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Before the Tale Began...


Scene... Alone

Like always, I woke up not long after midnight. I’ve never been good at sleeping when the rest of the world is out cold. Instead, I go to bed early and start my day while it’s still night.

It’s not great for my social life—or my sex life—but that’s never been a real problem. Neither of those things existed in any serious way.

Now and then I’d catch up with old friends. A few times a week I’d go into the office for a couple of hours—check in, chat a little, put out whatever fires needed putting out.

But otherwise? I didn’t really see anyone.

You could say I preferred being alone. Not because I wanted to, exactly, but because of me—my own hang-ups, my own awkwardness. I’ve never been great at being around people. So I stayed in my space, kept my own hours. Maybe that’s why I started working at one in the morning. I can’t even remember when it began—only that it became my rhythm.

That night was no different: just me and my computer.

Even the usual drunk guys outside were gone. Normally there’d be at least one of them yelling at nothing under my window.

But not tonight.

Tonight, it was only me, sitting in my quiet apartment, connected to machines scattered across the world, watching numbers flow, logs scroll, code build and break and build again. Life in motion.

The only light came from the green glow of the monitor—washing over my desk, my keyboard, my coffee mug.

And my legs.

I was wearing stockings, and the glow made them shimmer, green reflections sliding across sheer fabric like something from a dream.

There was something about that glow—the way it made me feel. Something sensual. I liked how it looked, how it made me look. I knew men liked stockings, but there weren’t any men here to see them.

Tonight I’d gone with black. I was in the mood for black.

When I finally got up, I showered, peeled off my nightie, and dressed. My “work clothes” were what most people would call lingerie—lacy panties, thigh-high stockings, a short skirt, a push-up bra, a tank top, and a touch of makeup.

Porn-star vibes?

Slutty?

Or just a woman trying to feel something?

No one was watching. No one was coming over. It was just me, alone in my apartment, dressing like I had a date with someone worth dressing for.

I chose everything by feel, by instinct, by mood.

Because wearing those things helped me. It grounded me, focused me, reminded me I had a body—not just a brain attached to two hands typing away in the dark.

During the day, I played the part everyone expected—quiet, normal, almost boring. But at night, I had space to be someone else. If anyone had been watching, I’d never have dressed like this.

I’m shy. I always have been. Nobody who knows me would ever guess what I do in private, what I wear, how I look under the dim green glow.

But I never felt ashamed. This little ritual had been part of my life for over a decade.

I grew up a tomboy—felt more like one of the guys—and that’s what trapped me.

I never felt girly enough. I liked men’s clothes, wore men’s underwear, kept my hair short, skipped makeup, hated dresses, felt wrong in heels.

But dressing that way only made me feel even further away from whatever “feminine” was supposed to mean.

A cycle I couldn’t escape.

I’ve been stuck there for thirty-five years.

I never wore anything sexy for anyone—not a boyfriend, not a husband. I never had either. But I discovered pleasure, eroticism, a long time ago, and I knew what it meant to me.

I had needs. And I had to find a way to meet them—alone.

So I built my own ritual. My own little world.

It wasn’t that I didn’t want intimacy. It was that I couldn’t believe anyone would see me that way—see me as desirable. People liked me, sure. Respected me. But not like that.

So I made my own stage, where I could be the woman I wanted to be. And on that stage, being sexy was just part of the role.

Because now, sitting there at my table, bathed in the soft green glow of the monitor, I felt sexy.

I wasn’t just dressed in stockings and scandalous panties and heels—I was wrapped in a feeling.

A feeling of fullness. Of deep satisfaction.

Sexual satisfaction.

Just a few minutes ago, I’d played the same game I’d been playing for ten years. A game that could freeze my senses and split me in two—

One me typing away at the screen, eyes scanning code, doing real work.

The other me, somewhere deeper, still playing the game.

Remembering it. Reliving it.

Happy because of it.

Happy for the whole ritual—the slow foreplay with the lingerie, the main act under the sheets, the quiet, sweet moment after.

The game was mine, and it made me whole.

Made me feel like a complete woman. A woman who was irresistible, at least to herself.

I closed my eyes and took a long breath.

I smelled coffee—calm, rich, warm. The kind of smell that makes the world feel safe for a moment.

On my desk sat the mug, the computer, and my phone—lined up perfectly, like little sentinels keeping watch.

Another breath.

This time it was the smell of a rainy October night.

I always kept the window cracked—so I could smell the hot summer, the frozen January, the magic of spring as well as today's night.

I opened my eyes and looked at the green glow in front of me, then turned to the left, to the darkness outside.

Too dark to see the horizon. Too cloudy.

But sometimes, I imagined that somewhere out there, far away on that horizon, something was waiting for me.

Something meant for me.

And yet... could it really be better than this?

My little world, spotless, self-contained. My two rooms. My king-size bed.

The bed where, every night, I made love to the partners I created for myself—the ones who loved me, wanted me, admired me for my wildness, my tenderness, my boldness, my fragility.

The partners who wanted nothing more than to be here, in my apartment, to play these beautiful games with me.

Scene... Play, Baby, Play

Even that night, it was the same as always.

I woke not long after midnight.

But that morning, I woke up already turned on.

The satin sheets, the silk nightie—everything was soft, smooth, perfect.

When I threw the covers back, I shivered at the cool, damp air drifting in through the open window. The satin against my skin felt cold, but refreshing.

