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Made to Wear the Brat’s Panties

The doorbell rang for the fourth time in thirty seconds. Someone really wanted to get my attention. Sighing, I pushed back my chair and stood up. I’d been sitting in my office for a couple of hours straight, so I stretched as the doorbell rang yet again. Whoever it was, they weren’t going to go away. Well, I could use a break anyway I thought.

When I opened the door I was surprised to see my son Tyler’s girlfriend Samantha standing there, her finger still prodding at the doorbell. She glared up at me her chest thrusting out. I’m not the best at reading people, but I could tell she was angry. I tried not to stare at her cleavage, but it wasn’t easy with the low cut top she was wearing and her substantial chest. It wasn’t hard to guess what Tyler saw in her.

“Hello, Samantha.” I said. “Tyler isn’t home at the moment.”

“Give me back my panties.” She snarled and I blanched. How could she know about that?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about Samantha.” I tried, hoping to calm her down.

“I know you fucking took them you perv.” Her voice was starting to get louder and I glanced around. So far none of my neighbors were about. “Do you jerk off in them thinking about Tyler fucking me, is that it Mr. Harris?”

“Samantha, I don’t have your… your… clothing, and I expect you to talk to me with some basic politeness.” I tried to instill some authority in my voice but it came out a bit high pitched. She clearly wasn’t going to back down. “Why don’t you come in and we can discuss it like civilized adults.” I tried.

She sneered at me for a moment, then shoved me to one side and pushed into my house. I hurriedly closed the door, glad that at least there was no chance of my neighbors watching the spectacle. I turned to talk to her, but all I saw was her ass swaying in those tight fitting yoga pants as she walked down the hall towards my bedroom.

“Where are you going?” I asked nervously.

“To get my panties back.” She said, throwing the door open and striding in. I scurried after her. Bad enough she was accusing me of his, if she actually found them…

“You can’t just barge into my house, call me names and…” I started to say, but she wasn’t listening. She stormed around the room, pulling the comforter back on the bed, looking under the pillows and pulling open drawers. I stood there watching her and trying to think of a way to stop this, but she was determined.

Finally she yanked open the door to my nightstand and there they were.  The shocking pink thong that I had found on the floor of the bathroom one night when she was staying over with Tyler. The panties that I had swept up into my pockets and savored on so many nights since then.

She dangled the bright pink panties on her index finger, waving them generally in my direction. The look on her face was a mixture of triumph and fury.

“I fucking knew it.” She spat. “What did you do, jerk off thinking about Tyler doing me? Do you like your women young?”

I stood there, speechless, helpless before her anger and scorn. What could I say, that it wasn’t like that? Except it was. Not about Tyler, but every time I wrapped those panties around my cock I pictured Samantha pulling them down over her full ass and dropping them on my bathroom floor.

“How many other girls panties have you stolen perv? Huh? Should I look around and see?” Samantha challenged him. She wasn’t scared, she knew who had the upper hand here.

“No! Please!” In my panic the words came out fast and shrill. Samantha sneered in contempt. “I’m… I’m sorry. Okay? It was wrong of me, I shouldn’t have taken them. They’re yours, take them… please. Just…”

“Just what Mr. Harris.” She emphasized my title. “Just don’t tell Tyler? Just don’t tell your wife, oh… sorry, ex-wife. Or does she already know you’re a panty stealing sicko? Is that why she ditched you?”

I winced, the words were an almost physical pain, jabbing and a still unhealed emotional spot. My wife didn’t know, but it would only confirm her low opinion of me and she would be only too happy to tell all her friends if she did find out.

“Please, take them.” I tried again. “I’m sorry, I want to make it up to you.”

Samantha stared at me, no doubt sensing my desperation. The anger subsided a bid to be replaced by a more calculating look.  I felt like I was being sized up and wondered what for. Then she threw the pink panties at me. Surprised I didn’t move quickly enough and they hit me in the face. She laughed at that.

“Did you sniff them. Mr. Harris? Are you a panty sniffer as well as a thief?” She taunted me. “Keep them. Like I’d want them back after you’ve cum all over them.”

I blushed bright red at her assumption I had jerked off in her panties. She was right of course.

“I… I will replace them of course.” I offered hesitantly.

