

Smooth and Silky




Gina had beautiful legs. From the very first day she was hired, I could barely keep my eyes off of her. Especially her smooth and shapely bottom half. She was in her mid twenties, she had dark hair and she was constantly wearing skimpy little outfits that showed off those gorgeous legs.

Sometimes she wore nude pantyhose, often black nylon, and sometimes no hosiery at all. I had even caught brief glimpses of stocking tops hiding beneath her short skirts.To be clear: the rest of her was beautiful too, but her legs were always the feature that drew most of my attention. I was infatuated with them.

We both worked in the IT department for an industrial supply company. It was essentially a cushy office job. We had cubicles, a watercooler, a lunchroom and all of the other stereotypical office components that made for a dull workplace. My job wasn’t glamorous but it was stable and it paid well.

After breaking up with my girlfriend a few months back, Gina’s legs were the only thing that really excited me on a day-to-day basis. Her desk was near mine so I had a perfect view of her while I was working. I would often catch myself spacing out to the sight of her nylon-clad ankles or her bare calves. Even her knees were somehow sensual. They were so smooth; so sexy. It drove me wild.

What’s more was that she was constantly playing with her heels and rubbing her legs seductively. She would dangle her black stilettos under her desk, exposing her delicate feet and delicious little arches. Sometimes when she bounced her foot up and down her shoe would fall off, exposing her sexy little toes. These were sometimes encased in nylon but always painted to perfection in a pretty and girly color: mostly pinks and reds.

One afternoon I was just finishing some reports and, as usual, Gina’s legs caught my attention. Like always, I stared at them and thought about rubbing and kissing her pantyhose-clad feet. My dick sprang to attention in my trousers. As I stared, my mind entered a fantasy world. I was so distracted by her legs that I didn’t even notice when she called out to me.

“John,” she whispered so no one would hear her. I didn’t respond. “John!” she shout-whispered much louder. “What are you staring at?”

I quickly snapped back to reality and my eyes moved up to meet her gaze. “Oh, hey Gina. Uhhh. Sorry. I was just daydreaming.”

One of Gina’s eyebrows went up, indicating her skepticism. “Daydreaming eh?” She smiled. “Seems to me like you’re checking out my legs. I’ve noticed you staring at them ever since I started working here.”

My face turned white. I was caught. I opened my mouth to reply but before I could get a word out she stopped me.

“It’s okay- I’m flattered actually. I love showing them off and it’s nice to have someone admire them. I’ve always had a thing for nylon too. I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

I nodded. She was always wearing sexy hosiery.

She went on, “Most guys just stare at my tits and my ass all day. You’re definitely a leg guy. How about we get together tomorrow evening and I show you my collection of hosiery? I’m eager to show it off and you seem like the kind of guy that would really appreciate it!”

I was flabbergasted. I couldn’t believe she was actually inviting me back to her place to show off the very thing I had been obsessing over for all of these months. “Yeah, absolutely. Let’s get together for sure.” It was a no-brainer.

We arranged to meet downtown in front of one of the many restaurants. Gina lived a few blocks away and we had planned to grab a drink before going back to her apartment. I was sitting on a city bench when I heard the distinct sound of clicking heels on the pavement. The sound slowly got louder until Gina finally came into view. My jaw dropped at the sight before me.

She was wearing a short yellow sundress with a black belt and fabric flower around her slim waist. On her legs she wore a very sheer pair of nude-colored pantyhose. Her long, delicious legs were flawless as they glistened in the sun. The nylon was giving them a slight sheen. On her feet, she wore a pair of 5 inch strappy black heels with an ankle strap and silver buckle on each side. The shoes were extremely feminine and caught the attention of men and women alike. Her long, shoulder length hair was down and it also shimmered in the sun. She was one hell of a woman.

Gina smiled as she approached, noticing me staring at her legs. In response, she playfully stroked her hair and kicked back a heel, putting on a little show for me. “What do you think?” she asked me, flirtatiously biting the tip of her nail.

“You look absolutely incredible,” I replied. I couldn’t keep my eyes off those smooth and silky legs. The full ensemble was truly a sight to behold.

“Glad you think so,” she said, still beaming. “Let’s grab a drink and then we can walk back to my place.”

We decided to stop at a little Irish pub about a block away. Instead of sitting at the bar, Gina insisted that we sit at a booth. I didn’t think much of it at the moment, so I was happy to oblige.  It was dark and cozy inside and most of the lighting in the room was provided by little candles that were on the tables. I sat down and Gina sat opposite me.

We ordered our drinks, made some smalltalk about work, and got to know each other a little better. I had always been too intimidated to talk to her prior to now but the conversation seemed to be flowing nicely.

