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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

I was due for another visit from my physical therapist within the hour, and I couldn’t shake how I felt for her. Janet was intelligent, carefree, and sexy as hell. She always wore a pair of scrubs that hugged her chest tightly. I often fantasized about how nice it would feel to stick my hands up her shirt to touch her breasts. I was also curious about what type of undergarments she wore. Sexy lingerie or something simple and practical? I, myself, wore sexy lingerie almost daily.

 The tension between Janet and I increased with each passing session we had. It was only a matter of time before I would ask her out. I was thinking I should wait until the last day of our sessions, but my impatience grew with each day that passed. I didn’t want to waste another second, but if we were going to have something, she had to know the truth about my love of everything feminine.

When I wasn’t daylighting as an engineer and STEM tutor, I sat around the house wearing lingerie. There was nothing I loved more than taking a long bath to make sure I was smooth all over. I would get out, turn on Housewives, and paint my nails while drinking far too many glasses of wine. Sometimes I would read naughty books and take care of business, but lately I spent most of my time thinking about Janet.

I wanted her badly. She occupied more of my thoughts than I cared to admit, but who are you going to tell? 

In all seriousness, I didn’t know what to do about Janet. I respected her as a professional and didn’t want to make her uncomfortable by hitting on her while she was working, but I couldn’t stop picturing us together, and I quite liked the image. I only hoped she wouldn’t mind the sexy undergarments that I liked to wear, which was why I was wearing them with a pair of low-rise jeans that I was certain would show off the waistband of my purple thong.

The thong was a lavender color I was sure Janet would notice. I didn’t want her to be mistaken about who I was when I asked her on a date, but I kept doubting myself as the moment neared. She would be at my house for our sessions in a matter of minutes, and I still hadn’t decided if I was going to go through with my ridiculous plan. The last thing I wanted was to find a new physical therapist before I completely healed.

Ding!

The doorbell rang fifteen minutes later. I was wearing my lavender thong and low-rise jeans. I could race to my bedroom to change, but then I would have to make up an excuse about why I was taking so long. I went to the door instead of changing, hoping I wasn’t making a huge mistake.

“Dr. Lanier! It’s so great to see you!”

She blushed and pushed her hair behind her ear. “Good afternoon, Travis. How many times do I have to tell you to call me Janet? Dr. Lanier is far too formal.”

“Nothing is too formal for you,” I said and stepped aside so that she could enter my home. “But if you insist, I’ll call you Janet.”

“Thank you, Travis. How have your legs been doing?”

“Much better than when we first met,” I said. I still didn’t feel comfortable putting on those sexy heels that I kept in the back of my closet, but I would break them out eventually. I even hoped to expand my collection one day. “I’m still not one hundred percent, but I’m on my way there.”

“Improvements are all we can hope for,” she said. “You aren’t getting worse, are you?”

“No, I’m not,” I said. “All thanks to you.”

“Please. You’re the one who does all the exercises I give you. You’re one of the best patients I’ve had.”

“Not the best one?”

She smiled. “It’s hard to quantify since all of my patients are so different, but you’re near the top of the list.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said and resisted the urge to step forward to pull Janet into my arms. “Would you like something to drink. I just made iced tea.”

“Sure, I’ll have a glass, but then we need to get started.”

“Yes, of course,” I said as I walked to the kitchen, knowing that this was my chance. Janet was following right behind me as she always did, but instead of my tight belt and high jeans, I was wearing low-waisted jeans and lavender lingerie. I reached for a glass in the cabinet, standing as tall as I could, hoping that Janet noticed.

When I turned around, I was positive that she had. “How much ice would you like in your glass?”

“Uh… the normal amount.”

“Everything okay?” I asked innocently. 

“Yeah,” she said quickly with a shake of the head. “Everything is just fine. I was… uh… there’s something I need to check on my computer.”

“Sure, feel free to wait for me in the living room. I’ll bring these iced teas right out.”

