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Wearing My Wife’s Blue Bikini Bottoms

 


When I got home from work after wearing my
wife’s tight pink cotton panties all day, I was desperate to get
naked. The day had been titillating in the extreme, but those hot
pink elastics were cutting off the circulation in my legs.

I’m not usually one for baths, but after a
full day in pink panties, I needed it.

Jeannie has a longer commute than I do, and
I’m always home a good forty minutes before her, so I stripped
naked, filled the tub with nice warm water, and slipped like a seal
into my bath.

That’s where my wife found me.
Eventually.

I heard her key in the lock, then her purse
hit the floor. All those typical sounds of a wife arriving home
from work probably meant nothing to some men, but they excited me
every day. I always looked forward to seeing her. Always.

When she walked in the front door, she must
have known I was home. She started up saying, “You wouldn’t believe
the crowds. The train was packed. Ever since they scrapped the 5:20
express, you’ve got to fight tooth and nail just to get on. Then
it’s standing room only and we’re packed in like sardines. They
should be adding more trains, not taking them away!”

“I know what you mean,” I
said.

I could hear Jeannie come to a stop outside
the bathroom. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

“You’re not interrupting,”
I assured her. “Come on in.”

The bathroom door opened, and Jeannie
laughed when she caught sight of me in the tub. “You’re taking a
bath?”

“I needed one after a day
in your panties!”

Her smile grew dark and she closed the door,
then perched on the lid of the toilet. “Tell me how it went,
sexy.”

“Painful, at times. But no
regrets. The elastics really started digging in, but it was worth
it, knowing I was wearing your panties and nobody else knew but
you.”

Smirking, she said, “I promised you a
reward, didn’t I?”

“Yes you did.”

Her lashes fluttered, like she was thinking
about something altogether different. “Wait there,” she said. “I
just had an idea.”

She left the bathroom, and came back wearing
nothing but sheer black nylons. Jeannie never wears panties
underneath her stockings. She says some women do, some women don’t,
and I’m always curious about that. I wouldn’t mind asking the women
at the office, but they’d probably think I was some sort of
pervert, or trying to get them in the sack.

In reality, there’s nobody I want in the
sack other than my Jeannie.

Her long black hair was up in a ponytail,
and I could see the wispy cloud of her pubic hair through the hose.
She wasn’t the type to shave down there, and that suited me just
fine. I liked her look. And I loved her dark nipples, which
puckered into hard points to top off two perfect handful
breasts.

She had a killer body, my Jeannie. And she
was mine, all mine!

Bringing her hands out from behind her back,
she showed me a garment that seemed vaguely familiar.

“Remember that beach
vacation?” she asked. “This was the bikini I wore that week. Well,
these are the bottoms.”

They were teal blue with gold flecks. Very
beachy indeed.

“Are you feeling up to
putting them on?”

As if in response, my dick sprang out of the
water like a dolphin at Sea World.

Jeannie laughed and said, “I’ll take that as
a yes.”

“A giant yes!”

I’d never tried on my wife’s swimwear, but
seeing as I was already wet, now seemed as good a time as any.

“How’s the water?” she
asked, reaching down to flick her fingers in the bath.

“Cooling off,” I told her,
cupping one warm, wet hand around her cool, dry breast. “Why, are
you thinking of getting in here with me?”

“More than thinking of
it.” She sighed as I thumbed her puckered nipple. “God, that feels
good.”

“Well, get in. I’ll make
you feel even better.”

Jeannie drained a bit of the cooling-off
water before adding a healthy dose of hot. Meanwhile, we plunged
her bikini bottoms into the bath. When they’d gotten good and wet,
I stuck my legs in the holes and pulled up my wife’s bikini, which
was no easy feat, seeing as I was horizontal and underwater. The
wet bikini bottoms clung to my thighs, clung to my butt, and then
finally clung to my cock.

“How’s that?” she asked,
turning off the water.

I wasn’t sure if she meant the temperature
or the fit, but both were amazing, so I said, “Couldn’t be
better.”

Without taking off her black stockings,
Jeannie stepped into the tub, between my spread legs.

“You’re not taking your
nylons off first?” I asked her.