After the second round I started to loosen up a little bit. I realized that I was having a really good time. Gina’s flirtations indicated to me that she was having a good time as well.

“So Gina, tell me more about this collection of yours,” I said, with a grin.

“Welllll…” she started. I felt something at my pant leg. Then I felt something warm and silky moving up the hem of my right leg, making contact with my skin. “... It’s quite the collection,” she continued, “There are all colors and brands of pantyhose, of course, but lately I’ve been really into the stockings.” Her nylon-clad foot rubbed up and down on my bare shin as her other leg worked its way up to my crotch. “There’s something particularly sexy about stockings,” she said. “The smooth nylon combined with the delicate lacy tops. It just drives me wild. Sometimes I even wear a garter belt.”

I felt her move both feet up to my crotch. At this point in the conversation, my cock was pushing hard into my trousers, creating a very noticeable tent. “Uhh..” I started.

Gina interrupted me before I could get a word out. “Unzip,” she commanded. I hesitated for a moment, but then reached down and freed my erection from my pants. Luckily it was dark enough that no one seemed to notice the dirty game going on under the table. “Good,” she said, with some authority. “Now tell me what you like about legs, feet and nylon. How did this all start? I want all the naughty details.”

She had me under her spell, so I revealed everything to her. I described my fetish to her in great detail. I told her how I would fantasize about the women in our office that had shapely legs and showed them off with short skirts. I told her about how I always begged my ex-girlfriends to wear nylon when when we went out to a bar or to a wedding. I even told her about trying on a pair of my mom’s pantyhose that I had found when I was a kid. The thought of having smooth and sexy legs to run my hands down was intoxicating.

In the middle of my sentence, I felt her smooth stocking-clad arches gently close down on my now-exposed cock. She started slowly and softly moving her feet up and down the length. I suddenly stopped talking, grabbed the edge of the table with both hands and gasped. I looked around the room to make sure no one had heard me.

Gina seemed amused. “Go on,” she said deviously, “I suspected you had tried on some nylon in your days. An appreciation like yours doesn’t come from just looking.”

I told her the rest of the story, how I secretly dressed up in panties, bras and even some dresses; all the while her smooth feet continued to work my cock. My breathing quickened as my cum began to boil.

I noticed that Gina was getting very excited as well. She seemed turned on by the fact that I was revealing all of this to her. She put her left hand under the table, hiked up the hem of her dress and began to play with herself as I continued to describe my fantasies to her.

The image before me combined with the sensation of the nylon footjob was too much for me to handle. I grasped the table again and looked her straight in the eye. “Gina…”

She bit her lower lip and whispered across the table, “Cum for me baby.”

And cum I did. I tried to keep myself quiet as my orgasm hit. Spurt after spurt of hot, sticky spunk exploded from the tip of my cock. She used her feet to milk every last drop from me. Most of the cum was now coating her feet.

This seemed to trigger her as well. She closed her eyes and fingered herself aggressively, taking care to not bring too much attention to herself. Her feet started to shake on my crotch and I heard little girly cries of pleasure escape from her mouth. She had cum.

Gina opened her eyes, winked at me, put her cummy feet back into her shoes and downed the rest of her drink. “Zip up darling, I’m ready to go home.” I didn’t hesitate to follow her command.

When we got to her apartment, I was impressed with her sense of style. The rooms were warm and cozy but still modern and functional. She poured us each a glass of wine and we retreated to the living room.

Gina put on some music and invited me to sit down on the sofa. I sat down first and then she laid back across the sofa with her head on the armrest and her feet on my lap. I pulled off her shoes and the distinct smell of semen hit my nose. In this context I found the smell to be quite erotic.

She asked me to rub her feet. I took her right foot into my hands, enjoying the sensation of silky nylon, completely covered in my spunk. I drove my thumbs into her heel and moved them in increasingly large circles.

“Mmmm that feels wonderful,” Gina purred.

I rubbed her arches, pushed on her heel and put my fingers between the webbed nylon toes. My cock started to harden again and Gina immediately noticed. She moved her feet around on the outside of my trousers, teasing me with her toes.

“Let’s jump in the shower before I show you my collection,” she said. I want to feel extra smooth.

We got up and went to the bathroom. I couldn’t help but start to kiss her as we undressed each other. She slipped off a pair of black thong panties before I pulled her dress over her head, exposing a pair of perky round breasts. The panties slid down her stockinged legs and she kicked them off to the corner of the room.

Before she took the pantyhose off I slapped her ass playfully and took a big handful of butt. I absolutely loved the feeling of her plump ass covered in the silky material. She moaned softly and we embraced again while my hands were on her rear end.

Gina then sat down on the toilet and seductively pulled the hose off her legs. Then she approached me and helped me strip completely naked. We jumped into the shower and kissed with the warm water drizzling down our faces. It was an extremely erotic scene.

