

Pleased in Her Panties: Part 3

John… or rather, Jenna, stood up. As he stood he felt a tugging and stretching sensation on his thighs that was coming from the lacy garter belt straps. It took him a moment to gain his balance because of the high heels on his feet. Once he was up, he ran his hands down his sides and felt the cool, smooth material of the short dress he was wearing. He placed his hands and groped himself, feeling the added weight of his chest because of the breast forms. The bra under his dress created a pleasant pressure on the upper part of his body and the panties hugged his hips and waist. His long, blonde hair tickled his neck and shoulders. His earings brushed against his neck, sending tingles down his spine. As he took a couple steps forward, all of these sensations were amplified. The stockings gently rubbed against each other with each step. The sensation of rubbing his stocking-clad legs together was out of this world. They made a faint swoosh sound. The high heels clicked on the hardwood floors. And speaking of hardwood, John’s cock was trying to burst out of its panty-clad cell! It created a very visible bulge in the front of his cream colored dress.

When he reached the full length mirror, John’s jaw dropped. He could not believe what his eyes were showing him. Standing before him was a woman. But not just a woman, she was absolutely gorgeous! The ravishing woman in front of him was wearing sexy white lingerie from head to toe. Her sexy cream heels had a strap on the ankle. Long stocking-clad legs led to a pair of lacy white panties and a frilly, floral decorated garter belt. An elegant bra held up a pair of gorgeous, full breasts. John looked at this woman in the eyes and opened his mouth. She also opened her mouth. Her cherry red lips complimented her dark bedroom eyes. The woman starting back at him, was him. His brain was having trouble coming to terms with this new reality.

Abby came up and stood next to him. “Hey Jenna, pleased to meet you. I’m Abby,” she said, with a seductive tone. Abby stood next to her, clad in a complete set of black lingerie. This woman was a sexy little kitten. People had always told her she looked a little like Alison Brie. She purposefully touched her hips into John and moved her body into his. John was still shocked by the image in the mirror. Not only was he a beautiful woman, but there was an equally attractive woman sensually throwing herself onto him. The pair kissed, and John could feel his glossy lips collide with hers. The contrast of the white and black lingerie-clad women making out before him was too much to handle. His cock formed a huge tent in his lacy panties.

John’s sexy wife immediately noticed the bulging panties. “I’ve got plans for you tonight. We definitely need to take care of that,” she said, with a smirk. Without hesitation she dropped to her knees, pulled John’s panties to the side, and swallowed up his cock with her pretty little mouth. She bobbed her head up and down for about 30 seconds before John gasped. “Abby, I’m going to- Uhhhhhh!” She took the load into her mouth and said, “Cum?” with a mouthful.

He laughed, “Yeah.” Abby stood up, and pressed her mouth to John’s. She shared the cum with him, swapping it back and forth. They each swallowed. “Now. Back to the plans for tonight,” Abby said.

She grabbed his hand and led him to the kitchen. John looked outside. It was late fall and the colorful leaves had mostly fallen from the trees. The first light snow of the year was gently falling as the sun fell low in the sky. Abby poured herself a glass of red wine and she surprised John with a bottle of belgian blonde ale. She carefully poured it into the appropriate glassware. “I figured it would be fitting, given your appearance and all,” she joked. “Yeah, I’d say so,” he said, flicking back his blonde hair. He grabbed the glass from her and took a sip as he admired his long red nails and rings on his pretty hands. John’s lipstick left prints on his glass. “Oh, yeah. You’ve got to watch for that,” Abby said, as she handed him a napkin. He wiped the glass clean and took another sip. “Alexa, play some jazz,” Abby said. The sound of soft saxophone filled the room. John impulsively began to play with his hair, as he enjoyed the ambiance and post-orgasm calm.

When they were finished with their drinks, the pair drifted to the living room. John was still getting used to the sensation of high heels on his feet. They owned a large brown suede couch that sat next to a beautiful fireplace and a large television. Abby walked over to the fireplace controls and set it to low. They sat on the couch together and crossed their legs. Each of them had their legs enclosed in sexy sheer stockings. John made a deep, feminine sigh sound and sank into the couch. He smelled the floral perfume on his neck and chest.

