

Pleased in Her Panties: Part 2

After the road trip, John and Abby returned back to their home in upstate New York. The topic of the ‘raunchy evening’ they had in the hotel had not come up in conversation but it was on both of their minds. John could not stop thinking about the feeling of the sexy bra and panties against his skin, the taste of cum in his mouth, and the feeling of his wife penetrating his ass with her fingers. He knew that he wanted to explore this type of ‘bedroom play’ with Abby, but he wasn’t sure how to bring it up. John didn’t want to sound too eager. One thing was for certain; he wasn’t gay and he wasn’t interested in bringing a dude into the bedroom. This was about exploring femininity; the clothing, the softness, and the sensory experience. It was about enjoying the pleasures associated with receiving rather than giving. He was ready to revisit the experimentation but he wanted to make sure he and Abby were on the same page. As it turned out, his wife already had a plan in motion.

Abby was sitting at the computer in their home office wearing nothing but a pink bathrobe. She was waiting for John to come home from work when she decided to put her ‘Amazon Prime’ subscription to good use. She wanted to surprise John with some sexy things of his own. She thought back to the night in the hotel; the feeling of pinning her husband down and taking control. She enjoyed the role reversal aspects of the experience. She thought some sexy lingerie would help bring him out of his shell. Abby added a few pairs of stockings; nude, white, and obviously, black, to the shopping cart. You can’t have stockings without pantyhose, she thought; so she added a few pairs of those as well. When they had previously played their little game of dress-up, Abby noticed that her bra and panties didn’t quite fit him. With this sizing fact in mind, she added some bras, panties, garter belts, negligees, and a corset to the cart. She was careful to buy only super-feminine versions of these garments. She wanted him to feel like a woman, in addition to just looking like one. When the cart was quite full and the total was displayed, Abby went to click ‘check out’- but she hesitated.

A thought occurred to her. If we are going to do this, we should do it right. She went back, added a few cute dresses, skirts, tops, and heels to the cart. She also added a business suit along with some other classic office attire. She knew he was always turned on by the clothes she wore to work. To top things off, she added a butt plug set, some lube, and a variety of little vibrators. (She already owned a respectable collection of these but you can never be over-prepared when it comes to sexy times). Then with a smirk, she found a highly reviewed strap-on dildo as well. It was a variety of strap-on that also went inside of the woman. It would provide pleasure to the receiver and the giver. That should do it! she thought. After the credit card information and billing info were entered, she hit ‘submit order’. Abby couldn’t wait for the items to arrive. Fortunately, there was free two day shipping. As she contemplated the fun to be had, she heard the front door open.

John walked into the kitchen and yelled up to his wife, “Honey, I’m home!” As per the usual, he immediately threw his work clothes into the hamper and jumped in the shower. He was shampooing his hair when he heard the bathroom door open. “Mind if I join you?” Abby’s voice asked, suggestively. “Of course not,” he said. “My eyes need something beautiful to look at after staring at wiring diagrams all day”. “Always the charmer,” she replied. His wife removed her bathrobe, slunk into the shower, and embraced her wet and naked husband. She reached for her pink bath sponge and some of her feminine-smelling body wash. The pink gel smelled like lavender. Before he could protest, Abby was working the sponge all around John’s body. She paid special attention to his shoulders and lower back. John melted as the stress of the day fell away. “What, you want me to smell like flowers?” he asked. “Maybe,” she said with a grin. She got behind him and reached around to his crotch. She worked the sponge into his balls and eventually ended up gripping it around his cock. John’s dick slowly stiffened as he enjoyed the feeling. His wife started to slowly work the sponge up and down the length of his shaft. Mmmm, he thought. The smell of the feminine soap and the warm, wet sponge on his manhood put him in a strange state of relaxation and arousal.

