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In the last episode, we saw what happens when
you fill an office with staff more interested in fornicating than
filing. We met Eve, who left college to find a job, pausing only to
hump her horny boyfriend. Let's see what happens when a sexually
liberated teen applies for a job in an office full of sex
maniacs!

 


The next day, it was a very
nervous Eve who walked into what seemed a very plush suite of
offices. She had tried to put together a smart outfit from her
extensive wardrobe, but her everyday clothes were anything but
businesslike. She had decided on a black skirt and a red blouse
that went well together, though the skirt was rather tight. What
had looked sexy on a night on the town felt a bit tarty last night
as she tried on a variety of outfits, but it was the closest thing
to ‘sober and smart’ she had. As she surveyed her curves in the
mirror, the outline of her panties had been very obvious, so she
had decided to go without them today. In truth her curvaceous body
had still attracted a lot of interest as she walked through the
town centre that morning. Her plump bottom and ample thighs had
seemed to have a life of their own under that skirt and created a
wake of male interest behind her.

‘You must be
Eve.’ Behind the receptionist’s desk was a cheerful young girl that
took Eve back a little, not only because she seemed to know who she
was, but because she looked so glamorous. ‘My name’s Wendy.’

‘Yes, I’m Eve -
I’ve come about the job.’

‘I guessed you
were! Take a seat for a second, I’ll tell Miss Walker you’re here.’
Wendy indicated the low leather chair to the right of the reception
desk, so Eve obediently sat. As Wendy picked up the phone, Eve took
the opportunity to have a longer look at her. Her face was the same
round shape as hers and the ample cleavage, revealed by a low cut
top, was a match for her own. Her hair was a mass of blonde curls
that cascaded down round her face and a pair of electric blue eyes
smiled at Eve as she spoke. ‘Miss Walker, Eve’s just arrived at
reception. Yes, I’ll tell her.’ Wendy put the phone down and smiled
again at Eve. ‘Miss Walker, she’s the office manager, will pop out
and get you in a second. You spoke to her on the phone before,
didn’t you?’

‘Yes, I did’,
replied Eve. She could feel herself getting very nervous as the
interview neared.

‘Hey, don’t
worry. Miss Walker’s really friendly, she’s not going to eat you!’
As she spoke a door in the corridor opened and a slim, dark haired
woman emerged.

‘Hello Eve,
sorry I’ve kept you waiting. My name’s Charlotte Walker - we spoke
on the phone. Come through and we’ll have a chat.’ As she spoke
Charlotte extended a hand which Eve took and squeezed gently,
finding it soft and warm to the touch. Again Charlotte’s friendly
manner had put Eve a little more at ease, more so now they had
actually met. Although the manageress was clearly much older than
Eve, her warm smile and twinkling big brown eyes helped calm her
frayed nerves. Charlotte put a hand in the small of Eve’s back and
guided her towards her office.

‘Wendy, hold my
calls for the next half hour, please’, said Charlotte as she closed
the door behind her. ‘Take a seat, Eve.’ Eve sat in a chair placed
facing the only desk in the room, obviously set in the middle of
the room in preparation for the interview. She thought about
crossing her legs, but remembered her knickerless state and instead
decided to keep her knees firmly together. She looked again at
Charlotte as she sat down and decided she was a very attractive
woman indeed. Her sleek chestnut hair was cut in a tidy bob that
framed a pretty, delicately featured face. Her slim body was now
hidden behind the desk but Eve had seen enough to know her figure
was far from boyish.

‘So, tell me
about yourself.’

Though this was
Eve’s first job interview, this was a question she had prepared
for. However, as she began a carefully prepared speech designed to
impress her prospective employer, something strange began to
happen. Charlotte gave an encouraging smile and twinkled those eyes
again, but as Eve talked she noticed the woman’s eyes leaving hers
and dancing over her body. Each time their eyes met again, her
expression seemed to have changed a little. Eve’s monologue
stumbled to a halt and Charlotte took up the conversation.

‘Let me tell
you about the job, Eve. It’s very much an office junior position,
with opportunities to learn from and work with a small team of
talented people. Obviously we’re looking for someone we feel
deserves this opportunity, which I certainly think you do! Our main
requirement is that you are a ‘people person’ - you’ll need to be
able to maintain excellent relationships with us all, both to do
the job properly and to fit into the team. Do you consider yourself
a people person?’

‘Oh yes, I’ve
got lots of friends’, blurted Eve, immediately thinking how lame
she sounded. Charlotte smiled in response.

