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Tight
by Elizabeth Coldwell

I blame the dry cleaner. Though maybe a little of it was my fault. After all, I should have braved the rain and gone to the cleaner Id been using for years, rather than simply dashing to the one in the precinct by the tube station because I didnt fancy getting wet.

The fact the bored-looking bloke behind the counter only flicked one of his iPod headphones out of his ears before acknowledging my presence should have given me the clue he wasnt paying too much attention when I asked him to take good care of my suit. Even so, he did promise it would be ready for me to pick up by five, as Id requested.

I needed the suit cleaning because I had a job interview the following morning, and I needed to do well at the interview because Id been out of work for five months and was starting to feel the pinch financially. At the age of 40, I suspected I was too old and too over-qualified for the position, but this was the first interview Id been called to attend after sending out more applications than I could count, and I was determined to do whatever it took to create a good impression.

The suit was indeed ready when I called for it just after five oclock, sheathed in protective plastic and still retaining a faint smell of the chemicals which had been used to clean it. That, I knew, would have faded by the morning. Teamed with a crisp white blouse and shiny patent heels, the smart pinstripe suit would make me look efficient, reliable and eminently employable.

At least, that was the plan. Despite all my intentions to be professional and give myself plenty of time to have a filling breakfast and make my way to the offices of Simms and Simms, my alarm clock failed to go off and I overslept. I hastily gulped down a glass of orange juice and a bowl of cereal, then went to dress. Which was when I realised something had gone wrong with the cleaning process. My beautiful wool suit had shrunk. Not enough to be unwearable, but it was certainly a whole lot tighter than when Id tried it on in front of the bedroom mirror the day before.

I should have found something else to wear, but my other work suits were in storage in the attic, and I didnt have time to go hunting for one. Already, I was running the risk of being late for the interview. I would have to go as I was.

Now, Im a big girl. Not fat, although I would be if I didnt exercise as frequently as I do, but voluptuous. My breasts are huge, creamy mounds that beg to spill out of a mans hands, my thighs are full and fleshy and my bottom is round and delightfully dimpled. Its the figure of a 40s pin-up girl, designed for the bedroom rather than the catwalk, and Ive had more than my share of lovers who could have happily spent the rest of their lives buried in my generous curves.

Looking at myself, watching the way the buttons on my jacket strained across my chest to the point of bursting, I knew this wasnt exactly the way Id hoped to present myself to a prospective employer. The jacket wasnt too much of a problem, once Id left all but one of the buttons unfastened. The skirt was a different matter. It had been on the tight side when I bought it, as was the current fashion, but now it stretched taut as a drum-skin across my backside. It clung to the gentle swell of my stomach, gave me a wiggle when I walked and made me look  available, somehow, as though I was seeking to be judged on something other than the information listed on my CV.

That was certainly the feeling I got when I walked into the reception area of Simms and Simms impressive, glass-fronted offices. The girl sitting at the front desk  all frosted-blonde highlights and razor cheekbones  glanced at me as though offended by the way my curves were squeezed into the skin-tight skirt. Mind you, she looked like the sort who exists on edamame beans and fresh air and believes weighing more than eight stone is an affront to the concept of femininity. Not that it was her I had to impress. My appointment was with a Mr Stockwell, the companys senior marketing manager. With a final disapproving sniff, the receptionist told me to take the list to the fourth floor and wait outside Stockwells office until I was called.

There appeared to be another prospective employee in the office as I approached, so I made myself as comfortable as I could on the hard grey plastic chair in the corridor outside and took the opportunity to touch up my lipstick. Less than three minutes passed before the office door opened and a twenty-something brunette in an immaculate black coat dress emerged. I was trying to gauge from her expression how well she felt the interview had gone, and whether she was in with a chance of landing the job when I heard a deep voice say, Eleanor Thornton? Come inside, please.

I stepped into the office to be greeted by Mr Stockwell. He wasnt at all what I had been expecting. He was a good dozen years younger than me, with brush-cut blond hair and a cute dimple in his chin. His smile was wide, revealing neat white teeth, as he gestured to me to take a seat. Id expected to be intimidated by him. Instead, he was making me feel strangely horny. Not the most appropriate emotion to be experiencing during a job interview, but sometimes I couldnt help the way my body reacted when confronted by a handsome, personable man.

