
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Beneath the Facade

        

        
        
          Alfred Stone

        

        
          Published by Alfred Stone, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BENEATH THE FACADE

    

    
      First edition. October 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alfred Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Alfred Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


"Baby, you off work yet? I’m dying over here waiting for you," my husband’s eager voice came through the phone.

He’d just gotten back from a business trip, and we’d planned to let loose tonight, to make it wild.

I sighed, a little exasperated. "I’m so sorry, honey. There’s this client who urgently needs some data, so I’ve got to stay late tonight. I’ll be home later than planned."

"Oh, alright then," he said, disappointment creeping into his tone. "Finish up quick, I’ll be waiting."

Then, with a playful edge, he added, "Baby, I brought you some sexy lingerie and stockings. You’ve gotta wear them for me tonight, let me feast my eyes on you."

My cheeks flushed instantly. I lowered my voice, teasing back, "You’re so naughty. Fine, I’ll wear them when I get home and let you look your fill." Hanging up, I slipped into the changing room.

Truth is, the company was hosting a cocktail party tonight. The higher-ups from the head office had come to inspect a few days ago, and this event was partly to schmooze with them, partly to pave the way for promotions. All the managers and supervisors from every department were required to attend.

So, I’d fibbed about working late.

I peeled off my blouse and tight pencil skirt, then my bra, thong, and pantyhose. From my bag, I pulled out an evening gown I’d prepared. Skipping underwear entirely, I slipped into a pair of black crotchless pantyhose, then the gown. My heart raced. I’d gone commando to parties before, but the mix of nerves and excitement never faded.

At the hotel, the ballroom was already buzzing. Colleagues, execs from the head office, and partners from other companies mingled in a lively crowd. I grabbed a glass of red wine and wove into the throng. My gown, a deep V-neck halter, left my cleavage on full display, my braless breasts swaying subtly with each step. The high slit on one side revealed a leg clad in sheer pantyhose, all the way to the thigh, every time I moved or sat.

Heads turned. Men’s eyes locked onto me, their gazes hungry, their conversations suddenly orbiting around me. One guy, Jason, a manager from the head office overseeing the inspection’s logistics, was particularly enthusiastic. His eyes kept darting to my cleavage as we chatted.
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