

    
        
          Shocked Wife Discovers Her Husband Wearing Her Pink Panties - A Tale Of Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing

        

        
        
          Scarlett Steele

        

        
          Published by Scarlett Steele, 2019.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      SHOCKED WIFE DISCOVERS HER HUSBAND WEARING HER PINK PANTIES - A TALE OF FEMINIZATION SISSIFICATION AND CROSSDRESSING

    

    
      First edition. February 10, 2019.

      Copyright © 2019 Scarlett Steele.

    

    
    
      Written by Scarlett Steele.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing Shocked Wife Discovers Her Husband Wearing Her Pink Panties | A Tale Of Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing––––––––All Rights Reserved © Scarlett Steele 2019

Shocked Wife Discovers Her Husband Wearing Her Pink Panties A Tale Of Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing

Sign up for Scarlett Steele's Mailing List

Further Reading: BBW Trampling

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing Shocked Wife Discovers Her Husband Wearing Her Pink Panties


A Tale Of Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing––––––––All Rights Reserved © Scarlett Steele 2019


[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Authors note: All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to femdom, 
female domination, pegging and more.........

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed and read by adults only.

Sign up to the mailing list to 

download the free book below

http://eepurl.com/bxqj-P

[image: Cover.jpg]

Before you start this short story, you may also enjoy 
[image: image]

Click to BUY NOW!

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Shocked Wife Discovers Her Husband Wearing Her Pink Panties
A Tale Of Feminization Sissification and Crossdressing


[image: ]


"Baron, get up, babe, you have court this morning," Audra says to me as she pats my ass.

I groan and roll over and grab her arm before she leaves me. "Me wants fucky fucky," I say and grin.

"No, sweetie, we don't have time. I'm opening too," she says. She's a cook at one of the restaurants in town.

I pull her down anyway and roll on top of her. I don't give a flying fuck about the court or cooking breakfast for a crowd. Right now, Mr. Peter is as hard as a brickbat and unless I get some pussy, my day will be shit. I need some poundage before I can be a true professional and Audra knows that. She giggles signaling she's giving in to her fucking fate. I pull her nightshirt up and place my mouth on her taut nipple, enjoying some gumdrop action. She moans as I slip my fingers below and into her panties. Not wanting a mess, she shimmies out of them like a good girl. Now I have full access to her sweet muff. My fingers drag through her moist slit and swirl over her stiffening knob. It never takes her long, she's a horny little lady and I relish in the ability to get her going so easily.

"Oh fuck, Baron," Audra says as she arches her back. Told you it wouldn't take long. As she thrashes about, her pelvis seizing, I move my body over hers and pierce through her soft warm folds, sinking all the way in with my hard cock.

My wife is such a good fuck, I groan as I plow into her. Nothing else in the world matters right now other than what I'm doing on top of her. She moans as she nears another orgasm. Good girl! My cock lengthens as she sits up so each time I thrust into her she can feel it rubbing against her clit. I smile and let out a huff as I plow on topping the great hill of pleasure. Suddenly, my cock explodes inside of her, pounding her and filling her tight juicy hole with my wonderful man juice. I yell out, like always, and she claws me, as her pussy tightens into her second orgasm. Together we rock through the pulses of pleasure until our bodies are spent with the morning fuck.

We rush into the shower together. Now we're concerned with time and work. I whistle while I wash off and get ready to go in. She slaps on some make-up even though she doesn't need it. I tell her all the time what a gorgeous lady she is. She doesn't take my word for it though and wears the shit anyway.

Suit and tie and polished shoes and I'm ready for court. I work for businesses who are applying for permits and who need to be released from them. It's a nice job, cut and dry most of the time. I thought about criminal law for about two seconds. I shadowed a criminal attorney for a day and a half and decided it wasn't for me. I don't want work that I have to worry about once I've reached the end of the workday. Small claims are about as work-some as I get, but I specialize in business law and keep it nice and crisp and clean.