‘I’d like to
hear more about them. First, I’d just like to say one thing about
your clothes. I appreciate young women nowadays don’t wear skirts
and I can see you’ve made a big effort to look smart today, but
naked legs at a job interview just isn’t right.’ Her words were
harsh, but delivered more in the manner of a big sister, so Eve
felt safe to smile apologetically in reply. Charlotte pursed her
lips. ‘I always have a spare pair of stockings in my desk, it seems
a shame not to complete your outfit.’ To Eve’s surprise, Charlotte
retrieved a box from a drawer, got to her feet, walked round the
desk and leaned against it, now much closer to the young girl. Eve
felt sure she was enjoying the view of her ample cleavage as the
older woman stood above her.

‘Tell me about
your friends, Eve’, she smiled. Their eyes met and Eve suddenly
realized where this interview was heading. She had had sex with
girls before and always enjoyed it, but it had always been
light-hearted fun and games with her friends from college, not with
a beautiful and sophisticated woman like this. Eve was sure
Charlotte was trying to seduce her and as she held her gaze, taking
in the hypnotic quality of those big brown eyes, she decided that
was fine with her. The tension in the room was electric, but Eve
lacked the nerve to make the first move so she decided to let her
take the lead for a while and see how things developed.

‘My friends…..I
suppose Tina’s my best friend - we’ve known each other for years.’
As she began to speak, Charlotte knelt in front of her and opened
the box of stockings she still held.

‘We’re very
close, Tina and I.’ Their eyes met again and an unspoken
understanding passed between them. Eve and Tina had made love many
times but Eve suddenly felt that Charlotte could read her thoughts
and knew about each kiss, caress and orgasm the two young girls had
shared. Charlotte slid one of Eve’s shoes off and began to roll a
stocking over her foot.

‘What about
boys, Eve?’

‘Well, I get on
great with the lads on my course, and I’ve got a boyfriend called
Danny, err…..’ Charlotte’s hands were now helping the stocking over
her knee.

‘How long have
you known him?’ Charlotte’s slim fingers were sending tingles
through Eve’s frame and she was struggling to keep her cool now.
They progressed up her thigh and towards a rapidly moistening
pussy. Eve closed her eyes and her head fell back a little as she
anticipated the warm tips of those elegant fingers progressing on
to explore and caress her sex, but she was jolted back to reality
by Charlotte’s voice.

‘Eve, how long
have you know him?’ Eve’s eyes snapped open. Charlotte had sat back
on her heels and was fishing the other stocking out of its box, a
faintly mocking smile playing around her mouth. Eve noticed there
was a little more colour in her cheeks and was sure the brunette
was as turned on as she was, though she was hiding it a lot
better!

‘I’ve known him
a couple of years, but we’ve only been going out together about
three months. It’s not a serious relationship - we just enjoy each
other’s company.’ Eve’s other shoe was off and the second stocking
was progressing up her calf.

‘That’s very
wise, a young girl like you shouldn’t make big commitments. There
are too many experiences and sensations to enjoy in this world and
you need to take the opportunity to enjoy them while you can!’
Charlotte’s hands were again busy under Eve’s skirt, smoothing the
stocking at the top of her thigh. Both women were enjoying the
tease of the situation, savouring the tension and allowing the
intimate presence of the other to begin to arouse them. Neither yet
knew how their encounter would end, but they were both anticipating
the pleasure to come and feeling that it would be all the sweeter
for its postponement.

‘There’,
whispered Charlotte, her voice thick with lust. ’That looks a lot
better. How do they feel?’

‘They feel
great! How do they look?’ Eve slid down the chair a little and
tugged her skirt up, so the lacy stocking tops came into view.

‘Very nice.
Very nice indeed.' Charlotte's eyes were wandering up below the
skirt. 'However, not only have you forgotten stockings, you seem to
have forgotten to put any knickers on!’

‘Sorry - I
didn't think you'd notice!’

‘No, don’t
apologize. I think the “no knickers” look will suit you. Let me
see.’ Eve knew a challenge when she heard one, and was in no mood
to be dictated to by anyone. Looking Charlotte squarely in the eye,
Eve again pulled at her skirt, keeping her legs together now so
only a little tuft of blonde pubes were visible. The older woman
simply arched an eyebrow in response, as if to tell her the time
for modesty had long passed. Let's up the stakes, Eve thought and,
feeling like a poker player laying down a winning hand, parted her
thighs wide and let them rest on the arms of the chair, feeling a
surge of lust at the brazen act. An expensively manicured finger
reached out and gently traced down the young woman's pussy
lips.

‘You are a
little damp down there, dear! I did wonder if you were enjoying my
company as much as I am yours. Would you mind if I put a finger
inside? I bet it feels lovely in there.’