“Perfect,” she said as brightly as she could and raced out of the room. I folded my lips until I was sure that she was gone, and then I smiled more than I had in a long while. There was no telling what Janet thought about my lavender lingerie, but I had a feeling it wouldn’t be long before I found out.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

“Here’s your tea,” I said to Janet when I stepped into the living room. She’d already gotten out all the exercise equipment that we used during my sessions. I was recovering from a nasty car accident that had nearly taken my life, so I was grateful that I got away with only two broken legs, but it still sucked having to recover from such a tragedy. When I woke up the first morning after the accident, I thought I wasn’t going to walk again. They had me on a ton of drugs, but I could still feel the pain. It was coursing through me like scolding water on bare skin. It wasn’t until I met Janet that I started feeling better.

“Thank you,” she said and took the glass. She glanced at me over the rim as she took a sip. “We should get started.”

“Right,” I said and tamped down my excitement as I waited for her instructions. She moved me around the living room and helped me with stretches. My bones were healed enough that I could walk, but the pain hadn’t fully vanished. “These exercises are getting easier.”

“That’s good,” she said with a soft smile that melted my senses. She was an incredible woman. Gorgeous both inside and out. A guy like me would be lucky to have her. She was probably going to reject me, but I had to take a chance. I couldn’t spend the rest of my life wondering what if I’d asked her. “Hopefully you’ll be completely back to normal in a couple months.”

“Here’s hoping,” I said as she had me move my other foot to the small ball on the floor. I was practicing rolling it around while she supported me for balance. Sometimes she would let go to see how I did on my own, but she was always there to catch me if I tumbled. “I’m not sure how much more I can take.”

“Lots of my patients tire of seeing me. You wouldn’t be the first,” she said with a gentle laugh. “The better they feel, the less they want their sessions. I’d say you’re about at eighty percent.”

“No,” I said quickly. “I mean, yes, I want the physical therapy to end, but I can’t take hiding my feelings for you any longer.”

“Excuse me? Your feelings?”

I nodded, staring into her eyes. She had to understand that this wasn’t a fluke. I’d been crazy about her pretty much since the second we met, but my feelings only grew the more time we spent together. The more I realized how wonderful she was as a woman and a medical professional.

“Don’t hate me, but I’m crazy about you.”

“Oh,” she said, concern clouding her eyes. “I see.”

“Please don’t look at me like that. I wish I could stop how I feel, but I can’t. Every time we’re together, I have to bite my tongue to stop myself from asking you out on a date. Are you single?”

“I’m not sure that’s any of your business, Travis.”

Her voice was harsh and condescending. It lashed me like a whip, but I couldn’t give up on her. I couldn’t throw in the towel just because she was putting up her defenses. If she wanted to reject me, she would have done so the second I opened my mouth, but I could tell that she was on the fence. Probably debating her own desires against her professional integrity.

“If you’re single, give me a chance. I’m a good guy.”

Janet folded her lips as she looked at me with uncertainty. I could see her weighing the possible paths, trying to decide which one would be best for her in the end. “You’re my patient, Travis. I’m sorry, but we can’t do anything together other than these physical therapy sessions. Please don’t make this more complicated than it needs to be.”

She was right that I was complicating things by asking her out, but I didn’t care. I wanted her. Now that the words were out there, I knew I would never forgive myself for not pushing the issue. I would never be able to live with myself if I saw her end up with another man, especially one inferior to me. I made decent money. I owned my home. My cock wasn’t massive, but I’d never had a woman complain, so I assumed it was big enough.

“Why don’t we go out when these sessions end? We wouldn’t have much longer to wait.”

She shook her head, casting her gaze to the side. “I don’t know, Travis. I don’t think it would be a good idea.”

“Why not?” I asked, leaning into the issue. She was close to cracking. She wanted me just like I wanted her, but something was standing in the way, and I had a feeling I knew exactly what it was. “Tell me what’s stopping you from giving me a chance.”

“Don’t get me wrong, Travis. You’re a handsome guy. A very nice guy, and I can see that you have your act together. On paper, you’re honestly perfect.”

“But…?”

“Well, for one, you’re my patient, and I want things to remain professional. Two, I saw something earlier. I don’t know if I was seeing things, but I don’t think so.”

“What did you see?”

“You… uh… are you wearing a thong?”

Ding, ding, ding!

“As a matter of fact, I am.”