My hard cock pushed into her belly. Gina reached down and started to jerk me off slowly. “How much do you have left in there?” she asked.

“More than enough for you,” I replied.

She quickened the pace and gave me a devilish grin, “Now, if you want this to continue, you’re going to have to do a little something for me. There’s some cream in that tube in the corner. We’re going to put that all over your body.”

In the heat of the moment I didn’t even realize what she was asking me to do. I was hypnotized and eager to please her. I grabbed the tube and spread a foul-smelling cream all over my arms and legs. Gina helped me cover my back and the rest of my body whilst intermittently jerking me off as to not break the spell. She was edging me.

After a few seconds I felt a tingling burning sensation on my skin and I realized what was happening. The cream was hair remover! “Gina, is this…” she cut me off.

“Yes. I want you nice and smooth,” she replied before I could finish the question. A part of me was freaking out but a larger part of me was excited to see where she was going with this.

After a few minutes, we rinsed off the cream and all of my hair was washed away leaving me completely smooth from the neck down. I loved the way the water felt on my smooth skin. Gina rewarded me by bringing me close to orgasm. But of course, she backed down again before I could cum. We washed each other with some feminine-smelling body wash and ran our hands up and down each others bodies.

Eventually we got out of the shower and toweled ourselves off. Gina had me put lotion on my body, which felt incredible on my now smooth skin. She led me to the bedroom and sat me down on the bed. We were both still completely naked but I was now like her, in that each of our bodies were completely shaven. 

“Now it’s time for me to show you that collection I was telling you about.” she said, walking to her drawer.

She pulled out a pair of sheer, black thigh-high stockings and held them up to her face. “These will be perfect, they are hold-ups,” she said, sitting down on the bed next to me. “Now pay attention. You have to roll the stocking up into a silky little donut and then pull it up your leg. Like this.” Gina rolled up one of the stockings and brought it to her foot. She then proceeded to slowly pull it up her sexy legs. Then she did the same thing with the other stocking.

She stood up and looked down to adjust the lacy tops. Her sexy hair cascaded down around her shoulders. The picture in front of me was pure femininity and it was making my cock stand straight up. I was also enjoying the sensation of her soft bed comforter against my smooth legs. I had never imagined something so simple could feel so good.

When she was happy with the placement of her nylons, she looked at me with that devious smile again, “Okay John. This is the part where you will have to trust me.” I swallowed nervously. I knew what was coming next.

She walked back to the drawer and pulled out another pair of hold-up stockings. They were sheer and nude-colored with a beautiful floral pattern of lace at the top. Gina walked back to me. “Lie back,” she said. I let myself fall back to the bed.

Suddenly I felt her running the soft nylons over my chest, down my torso, up and down my smooth legs and then around my cock. I smelled the floral body wash and the girly scents emanating from her bedroom. The smooth and cool material felt so heavenly that goosebumps formed on my arms and neck. My cock convulsed and a bead of precum formed on the tip. The simple feeling of smooth stockings was driving me wild. I was in sensory bliss.

I was so preoccupied that I hadn’t noticed Gina roll up one of the stockings. Before I could react, she had lifted up my leg. I felt the silken material at the tip of my toes. She slowly pulled the stocking all the way down my leg and let go, causing a little snap sound around my thigh. The nylon encasing my smooth, shaved legs was indescribable. Waves or pure pleasure ran up my legs and channeled to my stiff cock. She did the other leg, drawing it up even slower.

It was too much. I couldn’t believe it, but the simple act of wearing stockings on newly shaven legs was bringing me to climax. I cried out, “Ohhh..”

Gina seemed pleased, “Yes baby, rub your legs together! Tell me how it feels!” Then she grabbed my cock and began to jerk me off. My breath quickened.

As I layed there- on my back on her bed, my pretty stockinged feet pointing toward the ceiling, I gently brought my legs together. I rubbed my right foot up and down my left leg. The pretty nude stockings accentuated my lean leg muscles and made my skin look flawless. I wiggled my toes, enjoying the sensation of silky webbed feet. The feeling of the nylon on nylon was too much to bear.

I began to pant heavily, “Gina it feels so smooth and soft. So feminine. My entire leg is encased in pure pleasure. I just can’t..” My mouth and eyes opened wide, “Ughhhhh!”

My cock pulsed, my body stiffened and streams of hot cum began to shoot out of my dick and into Gina’s soft hands. I had never cum so hard in my life. It just felt purely blissful. I couldn’t believe that I was getting this much pleasure from simply shaving, putting on stockings and rubbing my legs together.

