
        
            
                
            
        

    
One Spring Morning

 

Jennifer woke up feeling in a good mood.  She looked through her wardrobe to select the perfect outfit to tease him.  A silk top with spaghetti straps worn without a bra covered by a matching jacket.  Underwear, at the back of her drawer was an unopened birthday gift, Dior nylons, she looked through to find something suitable to go with them.  The pale green?  No the pale blue looked better against her skin, slightly sheer but that wouldn’t matter he wouldn’t be seeing them anyway but she’d know and that was all part of method acting.  She slipped on a favoured skirt, one that wasn’t too tight, low sling back heels and she was ready for the day. 

 

She breakfasted quickly, a dab of perfume and she was ready for her walk down to the train station.  The third carriage from the end and there stuffy David was dressed impeccably.  He gave her a look that could have meant anything but she grinned and kissed him on the cheek anyway.  At the next station the carriage filled up and as the train drew away from the station she found herself brushing up against him.  At the next station feeling warm she unbuttoned her jacket.  She glanced over his shoulder and saw a pair of male eyes looking at her as if he knew exactly what she was doing which caused a warm feeling between her legs.  She took David’s hand and brushed it against her thigh so he could feel her garter belt.  She heard his intake of breath.  Even so it took three stations of swaying into David’s body before she felt his hardness pressing against her.  She felt flattered that he was actually responding to her presence and ground herself even more against him easing her jacket apart so she could brush her breasts against his chest. 

 

By the time they’d reached his station he’d given a groan.  “Jennifer, you’ll be the death of me.”  She grinned and kissed his cheek once more.  Off you go and think of me as you take your dreary fiancee out to dinner she thought.  More people got on and she found it was eyes standing very close to her and she didn’t feel quite so much in control.  She really ought to turn her back on him but the thought of his hard appendage between the cheeks of her bum distracted her and she found herself caught between the divider and his body.  She felt captivated by his smell and thoroughly aroused she disgraced herself with a small shudder.  She didn’t feel in control as her body wiggled to get closer to his.  She thrust her thigh upwards so her suspender strap brushed against his hand.  There she felt far more in control now.  She brushed her jacket apart and as she pressed her hard nipples against him she felt another orgasm hit her.  She glanced up, nearly at her station.  She turned and kissed him on the cheek and just accidentally groped him as she slipped through the carriage door glancing at his crotch as she did so.  

 

Flustered she set the kettle to boil, turned her computer on and checked her email.  Nothing that couldn’t wait.  She grabbed two coffee mugs from her desk and entered her boss’s office placing a mug of coffee on his desk.  

 

“For the first time in two years my unflappable Miss Hornbeam looking flustered?  Come and tell me all about it.”  She glared at him for a moment.  “I’m never flustered.”  At his disbelieving look she continued. “Well if you must know I had an interesting journey in on the train this morning.”

 

He held his hand out invitingly and she went and sat in his lap.  “It all started when I spotted Dave.  Nicola who must be the most prim and proper virgin in the world had mentioned to one of her friends that she thought Dave would be suitable husband material.  He’s a bit shy and hasn’t a lot of self confidence so I thought I’d tease him a little on the way to work.”  His hand rested on the bump on her thigh.  “You mean?”  She nodded then guided his fingers under her jacket until he could feel her nipple hardening under his fingers.  “I gave him the full frotism treatment.  It took three stations before I got really him hard.  I just ground myself into him until he got off.”  “Off the train?”  “What else could I possibly mean?  It was fun and I felt in total control.  Well until Dave got off and this total stranger who’d been looking in our direction sneaked up against me.”

 

“I mean to say there was I all warmed up,  just slip your finger under my knickers and feel how moist I am.  Go on be daring and slide it inside.”  She gave a small moan.  “I mean can you imagine him taking advantage of a poor defenceless female like me.  Rubbing his big hard cock up against me?  Mind you I had my revenge, as I slipped away I looked down at his damp patch on his crotch.  I mean to say wearing light coloured slacks when practising frotism is just asking for trouble.”  Her phone beeped and a text message from Dave flashed up asking her to marry him.  “Just look at that.  No class at all sending a proposal by text message.”  “He ought to be on bended knee?”  “Your knees are bent at the moment does that mean...”  He cut her off with a kiss.

 

The office door opened “Surprise Surprise, Happy Birthday!  Mother and I were shopping looking at wedding gowns.”  “Deirdre I wasn’t expecting you.”  “Obviously not!” exclaimed her mother.  Jennifer froze.  “Well you can congratulate me, I’ve decided you’re so right with all your hints it’s about time I got married and now since Miss Hornbeam has compromised me obviously we’ll need to get married.”  Jennifer sat in shock with her boss’s finger still up her slit.  “There’s no need for that.  She’s only an employee after all.   I mean mother and I will stay silent and once we’re married I won’t object to you screwing the help.”  “But I’d like to marry her, and with all the fuss these days about sexual harassment the best thing to do to draw a line under it all is we’ll be married.  Close the door on your way out.” 

 

The door slammed to as Deirdre and her mother stormed out.  Jennifer peeked a look at him “Are we getting married?”  “I hope so.  We’ve known each other more than two years now and I like to think we get on together.  Why the fancy underwear today?”  “Oh that well it is your birthday so I thought I’d give you a treat.”  “You mean if you hadn’t spied Dave on the train I wouldn’t have had so much of a treat?”  She lent in and kissed him.  “You’ll never know will you.  Is it time to take your finger out?”
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