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As I stood staring at the box sitting on my
doorstep, I thought back to yesterday afternoon. I was packing up
to leave when Thomas stopped by my desk. I hadn’t seen Him or
Angela in a while, they had been traveling for work and I had been
overloaded with new design projects. I didn’t even see him when he
was standing right next to my desk.

“Joseph,” Thomas said in his deep silky
voice. I turned to him and squeaked at the sight of him. It was
almost five and he had ditched his tie, leaving the two few buttons
of this button-down undone. I don’t know why I got flustered but I
did, I felt like I was in high school and the quarterback just
acknowledged me for the first time. That ignored the fact that I
had on multiple occasions had threesomes with Thomas and his
bewitchingly sexy wife Angela. When he spoke again, I realized I
had just been staring and not acting like an actual human being,
“Earth to Joe.”

“Sorry, I was thinking about a project I
still have to get some slides done for,” I said, which was a GIANT
lie.

Chuckling, and nodding his head Thomas
continued, “I know it is last minute, but do you have plans for
tomorrow night?”

The words caught in my throat as I tried to
say them, “You mean Valentine's day.”

Thomas nodded again, with a bright smile, as
I continued “Ugh, yeah no I don’t have any plans.”

“Well that is wonderful, I mean you know,”
Thomas said as he leaned against my desk. “We had a double date
planned, and it turns out that Fred is an asshole who likes to keep
secret trysts on the side.”

“A secret tryst.” Said as if the words were
foreign to me.

“A cocktail waitress in Phoenix, they met on
her eighteenth birthday, and now she is pregnant. He wants to make
a go at having a family.” Thomas said rolling his eyes. “Angela
wanted me to ask you to take his place in our reservations for
four.”

And that is how I found myself staring at the
package on my apartment door when I got back from my morning jog.
Carrying the box inside I tossed it on the bed and took a shower.
The label said it was from T&A, and while I was desperate to
see what was inside of it, I had chores to get done before I could
even think about the box. We were supposed to meet at seven; I
would start getting ready at five and before then I needed to clean
the apartment.

I spent a few hours cleaning and did a few
loads of laundry before ordering a light lunch. Normally I would
have sat on the couch and watched a little TV while eating, but I
told myself I had just cleaned the living room so I should eat at
the table. I took the seat that gave me a view of the bedroom door.
Of course, since I could see the door, I could also see the bed and
the box. I had the radio on, but I completely tuned it out. All I
could think about was the box. I considered opening it right then.
I was only able to control myself by deciding to use my medium butt
plug the rest of the day.

As I took my shorts off, I decided on
something else. I was going to go bottomless the rest of the day as
well. It would be a - panties and t-shirt afternoon. Of course,
that meant changing panties, obviously. Inserting the medium plug
is always breathtaking. I had a larger one, but I had never had the
nerve to try it. Holding my breath, I started to push the plug
inside me. As my backside stretched my eyes rolled back in my head,
the pain was near overwhelming, but it only lasted a few seconds.
Just as soon as it began the pain began to fade once it was fully
inserted and I let out a deep sigh. I took a few steps wiggling my
butt, like a cheap hooker as the plug settled into place.

With my backside filled it was time to find a
pair of panties to wear. My first thought was a thong or even a
G-string. Something to hold tight against the plug. But as I opened
the drawer, I caught a glimpse of the red nylon string bikini an
old internet boyfriend had bought me. It had little lace scallops
around the legs that always tickled my legs when I put them on.
Pulling the panties up my legs they did exactly what I wanted them
to. Once they were in place the back cupped my ass like a lover was
holding onto me. They were a perfect choice.

I put on ninety’s girl-power pop and cranked
the radio up, as I zipped around the apartment bottomless. Before I
knew it, my alarm chimed at me that it was time to get ready for my
night out. That meant I got to open the box. My hands were
trembling when I pulled the top off the box. The contents were
wrapped in heavy black tissue paper. The layers were crisscrossed
over my present which added another frustrating delay in seeing my
surprise.

Folding back the last layer of tissue paper I
was greeted with the most amazing set of pastel pink satin
lingerie. The slight tremble in my hand increased as I lifted the
card.

Joseph,

I am so happy you are able to join us. This
set will be perfect for tonight. Wear it with some black slacks,
that turtleneck of yours that I like, and no socks.

With Love,

Angela

I read the note over three more times before
I hid it away in my panty drawer. Returning to the package I picked
up the panties and my breath caught, Sinfully Satin, a very
expensive boutique everything they sold was hand made. I gently
laid the panties back down and looked at my hands. Did I have
residue from cleaning products on my hands? Along with the panties,
I could see a bralette, a garter belt, and a package of stockings.
I was terrified of ruining them with some nasty chemical, I needed
to shower again.

After the quickest and most thorough shower,
I ever remember taking I stood naked in front of the box. A
question began to swirl around in my mind, I should wear the
panties under or over the stockings. While I mulled over my two
options, I pulled the bralette over my head and down my body. With
it settled where it was supposed to sit, I realized there was no
slack in the cups, this bralette was made for panty-boys like
me.