Its very nice to meet you, Mr Stockwell, I said, crossing my legs primly at the ankle.

Please, call me Ryan, he replied. I couldnt help but notice that his brown eyes were fixed on the single button I had fastened on my jacket, just below the point where the material struggled to contain my breasts. A slight blush rose to my cheeks; I hoped he would put it down to nothing more than nerves on my part.

He spent a couple of moments scanning my application form and CV. This was the part of interviews I always hated, knowing you were being compared to whoever had come before and wondering if there was anything in the information youd supplied that would rule you out of contention.

Well, you certainly have plenty of experience in the field, he commented. Maybe a little too much for what this job requires, if Im honest, but dont worry, that doesnt mean Im going to dismiss you out of hand. But before I ask you a few questions which will give me a better idea of what you could bring to us here at Simms and Simms, Id like you to do one thing for me.

Certainly, Mr Stock  Ryan, I replied. What is that?

Take your jacket off for me, Eleanor, he said. You seem a little  tense. Id like you to relax. It helps an interviewee give of their best.

It was an odd request, but he was right. I was tense. Though how much of that had to do with the tightness of my jacket I wasnt entirely sure. Still, I would feel more comfortable once it was off. I shrugged out of it, draping it over the back of my chair.

Ryan Stockwell smiled. It was a smile that made my pussy lurch, and I wondered for a moment if he could see the scalloped edges of my lacy bra through my blouse. Might he be imagining how it would feel to unfasten that bra and slide his cock between the valley of my pillowy breasts, wrapping my tit-flesh around his shaft and thrusting back and forth till he came? I shifted in my seat, aware that my silk knickers were suddenly more than a little damp.

His next words dragged me back to my surroundings. Now, Eleanor, Id like you to go over to the cupboard by the door. On the top shelf theres a wooden puzzle. Could you get it down for me and bring it back to the desk, please?

Another odd request, but I obeyed without hesitation. If this was all, as I suspected, some kind of initiative which would involve me solving the puzzle once Id brought it to him, I was more than happy to comply. There was a metal stool on casters, much like the ones employed in library stacks for reaching books on the highest shelves, and I knew I would need to use it to gain access to the top shelf. I had to adjust my skirt to help me climb up onto the stool, hitching it almost high enough to give Ryan an inadvertent flash of my stocking tops. I thought I heard him give a little murmur of approval from behind me, but dismissed it as nothing more than my overheated imagination.

Once I had clambered down, smoothing my skirt in place once I was back on solid ground, I took the puzzle and placed it on Ryans desk.

Would you like me to solve it now? I asked. Id been studying the puzzle as I carried it over. It was in the shape of a box, which had to be taken apart and put back together again, and it looked simpler than I was sure it really was.

No. Actually, what Id like you to do is bend over the desk for me.

Im sorry? I couldnt have heard him right.

No hesitation, please, Eleanor. Over the desk for me. Now.

There was an edge to his voice I hadnt heard before. Stern, authoritative. Never mind the fact he was so much younger than me. Suddenly, he was taking control of the interview in a way I had never expected.

Still, I was reluctant to do as he asked. I didnt want to think about what my bottom would look like, the skirt stretched so tight across it, or what he might choose to do once he had me in that position.

Do I have to haul you over it, Eleanor? he snapped.

So I made a space for myself among all the papers on his big desk, and bent over it, just as hed requested. My big tits were crushed against the desk top, the feel of cool metal through my clothing causing my nipples to spring to life. He came to stand behind me, and the next thing I felt was his hand smoothing over the ample moons of my arse.

Oh, thats wonderful, he murmured, as though in some kind of reverie. From the moment you walked into my office, I said to myself, Theres a woman I want to have over my desk, bare and waiting for the crack of my hand on her arse. You really have the most glorious figure, Eleanor. The sort of figure I thought was disappearing, what with all these faddy diets and this desire to be so thin youre practically invisible. A woman is meant to have curves like yours, lush and inviting...

His hand was on the zip of my skirt now. I could have made a move to stop him, but I didnt. Hed already implied he was going to strip me and spank me, and while the prospect terrified me it turned me on like nothing Id ever known.

