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  Sissy Dreams:


  A Gift for You


   


   


  I lay in bed wondering what my wife was doing in the en-suite bathroom. I was sure she’d been there over half an hour now. No strange odours or cries for help were in evidence so I assumed all was well.


  “You ready?” she called out.


  “For what?” I cried back, puzzled.


  “I’ve a gift for you.”


  The light went out from under the door. What was she doing? A gift?


  The door opened and my wife slowly walked out. She had shiny black stiletto heels on, black stockings, black garter belt, black satin panties, and a matching black satin bra. Her wavy blond hair was loose around her shoulders. She was so stunning I’m sure I stopped breathing. Blood rushed to my cock and it started to tent the sheet.


  “You like it?” she asked self-consciously.


  “Y–” I croaked out, then cleared my throat to add “You look fantastic!”


  She swayed up to the bed and sat on the edge crossing her legs. The stockings went shush against each other. Her right hand found the ever-growing lump under the sheets and she gave a giggle as it jerked at her touch.


  “I’m feeling horny. I thought we’d try something different.”


  If this was different then I was all for it!


  “What did you have in mind?” I asked.


  My breath caught as her hand wrapped round the sheet containing my cock and slowly pulled on it.


  “Oh, I thought we might try something kinky.”


  Possibly it was the lack of blood in my brain because it had all rushed to my cock that did it but I said, “I’m all yours.”


  “Sniff my panties.”


  “Er…”


  With that she let go of my stiff cock and slapped it. Hard. I cried out pulling my legs up and rolling into a ball to protect myself but no further hits were forthcoming. “What was that for!?”


  There was a fire in her eyes as she looked down at me. “I’ve worn these all day, touching myself, making myself wet for you. Looking forward to being with you; and all you can say is ‘Er’!” She fiercely pulled the black satin panties down, slid them off and threw them at my face.


  I caught the panties and said, “I’m sorry. It was just so unexpected.”


  She seemed to calm down a bit. I hated seeing her disappointed and knowing I was the cause of it. I held the panties up. “You really want me to sniff these panties?”


  She looked at me and smiled, “Yes.”


  “These panties you’ve been wearing all day, getting them wetter and wetter, feeling yourself through their soft material?”


  Her eyes brightened and I detected a slight smile.


  “Yes.”


  I thought a bit more and said, “What if I also licked your juice off the smooth satin?”


  A definite smile now. Good.


  She came closer and sat on the side of the bed, crossing her lovely legs again. I carefully unrolled and laid out again, feeling the pain slowly subside to a dull ache.


  I brought the panties to my nose and sniffed her musky scent on them. They were definitely damp as well. My cock jumped as I imagined her sitting at work sending thrills through her body by rubbing her clit. Did anyone notice her? Did she stifle her gasps of pleasure? Did she imagine us in bed together as she fingered her wet slit? My cock was tenting the sheet again as my imagination fired up.


  I stuck my tongue out and gently touched the smooth dampness. I saw a sparkle in her eyes as I did so. I gently wiped the panties across my tongue, licking up her pussy juice.


  “I want to taste my juice as well,” She whispered, and leant forward. Her soft hair brushed my chest; then her black satin covered breasts sent shivers over my body. I felt her tongue against mine, the satin coming between them. She pushed further and the panties went inside my mouth, her tongue following. It was the strangest French kiss I’d ever had as our tongues slid against the satin and against each other. The panties were now soaking wet from our saliva and her slit juice.


  She pulled back leaving the black satin panties half in my mouth.


  “I want you to do something else now.”


  Ok, I was up for that. Anything to make her happy.


  “I want you to lick me until I cum,” she whispered excitedly.


  With her panties in my mouth I couldn’t say anything so I nodded my acceptance. I wriggled myself lower down the bed to give her room. She climbed up onto the bed facing towards my feet, her black-stocking-covered legs either side of my head. I looked up to see her taut cheeks and hairless slit. She pulled the sheet away from my body – to get a better look at me I suppose – then pulled her panties out of my mouth and lay them on my stomach.