Her eyes widened, and she seemed completely taken aback by my honesty, but if we were going to be together, I wanted to be honest with her about my lingerie. I loved it. I used to be ashamed, but I no longer gave two fucks what women thought about my lingerie. If I spent my life fearing the rejection of some imaginary lover because of what I enjoyed, then I wasn’t living at all.

“You are?” she asked.

“I am. Would you like to see my thong?”

“I… uh… don’t know what to say.”

“Look, Janet. Can I be honest?”

She looked startled and intrigued, again debating which way she should turn at this fork in the road. I was throwing a lot at her, but I wasn’t getting any younger. I was already twenty-seven and had never really been in a serious relationship. The few girls I had gotten close to freaked when they found out about my lingerie habits, so I decided it was best not to hide it.

“Travis, you’re a sweet guy, but we should really keep our relationship professional. I don’t want to lose you as a patient.”

“Please forgive me for pushing this, but my feelings for you have grown a lot. I’m not a weird guy. If you really don’t want me, I’ll drop it, and you’ll never hear about it again. Having said that, I think we both know that you do want me, and that you’re only holding back because I’m your patient. If we were just friends, we would have been on a date by now, and we both know that’s a fact.”

“I don’t know… I…”

I held up my hand to stop her. “If you have an issue with the lingerie, I’m not going to stop wearing it. Say no to me right now, and that will be that. If you’re curious but want to wait until I’m no longer your patient, then tell me, and that’s what we’ll do. The choice is yours. Make it.”

She folded her lips and shook her head, but I could tell that I had her. “Fine,” she said eventually. “I’ll go on a date with you once you’re no longer my patient.”

“Deal,” I said with a goofy grin on my face as we returned to the physical therapy session, but the air had shifted. The sexual tension was out of control, and I couldn’t wait to claim my new girl.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

A month went by before Janet finally messaged me to say that she was ready for our date. We still had a few more sessions ahead of us, but we had the last one scheduled, so we figured that it would be safe to move our relationship from the professional to something more intimate. I couldn’t have been happier as I slipped into one of my favorite black numbers. A bra and thong combo with a garter belt and stockings. I was going to wear them beneath my jeans and button-up shirt, and no one would be the wiser.

Nobody except Janet. It’d been her idea. She wanted to wear them so that I could show her after dinner. She’d asked me a lot of questions ever since she saw me wearing that lavender thong. She told me to show her my lingerie collection during one of our sessions, and I’d obliged. As much as I wanted to make love to Janet, it was nice that she was getting to know that other side of me before we became intimate. It was almost like we were becoming girlfriends first and lovers second.

I was trying to tamp down my expectations and keep them to a minimum, but Janet and I had grown quite close since she became my physical therapist. I talked with her about my tutoring job, the books I was reading, and she always listened to me when I complained about how much I missed the intense workouts I did before the accident. She told me about how she’d gotten into physical therapy after seeing how one completely transformed her mother’s life during her battle with osteoarthritis. She was still dealing with complications but lived a much healthier life since getting a physical therapist.

I arrived at The Evergreen Bistro half an hour later with butterflies in my stomach. I no longer used crutches, but I had a cane. Mostly because it looked cool and garnered me sympathy, just like it did with the restaurant’s host. “Good evening, sir,” he said as he rushed over to greet me. “Are you meeting someone tonight?”

“Yes, but the reservation is under my name. Mr. Travis Ray.” 

“Of course, Mr. Ray! Your party is already here. If you’ll follow me,” he said and stepped out from behind the host stand to show me to my table. Now that the moment had arrived, I didn’t feel nearly as confident as I did when Janet and I were just hanging around my house. It was probably because we were on my turf at home. Now we were on neutral turf, and there was no telling what would happen.

“Here you are,” the host said, gaining Janet’s attention. Her eyes brightened when she looked up and saw me. “Thank you.”

I turned to Janet and gave her a hug. “It’s lovely to see you outside of a session. You look stunning.”

“Thank you,” she said and blushed. She was wearing a loosely pleated skirt that went down to just above her knees and a tight-fitted sweater that would challenge me not to spend the entire night staring at her breasts. The black heels she was wearing had a slight sparkle that made me immensely jealous. I still hadn’t worn my heels out of fear that I would fall flat on my face if I tried.