I shivered as he eased the constricting skirt down over my hips and off, stepping out of it obediently when he asked me to. This couldnt be happening, I told myself. Five minutes ago, this had been just another job interview and now I was being systematically undressed by this dominant young man. On the other side of the door, office life would be carrying on as it always did, but here everything was suddenly very far from normal.

Ryan pushed the tails of my blouse up, allowing him to get a better view of my bum. My knickers were cream, cut in a loose-fitting French style, and I felt his fingers stroking me through them.

Gorgeous, just gorgeous, Ryan crooned. So much beautiful flesh, just begging to be crimsoned by my palm. You really are a find, Eleanor, believe me.

I was lulled into such a state of comfort by his words, I barely registered the first couple of slaps. The flesh of my arse wobbled as Ryan spanked me just a little harder, using crisp, upward strokes. Each time I gasped, shocked by what I was letting this man do to me and not quite believing how strongly my body was reacting to him.

After a couple of moments, I heard him say, And now without the knickers, I think. Alarmed, I tried to rise from my bent-over pose, but Ryans strong hand in the small of my back kept me in place. Just relax, he said softly, as his other hand yanked at the waistband of my knickers. Give in to what you really want, my curvy cougar.

No one had ever called me a cougar before. I supposed the term was appropriate, given how much younger Ryan was than me. But cougar, to me, implied aggression; an older, bolder woman seizing on her prey. As I lay there unresisting, bottom being swiftly bared, I felt as I though I was the prey, completely at Ryans mercy. It was a strangely appealing concept.

There was a long silence once the traitorously wet scrap of silk had been pulled down to my knees. I tried to look round and see what Ryan was doing, get some idea of what he was thinking as he looked at my exposed arse. All I could see was his crotch, a few inches from my face, the dark twill of his trousers stretched as tight as anything I had been wearing when I entered his office.

He was rooting around on his desk, looking for something. Ah, here we go, I heard him say. If I really want to make those luscious cheeks of yours shake, Im going to need something more than my hand.

He held the implement in my eye-line, letting me see exactly what he was about to beat me with. It was a wooden ruler, the sort Id owned as a schoolgirl. My heart fluttered into my throat at the thought of Ryan using it to stripe my arse.

My anxiety must have been obvious, because Ryan announced, Dont worry, Eleanor, youre only going to get six swats with this. But I want you to repeat exactly what I say after each stroke, or well have to start all over again. Do you understand?

Yes, I told him.

Yes, what, Eleanor? he asked.

I thought for a moment. Yes, sir, I replied eventually.

Very good, he said. I do like a fast learner. Still holding me in place, he gave me just enough time to wonder how much this was going to hurt before the ruler slapped against my right cheek, hard. I, Ryan said.

I, I repeated dutifully, registering the stinging pain.

Another slap, this time on the left cheek. Need, Ryan said.

Need, I parroted back at him, wondering just what it was he thought I needed. Another four cuts with the ruler would give me the answer.

A third slap, back on the right side this time. I yelped slightly. My, Ryan said, ignoring the noise.

My. My mind raced. Could anyone hear us? Would they realise what was happening and come to take a look? Would they appreciate the way my arse looked, big and white and criss-crossed with vivid red lines? And why had I chosen to wear something which drew so much attention to my big, bountiful curves before walking into this lions den?

The fourth slap was laid on the left cheek, directly on the spot which was already sore from previous spanks. Arse, Ryan said.

I bit back another yelp. Arse. The sentence was gradually forming, and I was pretty sure I knew what the next word was going to be. The fifth stroke, harder than the previous ones, confirmed it.

Fucking. The relish was evident in Ryans tone.

Fucking, I repeated. I wanted to turn and see how hard Ryans cock was in those smart trousers of his. I reckoned it would be trying its best to force its way through the material. He was outlining his lust for me, detailing exactly what he was going to do once hed spanked me, and it was driving me to a place beyond pain to sweet, filthy ecstasy.

Before he delivered the final blow, he took a moment to run his hand over my hot, sore bum cheeks. You mark just as beautifully as I hoped you would, Eleanor. He sighed, and his fingers moved lower, pushing my pussy lips apart and dabbling in the wetness he found there. And youre enjoying this, arent you?