  “While you lick me I’ll do something you like,” she whispered hoarsely, and lowered her musky slit onto my eager tongue. I started by giving her long slow strokes from her slit, over her sensitive lips up to her clit.


  “Oh, that’s good,” she hoarsely said. “Give me more.”


  I started flicking at her hole and every so often giving a long slow lick and then flicking her clit. She jerked each time I did this. I could tell she was getting even wetter.


  She leant down. I thought it was so my tongue had better access to her, but felt the mattress go down on one side as she used her left hand for balance. I started pushing my tongue into her hole to lap up her pussy juice and suddenly jerked up as I felt the wet panties against my cock – she was going to use them to wank me! A moan of pleasure came from above my head.


  Sure enough her right hand wrapped the panties around my semi-erect cock and slowly tugged up and down. YES!


  As an encouragement I licked her faster and pressed harder against her sensitive lips, almost drinking in the juice she was dripping.


  “I can tell you like what I’m wearing.”


  She wasn’t wrong there.


  “I love the feeling of smooth satin against my body.” She giggled as my cock jerked in response. “You love me wearing stockings and a garter belt, don’t you?”


  “Hmm,” I answered, my mouth at that point sucking her clit. She gave a deep groan at what I was doing to her.


  “And these high stiletto heels that make my hips sway sexily as I walk.”


  In my mind’s eye I remembered her walk to the bed from the bathroom and how she looked - ‘Stunning’ would be the word I’d use.


  “I love wearing sexy satin lingerie. It makes me feel so horny.”


  I jerked again.


  “Yes,” she whispered as my tongue hit a more sensitive spot. “Do you like the feel of satin against your cock?”


  Another jerk.


  “Just thinking about you wearing satin turns me on.”


  By now I wasn’t taking much notice of what she was saying as I could feel myself on the verge of cumming. I tried to let her know so she could move and take my cock and cum in her but she just pressed her slit harder down on my face. I tried to hold off as much as possible but after a few more pumps I tipped over the edge and all the muscles in my body contracted at once. Cum exploded out of my cock and was caught by the black satin, making them wetter than ever. She continued pumping my cock saying things about lingerie and satin that I wasn’t really taking in.


  “Oh, but I haven’t cum yet!” she said in a disappointed voice, as she felt my


  cock jerking hot cum onto the black satin. Still holding my satin-wrapped cock as the last few ejaculations hit she moved off my face and slid around on the bed to face me. “Will you be hard again in a few minutes?”


  I didn’t know if I could cum twice in a short period of time. “I’ll try. Just give me some time?” I gasped out.


  “OK. I know what we can do in the meantime.” There was that glint in her eyes again. What was she going to make me do this time? And where was she getting all of these ideas from?


  She milked my deflating cock of the last drops of cum onto the satin and brought it to her face to sniff it. “Mmm, makes me horny.” Using both hands she opened the panties out. My cum was clearly showing against the black satin. To my utter surprise she brought it to her face and gently licked my cum. “Mmm, salty.” She looked at me. Some unknown sense started banging a loud wake-up gong in my mind. She was going to…!


  She laughed at the look on my face. She whispered “Lick your cum off my panties.”


  No. I wasn’t going to eat my own cum! She saw the determination on my face. “Well, loverboy, this,” she nodded at my cock “goes nowhere near me.”


  What? She’d deny me fucking her?


  “Yes,” she answered my unvoiced question. “No licky, no fucky.” She raised a questioning eyebrow at me.


  What harm could it do? I knew I wasn’t gay, and this would just be between us.


  I gave an inward sigh and said, “Come on then, let’s get it over with.”


  A strange look fleetingly crossed her face and she leant forwards. “Let’s do this together.”


  The wet panties smelt heavily of my salty cum. She leant forwards, I felt her satin bra again, and pushed her tongue against the panties, and then into my mouth – we were French kissing satin panties soaking with cum and pussy juice. I was surprised at how salty they tasted as our tongues danced against each other and the satin. I tried to put out of my mind what it was I was tasting (although I’d read somewhere there was lots of protein in it).