After some time, Abby turned off the music and turned on the television. She browsed the ‘steamy’ section of Netflix until she settled on a movie called Blue is the Warmest Color. She had heard that it had some incredible lesbian sex scenes, which was perfectly suitable for the evening. The two of them sat close and gently allowed their stockinged legs to brush together.

Minutes later, Abby looked at her beautiful husband. “Put your feet up on my lap,” she said. He obliged, laid his head back on the arm of the couch and lifted his sexy legs on to Abby’s lap. His white stockings were up against the sheer black stockings above her knees. He rubbed his feet  against her stockings a bit and she cooed. Abby slowly slid off his cream colored heels and tossed them to the floor. She then ran her nails up the length of his legs. John was melting on on the couch but he also started to feel aroused again. His wife began to give him a tender foot massage. “Those heels will take their toll on your feet,” she told him. After running her thumbs and nails over the nylon, and playing with the material between his toes, she gently grasped his foot and brought it to her mouth. She then began to lightly kiss his toes. John was in heaven.

Her hands then began to travel up his legs and under his dress. She teased him through his panties. She then instructed him to stand up and turn around.  Abby reached to the top of his neck and grabbed the zipper on his dress. She unzipped his dress and it fell to the floor. John was now standing there in only his high heels and lingerie. He felt warm sensations from fireplace on his skin.

“Sit down, Jenna,” Abby told him, “I want to play with you.” She stood up and took off her silky black robe. John sat there and admired his beautiful wife.  Her sexy curves and commanding attitude was causing his cock to form a tent in his panties. Abby began to slowly perform a sexy dance for her sexy, feminine husband. She turned around, sat back so her silky panty-clad ass was on him, and began to give him a slow lap dance.  John’s rod could only take so much of this. The sensations were too much. Abby detected that John was getting harder. In response, she got on her knees, pulled his panties to the side, and began to give him a slow, wet blowjob. After sucking him deeply, she told him to take off panties. He obliged and they fell to the floor.

Abby stood up, walked toward him and kissed him. The feeling of lipstick on their lips was driving John wild. He pulled away, reached out and began to finger her sexy little slit. Her wetness began to soak her black panties. Abby got on top of him, pulled her panties to the side and impaled herself onto his cock. The sensation of  their stockings brushing together made John go crazy. They fucked for a while as Abby moaned in delight. John thrust into her over and over again. He was harder than he’s ever been.

The hard fucking brought Abby to have multiple orgasms. “Oh please keep fucking me Jenna!” moaned Abby. “You feel so fucking good inside of me.”  For a moment, John forgot about the sexy female clothing he was wearing. He assumed his normal dominant role and enjoyed the sensation of fucking his sexy wife. He picked her up off of him, got up and flipped her around so her ass was facing him. Then he bent her over the side of the couch and squeezed himself into her. They pair pounded in doggystyle for some time. John looked to his side and saw his reflection in the mirror, a beautiful woman fucking his even more beautiful wife. The feeling of his heels around his feet, the tugging of garter belt around his waist and the tightness of the straps supporting the stockings, the jewelry and hair brushing against his neck, his breasts bouncing on his chest, the silky sensation of stockings: it was all too much.

He began to tense up. “Baby, I’m going to cum!” he yelled. “Yes, cum for me!” she replied. His announcement triggered her to have another orgasm. She convulsed and squealed with delight but quickly pulled away, turned around, got low and presented her face to her pretty husband. With one last groan, he came all over her face. It seemed like 5 minutes of spasms as he continued to release his creamy seed all over her face. He felt complete and sensed an afterglow deep inside himself. He bent down and licked up the cum on her face. They kissed again and he chuckled. “I feel a little silly post orgasm, but I must admit, that was amazing.” She nodded in agreement, and cleaned herself off. Abby and John were sexualy assertive and secure.

Spent, physically and emotionally, the couple collapsed on the couch in a spooning position, Abby was behind John. His white stockings and lingerie intertwined with her black lingerie set. She gently kissed his neck and pulled him in tightly. The smell of semen and perfume filled their nostrils as they drifted asleep in each other’s arms.