I could only nod. I had never imagined I could take so much pleasure from being splayed over a desk and having my arse thrashed. But the urgent pulsing in my pussy and the juices which were coating Ryans fingers proved his assertion to be true. I sagged back against Ryans hand, trying to encourage him to finger my clit.

Back in position, Eleanor, Ryan said sternly, and I straightened up a little, awaiting the final swipe of the ruler. When it came, it was the hardest yet, and I clutched at the papers on Ryans desk, crumpling them in my fists as the pain throbbed through me. Ryan ignored my mewling. Sir, he said dispassionately.

Sir. The word was half a sob. Was I relieved the spanking was over? Was I regretful? I really didnt know. Without being asked, I repeated the whole sentence back to Ryan. I need my arse fucking, sir.

All I heard in reply was the clinking of his belt buckle and the metallic rasp of his zip coming down. Seconds later, he was pressing himself up against my punished arse, his hot cock every bit as hard as I had hoped as it sought a home in the crevice between my cheeks. Ryan reached for a tube of honeysuckle hand cream on his desk. I had noticed it while hed been scanning my CV, a strangely feminine touch in such a masculine environment. Now I knew exactly why he kept it there as he squeezed a generous amount on to his fingers, before beginning to grease up my arse.

As first one finger, then a second, pushed through the ring of muscle into my rear hole, I gave a groan. My nipples were rigid points, pushing at my bra, and I couldnt resist squeezing them.

Ryan broke off from playing with my arsehole to murmur, Get those lovely big tits out for me, Eleanor. I want to see them.

I did as he asked, unbuttoning my blouse, then pulling each breast from its bra cup in turn. My nipples felt huge, more sensitive than I had ever known them, and I raised one of my tits to my mouth so I could lick the swollen teat.

God, thats it, Ryan murmured. Thats so magnificently slutty...

Working more hand cream into my arse, he was finally satisfied I was ready to take him. I bent forward again, spreading my legs to give him better access to the puckered hole.

The blunt head of his dick began to worm its way slowly inside me. It was thick, and at first I was sure taking more than a fraction of it would be an utter impossibility. But as he continued to push, and I bore down on him, he gradually took possession of my virgin passage.

Oh, youre tight. So nice and tight. Ryan held still for a moment, letting me get used to the feel of the big chunk of flesh buried in my bowels. His hands reached for my tits, taking great, greedy handfuls of the soft flesh. As he kissed my neck, he was revelling in my generously built body. I had never felt more desirable than I did then, with the marks of Ryans ruler across my arse and his mouth, fingers and cock all worshipping my curves.

I pushed my fleshy rump back against him, giving him the hint that after all this teasing and anticipation, I really needed to be fucked. Slowly at first, then with gathering intensity, his cock sawed back and forth in my gripping arse. My own fingers rubbed at my clit, making every nerve ending in my sex buzz with delight. I breathed in the heady scent of sex-musk and honeysuckle. Ryans groin was bumping against my tender bum with every thrust, but in my brain pain and pleasure had fused into one and everything we did, everything I felt was leading up to the moment when my orgasm would shatter me into a million pieces.

Ryan was doing his best to hold back as long as he could, but the thrill of being buried to the hilt in my backdoor was clearly proving too much for him. His thrusts became erratic, his breathing harsh. Sweat dripped from his brow, landing on the pile of applications he had slowly but surely been working his way through prior to my arrival. We came almost in unison, my spasming arse clutching him even tighter, milking every last drop of spunk from his balls.

It was quite a while before either of us could move, even longer before we could utter a coherent word. I glanced at the devastation we had wrought on his previously neatly arranged desktop, and wondered how many interviews we had potentially screwed up in the course of our lust. Looking at the blissful grin plastered across Ryans face as he retrieved my too-tight skirt from where he had tossed it, I realised I didnt particularly care.

In the end, I didnt get the job at Simms and Simms. As Id suspected, I was far too qualified for the position. Not that I mind too much. I have a couple of other interviews lined up and, more importantly, I have Ryan. Im seeing him again tomorrow night. Im not sure what Im going to wear for our date, but whatever I decide on, its going to be tight.
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