“Have you been here before?” I asked after pushing her chair in and sitting across from her.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s been a minute, but I love the cozy atmosphere.”

“Me too,” I agreed. The Evergreen Bistro was a staple of Pinecrest, known for its welcoming environment and the rustic charm of the stone fireplace and homemade berry pies served in mini cast iron skillets. It was a popular place for family and friends alike. “I came a few weeks ago to meet with some old coworkers.”

“Are you going back to your engineering job soon?”

I shrugged. “To be honest, I quite like tutoring. It’s mostly been college students, and it reinforces the knowledge that I already know.”

“You don’t miss the office?”

“Not as much as I thought I would. I like being in the office and seeing my coworkers, but I don’t need it.”

“You could always do tutoring on the side,” Janet said gently with a smile. “It doesn’t include benefits or anything, does it?”

He shook his head. “No, which is why I would go back to the office, but there is something freeing about tutoring from home. Maybe I’ll just do it on the side. I haven’t really decided.”

“I’m sure whatever you do will be fine,” she said and reached her hand across the table. I lifted my hand to lace my fingers with hers, feeling closer to her than I ever had. The sensation that rushed through me was breathtaking. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt something so intense. Perhaps when I first shaved my body and put on lingerie, but I wasn’t even sure that could compare. To have a woman was my ultimate fantasy. The one that still eluded me yet, but perhaps there was hope for me after all.

We ordered hearty dishes that were far too big to finish, and we wanted to leave room to split one of their famous berry pies. We got one to share with a scoop of vanilla ice cream. It was the perfect ending to the perfect date.

“Did you still want to see what I’m wearing beneath my clothes?” I asked her as I signed the receipt. “I’d love to show you.”

She nodded. “I want to see what you’re wearing. I’ve been waiting for it for over a month now.”

“You’re the one who wanted to wait,” I reminded her.

“I’m glad we did, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “It’s been nice getting to know you on a deeper level. I feel like it takes off a lot of the pressure.”

“Me too,” she agreed. “Let’s get out of here.”

I placed the pen atop the receipt and followed Janet out of the door.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“Welcome to my home officially,” I said when we walked through the doors, even though Janet had been at my place more times than I could count. It was different this time. She no longer felt like my physical therapist. Now she felt like my girl. We hadn’t put labels on anything, and I wasn’t in a rush to do so, but who else was I going to date? I’d lost my desire to sleep around just for the sake of having sex years ago. Now I was after something more serious… if I could find it.

“It’s good to be back,” she said kindly as she followed me to the kitchen. “This is where I first saw you were wearing a thong.”

“That’s right,” I said as I grabbed two glasses for water. She’d been talking about how thirsty she was the entire way home. “Tonight, I’m wearing something a little sexier.”

“Mmm. Do tell.”

I smiled to myself as I filled the glasses from the tap on the fridge. I stepped over and passed her a glass. “Well, for starters, tonight my lingerie is black.”

“Ooh. Is it lacy?”

“Very,” I said and took a drink.

“Satin?”

“A cotton blend.”

“Mmm, why don’t you go ahead and show me? I’m dying to see,” she said.

I bit my lip as I reached for the button on my jeans. My cock was already growing stiff in the tight little black thong holding it down. I couldn’t believe that Janet was finally about to let me show her my lingerie. It almost felt too good to be true, so I took my time to savor the moment as I slowly unbuttoned my jeans and pulled down the zipper. “Are you sure? We can’t go back from here.”

“I’m sure,” she said. “Give me a show.”

She was sitting on the sofa, so I stepped into the middle of the living room. I twirled my hips in a circle as I worked my zipper down as far as it would go. She whistled and cheered after telling me to be careful.

“Don’t worry. Your sessions made me strong enough to do this,” I said and shook my butt a little bit, but I didn’t do anything more than that. I slowly bent over as I pushed my jeans all the way to the ground, revealing my smooth, hairless legs and the black thong that disappeared between my ass cheeks.