'I wouldn't
mind at all! Go on, I want it!' Eve groaned as Charlotte’s finger
slid in.

‘My goodness!
Nice and juicy, very nice! You do want it, don't you? Room for
another, I think.’ Charlotte’s two fingers began sliding
rhythmically in and out, making the younger woman sigh in ecstasy.
'You're very warm too, in fact I think I'd like to taste you.'
Charlotte removed her fingers and replaced them with her tongue,
gently licking the lips of her pussy. Eve felt like she would
explode, this measured lovemaking a far cry from the
unsophisticated romps she was used to. Charlotte's tongue continued
its gentle exploration, probing, tasting, then moving on to caress
the clitoris. ‘Good enough to eat’, she concluded, as she pushed
Eve’s thighs further back over the arms of the chair, leaving her
open and totally exposed, before returning to feast on her juices.
Charlotte's delicate approach had now been replaced with something
far more primal, as she buried her face deep, tongue exploring
inside Eve's sex, lips moving over her, gathering her juices and
drinking them down. Eve’s breath was beginning to come in short
pants as her clit throbbed under the ever-moving tongue that was
taking her closer and closer to orgasm. Her hands caressed
Charlotte’s head, holding her face to her and urging her tongue
on.

‘Please don’t
stop, Oh God, please, ohh!' Charlotte’s hands were caressing Eve’s
thighs, her nose buried in her pubes and her face deep in her
crotch, expertly pleasuring the girl. Eve’s head was thrown back,
her eyes were shut, her cheeks were flushed and her mouth was open
as she groaned and whimpered through an incredible orgasm.
Charlotte continued to lap up the copious juices as Eve slowly
returned to reality and smiled her thanks as their eyes met.
Charlotte planted a dainty kiss on the now satisfied pussy and,
smiling in turn now, sat back on her heels again.

‘Well Eve,
you’ve certainly performed well in interview this morning! I think
you’ve got the qualities needed to fit in well here.' As she spoke
she smoothed Eve’s skirt down over her thighs and helped the
bewildered girl to her feet. Once she was sure Eve’s knees were
steady enough to support her, she began to guide her to the door,
an encouraging arm round her waist.

‘But’, Eve
protested, ‘Can’t I…’ She indicated her intentions by placing a
hand at the base of Charlotte’s tummy, wanting to feel and taste
the pussy beneath her fingers.

‘I’d love that,
darling, but I’m very busy’, replied the brunette. ‘Listen, I’ll
ring you soon and we’ll talk, I promise.’ Before she knew what was
happening, Eve found herself back in the foyer with the blonde
receptionist and again those piercing blue eyes met hers.

‘How did it
go?’

‘Erm, quite
well I think.’

‘She certainly
seemed to like you, I thought.’ Eve looked again at Wendy. How much
could she hear from her desk in the foyer? She had no way of
knowing that Wendy had used the intercom to listen to every word,
every moan and sigh. She had been hoping to be summoned into
Charlotte’s office and given the chance to join in!

‘Well Eve,
hopefully we’ll be working together soon, eh?’

‘Yes that would
be nice! Bye!’ With that, Eve was back on the street.



 


That evening
Eve strolled round to her friend Tina’s house. She had been turning
the events of the morning over in her head all afternoon and she
was still unable to take in what had happened to her. She knew she
had to talk to someone, and Tina was the only person she could
trust with something like this. She knocked on the back door and
entered. She knew Tina’s mum would be watching the TV and would not
mind her going straight in. She would be much less happy if she had
to miss a few moments of her beloved soaps.

‘Hello Janice!’
Tina’s mum was, as Eve knew she would be, sitting opposite the TV
in a large armchair, her feet on a stool and three remote controls
lined up on the chair’s arm.

‘Oh hello Eve
dear! How are you? Would you like a cup of tea?’

‘No thanks,
I’ve just popped round for a quick chat with Tina.’

‘Course you
have dear, why don’t you pop upstairs and have a natter? She’s in
her room, listening to some CDs with that nice lad from college,
Dean.’ Eve suppressed a smile. The two girls told each other all
their secrets and she felt sure ‘listening to CDs’ was not the
reason they had retreated to the privacy of Tina’s bedroom.

‘Yes, I’ll go
and see what they’re up to’, replied Eve, as she crossed the room
to the door that led to the hallway. ‘See you later!’ Eve decided
to find out exactly what was going on upstairs. She quietly shut
the door behind her and listened for any sound from upstairs. There
was certainly no music playing as Eve silently crept up the stairs.
As she reached the landing, she could see her friend’s bedroom door
was slightly ajar, all the better to hear Tina’s mum approaching.
She tiptoed to the doorway, but before see dared peek in, heard
voices whispering and stopped to listen.

