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I don’t know why but skirts always get to me. Get to some deep area in my brain and flick a switch. I love skirts, long, short, doesn’t matter. Just as long as a woman’s wearing a skirt I’m interested. So the calf-length black leather skirt with matching shiny black heels that’s just entered the door into the reception area is like a siren call to my dick.

Somehow I manage to draw my eyes up, passing them over a red silk blouse and black blazer (not to mention some nice tits) and see her beautiful face framed by her shoulder-length black hair. Has she come for me? I’ve been here a while and the sour-faced receptionist (unknown skirt as she’s not stood up since I’d entered the room. But come to think about it she is probably the type to wear trousers. Ugh) isn’t the chatty type.

Black shiny skirt exchanges a nod with the receptionist and heads towards me. My dick surges and I hope it isn’t too obvious.

Whoever she is glances at me then down at the clipboard she holds, “Mister Brady?” 

I clear my throat nervously. “Yes.”

“I’m Sandra Chen, in charge of recruitment,” she smiles, holding out her hand. 

I stand up, using my document holder to hide the tenting in my trousers, and nervously shake her hand, “Pleased to meet you. Thank you for inviting me.”

She’s taller than me, which is slightly unusual, but might just be due to the shiny heels she wears.

“Please come with me.”

Anywhere.

“Sure.”

Michelle, my wife, had given up on me doing the job search by myself – I’d been doing the same work for the same company for years and my job-hunting skills had atrophied. Not a good idea when you get laid off. So she’s been sending out my resume for me. I’d lost count at the number of rejections I’d had so far and was beginning to think I was going to spend the rest of my life as a slob. But here it looks like I’ve passed the first hurdle – I just need to land the job and I’d be OK. And I wouldn’t have to suffer the silent looks behind my back from my wife.

Sandra turns on her heels and I sneak a glimpse of her tight ass moving under her sexy skirt. I nod politely to the unresponsive, sour-faced receptionist. Has she seen me looking at Sandra’s ass? Don’t know. Maybe she’s just having a bad day after her breakfast of lemons.

Sandra’s sexy shiny ass leads me out of reception and into a hallway with widely-spaced doors on either side. 

“These are meeting rooms, where we meet clients.”

“Okay.”

No sounds come from them and only one door had anything on it to indicate it was in use. “Is it busy at the moment?”

“We’re in the lull between busy periods. There’s normally a seasonal variation, high after the holiday season, low during summer.”

“People not so cooped up with people they no longer like?” I try to lighten the tone.

“Yeah.”

She leads me to an elevator and we get in. Her perfume smells great. I look closer at her hair wondering how Michelle would look with waves in her straight hair. Maybe I could suggest it, and if she likes the idea try it out on her?

“So tell me, why have you applied to us?”

My wife had extensively coached me on this one, so much so I was sure I was saying it in my sleep. Did I mention my uselessness at job searching?

“Yeah, um, I’d like to expand my skills and felt that my existing one’s could well match with those that your company are looking for.”

What fucking nonsense. But if it got the job...

She smiles thinly. Probably heard it every single time and knows it’s bullshit.

We get out on the third floor and I ask general questions about the place while we walk along another corridor. She stops outside a pale wood door that has ‘S Chen’ on the nameplate, opens it and leads me inside.

Thankfully my dick has calmed down on the walk so I won’t have to worry about it too much during the interview.

To one side of the room a desk is positioned so that whoever sits there can look out over the city through large windows. It doesn’t look like much of a view – other office buildings, the busy street, the odd tree, but I spose it’s better than nothing.

The golden wooden desk has the usual suspects of a keyboard, monitor, a potted plant, and some framed photos on it. A couple of landscapes hang on the pale gold walls.

More plants are on stands around the room with grow lights shining on them. The other side of the room has a comfy leather chair and matching sofa around a golden wood coffee table.

Another door is set into the wall behind the sofa but is closed. Possibly a small private bathroom or kitchen area.

She leads me to the desk and indicates a chair in front of it for me to sit on.

Taking a deep breath I sit as she takes the padded leather one behind it. I’m grateful that I have no view of her distracting skirt under the desk.

We begin.
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On the way home I continue the post-mortem that started as soon as I handed back my visitor pass and left the building. Had I said everything I’d wanted to? Had I put my foot in it?

Just didn’t know.

I gave Michelle non-commital answers to the texts she’d sent me. I want to wait until she gets back home before delving too deep into it.

Back at the house I give it a quick clean, put the washed clothes in the dryer I’d set to run before the interview, and set dinner up whilst waiting for her to come home.

Hearing her car arrive I go to the front door and open it for her. She looks at me enquiringly as I take her briefcase and coat and close it behind her.

“Well?”

“I think I did Ok.”

She eyes search mine. Then she smiles. “They want to see you again.”

“What?”

“I had a text. Sandra was it?”

“Yeah, she’s the one that interviewed me. How come she’s got your number?”

“A favour.”

“Oh.” Is this good or bad? Just don’t know. “When?”

“Tomorrow.”

My heart thumps. So soon?

She comes over to me and kisses me on the cheek. “You’ve got it, I know. Dinner smells great. I’ll just go powder my nose.”

“Sure.”

As she goes upstairs to the bathroom I head to the kitchen to get dinner ready for us.

That night in bed as a thank you I make sure to make her cum with my tongue licking and flicking her clit. I reckon it works as she crushes my face into her moist pussy and gasps as she orgasms. She even gives me a handjob afterwards so I know she’s in a good mood. After cleaning myself up I fall asleep next to her as she texts on her mobile.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Two


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


The receptionist looks the same as yesterday, but I’m not too sure as there’s a slight smile on her face. Maybe she’s switched her usual breakfast lemons to oranges? Heaven forbid she ever got to strawberries. Probably go into meltdown or something.

I wasn’t too sure what to bring with me for this interview as I’ve never gotten this far before, so just brought the same documents as yesterday. I did though remember to wear a different suit. Or at least my wife did and left it out for me after I’d sorted out her breakfast.

Sandra smiles warmly at me when she enters reception, maybe because I’m no longer an unknown quantity? Or maybe she’s the person my wife was texting last night? 

Today she wears a knee-length clingy red jersey skirt, matching shiny red heels, sheer black tights, and black satin blouse. She looks gorgeous. My dick thinks so as well and again I have to surreptitiously use my document case to hide my swelling hard-on.

She takes me round the other floors and offices and introduces me to the other workers. I’m my usual pleasant self and don’t think I’ve made any job-killing mistakes. 

After she shows me how to use the coffee machine in the small kitchen area we end up in the comfy area of her office. I enjoy the sight of her crossed legs and the sound of her sheer black tights sliding
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