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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.
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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.
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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.
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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
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