“That’s it, let it all out,” Gina said, jerking me to completion. She gathered up all of my cum in her hands and licked it off, swallowing every last drop. “You’re jizz is quite tasty. You should try it sometime.” I just smiled.

When she had completely cleaned off her hands, she got down on her knees and took my softening cock into her mouth. She licked off and swallowed the remainder of my cum. Then she pulled away and said, “I’m not done with you quite yet.”

She closed her lips firmly down on me and began to bob her head up and down. Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible. My nylon-clad legs naturally lowered and fell so that they were draped over her shoulders. I could feel her long hair tickling my upper thighs and stockings as she sucked me off.

Amazingly, my cock began to slowly fill with blood. She was getting me hard again. The image of her head bobbing up and down on me while my stockinged legs were on her shoulders would have been enough. But Gina decided to expedite the arrival of a full blown hard-on by reaching her hands back and rubbing her nails up and down on my soft legs. The feeling sent tingles of bliss up and down my body and somehow my cock was again ready for action.

Noticing my hardness, Gina pulled her head away, stood up, grinned and said, “Great, now you’re ready for some real fun. Try not to cum so fast this time. Sit tight and keep yourself hard while I go fetch some things.”

She walked over to her closet and shuffled through her clothes. She came back to the bed with a handful of silky and feminine fabric. She separated the items into two piles. “Okay, these are for you and this pile is mine. Go on and put on your stuff.”

My pile was all pink and black with lots of lace and satin. I pulled on a pair of pink thong panties. The feeling of the material on my legs was incredible. I also enjoyed the sensation of the material pressing up against my ass. Next I put on a padded, lacy pink and black bra. I had wore a bra before, so I didn’t have to struggle too much with the clasp. Then Gina helped me put on a black cincher. I pulled in my stomach as much as I could as she fastened each clasp. When it was finally on it felt very tight, but it felt good on my back and seemed to give me a girly figure. I ran my hands up and down the velvety material, again enjoying the girlyness of it all. Finally came a little black dress and a pair of black stiletto heels. The dress felt like it was painted on and just barely covered the tops of my stockings. I stood up in the heels and felt a bit wobbly, but again, I had some practice from the past.

I teetered over to the full length mirror in the corner of the room and checked myself out. The sexy black dress combined with the long stockinged legs really made me feel like a real woman. The heels tightened my leg muscles and lifted my butt. The cincher gave me a feminine figure and the padded bra gave me some breasts.

The only thing out of place was the lack of hair and makeup. Of course, there was also the fact that my erection was throbbing into my panties and causing a tent to form in front of my dress.

I was still checking myself out when Gina came out of nowhere, “No makeup, but this will have to do for now.” She came behind me and threw me down on the bed. “I need you inside me.”

Gina was wearing a tight black dress with her black stockings. She looked sexy as hell. Before I knew it she was on top of me grinding herself against me. The sensation of her stockings rubbing against mine was orgasmic. She lowered herself to my face and we began to passionately kiss.

Before too long, she reached down, pulled my pink thong to the side and freed my aching cock. She lifted up my dress, positioned herself over me, pulled her own panties to the side, and impaled herself on my rod.

The girl was wild. She bounced up and down on me, driving me deeper into her with each thrust. She was so tight, warm and wet. My dick was ringing. Dressed as a woman, I imagined that she was the one thrusting into me.

“Fuck me, fuck me, harder!” she screamed, increasing the pace of her bouncing. I suddenly became aware of the fact that I was still dressed as a sexy woman. The tightness around my waist, the pressure from the thong and of course the silky smoothness on my legs. It was all too much, and my cum began to boil again.

I reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as a wave of blissful orgasm it her. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, still bouncing herself up and down, driving me deep inside of her.

I couldn’t last another second, so I gasped, “Here it comes!”

“Yessss cum inside me!” she screamed.

My whole body suddenly became stiff as a board as all of my attention focused on the head of my penis. Suddenly, pulse after pulse of semen began to fill up her tight little hole. I couldn’t believe how much cum was still inside of me. There was so much that it began to leak out of her pussy while we were still fucking.

After minutes of spasms and groans I was finally done. Gina surprised me by pulling herself away from me and quickly moving herself forward. She positioned her dripping pussy right over my face.

“Eat it,” she commanded. So I did.

I moved my head forward and greedily slurped up the mixture of cum and pussy juice. It was sweet, warm and delicious. Dressed like this, it felt natural and sexy. When she was all cleaned up, she pulled away and came down so we could embrace.

“You’re my dirty girl,” Gina said.

“Yes, I am,” I replied, “Let’s do this again sometime.”

We both laughed, kissed and fell asleep in each others arms.




∞∞∞

To be continued…




∞∞∞

Search for Erica Smooth in the Amazon Kindle store for more crossdressing erotica similar to this!
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