“You’ll do more than that.” She snapped. “You need to understand how you violated me you dirty fucker. Strip!”

I blinked and stared at her, did she just say…

“Strip. I know the sort of things you did to me in your mind, now you’re going to see what it feels like to be leered at. Take your fucking clothes off and put those on.”

I didn’t know what else to do. This twenty year old blonde bombshell had stormed into my house and taken complete control in a matter of minutes. One stupid action on my part and I had surrendered all authority. Heart hammering in my chest and cheeks crimson with embarrassment, I started to pull off my clothes.

She watched as I disrobed, her anger changing slowly to amusement. As I pulled off my shirt she sat down on the bed and leaned backwards, getting comfortable for the show. I pulled down my pants, trying not to look at her, trying not to notice the way her eyes was roaming over my body.

For a forty year old I keep myself in pretty good shape. I don’t have the body of an athlete, but I don’t embarrass myself when naked either. Normally I feel pretty confident about my looks. Right then, with that twenty year old blonde watching my every move though, I felt totally inadequate. When I finished undressing I looked at her, not sure what to do next. She made a twirling motion with her hand so I obediently turned around.

“Not bad.” She nodded. “I can see where Tyler gets it from. He’s a horndog like you too.”

I flushed at the jab, but my body was betraying me and my cock twitched, already half erect. Samantha laughed.

“Show me what you did with my panties sicko. Jerk it?”

I followed her instructions, grabbing the pink panties in my hand and wrapping them around my hardening dick. It felt so good I groaned, and Samantha laughed again.

“You are such a freak.” She sneered. “Do you like that panty fucker?”

I stroked my hard cock with the panties, offering only a moan in response. She was right there, laying on my bed wearing that low cut top. I knew I would give anything to see her breasts right then. She leant forward, exposing more of her cleavage to my greedy eyes.

“Unghh… Unghhh.” She mocked. “Is that all you can say? Would you like to hear how Tyler fucked me with his big cock huh sicko?”

I flushed with shame, but my hand kept moving up and down my shaft, I wanted to so badly to cum right then as this young woman mocked me.

“That’s enough.” She said, knocking my hands away from my shaft. The pink panties hung off my cock. “No more jerking. You said you were going to make it up to me.”

I stifled a frustrated moan and nodded my head, eager to keep Samantha pacified.

“I’m going to need some new panties.” Samantha grinned at me. “In a bit you’re going to take me shopping. Do you have any more of my panties?”

I shook my head vigorously, fighting the urge to squeeze my cock again, it twitched and the panties bobbed up and down. Samantha giggled.

“Aww poor boy. And now you won’t be able to get any more. Tyler broke up with me yesterday.”  I blinked in surprise at that piece of news, he hadn’t said anything about it. “Apparently his father,” She bit off the word. “Didn’t think I was good enough for him. What does his father think now, huh James?”

I moaned, squeezing and jerking my cock faster, flushed with shame because what she said was true. I had called her slutty and cheap. I knew Tyler could do better.

“Am I good enough for you James? My panties are good enough for you aren’t they. Good enough to squirt in. Tell me how much better than you I am.”

“Y-you’re so much better than me.” I gasped, still stroking my cock. “I don’t d-deserve your panties.” Samantha laughed at that, laying back again and watching me. “I’m just a nasty panty stealing pervert.” I groaned.

“That’s exactly what you are. You don’t deserve to even sniff my used panties.” She mocked. “And you looove my panties don’t you Jimmy?” I moaned, my cock throbbing as I stroked it with her pink panties. “Do you need to cum Jimmy?” She cooed. “Beg me.”

“P-please.” I moaned. “Please let me cum in your panties. I need to so bad. I’ll buy you as many panties as you want.” She laughed again, my voice sounded so desperate.

“Very well Jimmy, squirt your sticky cum in my panties. Get the all messy the way you like.” I whimpered, my cock throbbing with desperate need.  Tightening my grip I stroked faster and Samantha laughed again, watching me as I jerked my cock with her panties, crying out as I came into them, spurt after spurt of my seed soaking the material.

“Put my panties on Jimmy.” She didn’t even give me a chance to recover or for my thoughts to clear. I was too shell shocked to resist. I stepped into the skimpy panties and pulled them up over my legs and around my crotch. They barely fit, pressing against my still hard dick. The cool wetness of my cum was an unpleasant reminder of what I had just done and how I had embarrassed myself in front of my son’s ex-girlfriend.