The following week was a busy work week for the pair. John’s latest job site was at a new housing development a few miles down the highway. Naturally, he was doing the residential electrical work. Abby also had a full plate. Her company had taken on new client. The client was particularly demanding and was causing a ton of extra work for everyone in the office. Both of them were getting home late every night and going right to sleep. Each of them were stressed and in need of relief.

On Wednesday afternoon Abby was in her office when it dawned upon her that she was going to have to stay late and work on some reports. She blankly stared at the screen on her laptop. She was wearing a tight grey pencil skirt, red blouse, grey suit jacket and nude colored pantyhose. Underneath she had on a black thong and a black bra. Fire red heels completed the sexy office girl look. She dangled her stockinged foot, and let her heel slip off as she chewed the cap of a pen. It was a bad habit she was trying to break. A coworker, Jerry, kept making excuses to come into her office. She kept sending him away. Abby looks at picture of John on her desk and an idea struck her. She would invite him to come to office after hours tonight for dinner, but, dressed in some feminine office attire.

She sent him a text telling him she was stuck at the office, but she was ordering Thai food to be delivered to the office. She explained that she wanted Jenna to pick out something nice to wear and come have dinner with her. A follow up text instructed him to bring the makeup bag on her dresser.

At 6:30 the food arrived and the last of her coworkers left for the night. She set up dinner in the conference room. Minutes later gets a text from John, ‘I’m downstairs”. She took the elevator downstairs and unlocked the front door. A tall figure approached from behind the glass doors. In walks John, or rather, Jenna. A tall blonde wearing a black business suit, pencil skirt, glasses,  light grey blouse, black nylons and black stiletto heels. “Damn girl, you’re rocking that suit!” said Abby, “The glasses are a nice touch.” “Yeah I was pretty happy with the ensemble, even considering i’m not wearing any makeup,” John replied. They clicked their heels down the hallway, into the elevator and upstairs to the 3rd floor. They made a quick stop at the ladies room, where Abby quickly applied foundation, mascara, eyeshadow and lipstick to John’s face.

The two girls entered the conference room and sat across from one another at long conference table. They ate dinner and Abby decided to do a little roleplaying. “So, Jenna, I think you’d be perfect for the secretary position. You’re certainly pretty enough.” She slipped off her right stiletto and slid her stockinged foot under the table. She began to run her foot up John’s leg. John started to get an erection in his panties. The foot slid up and under his skirt to the bulge in his panties. He bit his lip, closed his eyes, and put down his fork. He then put both hands down on the table and moaned softly. ”Perhaps we should continue this interview in my office,” Abby said.

The two girls clicked down the hall and through a larger room with cubicles. Their stockings swished as they walked. John could see their  reflection in the glass of the darkened rooms as they passed. He found it to be very exciting. Abby entered her office, sat down in her office chair and asked Jenna to have a seat on the sofa near the inner wall. “I’m looking for a secretary with certain talents. I’m not easily satisfied. Sometimes I need you to be available on weekends and evenings for special projects,” Abby told him. John nodded, adjusted his stockings, and pulled down his skirt. Then he gently rubbed his legs.

“Take off your coat,” Abby said. He did, and revealed his silky blouse and perky breasts underneath. “Good, now take off your shirt.” He unbuttoned his blouse and placed it on the arm of the couch. Now revealed was his lacy purple push-up bra. Abby stood up, walked to the couch, heels clicking and shaking her tight ass as she walked. She hiked up her skirt, revealed the top of her pantyhose, stepped toward John and straddled her husband. She sat on him, grabbed the back of his head and kissed him, their lipstick smearing together.

