spine. Oh yes I’d be there and
looking hot. “Let’s do it.”

“Sorry?”
I said, flustered.

“Work.”
She nodded towards the computer screen.

“Oh.
Yeah.”

She gave
me a smile and my last day started.

 



~*~

 


My
apartment felt like a haven from all the hugs and goodbye’s and
words of thanks at the end of the day. On the way back I’d decided
what I was going to wear, well it wasn’t much of a decision really.
I was going to wear my lucky LBD, it hadn’t failed me before and I
was certain it wouldn’t tonight. It had black mesh inserts at the
shoulders and back. But it’s secret at being lucky? Well, the zip
all the way from the top to the bottom, of course. I’d made sure it
worked by rubbing a little baby oil into it - no snagging zip was
going to ruin tonight.

I’d had
a quick shower and stuck those foam finger things in my hair to
give it some tight sexy curls. As well as my LLBD I was going to
wear some shimmery lace-top hold-ups, and glossy violet lipstick. I
was going to look stunning. Using the tip of my finger I placed my
favourite perfume in all the spots I wanted her to kiss me; then I
got dressed. I savoured the feel of the sheer stockings sliding up
my smooth legs; they made me feel naughty – as if I were doing
something wrong. After I’d put both on I looked at myself in the
mirror and wished kirsty could see me looking incredibly hot for
her. I slid a pair of black panties up and made sure they were
comfortable. Next was my dress. I unzipped the front (no snags!)
and fed my arms through the sleeve holes; making sure it was in
position, then drew the bottom together to fasten the zip. I held
the bottom tight with one hand and slowly drew the zip higher and
higher, feeling the dress tighten against my hips and ass, then up
my torso. I’d decided not to wear a bra - I wanted Kirsty to unzip
me and have the pleasure of exposing my tits and excited nipples.
The zip was now between my breasts and slowly hiding them from
sight. When the zip had reached the top I made sure it was clinging
in all the right places and sat at my dressing table for my
make-up. I took the foam things out of my hair ensuring it looked
the way I wanted; then spent some time making sure my false lashes
and shadow were perfect. Lastly using a small brush I applied my
violet lipstick. I wanted to be faultless for her.

I
wondered what Kirsty was going to wear. Was she taking as much
trouble over how she looked as me? Was she as excited as me? I
certainly hoped so. I really wanted to be with her
tonight.

A few
last touch-ups and I got up and examined myself minutely in my
favourite long mirror. I turned round to see how I looked at the
back and was satisfied. Would it turn Kirsty on? I could but
hope.

I made
sure my small white bag had the bits I needed in it, put my
knee-length white plastic mac on and tightened the belt. Somehow it
made me look even hotter. I used the elevator down to the ground
floor and waited inside the glass frontage for the cab I’d ordered.
It came a few minutes later. Inside the cab I smoothed my mac down
hiding my hold-ups - my clothing and make-up weren’t for the
driver, but for Kirsty. I checked my make-up was still perfect. It
was.

We
stopped outside and I passed some notes to him for the fare then,
taking a deep breath, opened the door and got out. Would she be
here already? Would I have to wait for her?

The
whole front was covered by glass. I could see people drinking and
dancing inside. My heels clicked up to the opening, music poured
into the street. To either side were black tuxedo-dressed security
guys. I raised a questioning eyebrow to them they gave short
appreciative nods and I walked in.

I
automatically headed towards the bar but looked everywhere for
someone I knew and, with a smile, realised they may have done the
same thing as me and made themselves virtually unrecognisable from
their normal work-wear.

Luckily
some male ex-colleagues were at the bar and I knew some of the
females with them as being at the office.

“Hi!” I
said over the music.

Bottles
were raised welcoming me. I smiled at everyone I knew, and most
everyone I didn’t. Hiding my disappointment at not seeing Kirsty I
mimed getting a drink and headed to one side of them to get at the
bar.

One of
the very busy bartenders asked me what I wanted with a nod of his
chin. “White wine, please!” I replied speaking loudly over the
music.

While he
was getting it I looked around again for Kirsty. My eyes were drawn
to the front entrance by a girl entering with a white blouse with
black cuffs and sweet collar, black leather skater skirt, and white
stilettos. She looked sexy.