“You like that don’t you Jimmy or do you prefer Jenny?” She teased. “You dirty panty fucker. Does wearing my cummy panties excite you?”

I didn’t answer, because the truth was it did excite me. Even this soon after cumming, just the feel of them against me was keeping me hard. Something I didn’t even think was possible at my age.

“Maybe I’ll sell you my old, used panties. Would you like that Jimmy?” You won’t be able to steal them any more after all. I nodded my head, it was pathetic but I really hoped she would sell me her panties. She sneered at me. “First though you need to buy me some panties to replace the ones you stole. Put your clothes on.”

I moved to take of her panties, but she shook her head.

“No, keep those on. I want you to remember what a filthy pervert you are while we’re out shopping. I think wearing the panties you came in will do the job, don’t you?”

I nodded again and started pulling my other clothes on. I was happy to cover myself up again, but she was right, I was very conscious of her panties hugging my crotch the whole time.

“Now we’re going to go and pick out some nice, sexy panties. I’ll want them for my new boyfriend. Bring your credit card Mr. Harris!”

*     *     *     *     *

Samantha had me drive her to Sweet Nothings. It was a lingerie store located in the nearby mall. I wondered, as I opened the car door for her before getting in to drive, what any watching neighbors would make of this. I was divorced of course and free to see whomever I wished, but Samantha was twenty years my junior and my son’s ex-girlfriend. If anyone was watching it was only a matter of time before rumors spread and eventually my wife would hear about it. I could only imagine the reaction that would get. There was also the question of how Tyler would behave if he found out.

Samantha did not care about any of that though. She barely acknowledged my presence in the car beyond giving me cursory directions. I might as well have been her chauffeur.

When we arrived at Sweet Nothings, Samantha just sat there and waited. It was obvious what she expected me to do.  I got out the car and walked round to let her out. She smirked at me as she slid out of the car and then walked in front of me towards the store. It was embarrassing to trail after the woman like this, but it did give me the opportunity to stare at the luscious ass of hers wiggling in those tight yoga pants. She glanced back at me and laughed, clearly enjoying having me on an invisible leash.

If following Samantha around outside the store was embarrassing, being inside it was even more so. There were a few other men in there, but it was mostly women and none of the men were twenty years older than the woman they accompanied. I got several judgemental looks from people who assumed I was having a mid-life crisis or taking advantage of some naive young girl. I couldn’t exactly tell them I was the one being taken advantage of.

Samantha walked straight up to the counter where two pretty young women immediately recognized her. I hung back feeling awkward and uncertain while she giggled and chatted with her friends. One of them, a brunette, glanced over at me.

“Who’s your friend?” She asked.

“Oh, Jimmy’s here to buy me stuff.” Samantha laughed. “Say hello Jimmy.”

I raised my hand in greeting, feeling my cheeks flush as I did so. The young women giggled, staring at me appraisingly.

“Not bad.” The brunette said.

“Jimmy really likes panties.” Samantha said with an exaggerated wink in my direction. “If we could go to the private changing room the commission will be worth it.”

“Don’t let Tyler find out.” The brunette laughed grabbing some keys from a shelf under the counter and leading us towards the back of the store.

“Fuck Tyler, I’m done with him.” Samantha spat, her anger showing again. “But his dad is going to make it up to me, aren’t you Jimmy.”

I nodded, my mouth dry and scared to speak. The brunette gave me another curious look. “Mr. Harris?” She asked sounding surprised.  I looked at her more closely, oh god I recognized her.

“Hello Linda.” I muttered, she had grown up but there was no mistaking her now, the girl who used to play softball. She burst into laughter.

“Oh my god! I had no idea you were such a perv Mr. Harris.” She said, loudly enough that several people turned to stare. “Is that why you coached the softball team? Were you perving on us?”

I didn’t answer, my cheeks were burning, people were staring at me and Samantha just kept laughing. It was beyond humiliating and yet, I could feel my cock stirring again, pressing against the damp panties I was wearing under my jeans.

Linda took us through to the back of the store and into what was obviously a stock room. “No one will be back here for at least an hour.” She said. Just make it worth my while. “Anything you touch, you buy!”

