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1.
in the office
￼[image: Linien Linien]
 
There's a knock and the new cleaning lady comes in. I've noticed her over the last few days, with her pouty lips. She has those high cheekbones of Slavic women. Her blonde hair is unruly and it looks as if she has a tuft of straw on her head. But as she walked past the window to her table in the canteen, the sun's rays fell on her hair and it glowed like an aura. Until now I didn't know that she worked in our section - and now she's standing there. A cleaning cloth in one hand, she's pulling the vacuum cleaner behind her in the other. The tight blue smock can hardly contain her curves. "I'll clean here, please," she says in broken German, with a voice as if she were trying to win a contest for the "Sexiest Voice of the World". I nod at her sheepishly, grab my coffee cup and lean on the windowsill. I watch her at work over the rim of the cup.She bends down to pick up the wastepaper basket. 
As she does so, you can see the imprint of her thong through the fabric of her coat, and the hem of her leg openings disappear between her strong cheeks. She has a wide pelvis and a wonderful ass. When she squats down to wipe the desk drawers, the fabric of her coat stretches so tightly over her bottom that both buttocks and the crease between them are clearly visible. It must be a dream to fuck her from behind - no matter where. As if she feels like she's being watched, she suddenly turns around and smiles at me from her squatting position. She gives me a deep look into her cleavage. The top two buttons of her coat are open and underneath, two wonderful hemispheres bulge out towards me. The fabric of her smock has ridden up almost all the way up her thighs and is stretched over her firm flesh, but I am unable to get a glimpse. She continues to smile at me and then coos a question like "... everything OK, yes?". There is a lump in my throat and all I can manage is "hmm hmm". She straightens up again and continues to do her work. She dusts here, wipes there and finally sweeps the floor with the vacuum cleaner. Every time she passes by my house, I can smell her. She is not wearing perfume, it is a smell from my youth. 
It is the smell of summer at harvest time - dry hay, cut grain, thunderstorms on steaming earth, sweating horses. When she turns off the vacuum cleaner, I wake up from my fantasies and just see her leaving my office with her hips swinging. She leans over to the door handle once more and all I can see against the brightness of the hallway is her breathtaking silhouette. She says goodbye with a polite "goodbye" and the door is already closed.Goodbye? I hope so, but that will take another week. For the rest of the week I try to meet her in the canteen and every day I manage to get a free seat at the table next to her. We smile at each other and I notice how much enjoyment she has in taking bite after bite from the fork. She takes the bite very carefully with her teeth and then puts her lips over it - all without haste. Occasionally she licks her lips as if she wants to take every last taste with her. Pudding for dessert. It is a sensual experience. She licks just a part of it off the spoon with her lips, over and over again. When it is all gone, she licks the spoon with her tongue. My pants are tight at the thought of what she could do with that mouth. Now she stands up and pulls her coat down. She strokes her breasts first to her waist and then down over her bottom. 
She takes her tray, smiles at me again and then goes to return the dishes. I'm finished too and I try to get in line behind her. As if by chance, our arms touch as we push our trays into the dish cart. She allows the touch and says something quietly in a language that is foreign to me.Today is cleaning day again and I'm already feeling nervous. Finally, the liberating knock on the office door - it's her. She comes in with a duster in her hand and the vacuum cleaner behind her. "Cleaning again today" is her greeting. I notice that the third button on her coat is also open today and I see a full, white lace bra. Her breasts are shaped like a push-up and a narrow valley is visible between the mounds. Large, dark nipples are visible through the bra and the coat fabric. As she comes towards me and looks me in the eyes, I first notice her brown irises in her slightly wider eyes. She has also opened the lower buttons of her coat, but not far enough. I see strong thighs that flash out from the slit with every step. She's wearing a thong again, but I can't see her belly. Now she's bent over my desk and sticking her ass out at me. I'm tempted to step forward, pull her coat over her ass and ram my cock into her pussy, but I hold back, afraid someone might surprise us.She has put her duster aside and instead picked up paper and a pen. 
She writes something down, but then leaves the piece of paper on the desk. Then she continues cleaning my office. I take the piece of paper on which she has written a room number and a time. Was that an invitation? I look at her questioningly, the piece of paper in my hand. She smiled with her mouth open and said something like "...clean there too", vacuumed the carpet, making sure to show me her backside, and then left my office, not without giving me a conspiratorial look. It was lunchtime and we were sitting opposite each other in the canteen. She had buttoned her coat a little more, which only accentuated her figure even more. She put on the same show with the food again, but today she licked her lips more often, looking deep into my eyes each time. Now it was clear to me - this was an invitation to a date. Two more hours. Where is this room anyway?I consult the phone book. The room is in a completely different building, oh yes, here in the registry. I call the number, my God, what am I going to say if someone answers now. It rings and rings, no one seems to be there. But then the switchboard answers and says that the clerk is on vacation, but that I can leave him a message. I thank him and babble something else about it not being that important and that it can wait until after the vacation. 
Judging by the phone numbers, it is the only office on the floor. Another hour and a half. Work is out of the question. My thoughts constantly revolve around her beautiful body. Am I really that close to the object of my desires? The time has finally come. I leave my office and walk through many corridors into the other building. Thank God I don't have to walk across the courtyard. How many people could have seen me there. Down another flight of stairs and up the other side, then along the corridor - finally I'm standing in front of the indicated room. The door is only ajar. I carefully push it open and peek into the room. It's dim because the blinds are drawn. There are also large plant pots with sprawling plants in front of the window. But I see them too!She is standing in front of a desk with her back to me. Against the light, I can only see her silhouette - those breathtaking curves. I scurry into the room and quietly close the door. Now she turns to me and opens the coat, which she had obviously already unbuttoned. She comes towards me with swaying steps and I notice more and more of her body. With every step she moves her hips like a professional model. And now I can see her triangle. 
 
