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MY MOBILE SILENTLY vibrated in my pocket making me jump slightly, which turned out to be a good thing as I realised I was in danger of nodding off – something that is normally frowned upon if your boss is in the same meeting as you. Death by Powerpoint? Hell, yes.

I couldn’t answer it so silently prayed the meeting would end soon, which was entirely possible the way it sounded like things were being wrapped up. Then I began praying that no-one had any additional questions to push it even further over the already run-over finish time. 

A few minutes later I knew the meeting was over as my boss snagged the last triple chocolate cookie from the plate he’d ordered for the meeting, before making his escape from the snooze-inducing room.

While leaving I pulled my mobile out and checked it. A text had come in from my girlfriend, Sasha –


I’m horny for my girlfriend



My balls instantly tightened and I quickly looked round in case anyone was looking over my shoulder, or had seen any NSFW movement in my trousers.

Thankfully, no-one. 

Everyone was either looking at their own phones or passing the time of day with a fellow meeting-goer, or yawning. A thought came to me – what if Sasha had sent the same text to all of those reading their phones. What would they think? I smiled to myself imagining their confusion, and headed to the gents for a well-earned comfort break.

I snagged an empty cubicle, made very sure to lock it, pulled my trousers and underwear down and sat. Only then did I get my phone out – texts from my girlfriend could be a dangerous pursuit while standing up at a urinal. And I had no wish for anyone to see my lacy yellow panties. Or my dick getting hard.

I sent–


She’s hot for you as well



Bare moments later I got–


Is she hot and wet?



I looked down at my dick. I’d have to have a cooling-off period as it was hardening nicely and a drop of excited pre-cum was on the verge of dropping down into the pan.


Yes. Do you want your girlfriend prim & proper or a total slut?



I knew which I wanted. We’d gone shopping together recently. As usual I ignored the puzzled looks of the sales assistants – a man happy to go shopping with his girlfriend? What planet is he from? I was with Sasha because I’d seen a skirt I wanted on TV – it was one of those long ones with the pleats. The way it accentuated the woman’s figure and flowed as she walked I knew I had to have one. 

In my excitement I’d almost crushed her hand at seeing rack of black satin versions hanging up in the third store we’d entered. She smiled and kissed me as we went over to the rack. We murmured quietly to each other comparing sizes as she held some against her waist and we eventually settled on on what we thought would fit me. As she headed to the tills I went and looked at the small display of home furnishings just to mess with the shop assistant’s minds. But also to surreptitiously look over at the other female clothes.

Luckily she came back and dragged me away before I could buy a delightful unicorn-shaped candle holder – I just knew my older brother would adore it.

We exited the shop and she threatened to slap my dick into submission unless it stopped getting erect. Well, that was it – it was almost as if she knew I’d have to carry the bag in front of my crotch or everyone would see what a raging hard-on I had. Thankfully she knew how to deal with it when we got back home.

I waited breathlessly for her reply.

She certainly knew how to tease as I began wondered how long it would take for a concerned workmate to come looking for me.


Prim & proper



I successfully stopped a loud whoop of joy. Then had to imagine a freezing wind scouring the cold arctic wastes to calm my dick down.

The rest of the afternoon and my commute home could have been blasted to hell by the outbreak of world War three and I wouldn’t have noticed, so consumed I was by planning what to wear to look prim & proper for my girlfriend.

But also, if I was going to be prim & proper, what was she going to be?
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MY LONG PLEATED BLACK satin skirt brushed sensuously against my stockinged legs as I walked down the hallway. My dick enjoyed the feeling as well and was in danger of cumming in the white satin lace-trimmed panties currently straining to hold it in check.

I loved my new skirt and wondered whether I could get another one, but in a different color. Perhaps pink. Knowing Sasha she’d insist I get it by myself, but make sure to watch me get all embarrassed at the till as the shop assistants side-eyed each other knowing I was buying it for myself but I kept telling everyone that it was a present for my girlfriend.

My favourite scent – the one Sasha had bought me for my birthday – surrounded me, adding to my feeling of being beautiful and feminine.