“Here!”
the bartender said behind me. I turned back and gave him a note in
exchange for the drink. I took a sip while he got my change and
felt someone move in next to my left. I glanced up and with a shock
realised it was Kirsty. She smiled at me over her white satin
blouse. I saw the outline of a black bra underneath. I sneaked a
glance down and realised it had been her I saw entering as she had
the black skater skirt on and white stilettos. Smiling she mimed a
fashion pose for me.

I felt a
tap on my arm and turned to see the bartender holding out my
change. I took it and managed to blurt out, “Hi!” to
her.

She
waved at the retreating bartender and when he came back leant
towards him, the short leather skirt riding up her luscious legs. I
imagined teasingly running a finger from her stiletto heel up her
smooth calf, higher and higher, watching her muscles twitch with
excitement until reaching her pert ass. She’d certainly made
herself look good. Was it for me? I looked up and realised with a
shock she’d been watching me fantasising about her and felt some
heat on my cheeks.

Out of
the office I could be more forthcoming with her. “You look great!”
I said.

“What
are you wearing?” she said, indicating my mac.

I cocked
one eyebrow up and undid the belt, then swept the left side back
and placed my hand jauntily on my hip giving her a haughty look.
She could see the shortness of my LBD and the lace-top stockings,
and of, course the zip from top to bottom.

She
nodded her head in appreciation; then turned to get her drink from
the bartender. She took a sip and said, “That’s a hot dress. Are
you hoping to pull tonight?”


Adrenalin kicked me in the stomach and my throat suddenly
went dry. I wasn’t sure if I’d be able to breathe again. I leant
over to her and got my mouth as close to her right ear as possible,
feeling her hair brush against my face, smelling her perfume for
what could be the last time. My heart seemed to jump up my throat
as I said, “You.”

I leant
back, heart hammering, waiting to see what her reaction would be.
Somehow she calmly took a sip of whatever it was she’d ordered and
turned to look directly in my eyes. I could see a twinkle and a
hint of a smile. She put her drink down and took my hand. I felt
something like an electric shock race through me from her touch.
“Come with me,” she said.

 

As she
led me through the crowd I took in the swaying of her hips and
leather skater skirt, then lower to her white stilettos, which had
a hot-orange base (I needed to have a pair – must remember to go on
that website she gave me).

I tore
my eyes away wondering where she was taking me, and then I saw the
sign for the restrooms. She opened the door to the Ladies and
pulled me in (I certainly wasn’t going unwillingly); the door
closed behind us and the noise from the club died.

She
pulled me in front of the basins with a single long mirror behind.
“So you want to pull me?”

I
nodded; something seemed to be preventing me from talking. She
moved closer to me, our breasts almost touching, looking deeply
into my eyes. “Well, hadn’t you better kiss me?”

To our
right a toilet flushed, breaking the tension between us. We smiled
at each other and then giggled, moving apart. Someone came out of
the stall and washed and dried her hands on the paper towels. I had
no idea who she was as Kirsty and I only had eyes for each
other.

Still
holding my hand she led me into an empty stall. Behind us the noise
level jumped and died as the toilet door opened and closed behind
the woman.

“Close
the door,” she said, indicating the door behind me.

I turned
and closed it, making sure the lock was across so we wouldn’t be
disturbed. I turned back to her and felt her soft lips crushed
against mine, her hot breath against my cheek, and her tongue
slipping into my mouth. I instantly responded, sliding mine against
hers, thrusting it deep into her mouth.

Still
kissing me I felt her hands slide inside my mac and up to my
shoulders and realised she was taking it off. Both my mac and bag
slid down my arms and, still with our mouths locked together, I
grabbed them before they fell on the floor.

Our kiss
ended and we pulled apart. I was surprised by the ferocity of my
feelings for her. We both gasped for air.

I hung
both my mac and bag on the door hook and turned to look at her. Her
back was to the side of the stall. We moved closer, the kiss this
time more gentle, our tongues slowly meeting and sliding against
each other. I saw she’d closed her eyes. Her arms were over my
shoulders, I slid my hands around the top of her skirt, feeling the
smooth satin and harder leather. They moved down and spread my
fingers feeling her taut cheeks, then pulled her closer to me. I
felt the cold leather hem of her skirt against my
thighs.