There was a deafening moment of silence as I waited for Janet to say something, anything. “Sorry,” she said with a breath. “Your legs just look so… girly! It’s crazy. From behind, someone definitely might think you were a chick.”

Hearing those words warmed my heart, but I wasn’t a chick. I was a dude who liked to wear lingerie and heels, and maybe more, but I hadn’t really gotten the chance to explore much since my accident. I shaved and put on lingerie before jacking off, but I never learned how to do makeup, and I didn’t get to use those heels as much as I’d wanted.

“They won’t think that from the front,” I said and turned around to show off my thick bulge. My cock was pushing against the tight fabric, begging to break free.

“Damn, no. They certainly wouldn’t,” Janet said with her gaze laser focused on my cock. “Fuck, it looks so good.” She squeezed her legs together and writhed against the sofa like she was feeling a tingle between her legs.

“Do you want to see it?” I asked and rubbed the outline of my cock. I could feel sticky bits of precum leaking through the fabric, and all I wanted was to bury my cock in her sweet cunt. “I’ll show it to you if you want to see.”

“Fuck, show me,” Janet said as her lower back arched. It looked like she was about to cum just from watching me and that had me so turned on. There wasn’t a hint of judgment in her eyes despite the fact that I was wearing a bra, a thong, stockings, and a garter belt. If only I had on my heels.

“Actually, can I ask your professional opinion on something?”

“Sure, what is it?” she asked, her eyes becoming alert as she assessed my body.

“Do you think I could wear my heels? I keep a pair at the back of my closet, and I’ve been dying to wear them but haven’t been able to since the accident.”

“Oh…” she said, pausing as she thought for a second. “I guess that wouldn’t be so bad if you feel up for it. You’ve walked in them before, haven’t you?”

“Yes! Plenty of times!”

“Then you should be fine. Just don’t fall!”

I raced out of the room, garnering an admonishment from Janet, but she couldn’t stop me now that she’d given me permission. I got the heels out of their hiding place and slipped them onto my feet. I’d come a long way in the past month and had even gone to the gym a few times, so I felt pretty confident about walking in the heels. That car accident had turned my life upside-down, but it’d also brought me an incredible woman, so I couldn’t complain. Everything happened for a reason, as they said.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes! I can’t believe you have heels!”

“Believe it, girl!” I said with attitude and a snap as I turned the corner and stepped into the middle of the living room. I couldn’t wait to get back to my normal routine and add more clothes to my collection. Maybe I would end up going back to the office. As much as I liked tutoring college students, I had a lot more time at the office to add cute clothes to my online shopping carts.

“Ooh, you look so good!”

“Thank you,” I said and placed my hands on my hips as I turned them from side to side. I felt fabulous as I stood there in the living room. I’d been waiting ages to put on my heels, and it felt so right now that they were back on my feet. I never wanted to take them off again. “We need some music.” I told my speaker to start playing music for a runway show. A sexy, sensual tune filled the air, giving me the confidence I needed to strut back and forth across the living room. I felt on top of the world wearing my heels with Janet watching.

“You look so happy.”

“I am happy,” I said and collapsed onto the couch next to her. “You’re here. I’m wearing my favorite lingerie. Great music is playing. I couldn’t find something to complain about if I tried.”

“Me neither,” she said.

I scooted a little closer and placed my hand on her thigh. Her head naturally turned towards mine, and I took the opportunity to kiss her. I cupped my hand around her face and pressed my lips against hers. She let her hand slip between my legs and rub against the outline of my erection, but her touch only made me moan into her mouth.

“Tell me I can have you.”

“Take me, Travis. I need you.”


 

CHAPTER 5

 

I slid off the couch and dropped to my knees. Janet naturally spread her legs when I climbed between them, giving me access to her cunt. She was still wearing her skirt, but I’d have it off in a second, along with every other piece of her clothing. She moaned as I kissed her body while I stripped her naked. She only stopped me once she was down to her panties.

“What’s wrong?” I asked at her hesitation.

“Nothing,” she said, but I could tell by her tone that she was doubting this. “I just… it’s been a minute for me.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle.”