After a few minutes of steamy shower bliss, Abby reached behind her and grabbed a tube of shaving gel. She dispensed some of it into her hand, reached down, and began to spread it out onto her husband’s leg. “Are you seriously doing this right now?” he asked. “Not if you stop me,” she replied. He did not stop her. Once one leg was covered in the now-lathered shaving gel, she grabbed her pink razor. Starting at the bottom, she expertly pulled the blade across his skin. Because of his hair color and his genetics, there did not appear to be much hair to begin with. But the shaving process was removing what was left. The water trickling down his freshly-shaven leg felt different, in a good way. “You are pretty good at this,” he told her. “I’ve had many years of experience,” she replied, rolling her eyes a bit. When she completed the first leg she moved on to the second one. When his legs were silky smooth, she moved on to the rest of his body hair. Lather. Shave. Rinse. Repeat. The process was quite hypnotic and John wondered why he had never considered letting his wife do this to him before. Of course, he never knew this was something she would be interested in doing to him before.

When his entire body (except his head) was hairless, John rinsed the hair away into the drain. The couple embraced as the stream of hot steamy water fell from the shower head. His hands wondered to her ass and she went back to jerking off his now even-harder cock. They explored each others mouths with their tongues and nibbled on each others ears and necks. Abby decided that she needed to reinforce this new routine, so she decided to treat her husband to a shower blowjob. She got down on her knees, using her husband to keep herself stable and swallowed up his big cock effortlessly. The water streamed down her face. Her slick, wet hair glistened and ran down the contours of her feminine curves. John looked down to his wife's head bobbing up and down below him. Even after many years of being together, she still excited him more than anything else in the world.

As Abby expertly worked the cock in her warm mouth, she brought her finger around to John’s backside. Gently, she pushed the finger to the outside of his hole. She felt him tense up at first, but then felt him start relax. She gently teased the outside of his rosebud as she began to taste precum on the back of her tongue. John began to moan, and she sensed that he was about to cum. After about a minute, John’s body began to convulse and he started to shoot sperm into his wife’s mouth. At the instant she felt him start to cum, she began to thrust her finger in and out of his asshole. John made a small, girly scream as she did this. He unloaded his entire supply into her and she pulled her head away. Abby looked up with a smile, opened her mouth to show her man the creamy spunk inside, and swallowed it. “That one was for me,” she told him. “Maybe I’ll share next time.” John kissed her, turned off the water and grabbed two pink towels from the rack. He tossed her one and responded, “I think I might like that.” It was at this point that it occurred to him that his entire body was completely hairless. It felt fucking fantastic. Abby smirked, “You just wait. I’ve got devious plans for you, dear.”

Two days later Abby was coming home from the grocery store and she noticed a large collection of brown boxes on the front porch. They’ve arrived! she thought. She quickly took the groceries into the kitchen and put everything away as quickly as possible. She knew John would be home in less than an hour and she wanted to surprise him. She brought the boxes into the bedroom and laid them out on the bed. She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut the tape on one of the larger boxes. Inside was an abundance of beautiful, sexy material. This particular box had an array of bras and panties. Another box had individual bags with an array of elegant and racy dresses. Some of the other packages contained the various selection of nylons, skirts, blouses, shoes, lingerie and toys. After everything was unboxed, she carefully removed the tags and laid everything out on the bed. It was a sight to behold. The entire surface of the bedwas completely covered in sexy, feminine clothing.

Abby had already taken the time to clear out three drawers in their large dresser. She carefully transferred the shoes, toys, and other accessories to the lower drawer. In the middle drawer, she placed the negligees, slips, corsets, babydolls, and lingerie sets. This left the top drawer for bras, panties, stockings and pantyhose. In the closet she had cleared out some of her older clothes to make room for her husband’s new dresses, tops, and skirts. She but the business suit on a separate padded wooden hangar. After breaking down the boxes and taking them to the recycle, she poured herself a glass of wine and headed back to the bedroom to get dressed. Her husband would be home in about 15 minutes.

As usual, John immediately headed to the shower when he got home. While he was in the bathroom, Abby sat down on the bed and waited for him to come out. As the bathroom door opened, the steam escaped and John’s now-hairless body emerged. He took two steps into the bedroom when he saw his wife. His jaw immediately hit the floor. Abby was wearing a complete matching set of sexy black lingerie. Her breasts were being supported by a lacy black bra that matched a pair of floral lace panties. A seductive garter belt sat slightly above her waist, hugging the curves of her hips and perfectly framing her feminine figure. The garter belt was holding up a pair of sheer black stockings. On her feet she wore a pair of 5 inch black patent leather stilettos. The entire ensemble was slightly obscured by a long black silky robe. Abby sat with her legs crossed on the edge of the bed. “Hey sexy,” she said as John’s cock sprang to attention, “do you want to have a little fun?”