She smirked, like she knew precisely what
she was doing. “Feels kind of sexy, getting into the tub with
stockings on.”

“Looks kind of sexy,
too.”

With a wink, she kneeled between my legs.
Good thing Jeannie was relatively small and our tub was relatively
large, otherwise there’s no way we could have managed this
madness.

Jeannie breathed deeply as warm water soaked
into her stockings. “Wow,” she said as the water level rose up her
thighs. “Why have we never done this before?”

“Feels good?” I
asked.

“Feels as good as you look
in those blue bikini bottoms!”

I looked down. She wasn’t wrong. They looked
pretty great on me. My hard cock was like a steel rod pointing up
to my belly button. She noticed. She liked the sight. I could see
it in her eyes. I think she liked the look of my cock in those
bikini bottoms as much as I enjoyed the sight of her naked nipples
straining against the moist bathroom air.

She stroked my thighs, bringing every one of
my leg hairs to life. I could practically feel the follicles
vibrating with excitement. My body loved those hands. My wife’s
hands, with their pink polished nails and their elegant little
fingers. My skin loved how her palms glided against it, so smooth,
so confident. I never knew what I was in for, with Jeannie, but I
always knew it was going to be good.

When her hands reached my crotch, she
pressed both palms against the root of my cock. Then she eased
forward, squeezing her breasts together, pretty as a picture.

But Jeannie wasn’t just pretty. She
wasn’t just beautiful. She was also sexy as hell.

My wife wasn’t the type of woman who would
sit on a pedestal waiting to be admired. She loved working it. She
loved working me.

And that’s what she did when she got her hands on me
in the tub.

Without taking off those blue bikini
bottoms, and without taking my dick out of them, she rubbed both
palms up my shaft and growled. It felt incredible. Different from
being stroked off in your regular run-of-the-mill panties.

The difference was that those bikini bottoms
had a mesh layer inside the stretchy bathing suit fabric. That
meant that when Jeannie ran her hands up my erection, the outer
layer went with them while the inner layer clung to my cock.

Did she know how amazing that felt?

No, she couldn’t possibly. How could she?
Without a cock of her own, it’s all conjecture. She could guess
that something might feel good to me, but she couldn’t possibly
know what it felt like.

Jeannie growled as she stroked my dick with
the heels of her palms. I loved the look, like she was kneading
dough. Kneading my cock, topless, wearing nothing but wet
stockings. What a show!

Jeannie always took these opportunities to
prove that she was more than just a pretty face, and she did it in
that moment by moaning, “God, I love your cock!”

I moaned, too. Couldn’t help myself. “I love
you touching it.”

At that point, she wrapped both fists around
my shaft and jerked me off ferociously. Again, the stretchy outer
layer of the bikini bottoms went with Jeannie’s hand while the
tighter inner layer clutched my cock. I’d never felt anything like
it.

“You keep at it,” I said,
“and I’m gonna blow my load in the bath.”

“No, you can’t do that!”
she replied. “You gotta come in me!”

She released her hold on my dick and stood
straight up in the bath. Sheets of water fell down her legs like
those waterfalls you see in the lobbies of office buildings.

“I gotta get you inside
me, babe. I’m dying for it. I’m gonna bang you so hard!”

Seeming half crazed, Jeannie reached for the
manicure scissors she often used to trim her pretty little pubes.
Pulling the crotch of her nylons away from her body, she cut a hole
just where she wanted it.

I gasped, “What are you doing? You ruined
your pantyhose!”

What did it matter? Why did I care?

She tossed the manicure scissors on the
counter. “Don’t get your panties in a wad. They’ve got a run down
the back.”

With that bit of information out of the way,
my wife sank down into the bath, pulled the crotch of those blue
bikini bottoms to one side, and exposed my dick to the water. Well,
only the base stayed underwater. A good part of my shaft stuck
straight up. My tip was like some sort of bright red beacon guiding
the way.

Jeannie had a bit of manoeuvring to do
before she could ride me. She had to fit her legs on either side of
my body in order to straddle me. But once she’d found a position
that would work, she sank that sweet body down on my dick.