She nodded, slowly relaxing enough to let me back into her sweet zone. I kissed her thighs to distract her from any anxiety she might be feeling. I cupped her breast with a hand as I moved my lips closer and closer to her snatch. “Don’t be afraid. I’m going to make your pussy feel good.”

“Yes!” she said in a breathy moan moments before I pressed my mouth against the outline of her pussy. She hollered when I licked her pussy through the fabric. Her nectar was soaking through the thin fabric within seconds, and all I wanted was to make her feel good. “Fuck, yes!”

I hooked my fingers into the waistline of her panties and pulled them down her legs, exposing her perfectly trimmed pussy. She was hot and ready for me, and I couldn’t resist the urge to slap her puffed-up, turned-on pussy. She screamed out, so I slapped her pussy again.

“Yes, Travis! Yes!”

I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pressed my face against her pussy, licking her hole while she screamed at the top of her lungs. She pressed her hand against the back of my head and squeezed my face with her thighs as her screams grew louder and louder. I knew she was only seconds from cumming, and I wanted her to feel that bliss. I wanted her to shoot for the stars, so I kept working her pussy until she busted.

Ear-shattering screams filled the air as she came all over my face, covering my mouth with her sweet nectar. I drank up every drop that I could, but I didn’t want her to lose steam. I wanted her to ride this orgasm to another.

When Janet started coming down and released my face from her pussy, I whipped my hard cock out the side of my thong. “I need to fuck you,” I said in a gruff, husky voice.

“Fuck me, Travis.”

I climbed between her legs and slid my cock inside of her tight, hot pussy while wearing lingerie from head to toe. I hadn’t even bothered to take off my heels. It was the first time I’d ever fucked a woman while wearing my sexy lingerie, and it was a magical experience. I held Janet tightly as I thrusted deep inside of her.

She dug her nails into my back and screamed out as I pushed my cock all the way to her hilt. She cried out my name as I moved my hips, fucking her slowly with my dick. I used every inch of my cock as I slid in and out of her. I stared down at my panty-clad cock that was slick with her juices and cursed. It was so fucking sexy fucking her after all this time of yearning. To finally have her was unreal, and she was crazy if she thought that I was about to give up on her without a fight.

“This pussy is fucking magic.”

“So is your dick. Push it deep!”

I grabbed her by her lower back and pulled her up on my dick, making her fuck herself with my cock. When I couldn’t stand it, I flipped her over and sat on the couch with her legs straddling mine so that she could ride my dick.

I spanked her ass. “Bounce on my cock!”

“Fuck! Yes! Spank me again!” She cried and pushed her hands into her hair as she bounced on my cock. I watched her tits shift and sway with her movements, completely mesmerized by the sight before me. I spanked her ass several more times and felt her pussy grow tighter around my dick each time the sound of slapping skin filled the air. “I’m so close, Travis!”

“Me too! Cum with me!”

She gripped the back of the sofa as I took over, fucking her pussy hard while she positioned herself above me. She screamed out each time my dick filled her. I was fucking her as hard as I could, listening closely to her broken moans so I knew exactly where to hit her spot.

“Travis! Fuck!” She cursed over and over as her pussy tightened around my dick, locking me in place. She dropped to my base as she started cumming all over my dick. I tried to wait to pull out, but it was useless. Her pussy felt too fucking good, and I was far too close to cumming. I sprayed my load deep inside of her, coating those sweet pussy walls with my juices while she came like a fountain on my dick.

I held her in my arms when we finally came down from the orgasms. “That was so good,” I said. “Incredible.”

“Tell me about it,” she said with a heavy sigh as she curled up next to me. “I’ll never be able to look at you as my patient again.”

“I stopped being just your patient a long time ago.”

“Yeah, I guess so. It’s just crazy for me. You’re the first patient I’ve ever slept with.”

“Hopefully the last one too,” I said.

She nodded against my chest. She was silent for a long moment before speaking. “Next time we should put you in something even cuter,” she said through a yawn.

“Like what?”

“Maybe a dress with some crotchless panties?”

“Ooh, I love the way you’re thinking,” I said and hugged her tightly before kissing her on the top of the head. I was about to move but noticed she’d drifted off, so I sat there and held her for a few minutes until she was ready to get up, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how lucky I was to have her.
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