With that warning, Linda left, closing the door behind her with an ominous thud. I looked at Samantha, waiting for instructions.

“Give me your credit card.” She said, holding out a hand. I dug into my pockets and pulled out my wallet. Her foot tapped impatiently on the concrete floor as I fumbled, pulling my credit card free and handing it to her. “Hope you have plenty free on here.” She smirked. “Now, what shall I try first.”

She wandered around the shelves, poking in the various drawers, then pulled out a pair of lacy panties which she waved around. “Think guys’ll wanna hump me in these?” She giggled. I can see you do. Sure enough my traitorous cock was rock hard now and bulging against my jeans. “Strip down panty fucker.” She said, “Do what you do best.”

I didn’t hesitate, my cock was demanding attention and I was lost in a haze of arousal. I tugged off my clothes, throwing them aside and then pulled down the panties, scooping them up and wrapping them around my hard dick. Samantha glanced over and snorted.

“Enjoy the show.” She said. “But no cumming till you’re told, understand.” I nodded, my hand already moving up and down my shaft.

Her eyes locked with mine, Samantha slowly pulled down her yoga pants revealing her smooth pale thighs and a pair of cute white bikini panties. She smirked as my eyes drifted from hers and down to her panties. She didn’t bother taking off her top to my huge disappointment and then shimmied out of her panties. I moaned at the quick flash of pussy. But she didn’t give me a chance to enjoy that, slipping on the tiny black panties and turning back around, striking a pose for me.

“I’d ask if you like them.” She said. “But you’d probably just say ungghhh.No cumming remember.” I nodded again, pathetically eager to please this princess.

I lost count of the number of panties she tried on, each time giving me only the briefest glimpse of her nakedness, teasing me. Sometimes she would just pose, other times she would wiggle her ass teasing me further. Finally though, with a pile of panties on the floor next to me, she settled on a red g-string.

“The next man who sees me in these is going to want to just tug them aside and fuck me, don’t you think?” She said, walking closer to me. “Not you though Jimmy. You’re not a man are you. You’re just my little, grunting, pay piggy.” She laughed moving closer until her crotch was pressed against my face. “Sniff me piggy.”

My hand continued to move, stroking my panties up and down my cock as he pulled my head against her crotch, rubbing herself on my face. I knew what she wanted, I leant forward and licked her cunt through the thin material of her panties. She moaned softly, pressing even closer, her hands gripping the back of my head, fingers digging in. My tongue worked up and down her pussy lips, soaking the panties, feeling the material rub against it.

“Make. yourself useful piggy.” She his, grinding her crotch against my face, almost smothering me. I worked frantically to please my princes, tonguing her with long, slow strokes along the length of her cunt lips. I wasn’t even allowed to touch her directly like this, I had to lick her through her new panties. My tongue grew raw from the material rubbing against it, but she didn’t care, her hips moving, humping against my face, fingers clawing at the back of my head, leaving marks, as an orgasm swept through her body.

When she was done she stepped back, sneering down at me.

“Not bad piggy.” She said. “You’ll get lots of practice at that.”

I shivered at the meaning of her words, this wasn’t going to be a one time thing. My hand gripped my cock harder.

“Now a reward.” She said, gesturing towards the small pile of panties. “You may jerk off on them. Go on panty fucker, shoot your load on my new panties.”

It’s pathetic I know, but I didn’t even hesitate, I crawled over to the pile of skimpy panties and started stroking. My cock was throbbing from all the teasing it had received today. I could feel my saliva and Samantha’s juices drying on my face and the pink panties felt so good around my shaft. I squeezed and stroked, moaning in my eagerness. Samantha laughed, watching.

“Linda had no idea what a perf Coach was, did she.” She taunted. I nodded, acknowledging the truth of her statement. “She still doesn’t know the whole of it, not yet.”

I moaned, jerking faster, my cock twitched and throbbed in my hand, the material of the panties rubbing at my skin making it tender but the pain only adding to the sensations flowing through my body. Samantha’s words enveloped me, her laughter echoing in my head, amplifying my shame. But I couldn’t stop, all I could really think of was cumming.

“That’s it piggy, jerk for me.” She taunted. “Squirt on my panties. You want it so bad.”