Imagine, if you will, my petite little wife
with her hair in a ponytail, with her breasts exposed, with a
convenient hole cut into her hose. Imagine her tight body devouring
my dick, my thick shaft disappearing into her front hole. Imagine
that sweet pussy sucking me like a mouth. It’s so hot, in there.
And wetter than water.

Wetter than water.

I held her hips to steady her. She pressed
her fingertips down on either side of the tub. Remaining upright on
top of me, she worked her magic like only Jeannie can. She couldn’t
go at it too hard, or she’d risk spilling water over the side of
the bath. Also, if she got too rambunctious, there was always a
chance she could slip and bash her head on the tile.

Somehow, the fact that she had to remain
cautious and alert while she made love to me was a huge
turn-on.

She didn’t bounce so much as writhed. Her
movements were so measured and small that the slightest motion up
or down or back of forth felt momentous to me. I knew it wouldn’t
be long before I blasted off, but I tried to make it last, for my
wife’s sake.

I watched the spot where my body disappeared
into her. It was wild. My panties were bright blue. Her hose were
purplish-black. The hole she’d carved out was so small I couldn’t
see any of her flesh. I could see my own skin, sure, because she’d
pulled the bikini bottoms to one side in order to access what she
wanted, but I couldn’t see the part of her I knew to be soft and
pink and magically delicious. It looked like my dick was
disappearing into a black hole. And I loved it.

I didn’t try thrusting from below. I didn’t
want to knock my wife off-balance. I just let her do her thing. I
let her move on me. I let her milk my dick with her expert pussy.
Those muscle in there, they must have been hitting the gym, because
their strength was uncanny.

“People would pay good
money for this sort of treatment,” I told her, hoping she’d take it
as a compliment.

I think she did, because she laughed. “What
people?”

“Lots of
people.”

I left it at that, because talking was
starting to set me off. She bounced on me, just barely, but the
movement was enough to get me panting. Water started rippling
around us. Rippling, then splashing. Striking my thighs, my chest,
my knees, my neck.

My balls were still cradled inside the blue
bikini bottoms, and when her beautiful butt landed on them in those
sheer black pantyhose, I couldn’t hold it together. My orgasm got
the better of me and I blew my load deep inside my wife’s
sweltering pussy.

She stopped moving and stared at me as she
locked those tight muscles around my shaft. How did she do that? It
felt incredible. I just kept coming. She just kept staring. She
wasn’t smiling. Her gaze bored into me, penetrating me even deeper
than I was penetrating her. How did she do that?

When I’d blasted my final shot, that’s when
the smile struck Jeannie’s lips. A big smile. A genuine one.
Nothing fake about my wife.

She smiled so lovingly I laughed and asked,
“What?”

“Nothing,” she said as she
eased my cock from her pussy. “Just stay put, okay?”

“Okay,” I said.
“Why?”

First she stood, and then, when her
pantyhose finished their Niagara Falls impersonation, she planted
one knee on each side of the tub. I still couldn’t see beyond the
hole she’d cut in her pantyhose, but I kept my eye on that space
until hot white cum leaked out.

Out of her pussy, on to my chest.

I think it was probably hotter coming out
than going in.

With a smirk on her lips, she asked, “What
do you think of that, huh?”

“I think I’ve got the
greatest wife in the world!”

“Well,” she said. “That
goes without saying.”

“What an orgasm!” I told
her. “I’m gonna need to lie down.”

She shifted away from the tub and peeled off
her slick wet pantyhose. I took the opportunity to remove her
bikini bottoms.

“You lie down,” Jeannie
said. “I’ll make dinner. Something to give us energy for
later.”

Music to my ears. But I had to ask, “Why?
What happens later?”

“We go at it again,” she
told me. “I’ve given you two orgasms today and you haven’t even
given me one!”

“Boy oh boy,” I said.
“Hope I’ve got it in me.”

With a wink, Jeannie said, “I’ll have to dig
out some of my sexiest lingerie… for inspiration.”

I knew she wasn’t just talking about
lingerie for her to wear. And I couldn’t wait to find out what
she’d pick out for me.

My wife had great taste.
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