I exhaled, closed my eyes, and somehow just knew the day ahead would be better than the rest.

Everything felt right, like all the pieces of my life had quietly clicked into place.

I stepped into the shower and let the water run over me, imagining it tracing a body that wasn’t quite mine—longer legs, fuller breasts, a tighter waist.

But that wasn’t me.

Not really.

I’d always thought my boobs were too small, my waist too soft, my legs too short. My hair too coarse. My fingers too stubby.

Were those things even true? Or had I just decided they were?

Standing under the spray, I saw someone else—a different me.

An attractive woman.

A sexy one.

I dried off and went to my secret stash—my private drawers.

Panties, bras, stockings, garter belts, slips, camisoles... every piece carefully chosen over the years.

My little obsession.

After a moment, I picked out black stockings, a matching garter belt, and the new panties I’d been saving.

I always ordered from Victoria’s Secret or Agent Provocateur—online, of course.

Never in person.

The other day I got an email: “Spicy Panties.”

One pair stood out—black latex, crotchless.

I couldn’t resist.

I called the store, like always. I loved talking to the salesgirl—her voice young, flirty, a little wicked. She seemed to enjoy our chats as much as I did.

On the phone, I became someone else.

Confident.

Bold.

A woman with a wild sex life.

> “Oh, those are so hot!” she giggled. “You and your boyfriend are gonna have fun!”

She knew my imaginary boyfriend well. I’d told her about him before.

> “I just hope he’s not too wild,” I teased.

> “Oh, please,” she laughed. “You want him wild!”

I laughed too, a little thrill running through me—like I really was getting ready for a crazy night.

But they were sold out in my size. Medium. Only small was left.

I almost cried.

She offered alternatives—sheer-front thongs, other styles. I bought a few, but still felt disappointed.

Who was I, really?

A grown woman crushed over a pair of panties?

An IT geek?

Someone everyone thought was plain, boring?

But I wasn’t just that.

I was also the woman in the mirror.

The sexy one.

And the sexy woman had rights. She had the right to linger, to want the sexy panties.

Aren’t women supposed to be weak, delicate, and oh, so feminine?

Don’t creatures like that have the right to be disappointed—and yes, even cry over the panties they couldn’t get?

And being an IT pro meant I could afford the things that made me feel good.

I could be whoever I wanted—Catwoman, bimbo Barbie, whoever.

And I could also cry for the panties I didn’t get, even though I wanted them so badly.

Then my phone rang again.

> “Oops! Sorry!” she said. “We just found the latex panties in medium!”

I squealed like a kid. My whole day lit up.

> “Oh my God, I love you!” I blurted—and meant it. In that moment, I really did love her.

I’d never seen her face, but her voice—soft, melodic, like a tiny bell—made me happy in a way I couldn’t explain.

> “I’m blushing, seriously,” she said, laughing again. That sexy little laugh.

Later, as I laid the outfit out carefully — burgundy garter belt, matching lace bra, black silk robe — I remembered her voice and smiled to myself.

I touched the panties, imagining her hands touching them first.

Silk. Lace. Latex.

My little altar.

I carried everything to my “beauty corner.”

Dressing up was foreplay.

I stood naked in front of the mirror and let the fantasy take over. Slowly, my flaws faded. I started to see her — the woman I wanted to be.

I touched the face in the mirror. The glass was cold, but it felt like touching real skin — like the reflection was finally showing my true self.

I did my makeup — something I’d never even tried until adulthood.

Burgundy smoky eyes. Matte dark-red lips. Pale skin. Dark hair.

I blew myself a kiss.

I dressed slowly, like I was meeting a lover.

Or like I was the lover.

At every step, I stopped to admire myself. Turned, posed, swayed. My ass wiggled like I was teasing an invisible audience.

My legs looked incredible in those stockings. Smooth. Sleek. Feminine.

Lingerie doesn’t change your body — but half of sexiness is mindset.

When I put those clothes on and danced in front of the mirror, I crossed into another world.

Some mornings I’d put on headphones and dance to disco hits from twenty years ago — songs I’d never heard in a real club, because I’d never gone.

Never danced in a crowd.

Never with a man watching.

Today I studied my reflection.

Black and burgundy.

Too sad?

Maybe.

But mysterious.

Like a woman full of secrets, promising something hidden deep inside her.

On one side: a lonely woman, craving love, connection, a kind word.

On the other: a dreamworld full of passion and romance, someone who loved me completely — mind, body, soul.

I knew I could change if I tried.

Look different. Live different.

But I never made the leap.

Why?

I’d read the books. Tried the tips.

Nothing ever stuck.

Even though I could imagine love — even just for one night — I could never really be that woman out there in the real world.

Only here, in my two little rooms, where I felt safe.

I clung to the lingerie, the fantasy.

Then I made love to something artificial.

Cold. Silent.

But even that was better than nothing.

It was my erotic life.

Was it enough? No.

But it was something.

Every morning, when I slipped into my sexy clothes, desire hit me like a wave. I was addicted. On days I skipped it, I couldn’t think straight.

I stepped into my pumps — heels just high enough to match the outfit.

They hurt to wear outside, but I only wore them around the apartment.

I stood, heels clicking softly against the floor.

I walked back to bed slowly, hips swaying, like I had an audience.

Maybe I did — in my head.

I pressed my palms to the cool satin sheets, smoothing them, feeling the chill
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