The thong curves over her mons pubis and then disappears between her legs. Like her bra, it is made of white lace and cut very low, so that a few pubic hairs cheekily poke out over the hem. My gaze wanders upwards, over her stomach, her breasts to her face. Again, she has that knowing smile on her pout and when she reaches me, she reaches past me and locks the door. "No cleaning now" was her comment. She pulls my jacket off, wraps one leg around me, takes my head in her hands and kisses me, kisses me like I've never been kissed before. The passion of her tongue is unstoppable. It moves here, there, flattens, stiffens, tickles the roof of my mouth and wrestles with my tongue. Her hands go into my hair and the next moment she throws her arms around my neck and hugs me. Her leg moves constantly up and down my leg. I run my hands along her back under her coat and press her tightly against me. She responds with her pelvis, which she presses tightly against me. I knead her buttocks and pull them apart slightly. She tenses her muscles and moans. Now she releases her grip and frantically starts working on my belt instead. 
 
 
She finally has it open, now the button on my pants, then the zipper - carefully, because someone is already making themselves known behind it quite strongly and is no longer letting me stand still. She pulls the pants over my bottom and at the same time squats down with them. She carefully pulls my panties over my stiff cock and then slides them down over my ass. She has her palms facing inwards and strokes my ass cheeks. So I'm standing there with my pants down, prevented from running away - but who wants that in this situation?She looks up at me from below once more and I see only horny desire in her eyes. I think it looks the same in my eyes. Now she carefully pulls back the foreskin and I see how my glans disappears into her mouth. She closes her lips behind the coronal groove and begins the same game with her tongue that I was able to experience when kissing. In between she licks the glans like a pudding spoon or she lets me feel her teeth very gently. I dig my hands into her blonde, tousled head and fear that I'm about to come. She immediately lets go of the tip of my cock and nibbles along the shaft. Her hands massage my balls and ass while her fingers find their way into the crack in my ass. 
She puts some spit on her fingers and runs them between my legs into the crack, searching for my rosette. With two fingers she spreads my buttocks slightly apart and then uses her middle finger to spread the saliva on my rosebud. I squat down slightly, as far as my pants allow, to make it easier for her to access my ass. This of course meant that my spear also moved closer to her - and then it disappeared back into her mouth. This is too much now. One hand jerking off my cock, at the same time caressing the tip of my cock in her mouth with her tongue and then a finger pressing against the anal sphincter. I feel the juice rising inside me. As she climaxes, she rams her finger into my ass and I cum in her mouth. She swallows everything as it comes. When the waves subside, she pulls her finger out of my hole, uses her thumb to squeeze the last drops of cum out of the underside of my cock and licks them off the tip of my cock.Now she is standing in front of me again and licking her lips in her usual manner as she prepares to unbutton my shirt. With a tender gesture she pushes it over her shoulders and I slip out of the sleeves. The shirt falls to the floor and while I take off my shoes and pants she lets the smock slide to the floor. 
She reaches behind her and opens the clasp of her bra, slips the straps over her shoulders and then lets the lingerie fall. Now she stands there with her arms hanging and lets me admire her breasts. They are large and yet so firm that they keep their shape. The erect nipples stick out slightly, the areolas are not too large. She breathes heavily as I gently press her breasts together and rub the nipples with my thumbs. I take her nipples with my lips and let my tongue play over them, like she did with my glans before. I kiss her nipples and her areolas alternately until they are bulging with excitement. She moans and presses my head firmly against her breasts. And again I notice her scent. I have never experienced anything like it before, the scent has something animalistic about it. I let my hands slide along her breasts to her back
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