Our kiss
ended but we still had our arms around each other. Smiling she
brought her hands round between us and reached for the zip. She
slowly moved it down, the sound loud in the stall. The top part of
my dress parted revealing my tits. She gave a sly smile and raised
an eyebrow at me as soon as she saw I wasn’t wearing a bra. The air
was cool against my breasts and raised goose-bumps around my
nipples. She let go of the zip and reached back round to push my
arms back so that my tits were pushed further out. Her blouse
sleeves made a sexy shushing noise against my dress. Smiling like a
cat that has got the cream she bent down and gently flicked my left
nipple with her tongue. A shock fired through me and I
involuntarily gasped. She looked up into my eyes and moved to my
right breast. With her tongue she circled the nipple, leaving a
cold circle around it. She moved back to my left and showing her
teeth and looking into my eyes gently nibbled it. My legs nearly
gave way at the shock it gave me.

She
moved back smiling at the feelings she’d made me have. Now it was
my turn. I wanted to see what she was wearing underneath her satin
blouse and short leather skirt.

I
released my arms from her hands and smoothed the satin over her
breasts, feeling the bra underneath. I cupped her tits through the
material and rubbed where her nipples were with my thumbs. She
wriggled with excitement. After a few more strokes I let her tits
go and undid her top button. Then, still looking into her eyes I
moved to the next button, undid it and gently pulled the smooth
satin away from her breasts revealing the top of her bra. I was
right in thinking it was black. It had sweet lace trim over the
cups. I pulled her blouse apart enough so I could release her tits.
I wanted to see them and make her moan with pleasure as I licked
them and sucked her nipples.

I pulled
the bra cups down and took her right breast in my mouth. It fitted
wonderfully, as if it was made for me. Using my tongue I flicked
her nipple at the same time as sucking her sensitive flesh in and
out of my mouth. Glancing up to see her reaction I saw she’d tilted
her head back and closed her eyes.

But I
wanted more of her. With my right hand I stroked down from her
breast, over the smooth satin to the short leather skirt; then over
it to her left thigh. She opened her eyes and looked down at me
pleasuring her right breast.

“Yes,”
she whispered, knowing what I was going to do.

I slid
the hem of her skirt up. I wanted to see her panties, and how wet
they were. I looked down watching as her smooth thigh was
revealed.

“Yes,”
she whispered again.

I slid
my left hand round her to hold her skirt up. Where were her
panties? Then it came to me – she wasn’t wearing any! She’d come
out wearing a short skater skirt and nothing underneath! My mouth
opened in surprise releasing her tit, and I looked up at her. She
giggled at the look on my face. I couldn’t believe she’d played me
along at work making me wonder if she liked girls and she was such
a slut! Well that was it. I was going to make her cum so hard she
screamed the place down and security would have to be called
in.

Thinking
about it, that was probably what she was after all
along.

I got
hold of her long wavy black hair with my left hand and pulled her
head back exposing her vulnerable throat. I raised m y right hand.
“Please!” she whispered excitedly. She started breathing hard
knowing I was going to punish her. She held her skirt up with both
hands. I brought my hand down with a slap! between her legs and
held it there. She gave a choked scream and her whole body jerked
in shock.

With my
thumb I gently stroked her hairless clit lips watching how she
liked it after the spank. And oh, she did like it. I could feel the
heat and wetness ready and waiting to be released. I toyed with the
tip of her clit and felt her tremble. She closed her eyes and
gasped. Still pressing against her clit with my thumb I slipped my
index finger into her slit. I didn’t even have to lick it first –
she was so wet. Quickly I added my middle finger, widening the
entrance, then I started thrusting both fingers in and out. She
widened her legs to allow more access and I added my ring finger. I
felt the wet entrance rub against my knuckles and could only
imagine the sensations running through her body.

She
trembled in ecstasy. Her breaths were coming in quick gasps now and
were getting harsher and harsher as she neared an explosive orgasm.
She forced herself down onto my fingers getting them deeper and
deeper into her hot wetness inside of her. The noise increased as
someone came in. Her whole body started to tense at the start of
the orgasm I was forcing her to have. Just a few more thrusts and
she closed her eyes letting the orgasm hit. Her last groan was
almost drowned out by a flood of loud music. Her legs failed her
and if I wasn’t holding her hair and my right hand wasn’t forcing
itself up her slit she’d probably have fallen down.

She was
sweating and breathing heavily as if she’d run a race. She opened
her eyes and watched me drinking in the sight of her gorgeous body
post-orgasm.

After a
few moments she let go of her skirt and pulled my hand out bringing
it up to her mouth. She smiled at me and gently ran her tongue up
and down my fingers, tasting her juice. When she’d got her breath
back she said, “We need to go somewhere more private; how about my
place?”

I
couldn’t have agreed more.
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