
As the following weeks went by Madison had decided it was
time for a change. The afternoon with the tradie had made
her realise there was a side to her that she never
knew was there. She’d never thought of herself as overly sexual but
now she knew how she could be, she decided to embrace it. It was
time for a new start and she knew just how to make the first step;
sexy lingerie.

 


She stood in front of the mirror in the change rooms
admiring herself. It was amazing. She’d been embarrassed when she
picked out the underwear to try on but now she couldn’t believe her
eyes. They accentuated every curve and the lace on her skin made
all the nerves in her body tingle with excitement. She ran her
finger across the lace bra and her nipple hardened with
stimulation.

What would it be like to
stand in front of a man in this? Would she look as sexy as she
thought? She ran her hands down her body and watched her
reflection. It was remarkable. She imagined there was a man in
front of her as she did it and the thought thrilled her.

She ran her hand slowly down
her stomach and traced a line across it with her finger just inside
the fabric of the lacy black g-string she was wearing. Her other
hand stroked her hardened nipples through her matching lace bra.
She thought she could feel each goose bump as it rose from her
skin.

She let her hand slide
deeper into her underwear and she let out a sigh. She imagined the
man in front of her tied down to the bed. “Yes”, she thought, she
would tease him by touching herself while he watched, unable to
join in.

Madison let her finger slide
into her pussy. She stifled a moan, remembering she was in a change
room. The last thing she wanted was to get caught before she
finished. She slid her finger in and out slowly, feeling the
texture of the skin inside her. It was unbelievable. She watched
herself in the mirror and her excitement rose.

She stopped and removed the
g-string slowly, letting her nerves feel the fabric as it slid down
her thighs. Next she removed the bra and ran her hands across the
bare skin of her breasts and softly pinched her nipples. Her body
quivered.

She imagined herself
climbing onto the bed and kneeling over the man’s face so he had a
close view of her dripping wet pussy. She slid her fingers within
herself and pressed them deep inside. She closed her eyes and
thrust them in and out as she squeezed her breasts. Her body
twitched as she let out another silent moan.

Madison slid her fingers out
and imagined holding them to the man’s mouth. She’d only give him a
taste. Just a little taste. Her fingers moved to her clit, gently
running circles around it until it was hard. She began to rub
harder, letting the waves of pleasure that were building spread
through her body.

He would be begging her now;
begging her to let him taste her with his tongue, begging her to
slide up and down on his cock, begging her to ride him until she
came. But she wouldn’t. She would keep teasing him, teasing herself
as she rubbed her clit harder and harder.

She was sweating now and her
body was twitching and convulsing uncontrollably. She was close to
coming. Madison watched herself in the mirror as the excitement
rose through every inch of her body and came to a climax. She
moaned loudly and uncontrollably and flopped down on the seat with
exhaustion.

“Is everything alright in
there Miss?” came the voice of the sales assistant on the other
side.

“Yes, I’m fine. I just
stubbed my toe,” replied Madison with a smile on her face. She
would definitely have to buy the lingerie now.

 


As Madison ran through the
streets of Fitzroy, past the cafes setting up, past the early
risers and the homeless people, past the young students on their
way home from a big night she smiled. She thought about how things
had changed for her. How her sexual awakening had produced a wave
of confidence. Of course she’d started to make a number of changes.
She got up early every morning and went for a run, went out and
bought some sexier clothing, got her hair done, started wearing
makeup and, of course, invested in some more lingerie, which was
now becoming a bit of an obsession. Personally, she felt the
changes were only minor, but she noticed that men were paying her
more attention and she would often walk down the street and notice
men staring, their wives scowling with disapproval and
embarrassment. The attention she was now receiving wasn’t just
evident with strangers.

 


She was sitting at her desk
one day, writing an email, when she caught sight of Brett watching
her from the desk opposite her. She looked up but he quickly looked
away, pretending he was typing on his computer. She continued
working until she noticed it again. This time, she caught him
properly. Brett blushed.

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t help
notice how attractive you look today,” he said with an embarrassed
smile.

Now it was Madison’s turn to
blush. “Thanks,” she squeaked in response. Madison went back to her
work, self-conscious of the apparent attention Brett was giving
her, but Brett continued to stare. After a minute or two she looked
up, but Brett just smiled and went back to his work.

Madison was typing away when
she received an instant message. It was from Brett:

 


Looking at your breasts is
making me horny. I can’t help but think how good they’d feel in my
hands. I’ve been thinking about it all day. If I don’t stop, I
think I may come in my pants!