John’s hard tool pointed assertively toward the object of it’s desire. He moved forward and reached out to grab his wife’s waist. He wanted to pick her up and have his way with her without hesitation. Before he could touch her, she put out a high-heeled foot and stopped him dead in his tracks. His momentum pushed his stomach forward into the spike of her heel. He took half-a-step back and looked disappointingly at her. Her shoe left a red mark in the center of his abs. “What gives?” he asked, “You obviously knew I was going to jump you, dressed like that!” “I know,” she said, “but today I figured we would try something a little different. Something that I know you’ve been thinking about. Honestly, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it either. It’s been driving me wild. That’s why I wanted to surprise you with something special.” He sat down on the bed,

She went to the newly-stocked lingerie drawer and pulled out a matching bra, panty and suspender set in a creamy white color. She also pulled out a brand new pair of white stockings. She put all of them on the bed next to him and went back to the lingerie drawer. He looked at the pack of stockings and could see that they were 'White, 10 Denier, Lace top'. Nice, he thought to himself. Abby came back over and had what looked like two wobbly jellies in her hands. "These are silicone breast forms," she said. "I tried them myself once but didn't like how big they made me. They attach with adhesive and they give a natural breast look. Sit still while I attach them." She applied the special adhesive to each one and stuck them firmly to his chest, directly covering each nipple. John could immediately feel the weight of them on his chest. Each breast form had a false nipple at the front. Smiling, he reached up and played with the nipples. "We need to gave them some support," she said. 
Abby took the bra and fitted it around him. This particular bra fastened at the front. When she was satisfied with the bra she said, "Ok, we need to put your stockings and suspender belt on next." She opened the pack of stockings and stretched each one a little before bending down to his feet. The first stocking slid easily up his leg. The coolness and silky smoothness of the stocking was extremely sensual. He had worn stockings once before at a Halloween party, but this felt different, a lot more erotic. Abby slid the second stocking onto his other leg and asked him to stand. He felt that the stockings felt a little loose at the top and they started to slide down his leg. "We need to get the suspender belt on to hold them up," she said. He could sense a little excitement starting to creep into her voice. "Your really enjoying this aren't you?" he asked. "More than you know," she said as she wrapped the suspender belt around his waist and fastened it at the back. She clipped the stockings at the front and back. When she was done he could feel the elastic straps flexing and pulling as he moved around. His cock stood at full attention.  Next came the panties, which she slid effortlessly up his legs against the smoothness of the nylon stockings. She encased his cock in a cell of satin and lace. He was now dressed in the finest lingerie money could buy, and felt his cock getting even harder. Abby saw this and flicked it saying, "Not yet, I'm not ready yet!" That had the desired effect and it went soft again. 
Abby looked at his nails and decided that he needed some false ones for tonight. She dashed away and reappeared with a false nail kit. These nails were pre coloured a lovely crimson red, and just needed attaching and trimming to shape. She attached each nail in turn and then trimmed them into a smooth round shape that was not too long. "You've got to be able to pick things up!" she laughed. "That would be a good idea" he agreed, laughing with her. "I'd hate to think we'd gone to all of this trouble and I couldn't use a fork." "I think it's the dress next," said Abby. She picked up a cream-colored silk dress and asked him to stand. She carefully slid the dress over his head. The cool silky fabric slithered slowly down his body and eventually settled as it sat comfortably over his new boobs. It felt wonderful against his skin as he pulled the straps over his shoulder to get them in the right place. Abby checked out the fit and was pleased with what she saw. "Perfect," she said "that neckline is just right. It doesn't show your falsies, although we should maybe use bigger boobs next time!"