‘I’m sure I
heard the door downstairs.’ That was Tina’s voice.

‘Well, it's
quiet now’, replied Dean.

‘I could have
sworn….’

‘Shall I go and
look?’

‘No Dean, let’s
listen for a minute.’ Eve risked a peek into the bedroom and was
rewarded with a breathtaking sight. Tina was kneeling on the floor,
facing away from the door with her arms, face and shoulders resting
on the edge of the bed. She was fully clothed, but her short skirt
had been thrown up over her waist and her knickers were on the
floor, still around one ankle. Eve had a splendid view of her
petite yet rounded bottom, wrinkled pink arse-hole and glistening
moist pussy, surrounded by a light thatch of ginger pubes. What
made the sight breathtaking, however, was that her boyfriend Dean
was kneeling behind her, completely naked and sporting a massive
erection, the head of which was dipped into Tina’s pussy. They had
obviously stopped mid-fuck, concerned they were about to be
discovered. Dean’s tanned body was a pleasing contrast to the pale,
almost white skin of his girlfriend. He was a keen rugby player and
his powerful thighs and buttocks were tensed with the effort of
holding still, his long cock throbbing with desire while only the
head was enjoying the delights of Tina’s hole.

‘Still quiet
out there, baby.’ There was more than a hint of pleading in Dean’s
voice.

‘OK then, fuck
me.’ Dean didn’t need telling twice. His impressive weapon sank
into Tina, all the way.

‘Christ, that’s
good. Fuck me hard!’ Dean’s hips pulled his prick back, then thrust
forward again violently, starting an intense fuck that left Eve
almost worried for her friend! She could see why Tina was leaning
on the bed as the force of Dean’s shagging would have knocked her
down if she has tried to support herself on her hands and knees. It
had the added benefit of smothering her moans, though her groans of
desire were still audible as Dean now grabbed hold of her slim hips
with his meaty hands and proceeded to bang her senseless. Eve
watched, entranced, as Dean's fat cock slid rhythmically into her
friend, glistening with her juices each time he drew back. The
sound of his balls slapping against her was echoed by the sighs
that each thrust elicited. Soon Dean was groaning too, his cock
ready to explode.

'Come inside me
baby, fill me up, give me your spunk!' whispered Tina, and Dean
gratefully pulled Tina to him as he spunked, Tina gasping as she
felt Dean’s cock throbbing and splashing its load deep inside her.
Eve thought she’d better give the couple some privacy, though she
really wanted to join in. That cock was beautiful and Eve felt very
jealous. She had often fantasized about a threesome with Tina and
another man, and now she was sure she knew who that man should be!
Mind you, he was Tina’s boyfriend so she had to keep her hands off,
for the moment at least. She silently crept to the bottom of the
stairs, then ascended again, being sure to make a lot more noise
this time. As she got to the top, she could hear a flurry of
activity in the bedroom and the door opened to reveal a fully
clothed Dean.

‘Oh, hi Eve, I
thought you were Tina’s mum.’

‘Hi Dean, been
here long? I’ve just popped in to see Tina for a minute, if that’s
OK.’

‘Yeah sure, I
was just going anyway. See you around, yeah?’

‘Yeah Dean, see
you later.’ Eve put her head round the bedroom door. ‘Are you
decent?’

‘Hi Eve!’ Tina
was now sitting on her bed, skirt down and looking quite prim and
proper, ready to face her mum and not expecting her old school
friend. Tina smiled as Eve's face betrayed the fact that she'd been
a secret observer. ‘You’ve just watched all that, haven’t you?’

‘Only that
massive cock pounding you from behind - I guess I missed the
foreplay!’ The two girls laughed, loud enough for Janice downstairs
to wonder what the joke was.

‘That lad’s
cock is beautiful Eve, I could play with it for hours. Actually, I
do! You know, I can only just get it into my mouth. He knows what
he’s doing, too!’

‘You lucky cow
- you’ll have to let me borrow him sometime. You can have Danny if
you want.’

‘Sounds good,
unless you fancy a threesome?’

‘Do you think
Dean would go for that?’ asked Eve, but they both laughed - it was
hard to imagine him saying no to what would be the experience of a
lifetime!

‘I’d better pop
to the loo, before I create a damp patch on the bed!’

‘Wait Tina, let
me help you with that. I've been a good girl, quietly waiting while
you got your rocks off. I could have burst in and made you share
but I didn't!’ The two girls were quietly laughing as Eve moved
across the room and knelt at the side of the bed, placing a cool
hand on Tina's knee. Having watched her friend in action, Eve was
suddenly very horny, and if Dean wasn’t coming back she was more
than happy to fool around with her! 'Now I've patiently waited,
don't you think I deserve a little treat?'