The day's events move along nicely. After court, I have time to drop by my wife's workplace and pick her up for an early lunch. Since she's a cook she needs to be available for the lunch rush. She giggles as we settle in a booth at the Italian restaurant across town. She cooks home cooking meals at the family restaurant, a place called Dallies. She shines a smile at me across the all you can eat pasta dish. We both choose lasagna and salad. The rolls here are to die for.

"I'm stuffed," Audra says.

I raise my finger for the server. "We'll have dessert, chocolate cake a la mode with two spoons, please," I say.

"I told you I'm stuffed," she says as she tries to stop me from ordering.

"Please," I say to the server.

"One moment," the server says and disappears back to the kitchen.

"Just a couple of bites. You know chocolate is your favorite," I tease.

After we enjoy the dessert, I take Audra back to Dallies. She rushes back in to help with the lunch rush and I go back to the law office.

My alarm wakes me, and I roll over to grab my wife. She's not there. I sit up and rub the sleep out of my eyes. Oh yeah, she had to be at the restaurant extra early for a delivery. Alone in the house isn't fun. I enjoy being with her and I miss her terribly when she's not here with me. I know that sounds like I'm being a baby but after being married for over two years, I feel we've grown quite close.

The shower pounds over me, I need it to wake up. Hot steam billows over the top, fogging the mirrors. I groan as I step out, I'm tired and cranky today. After towel drying, I make my way into the bedroom to dress. I walk around naked a lot because I can. I open my top drawer for a pair of underwear and find the spot empty. I slam my fist on top of the chest and glance around. That's right, Audra said she hasn't had time to do laundry because of having to be at work so early and staying late for inventory.

"Well, fuck me," I say as I walk through the house to the laundry room and peer into the empty dryer. I glance at the time and realize I don't have enough of it to do a load of laundry. I can always go commando, but that's so uncomfortable. I like having my man goods secured to me.

I turn in desperation and eye my wife's dresser. Surely, she has something I can wear. I open her underwear drawer and grimace. The woman doesn't have many pair in there. I pick them up, one, two, three pairs. I hold up each one, they are the same exact size. So, do I want white, black, or a pale green? I choose the white pair because that's the color of my jockeys.

I sit on the edge of the bed and gingerly step into the silk and lace panties. They stretch over my bulky thighs. I work out three days a week and have built quite a nice stack of muscles, of which I'm quite proud. When I stand I pull the panties over my midsection. They are tight and binding, but airy. Airier than my jockeys. The trousers slide over the pair and I'm good. I finish dressing and head to work thinking nothing more about it until I go to the restroom.

First, we have a men's room so there are two urinals and a stall. I never go into the stall unless I need to take a shit. When it's just a piss, I stand. I'm there at the urinal and realize as soon as I unzip, I have no fly from which to grab my cock. Fuck. I turn quickly and duck into the stall just as someone else walks in. That was close! After that, I'm reminded I'm wearing women's panties and it's nice. I notice it more now as I walk around. My cock is securely bound to my body, the silk fabric stretched across it. Each step I take I'm well aware of it. It's turning me on, my cock stiffens. I didn't get any num num this morning, so I had to go with a semi-erection. Now I'm full staff, but I like it. I find it strangely erotic that I'm wearing my wife's panties. Go me!

Once I'm home, I beat Audra to the laundry duty and wash our whites really quick. Finally, the load is dried, and I pluck up my jockeys and rush into the shower. Audra comes home while I'm in there and not a second too soon. I blow out a big breath as I step out dressed in shorts and a tee shirt. She's none the wiser on me wearing her panties to work. For some reason, I don't want her to know.

I pick up the hamper and do another load and wash the pair I wore today. She showers and by the time she's out, I'm sitting on the bed folding the laundry. I smile at her as I fold the pair I wore today and place it on the pile.

"Thank you, dearest," she says as she gives me a kiss and sits beside me helping me fold the rest of the laundry.

"I was in desperate need of underwear," I say but I say no more.

"Aw, I'm sorry, love," Audra
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