"What about shoes?" she said, "You did say that you'd worn heels before for Halloween, could you walk ok in them tonight?" "I managed okay last time," he said. "They were awkward at first, but I practiced a little and soon I worked out that there is a knack to it. When you walk with a butt wiggle it all works better." "Great" she said, heading back to the drawer. She presented him with a pair of cream mary jane heels that looked to have a full five-inch heel. They were the type of shoes he’d seen his wife wear to work. "Could you walk in these?"  Abby asked hopefully. "I'm not sure, but I'll give them a try," he said. Abby slipped his feet into the shoes. As she fastened the straps around his ankles, her other hand gently massaged his nylon clad ankle. The sensation was electric. The shoes fit fine but certainly did arch his feet a lot. He stood up slowly trying to keep his balance. "Whoa!" he said, "these are higher than the last pair I wore." "Ok then," she said, "try walking in them". He walked across the room and it all came flooding back to him, the way he had to walk. He started the little butt wiggle and sway of the hips that had worked so well last time, and also remembered to walk with one foot directly in front of the other, just like the models do. It worked great and he didn't have any trouble getting across the room and back again. "You were born for them" Abby gushed excitedly. "I'm not sure about that." he said, "They are not the most comfortable shoes I've worn." "No, but they are the most sexy," Abby stated quite correctly. "We just need to work your face and hair. Then you will be ready," she said. 
Next Abby sat him on a stool and started to give his face a thorough makeover. She first applied a medium brown foundation, rubbing it in evenly until it looked like he had a lovely tanned face. "That should hide any stubble that wants to come through," she said. Next she plucked his eyebrows, "to give them more shape," she said. She then took an eyebrow pencil and added further color to his curvy eyebrows to accentuate the shape. When she had finished, his eyebrows looked very feminine. Then Abby held the back of his neck with her hand and had him look up at her. She said he had really big, beautiful blue eyes, and that he should show them off. She picked up a dark eyeliner pencil and began using it on the rims of his eyelids. His eyes were soon encircled in the sexy eyeliner. Next, using shades of green and brown eyeshadow together, Abby worked at his eyelids to produce a lovely fading color tone. She then applied two coats of thick black mascara, allowing the first coat to dry before applying the second. This had the effect of making his already long lashes look even longer and thicker, resulting in lovely dark, long and feathery lashes. 
Abby then applied some reddish blush to highlight his cheekbones using a gentle blusher brush, which added a soft glow to his complexion. Powder was then lightly patted all over his face with a powder puff to help lock-in his makeup and any reduce any shine. John’s wife stood back and looked extremely pleased with her efforts. "Just your lipstick now," she said. She picked up a red lip pencil, and holding his head still with one hand, used her other to carefully outline his lips. She took a tube of crimson red lipstick and generously filled in his outlined lips with the rich red cosmetic. To make John’s lips look fuller and lock in the color, she painted gloss over his lipstick using a lip brush. This gave his lips a bright, glossy shine. When she was finished he had the biggest, reddest, shiniest lips. "Oh," she remarked, "you are starting to look truly beautiful. We just need to get you some jewellery, and then sort out your hair.”
She went to her own jewellery box and selected some things. Regrettably, she hadn’t purchased any jewelry for her husband. She had a pair of large clip on silver hoop earrings, a heavy silver rope chain with matching bracelet and some assorted rings. She slipped the chain around his neck and fastened it in place. Then she attached the matching bracelet to his wrist. She took the earrings and clipped one on each ear. Next she tried the rings on all of his fingers to see what looked best. She settled on just one for each hand. She settled on a large green emerald stone for his middle finger on his left hand and a large diamond and ruby cluster ring for the third finger on his right hand. With the rings and long red nails, his hands now looked really feminine. She then returned to her jewellery box and picked out an elegant gold ladies watch for him to wear for the evening. The jewellery, rings and watch transformed his arms and hands into a truly feminine form. The full ensemble complemented his elegant long red fingernails.
As he turned his head he could feel the large earrings bumping against his neck. "Your hair will stop them moving around so much." she said, noticing that he had been flicking them around. "I just need to fix that hair," she said with a hint of laughter in her voice. Abby took his hair out of its ‘man bun’ and let his long blonde hair fall to his shoulders. She spent five minutes with a brush and heated tongs teasing it into just the right style. He could feel the hair brushing gently against my shoulders and back as he moved his head. It felt heavy compared to his own hair and when he stopped turning his head it carried on moving in a gentle flowing movement, brushing sexily across his shoulders. The sensation was pure electrifying. To top things off, Abby grabbed some of her favorite perfume and sprayed it on his chest and neck. He smelled feminine and delicious. "All done,” she said, “take a look. I think I’m going to call you Jenna.”

To be continued...
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