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Yvonne


Chapter 1

 


I am Yvonne
and I am a blogger. I normally blogged about my sex exploits. This
was my most recent blog. Recently the weather had changed and the
wind had become stronger. Many ladies would avoid wearing skirts at
this time when they go out but it was the exact opposite for me. I
liked the feeling of wind blowing, especially between my legs and
also the wind would help me show off my expensive lingerie. Many
lingerie shop owners had sponsored me with a lot of expensive
lingerie in the hope that I would help to promote their products in
my blogs. I had no issue with that, in fact I liked lingerie so
much that I would look for any excuse to parade in them. I was very
confident of my figure and had worked as part time model for a few
lingerie shows so I was not afraid to show more skin than other
ladies.

 


I lived on the
top floor of my apartment and my apartment bed room had a full
length glass wall. I had a curtain for the glass wall but most of
the time I left the curtain open. Just opposite my apartment
building, there was another apartment building of the same height.
I knew there were a few cameras and binoculars set up to point into
my bed room. I was ok with that. I was proud of my body and I had
nothing to hide. If any of my neighbours published photos of me, it
would also be publicity for me. We lived in an age where social
media was so prevalent that we need to learn how to make use of
social media to help promote ourselves. I lived by a simple rule, I
would not bring a man back to my apartment so the most that my
neighbours would see would be me walking around in my expensive
lingerie or laying on my bed naked.

 


It was another
windy afternoon and I read the weather forecast that there may be
very high speed wind blowing over my area. I went to my wardrobe
and looked for my latest favourite lingerie. It was a black lacy
half cup bra with a matching barely there G-string. I stayed alone
in my apartment so most of the time I walked around the apartment
naked. I put on my G-string first. It was so tiny that it could
barely cover my newly trimmed landing strip. I adjusted the
materials until as little of my pussy hair was showing as possible.
Then I put on the bra. As I was going to wear a spaghetti strap top
later I removed the bra straps. I put on the bra, it was only a
half cup bra so part of my areola was showing above the bra. My
nipples were erect because the thought of myself going out in this
sexy lingerie and imagining what sexual encounter I may have later
had already aroused me. I took out my white spaghetti top. It was
made of very thin and light material so it was almost transparent
and so my black lacy bra underneath was showing through clearly.
That was the main purpose of wearing expensive lingerie, you got to
show it. I took out a matching short skirt and put it on. The skirt
was very short and my butt cheeks were also almost showing. I took
a look at my full view mirror and saw a visually appealing young
lady with firm rounded breasts, a flat tummy and slim waist and
also round and firm butts. As part of my job requirements I needed
to keep myself looking good so I spent a lot of time toning the few
parts of my body that would need to stand out most when wearing
lingerie.

 


I took the
lift down to the first floor and as usual the security guard
guarding our apartment mentally had sex with me when I walked past.
The security guard was young and not bad looking and may be if I
was adventurous enough in the near future, I would have one of my
sex exploits with him. I had tried to keep a line when it come to
my sex exploits that I did not do it with someone close to me. In
this case, the security guard was close to me because I got to see
him every day and sometimes a few times a day depending on how many
times I went out a day. I opened the door a strong gust of wind
blew in and lifted my skirt. I believed the security guard was
looking and he must have had a good look at my G-string. I walked
out into the street without looking back. The wind was keeping my
skirt lifted and I did not bother to push my skirt down because it
would just be a waste of effort. The street just in front of my
apartment was not busy at that time but there were enough
pedestrians on the street that turned towards my direction and some
were trying to look discreetly and others were openly admiring the
view under the skirt given by the wind. The wind subsided a little
and my skirt lowered back to cover my bottoms. I saw a few
disappointed looks. I continued walking towards the park. I needed
to go to an open area where the wind would not be blocked so that
my nice lingerie would not be wasted.

 


As expected
when I reached the park, the wind was stronger and there was no way
I could have blocked my skirt from flying up even if I wanted to.
As it was a nice and windy afternoon there were quite a number of
people in the park. Men looked at me with longing while women
looked at me disapprovingly. Then a man started running towards me.
He was wearing a jacket and he took off his jacket when he reached
me.

 


“You should
cover yourself. The wind is very strong and your skirt keeps flying
up.”

 


I was
surprised at his gentlemanly act and pretended to have modesty and
tried to push down my skirt.

 


“I was trying
to push down my skirt but the wind was really too strong and no
matter how I covered, the skirt would still fly up.”

 


“Yes, use my
jacket and wrapped around. Your skirt will not fly up.”

 


I took over
the jacket and wrapped around my skirt and tied up around my waist.
I saw a few looks of disappointment from most of the guys and some
annoyance on the man for being such a busybody.

