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All things considered I know I should be glad I got the job, even though I'm still not quite sure what it is I'm supposed to be doing, but it's a job and with the current recession and subsequent very tight job market I do count my lucky stars I got some way to pay the rent. Maybe in due course I will find out what my real job description actually is, as after all it's only been two weeks of delivering the mail to the various offices where various men sit behind their desks involved in 'who knows what', apart from ogling me.

So yeah it was stipulated, even in so many words in my contract what the 'dress-code' is and I find myself actually enjoying wearing these very short skirts, push-ups and sheer cleavage 'v-shirt' with buttons, leaving not just much , but quite a lot to the imagination. I can easily fill in what that might be, because I can vividly remember how my, now ex, boyfriend loved me wearing these 'outfits' and taking them off, with his eyes or his hands. The other girls in the office also seem to take it in stride and then some, because my short skirt isn't even the shortest. I push my little cart full of envelopes and packages down the hall on the second floor and an office door opens.

One of my colleagues, Marge, a twenty-something wearing the same 'uniform' as me, comes out of the door, walking slowly, face all flushed and straightening her short skirt and wiping her mouth with her right hand. She moves past me answers my cheerful 'good morning' just as cheerful and over my shoulder I see her go into the bathroom. 'Wonder what that's about' I think and dare not guess, though I have a feeling, including a 'feeling down there' and I really shouldn't think about my ex boyfriend, not at work at least, or maybe it's totally ok to think about his huge penis in me and I get wet. "Come in!" A loud voice anwers my knock on the same door.

I push my cart through after opening the door and say: "Good morning Mr. Jones... Your morning mail for today." Cheerful and I hear a little bit 'horny' in my voice. I look at Mr. Jones his back where he stands by the window looking out and I can clearly hear a zip move. He turns around, faces me and I'm oddly disappointed there's no open zip in evidence on his pants, nor therefore any penis or so, yet some trace of a bulge is in evidence. Or I'm 'seeing' things? He sure does, because the cart is kinda low, so I have to bend over in order to be able to push it, I suspect deliberate intent and Mr. Jones stares down my ample cleavage and I find myself liking it.

"Hi Mary... eh Mary it is?" "Yes Mr. Jones." "New here aren't you?" "Just started my third week... Sir." "Well, well... How you liking it so far?" "Dunno." I answer truthfully and unable to not notice how very handsome and atractive he is, like all the men working here and I suddenly realise their 'dress-code' is also meant to emphasise their abundant physical attributes. Like his muscless bulging in his tight t-shirt and his tight jeans accentuating his firm well trained ass and yes a bulge. A bulge that maybe had something to do with Marge's flushed cheeks just now and I remain bent slightly forward feeling the heat of his eyes on my almost bare breasts all the way down to between my legs.

Mr. Jones clears his throat as he turns his back to me again and moves to go and sit behind his desk on his swivel chair and he says: "I like that skirt you're wearing... as per... hmmm great legs Mary." He compliments me and I smile hot gratitude, because I do have great legs if I say so myself. He wriggles a bit before he sits down and watches me in silence as I  have to move around my mail cart to grab his mail from the bottom shelve, bent over with my legs deliberately kept straight and again I suspect intent, because I know my tight ass in my tight white undies is now quite visible from under my very short skirt. So I take my time, because by now I've gotten very wet, I mean I could have bent my knees.

I move to his right of his desk, his bundle of mail under my left arm, I can see in his eyes that Mr. Jones really enjoyed the 'view' up my skirt from behind and I feel an almost irrisistable urge to lift the front of my very short skirt and I swallow hard. Somehow I realise this might actually be in my jobdescription, I didn't find any 'fine-print' I might have forgotten to read, yet I do remember the part about 'Joining the spirit of the team and the acceptance of light banter, well meant, or the occasional 'compliment.'

And I wouldn't mind giving Mr. Jones one, a compliment that is, because up close he's a real hunk. "Really nice short skirt Mary." He says deliberately pervy. My boyfriend used to say that too, but he left me for an even shorter skirt and because I had been thinking of him and his penis cumming inside me while pushing my cart I put down Mr. Jones' mail where indicated and smile equally pervy and say: "Thank you."

"Yeah, really very nice... I like white panties." "You do?" I whisper gratefully horny and add: "I always wear white ones and... O!" 'Sometines none' I wanted to say, but Mr. Jones suddenly swivels his chair, rolls it back from under his desk where his legs hid and he has his huge erection up straight out of his fly. That's the 'team spirit' and a 'compliment' because I love it when I get a beautiful man horny, he slides his foreskin down of his huge hard darkred tip and then I say: "Sometimes I don't wear any." And I lift the front of my very short skirt, feeling the 'team spirit' myself and then some.

Mr. Jones looks and looks at my white undies between my legs, the clearly visible bulges of my pussylips and the little split in between, because I like them tight. He masturbates and O how I love that, my boyfriend hardly ever showed me and then Mr.Jones touches me between my legs and says: "Hmmm, looks nice, hmmm, feels nice and why don't you take them off." I look at Mr. Jones' huge naked penis poking out of his fly, go on holding up the front of my very short skirt thoroughly enjoying how he fundles my white slip between my legs and I say: "No... you pull it down... hmmm, yeahhh..." And 'yeahhh' indeed, because don't I just love showing a man, any man, my naked shaved pussy after they take off my undies.

And have a man, any man, touch my naked shaved pussy, like Mr. Jones does now, I tilt my pussy forward and sigh: "Open me... ahhhh, yeah..." He splits my pussylips very wide apart, stares up my vagina-hole, he must be able to see how wet, wet, wet I am and I move forward. I place my legs very wide apart, move over his legs, hold my open pussy over his huge hard penis, he shoves his foreskin down again and very slowly I take all of him deep inside my slickly wet vagina.

"O Mr. Jones, your penis is sooo BIG!" I yell, because it is and I hope everyone can hear. "Hngg Mary, your vagina is soooo WET!" He joins in the 'team spirit' and adds: "I just shot my load in lovely Marge her mouth." So he'll be a while nice and hard inside me, but I already was so very horny, recent break-ups will do that to you and don't you know it. And soon as Mr. Jones slides his warm hands around the back under my short skirt and caresses my naked buns my vagina squirts deep inside. It makes him moan with pleasure, my fuck-tunnel cramps shut, pulses and squirts again and I whisper: "O Mr. Jones, I just had an orgasm."

I slick my vagina off his huge hard penis, he still holds my white undies in his right hand, brings it up to his face, sniffs the crotch and masturbate with his left. "No stay, there's a dildo in that drawer there... hng, ahhh, stay and watch." "Of course Mr. Jones... Love to." I have to bend over to open the bottom drawer of his desk, my naked ass points up under my very short skirt, I hear his swivel chair squeak, I find the dildo and Mr. Jones finds my naked pussy with his penis. O he moves it in me, a lot better than me riding his penis, better than him masturbating; him fucking my wet vagina.
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