Coming up to the hallway mirror I couldn’t help looking at myself in it. My blond hair was in pigtails with pink satin bows holding them in shape. Behind my sensible black rim glasses my eyes were shadowed with light purple, my lips rosy red. A thin black lace-design choker hugged my neck. A prim white cotton blouse covered my breasts in my white satin bra. I wouldn’t have looked out of place at an expensive girls-only college.

Certain that Prim & Proper was my new middle name (possibly Horny Slut as well) I continued clicking down the hallway in my shiny black heels until I came to the closed white-painted door. This was normally the home office Sasha and I shared. Over time it’d been used for many things which would be considered very NSFW in a normal everyday office.

Hesitantly I knocked on it.

“Come,” came her voice.

I turned the handle and walked in.

A hard wooden chair sat in front of the wooden desk, which held the keyboard and monitor. Sasha sat in the padded leather chair behind the desk. Her long hair was in a ponytail and she wore a pink trouser-suit, white blouse, and thin black tie. 

All very stern and serious.

And sexy as fuck.

Her head was bent down as she read from a paper file on the desk. Without looking up she indicated with a pen that I should sit on the wooden chair.

I went over to it and enjoyed the feeling of smoothing my satin skirt over my ass before sitting down and crossing my legs. The shush of satin and nylon sending thrills through me. Not to mention the delightful squeezing of my dick and balls hidden in my prim white satin panties.

I adjusted my skirt over my nylon-clad legs and then demurely placed my hands in my lap waiting for whatever Sasha had thought up to scratch her horny itch.

Three

––––––––
[image: ]


AFTER WHAT FELT LIKE an eternity she looked up and coolly regarded me. “Thank you for coming to this meeting, Miss Foster. I’m Miss Reynolds and have been asked to go over a report with you.”

“Ok.”

Playing with the pen with both hands before tapping the papers in front of her she said, “I’m concerned, Miss Foster.”

“Sorry?”

“This is a report to the library board concerning your activities with students in the library.”

“Oh?”

She regarded me again and raised an eyebrow. Looking down at the papers she read, “Miss Foster has been reported to us many times for her kissing and fondling of several male students.”

“Me?” My heart thumped and my dick jerked as I realised how she wanted her itch scratched.

She glanced up at me before continuing, “Miss Foster is reported to have lifted her skirt and flashed her panties at several male students.” She paused, letting it sink in, then added, “The report mention that at the time you wore a short skirt.” She looked up and used the pen to indicate the long pleated black satin skirt I currently wore, “I’m glad to see your skirt is of a more prudent length for female librarians.”

“I’m always properly attired, and only wear skirts with lengths below my knees, Miss Reynolds,” I retorted, brushing some invisible lint from my gorgeous skirt.

She looked back down at the papers. “Miss Foster is reported to have offered her body to several male students for them to quote fuck her silly unquote.”

I gasped, “That– That’s just not true!”

“The term ‘cock-whore’ may have been used, Miss Foster.”

“What?”

“The captain of the basketball team reports you told him that you bet he had a twelve-incher and that you could take all of it?”

“I– I–” I stammered, “I certainly don’t recall saying that!”

She looked at me again. “I believe you took two members of the rowing team with you into the restricted books area and asked them to quote spit-roast you unquote.”

At this point my dick was pushing for all its worth against my white satin panties, and I had to shift my legs to relieve the pressure.

She fixed me with her stern eyes, “Tell me, Miss Foster, what is spit-roasting?”

“I certainly don’t know. But it sounds like something I wouldn’t dream of participating in, Miss Reynolds.”

“Shall I tell you, Miss Foster?”

“Is it quite necessary? I do have several books to re-shelve you know.”

“This report is quite lengthy, Miss Foster.”

“It is?”

“Yes. So I’ve taken the liberty to ask several of your colleagues to re-shelve the books for you.”

“Oh, well thank you.”

“Your colleagues John and Mark also told me about several occasions when you followed them into the gents bathroom and requested to examine their penises. With your mouth.”

My mouth gaped open and closed like a goldfish. Possibly what I would have done to get John’s and Marks’ cocks inside it.

“Going back to my previous comment I’m reliably informed that spit-roasting is when a horny















































































[image: ]



[image: ]




[image: ]



[image: ]


























































[image: ]

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Lissy @nearrgs

Paul‘Zante





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