“Unghhh.” Was my only response as I shuddered and gasped, muscles clenching and releasing, strings of cum shooting from my rock hard cock to land on the lacy material I was kneeling over.

Samantha laughed again, leaning over and putting my credit card under my cock head so that some of my cum dripped down onto it.

“You really are a filthy piggy.” She sneered. “All done?”

I nodded, so tired now, suddenly even kneeling up was an effort. And, slowly, as my cock subsided, the reality of the situation was seeping back in. The consequences of what I had done began to emerge in my mind. I bit my lip, looking up at her.

“Samantha…” I began, trying to think of some way to minimize the damage my own behavior had caused. But it was too late.

“Take the card piggy.” She cut me off, holding out my cum coated credit card. “And the panties. All of them. Go to Linda and pay for them.”

I stared up at her in horror. She couldn’t be serious could she?

“You said you’d buy me the panties Jimmy.” The anger returned to her voice. “So fucking do it!”

I scrambled to my feet, scared of what she might do if further provoked, hastily gathering up all the panties, trying to ignore the smell of my own cum on them. Bundling the panties against my chest I reached out and took my credit card, feeling the cum squish against my thumb. There was no way Linda could miss what was on the card. What would she think now? But what choice did I have? At Samantha’s instruction I had damaged the stock, I would have to pay for it, before I could leave the store. I was so totally screwed. I just had to hope Linda wouldn’t tell anyone else.

“Oh and Jimmy…” Samantha said as I moved towards the door. “Later we’ll talk about what else you can do for me.”
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Femdom Fantasies Collection #1

Cuckolds, cream-pies, strapons and femdom humiliation.

It’s all here in this sizzling compilation of four erotic humiliation stories:

Serving Up My Dirty Little Secret - His wife is determined to tease his dirtiest fantasy out of him. And when she does, she sets out to make it happen. But does he really want her to serve him up a cream-pie? And just how far will she go to make it happen?

Cocksucker - Why does Brenda keep calling him a cocksucker? He’s never done anything with a guy. Okay, maybe he’s thought about it. But everyone does that, right? So why does Brenda offer to let him suck her boyfriend? It’s not like he’s going to…

Begging For It - Daniel’s arrogant treatment of the female students is tamed when he sets his sights one particular girl who isn’t impressed by his charms. She sets out to show him what it’s like to be fucked and used. Before she is finished with him, he is begging for it.

The Taste of Revenge - When his ex stops by for a booty call, he finds himself sinking deeper and deeper into humiliation and fetish. But how far will he let her drag him?

Femdom Fantasies Collection #1 gathers four hot erotic humiliation short stories into one bundle for you to enjoy. The stories include cream-pie humiliation, strap-on humiliation, dubious consent and gay humiliation
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Femdom Fantasies Collection #2

Four sizzling Femdom erotica stories in one single volume

1) The Tease - After Tailynn persuades her boyfriend to put on some handcuffs he finds himself teased and denied until he’s ready to agree to just about anything.

2) I’m Going to Take Your Wife - It’s obvious Mary is hot for Gary and Gary’s wife Stephanie doesn’t seem to mind, but will Mary’s husband admit his true desires and ask Gary to take his wife?

3) Moment of Weakness - When bratty intern Ashley figures out her boss’s’ secret weakness she takes full advantage of it. Soon he finds himself enslaved by her and her dominatrix boots. But what will she do now she has the boss as her pet?

4) Mistress Eden - Eden is annoyed by constant cybersex requests while chatting online, but one particular request from a chat room regular attracts her attention. She hasn’t dabbled in femdom previously but finds herself tempted. Just how far can she push and humiliate Anthony?

These stories contain themes of female domination, erotic humiliation, cuckolding and BDSM.
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Panty Lover Collection #1

Collecting four installments of the Panty Lover series:

1) I Bought Them for You - Kate buys some sexy new panties, but she doesn’t plan on wearing them.

2) A Present for You - Kate has a present delivered for Mark at his work, what could it be?

3) New Panties for Mark - Kate takes Mark shopping for more panties, but what will her friend Amy say?

4) Halloween Panties - Kate takes Mark out to a Halloween party all dressed up.

Available at Amazon from Mark Adams
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