  The kiss lingered and I felt her hand around my cock, tugging on it. I desperately wanted to get hard again for her but nothing was happening – it was too soon. She pulled away from the kiss leaving the panties in my mouth. “But I want to cum,” she said in a disappointed voice.


  Uh oh, she was getting sad again. Then inspiration hit me. Around the mouthful of black satin panties I managed to say “Do we still have that vibrator your friend gave you for your birthday?”


  She idly brushed her hair away from her face and her eyes went unfocused as she thought about what I’d said. “Yes, I think so. I think I left it in my drawer.” Then she looked at me. “You don’t mind me using it?”


  I shook my head and mumbled “No.”


  “Oh, you’re a sweetie.” She leant forwards and pecked my cheek; then slid over the bed to the bedside cabinet. She opened it and rummaged around for the vibrator. It was blue and ribbed to mimic a real cock. It seemed larger than I’d remember when she’d opened the wrapping on her birthday and we’d almost wet ourselves laughing at the contents.


  She twisted the end to make sure there were batteries inside and then slid back to me. “Could you hold it for me while I ride it?”


  “Sure,” I mumbled. I vaguely wondered when she was going to let me take the panties out of my mouth, but if it made her happy I was fine with it. I’d almost become used to the salty taste by now anyway.


  She reached into the drawer and brought out the lube that came with it, then slid back across the bed to me.


  “Hands,” she ordered. I moved my hands down to where my disappointing cock was located and put them together. “Flat,” she said. I put them flat against my lower torso, ready to hold the vibrator in place. With one hand she held the vibrator horizontal and with the other she flipped the lube open and carefully poured the clear liquid over the vibrator like syrup on pancakes. When she’d decided there was enough she snapped the lube lid back and put it on the bed. Using the same hand she spread the lube over the vibrator, making sure every part was covered. When she was satisfied she flicked the switch on the bottom and a sound like an enraged mosquito started up. She placed the bottom of it on my stomach and I held it in place between my thumbs and forefingers.


  She lifted her left black-stockinged leg and brought it down on my right side, then, with her hair hanging down she shuffled into position ready to take it inside her.


  She looked up at me and said, “Thank you for this.”


  “No problem,” I mumbled.


  I held the vibrator steady as she slowly lowered herself onto it. She groaned and I saw her eyes were closed as it slowly slid deeper and deeper into her, just like I wanted her to do with me. A point was reached and she slid off, then back deeper. Slowly it reached parts I’d barely dreamt of reaching myself. Her breathing started getting quicker as she rode up and down. The vibrator’s noise changed with how deep it was within her. I felt wetness against my fingers and knew my licking must have helped her along as she was soon going to orgasm. Deep groans came from her throat and she opened her eyes looking at me with her panties in my mouth. What was she thinking? Her eyes fluttered shut again and her muscles seemed to spasm. Incoherent cries came from her now as she threw her head back and let the orgasm rip through her body. She collapsed against me, her breathing harsh. I could feel her heart banging like a drum. My fingers and stomach wet with her pussy juice.