They began to slowly grind each other, their hands running up and down each others bodies. “Take off your skirt,” Abby commanded. John stood up and shimmied his hips back and forth in a feminine way, pulling off his skirt. It dropped to the floor and he stepped out of it, leaving his heels on. He now revealed a purple g-string, black garter belt, and black sheer stockings. John was now standing before his wife wearing nothing but sexy women’s lingerie. Abby patted the cushion next to her, beckoning him to sit down. He obliged as she turned herself and got back on top of him. They dry humped, and Abby could feel his cock through the panties and pantyhose. She got up, took off her skirt and blouse, revealing a sexy ass in nude colored pantyhose. John turned her around and slapped her ass. She giggled and turned herself back around. He pulled down her pantyhose to her lower thighs, moved his head forward, pulled her black panties to the side and began to tongue his wife’s juicy pussy. He started by licking her in a figure eight pattern, then he did several long licks from bottom to top, and finished with small circles on her clit. “Yes! Yes! You’re hired!” she screamed. She had a mind-numbing orgasm. She dug her long nails into the back of his head and his blonde hair tousled everywhere.

Abby got on her knees, pulled his panties to the side and sucked on his shaven cock. She slurped and bobbed her head like a piston. She pushed his cock into her cheek, licked and kissed the length of his rod. She then cupped his balls and sucked on each one individually as she jerked him off. He put his hands on the back of her head and she deepthroated him. She snuck a finger around and moved her finger in a small circle on his asshole while his cock was all the way down her throat. “Oh Abby!” he squealed. “Don’t you cum yet baby. I want you to fuck my ass.”

She pulled off his dick and positioned herself sideways on the couch, doggystyle. “There’s lube in my purse, grab it for me.” She squeezed some onto her fingers and inserted one, then two fingers into her ass. She finger fucked herself a little, then took the remainder of the lube and worked it into John’s cock. “Please fuck my ass,” she said, “I need to feel you inside of me, Jenna.” He took off his panties and let them fall to the floor. He placed the tip of his cock at her entrance, slapped it a few times, and slowly pushed forward. Surprisingly, Abby pushed back and took the entire length of her girly husband inside of her. They fucked hard as he grabbed her hips. He could feel the smoothness of his stockings rubbing against the couch as he tilted his head back and opened his mouth to let out a moan of delight. He began to fuck her harder as she repeated the phrase, “Fuck me baby, fuck me baby, cum in my ass.” He felt her tight hole clench around his dick. John slapped her ass and plunged into her as deep as he could go. At this point he began to feel his rod tense up. He looked down to see women’s lingerie and clothing scattered about the room. For some reason, the thought that some of these items were his put him over the edge. He unloaded heaps of hot semen deep into Abby’s ass. He then pulled out his cock. Semen dripped from her ass. “Thank you Jenna, I needed that,” Abby said with a breathy laugh.

John grabbed a towel and wiped the cum from his wife’s ass. He didn’t bring any of John’s clothes, so he slid the purple panties back up his legs. He squeezed himself back into the skirt, buttoned up the blouse, and put the business jacket back on. He walked over to the mirror that his wife had put in her office and grabbed a tissue to touch up his makeup. He smoothed and pulled his skirt down like he had seen his wife do many times before. Abby also got dressed. John sat back down on the couch and admired her. He loved the way she moved, and he took a mental note that he should try to move the same way.

When they were both dressed, Abby sat back down at her chair and flipped up the screen on her laptop. “I still need to get this done before we go home. Be a doll and run down to the faculty kitchen and grab me a bottle of water.” “Yes ma’am,” he said. As she clicked away in her heels, Jenna watched his ass bounce up and down in the tight little skirt. She guessed that the cleaning crew would be in the office at this point in the night.

As John paraded through the maze of cubicles, his heart stopped when he saw a man approach. It was one of the cleaners. The two made eye contact, and John saw the man’s eyes dart down the length of his feminine body. “Good evening, miss,” he said with a big smile. He walked past him and began to wipe down a countertop. John could feel the man’s eyes devouring his body. He found this to be very exciting and fulfilling. He grabbed two bottles of water and clicked back to Abby’s office. “Thanks sweetie,” she said as she put on her glasses and sunk into her work. John sat back down on the couch, crossed his legs, and took a moment to soak it all in. What’s next? he wondered. He let the heel fall off his foot to reveal his stocking-clad foot. He dangled the shoe, took a sip of water, and let his mind wander for the rest of the evening. I’m the luckiest girl in the world, he thought.

To be continued in part 4...
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