‘Oh Eve, I feel
a little bit guilty now - you did me last time so I owe you one
really.’ Tina didn’t back up her words with actions. In fact as
Eve’s hand slid under her skirt and caressed her thighs, she
settled back on the bed, helping her friend tug the skirt up around
her waist again and parting her milky white thighs wide.

‘Don’t be daft
- I want to know what you taste like with a shot of Dean inside
you.’ Eve’s fingers were busy stroking Tina’s pussy lips and she
watched as the redhead’s sex opened like a flower, revealing a
glistening moistness within. ‘Anyway, I’ve had a good licking today
anyway, actually.’

'Mmm, keep
stoking my clit, lovely. Danny, I suppose?’ Eve dipped her head
down and let her tongue trace a course from the base of her pussy
up to the clit, stopping there to pay it particular attention,
Eve’s nose buried in a forest of ginger curls, inhaling the scent
of sex. When Tina’s moans told her she’d hit the spot she sat back
a little.

‘You know that
job interview I went for? It seemed to go very well. The manageress
was very nice. She asked me some questions, then licked my pussy
out!’

‘No!’

‘Oh yes! She
was really sexy and… I’ll tell you later, shall I?’

‘Yes, don’t
stop licking me, Eve, Oh God, that’s good! I’ll want all the
details later, though!’ Eve’s giggle was muffled, as her mouth and
tongue were again expertly arousing, licking, kissing and tasting.
For a few minutes neither girl spoke, Tina relaxing as she felt a
warm wave of sexual desire sweep over her, Eve relieving the
frustration she had felt earlier when Charlotte had rejected her by
intimately exploring her young friend, licking her with long stokes
of her tongue and reveling in the wetness she found inside. What
she could not slurp into her mouth bathed her chin, but she kept on
licking, the raw sexuality of the act giving her some release.
However, after a few minutes she leant back, stroking her friend's
thighs with her hands as she paused for breath.

‘You can really
tell there’s spunk in your pussy, you taste really different and
you’re really juicy, sweetheart! You still taste lovely
though.’

‘Jesus, don't
stop - it feels so good - you’re tongue goes so deep in there!'
Eve's head obediently bobbed back down between Tina's pale legs to
seek out her ginger muff. 'Oh God, yes, mmm baby! Phew! Yeah, Dean
comes like a fountain! Ohh, yeah, fuck me with your tongue!’ Eve’s
tongue again slid deep into Tina and began a rhythmic probing.
Within seconds, Tina was coming again, pushing Eve’s face into her
and biting the knuckle of her forefinger to stop her shrieking in
ecstasy and disturbing her mum downstairs. Eve’s hands slid over
the girl’s slim thighs and soft tummy while she continued to tongue
her to a frenzy, using her arms to keep the girl's pussy on her
tongue as her hips bounced on the bed, her orgasm making her grind
uncontrollably against her friends face.

When Tina
eventually recovered her composure, she reached down to take her
friend’s chin in her hand and gently pulled her up onto the bed so
she lay on top of her. Their lips met in an intimate kiss, mouths
opening and tongues exploring, sliding wetly against each
other.

‘Mmm, now I can
taste his spunk on your tongue.’ They giggled together. ‘Did you
lick your new boss’s pussy then? I suppose you got the job,
especially if you went down on her.’ Eve rolled off her friend and
sat on the edge of the bed, allowing Tina to stand and start
looking for her knickers.

‘No, I didn’t.
She threw me out almost before I’d finished coming, but she did
promise to ring.’

‘God! You don’t
think she gets off with everyone she interviews, do you?’

‘I don’t know.
I hadn’t thought of that.’

‘What if she
fucks all the ones she fancies, then takes on some old biddy with
loads of experience?’ Suddenly Eve was less positive about the job.
Tina found her knickers, still round one ankle, and tugged them
back up. ‘Sorry Eve, I didn’t want to bring you down. I’m sure
she’ll ring. Lets face it, if she’s a dyke, she’s going to want to
stare at those jugs all day, not some wrinkled old hag!’ Eve
grinned and gave her friend’s leg an affectionate slap.


‘We’ll see.’

 


If you enjoyed
this story, don't miss Sex in the Office 3 - Orgies and Girls! If
you'd prefer, you can buy all nine episodes in one complete volume
for only $5.99 - just search for 'Sex in the Office - the Complete
Series'. I also have lots of other sexy stories available now from
the site you purchased this one from.

 


Thanks for
reading my story - Rory.
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function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