   


  ~~~


   


  My wife brought out from the cupboard a brightly-patterned box with a bow on top and held it out to me. “I’ve got a gift for you.”


  I was in the middle of getting changed for the dinner party tonight she’d organised with the neighbours. Nice couple, he was quiet, she was the talker.


  Was it something she wanted me to wear tonight? She was stunningly beautiful in an ankle-length royal blue dress, I was going to wear my long-sleeved shirt and black pants.


  I opened the box and saw pink satin. What? Oh, she must have made a mistake: this wasn’t for me.


  Holding the box under my left arm I held the lid with my left hand and brought out a pair of pink satin knickers. “I think these are for someone else,” I said twirling them around in the air.


  “No. I’ve been thinking about what we did the other night.”


  I looked at her in surprise. “What?” I prompted, still not having much of a clue.


  “You know. The one where I wore the black lingerie?”


  Oh that one. “Yeah, but.” I held the opened box up to show I was still confused.


  “I’ve been thinking about it all day, and it would make me really horny knowing you’re wearing them under your pants.”


  I was speechless, although my face shouted ‘WHAT?’


  She moved closer to me and whispered. “I want you to wear them under your pants. No-one will see.”


  Feeling a bit out of my depth I put the box on the bed and held up the knickers.


  “They’re called French knickers,” she explained. “They’re just like boxers.”


  I gave her a ‘yeah, right’ look.


  “It would make me wet just knowing you’re wearing them tonight,” she whispered into my right ear.


  I held them in front of me and looked in the mirror. They were very shiny, and very pink.


  “You want me to wear these instead of my normal briefs?”


  She nodded her head.


  “Bu–”


  She interrupted, “All the men wear pink these days.”


  “Shirts, not Lingerie!”


  She came up to me and slid her right hand round my back and her left hand down my briefs. I gave a short yelp as her cold hand found my warm cock and balls and started fondling them.


  She purred, “Imagine the smoothness of satin against your cock. Imagine me knowing you’re wearing them, getting more horny through the evening.”


  I gave a sigh and she smiled knowing she’d got me. Using both hands she whipped my black briefs down and I stepped out of them. Then she picked the knickers of out my hands and rubbed my ass cheeks with them, murmuring “Hmm, so smooth.” Inevitably she found my cock and balls, and yes, they felt very nice.


  “Now, let’s get them on loverboy.”


  She knelt down in front of me and I raised one foot after the other so she could slide the pink satin knickers up my legs. They had white lace edging and a ruche at the back that fit smugly between my cheeks. My cock, like the traitor it was, tented the front of them.


  She saw this and with a glint in her eye said, “Looks like we have a winner.”


  I quickly got dressed making sure everything I wore covered them, in case she had something else for me to wear.


   


  The evening went well, my wife had made the food and I learnt way too much about the neighbours’ jobs. I was constantly on tenterhooks in case my wife mentioned something or spilt something hot on my lap and decided to quickly take my trousers off revealing the pink satin knickers.


  The man looked like he’d been doing some weight-training as his chest seemed larger than normal. Whenever his partner was talking he added parts of the stories she’d missed. It was quite sweet. It was though with some relief that we waved them goodbye; strangely they seemed to have the same sort of walk as they headed back to their house.


  As soon as the door closed her hands were unbuttoning my black shirt and tugging it out of my pants and off. She pulled the knicker elastic so that the white lace top could be seen over the top of my pants. Then she let go and said “Phew! I’m going to sit down and rest my feet. Get me a drink please.”


  She walked away and sat in the recliner, watching me. I wondered if she was up to something. Why would she want to see the white lace peeking over my pants?


  “You know what I said before?” she asked.


  “About?” I called over my shoulder while pouring her favourite drink.


  “You wearing lingerie making me hot.”


  I digested this statement wondering where it was leading. “Yeah?” I said warily.


  “Well you do. Could you take everything off except for the knickers?”


  “Now?”


  “Yeah”


  “Do you want me to serve your drink in just pink satin knickers?”


  It was her turn to be quiet for a moment; then came “Yes.”


  I don’t know what came over me as I put the drink to one side, slid my shoes off, unbuckled my belt and undid my pants and slid them down. My cock was starting to get hard at what I was doing, tenting the soft pink fabric. Then I reached down and slid my socks off.


  I decided to play it up, so I picked up the drink and walked over to her holding it at the same height as my knickers.


  Her eyes glowed as she looked at me. She reached over with her left hand for the drink and idly brushed her right hand over the knickers, feeling my ass cheeks.


  “You’ve got a damp patch.”


  I looked down and saw some pre-cum had soaked through the satin. I looked up into her eyes. There was that sparkle in them again.


  “You’re a naughty boy, getting your knickers wet.”


  I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know the rules of this game; or even if it was a game. While my thoughts were everywhere and nowhere she sipped the drink watching me. It was like she knew more about what I was thinking than myself.


  “You need to be punished.”


  I did?


  She straightened up in the chair and indicated her lap. “Come here for your spanking.”
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