With my bra on, I knew what came next - the
garter belt. I decided to keep the garter and stockings under my
panties, that way they could be easily removed when the time came.
I wrapped the garter around my waist with the clasps in front. Once
all five of the little clasps were secured, I spun it around
careful not to wrinkle the satin. Carefully I took one of the
stockings into my hand and bunched it up before slipping it over my
toes. I owned a few pairs of stockings, but they were all nylon
none were silk. These felt amazing sliding up my legs. The silk
felt like a cold wave rushing up my legs. The garter belt had six
clasps three for each leg, once I attached each one and released
them, the strap would slap against my leg sending an electric jolt
through my body.

When I stood up to put my panties on the
feeling of my thighs brushing together almost toppled me. My cock
instantly stiffened and had to fight back the urge to masturbate
immediately. I took a deep breath and steadied myself. Once I had
my cock under control I reached for the panties. As I leaned down
my thighs lit my body up again. I set the panties down and raised
myself up. I knew if I was going to survive the night, I needed to
get this under control. Slowly at first and then at normal speed, I
walked around my apartment. The silk stockings brushed between my
legs and sent waves of excitement through my body. Thankfully after
a few minutes, I was able to keep the excitement under control.

Returning to the panties, I took a moment to
examine them. They were bikini cut cheeky panties; The back would
offer moderate coverage butt while still leaving a fair amount of
cheek exposed. A seam ran down the center of the back sewn to cause
a pucker. A lace panel was inset along the waistband. Wrapping
three-quarters of the way around, leaving the front just satin. The
lace was white, but not bright it was soft and helped bring a depth
to the pink of the satin. Pulling the panties up my legs was
another exercise in self-control. The elastic around the edges of
the satin panties had little eyelets that danced across my
stockings as they glided up my legs. As I pulled the panties over
my cock, I was delighted to find that they, like the bralette, were
made for panty-boys like me.

I was tempted to put on a pair of heels and
check myself out in the mirror, but I was running late. The rest of
my outfit was easy. Black slacks and the turtleneck Angela liked. I
slipped on a pair of shiny black dress shoes and I was ready to
go.

A few quick taps on my phone and I ordered a
car. Staring out the window it felt like hours for the car to
arrive, but it wasn’t I was just panicking. The driver was good, an
old guy who knew downtown like the back of his hand. When he pulled
up to Constantine’s I ended up not being late, but early. I had
thirty minutes till I was supposed to arrive. As nervous as I was,
I knew I would feel silly sitting in the lobby of the restaurant.
Thankfully there was a coffee shop was across the street.

Catching the light, I ducked into the
coffeehouse. The place wasn’t busy, a few hipsters were flirting
with dates and bragging about their knowledge of coffee beans. I
ordered a small iced coffee and waited near the counter until it
was ready. The few tables the shop had were taken up by the
hipsters, but there was a small counter along the front window
lined with stools. I grabbed a stool a few seats away from the
nearest patron and waited.

“Crazy isn’t it.” A voice said behind me.
Turning I found the most amazing woman standing before me, I
couldn’t respond. She was tall and slim, her body wrapped in a
black slinky dress. Her hair was pulled into a tight bun, her mocha
skin highlighting her deep purple lipstick. Her dress's neck-line
plunged deep into her toned stomach. The curved arcs of her
cleavage inviting me closer. The hemline was floor-length slit up
one side exposing her long legs. Her heels had a dozen straps that
wrapped around her calves to just below her knees. She was waiting
for me to respond and as the moment drew on, I realized I was
staring at this woman like she was a goddess. “I’m Regina, but
everyone calls me Gina.”

Nodding my head, I replied, “Joseph. People
uh.”

“Call you Joseph,” Regina said as a
mischievous smile flashing across her face.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I answered as I examined the
lines of her neck.

“Ma’am, I like that,” Regina said as she
stepped closer setting her coffee down on the counter. “So, Joe,
what are you doing on this fine night.”

“I am meeting some friends for dinner.”
Turning slightly, I pointed at Constantine’s through the
window.

“Constantine’s, their filet mignon is to die
for.” She said bringing her drink to her lips and taking a sip.

“I’ve never been,” I said feeling the warmth
filling my cheeks. I was reminded that Regina was out of my league.
Before anything could be said between us the door chimed. Looking
away from Regina I took a sip of my coffee.

I started to choke, when I heard Angela’s
lovely voice “Gina, Of course, you have already tracked down
Joseph.”

Of course, Regina was Angela’s friend. A
woman like her, a goddess, didn’t simply wander around the world
flirting with men like me.

“How could I have missed him,” Regina said as
she reached out, placing a hand on my shoulder, “He is
wonderful.”

“Well, Thomas is getting us a table I told
him I would fetch you. And here it is you found our wayward
Joseph.” Angela said as she reached out and put her hand on my arm.
The feeling of both women touching me stirred my cock, as it pushed
out the tip rubbed against the inside of the satin panties sending
a shiver down my legs. “Joseph, it is so wonderful to see you
again.”

The spell was broken, and I was able to talk
again. “It feels like forever since we











































































































cover.jpg





tmp_43eca42208841da20b9dd7f16e9734e7_QHTRst_html_m45cdd5f3.png