 


Madison looked across at
Brett’s desk but he appeared to be engrossed in his work. She
re-read the message and contemplated her response. She wasn’t sure
what she should say, or whether she should say anything at all.
What if he was joking? Should she be offended? Would writing back
be one step further than she was prepared for? She didn’t want to
write anything too graphic back in case he didn’t really mean what
he said, but the thought of someone like Brett wanting her was too
good to be true. Finally, she replied:

 


I like the idea of your cock
getting hard thinking about me. Now you’ve got me thinking about
your warm hands on my breasts too. If I don’t stop, I may have to
excuse myself and go to the bathroom to relieve some
tension!

 


As soon as she clicked “send”, Madison regretted it. What
was she thinking, coming onto a guy like Brett? He was probably
just teasing her and now she’d made things awkward. He didn’t
acknowledge her so she continued typing. After a few minutes she
finally got a response:

 


Why don’t you just do it here? No-one will see under your
desk. It’ll be our secret…

 


Madison stared at the screen. The area between her thighs
pulsed with excitement at the idea of doing something so daring.
She looked up at Brett and he winked at her. She kept her eyes
locked on his and slid her hand into her skirt. She rubbed her clit
through her panties which were moist and warm. Brett’s eyes lit up
and he too put his hand under his desk, Madison could only assume
he was joining her in “relieving some tension”.

She continued to rub herself through her underwear until
she couldn’t take it anymore. She had to feel something inside her.
She slid her hand deeper into her skirt, past the waistband on her
underwear, and closed her eyes as she filled her dripping wet pussy
with two fingers. She opened her legs wider and looked at Brett
while she pumped her fingers in and out of her pussy. She could
only make out a brief movement in his arm but his expression gave
her all the evidence she needed to know he was close to
coming.

Madison was close to orgasm herself. She looked around
anxiously. Their desks were tucked away in a corner, but there was
every chance someone could come past any minute. The idea of being
caught was too much. Although she was enjoying herself, there was
no sense in losing her job. Madison stopped and wrote Brett a
message:

 


This is too much. I want you inside me when I come. Meet me
in the disabled toilets in 5 minutes. Knock four times. If you
don’t meet me, I’ll just have to finish myself off.

 


She clicked “send” and walked to the toilet without looking
at Brett. She knew if she looked at him she would chicken out. She
went into the toilet, locked the door and sat down on the toilet
seat to wait. What if he didn’t want to fuck her? Oh well, she
would just have to wait and hope he arrived, otherwise she would
have to go back to her desk mortified.

After what felt like forever, she heard him knock four
times on the door. She got up, opened the door and let him in.
Neither of them said a word.

Madison kissed him passionately. He kissed her back,
grabbing her arse and pulling her close to him. She felt his hard
cock against her body and she moaned. There was something about a
man getting hard over her that turned her on. She pulled away from
him and slid her underwear off. Madison walked over to the basin,
slid her skirt up over her hips, spread her legs and bent over,
gripping the sink with her hands.

She stood there until she felt Brett behind her. She could
see him in the mirror. He grabbed her hips and thrust his cock
inside her; pumping her hard and fast. They locked eyes in the
mirror and stayed that way while he continued to fuck her. He
grunted as he drove his cock deep inside her, gripping her hips
tightly. It was different than with Steve. She thought about him
for a second, the way his hands and eyes ran over every inch of her
body like he’d never seen, or felt, anything like her before. Brett
was rough and she knew when she looked into her eyes he was just
there to fuck her. She noticed the familiar glint of arrogance in
his eyes. She was new at this, but his attempt to dominate her was
infuriating. She was here purely for a shag and here he was acting
like he owned her. She closed her eyes, and continued with what
she’d set out to achieve.

Madison gripped the basin firmly with one hand and rubbed
her clit with the other. Her mind wandered and the pleasure
increased as she imagined Steve’s hand. She squeezed her pussy
tight around his cock, now Steve’s in her mind, as her body
ascended towards a climax she knew would be powerful. She let it
build inside her until it was too much and she threw her head back
with a loud sigh. Brett slowed down briefly, allowing her to catch
her breath, and she took the opportunity to pull away from
him.

“Thanks, I needed that,” Madison said as she regained her
composure, got dressed, fixed up her makeup and walked towards the
door. She gave him a wink. Brett just stood there, mouth open, his
brow furrowed in a look of frustration as Madison unlocked her door
and made her way back to her desk with a smirk. She continued on
with her work and pretended not to notice when Brett huffed his way
back to his own desk minutes later. Neither she nor Brett said a
word to each other for the rest of the day and as Madison walked
home her cheeks were permanently fixed into a wide grin of victory.
Yes, things were definitely changing.

 


 