 


“Thank you
very much, sir.”

 


“Don’t call me
sir. My name is Derek.”

 


Derek
stretched out his hand and I shook his hand.

 


“I am
Yvonne.”

 


“You looked
very familiar.” Derek was in deep thought.

 


A few seconds
later he said, “I know where I had seen you. You were recently in a
lingerie photo shoot in one of the men’s magazine.”

 


“It is not
recent, that photo shoot was shown in the issue a few months
back.”

 


“I really
liked those photos, you were so sexy in those photos.”

 


“Aren’t I sexy
in real person?”

 


“Of course
not, you are even sexier in real life. Especially just now when you
entered the park with your skirt flying up like that.”

 


There was a
moment of awkward silence when both of us did not know what else to
say. I saw Derek’s eyes stealing a peek at my bra through my
transparent top. He was finding it very hard to be a gentleman and
not to stare at my seductive bra.

 


Finally I
said, “Why don’t you follow me to a place so that I can change out
of my skirt and then I can return you your jacket?”

 


“Ok. Anyway I
am trying to spend some time away from work so any distraction is
good for me.”

 


I led Derek to
another part of the park. I knew Derek would be admiring my bra
from my see through top while following behind me. It would be a
better treat for him if I was not covering my skirt with his
jacket. I had already planned a big reward for Derek and I knew I
would be writing another sexy blog after I rewarded Derek. The
place where I was leading Derek to was the gardener’s hut. The
gardener in this park was an intimate friend of mine and I had
written a few blogs about my exploits in the hut.

 


“Where are we
going?” Derek finally decided he had seen enough of my bra and came
to walk besides me.

 


“We are going
to that hut.”

 


“I thought
that is out of bounds.”

 


“Not for me.
My friend is the gardener and that is his hut.”

 


As we neared
the hut, I took off Derek’s jacket and returned it to him. It was
still a distance from the hut and the wind was still strong.
Suddenly Derek was no longer walking besides me but had fallen
behind my steps. I knew my skirt was flying up again and Derek
being so near to me would not have missed the chance to walk behind
me and admired my G-string. The road leading up to the hut was a
bit upslope so I slowed down my pace purposely for Derek to have a
longer time to have my upskirts view. Finally we reached the
entrance to the hut. I opened the door without knocking knowing
that my gardener would not be in his hut at this time of the
day.

 


Derek followed
me into the hut. It was a one room hut with an attached bathroom.
The hut did not have any windows but the roof was made of glass so
it was very bright even without turning on the lights. On the left
wall, there was a couch while the rest of the room was filled with
shelves full of gardening tools. The couch was something that one
of my sponsors gave to me but I did not find much use in my own
apartment so I donated it to the gardener. The sponsor called it a
sex couch and it was shaped with two humps. One hump higher than
the other. The higher hump provided the back rest while the lower
hump provided the leg rest. The width was slightly wider than the
average human body width so a person can lay comfortably on it.

 


My gardener
friend was a humorous guy and he pasted the single page guide for
the sex couch on the wall besides the couch and Derek saw that and
was curious so he went over to take a closer look. The guide showed
the different sexual positions that couples can try using the
couch. Although it was a simple piece of furniture but there were a
lot of possibilities on the positions that the couch could assist
the couples. The gardener and I had tried a few positions
ourselves. As Derek was engrossed with checking out the positions
on the couch. I quickly pulled off my spaghetti top and unzip my
short skirt. I stood there only in my sexy all black lacy
lingerie.

 



Chapter 2

When Derek
finally turned around and saw me in my near naked state. He
pretended to turn his eyes from me.

 


“I am sorry. I
didn’t know you are changing.”

 


“You look
interested in the sex couch. Do you want to try it?”

 


Derek finally
looked back at me.

 


“Is this one
of the sex prank thing?” he asked seriously.

 


“Why will you
think so?”

 


“Because
having a sex couch in a gardener hut and then a beautiful lingerie
model in her lingerie asking me whether I want to try the sex couch
is not something that happens every day.”

 


“Of course it
will not happen every day. It’s a special day today and it happens
that I meet you. If you don’t already know, I am also a sex
blogger. I need to have sexual encounters to write on my
blogs.”

 


“What?”

 


“I write about
my sex encounters and I post some pictures or videos of myself and
earn a simple living. Sometimes some sex shop owners or lingerie
shop owners will sponsor me to write about their products. This is
all part of my job.”

 


“So what do I
need to do?”

“You have sex
with me and then I will write about our sex.”

 


“Just like
that?”

 


“What do you
have to lose? Unless you are gay or you don’t find me sexually
appealing?”

 


“No, it’s not
that. You sure this is not a prank.”

 


“Look around.
Find any hidden cameras?”

 


“No
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