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‘What the fuck are you doing?’

Maggie’s voice cut through the silence of the room. I was sure she was out – I would have bet my life on it, in fact – but there she was, standing in the doorway with a look on her face that could have curdled milk.

I jerked myself up off my knees, but it was too late: she’d seen everything she needed to.

‘I can explain,’ I said, but with her panties in one hand and my cock in the other there was really no way of talking myself out of it. I didn’t have the first clue what I would have said.

‘Don’t bother,’ she said, reaching for her phone. ‘I’m calling the police. You can explain it to them.’

I wasn’t even sure you could justify calling the police for something like that, but I didn’t want to risk it. The humiliation of it alone would ruin me. I was a straight-A student, never in trouble. I didn’t go out partying on weekends, didn’t smoke or take drugs or drink to excess. All I had was one little vice…

Maggie was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. When I answered her ad in the paper saying that she was looking for a quiet, respectable male tenant, I hadn’t expected to fall so completely in love with her – but there it was. The woman who answered the door was well into her forties – almost double my age, in fact – but she had an ageless, graceful sort of beauty that was hard to put into words. Sharp grey eyes looked out at me over a pair of horn-rimmed glasses, staring me down as she tried to get the measure of me. Her mouth was twisted into a wry smile that I would soon learn to adore, and when she invited me in it was with a curt, almost dismissive tone that said she wouldn’t tolerate any nonsense.

I had always loved older women. Even my teenage crushes were all on women fifteen or twenty years older than I was. Girls my age just didn’t seem to compare – and how could they? Next to someone with Maggie’s experience, they could never seem like anything but girls. Maggie was all woman, though, and that was what I knew I needed.

She told me all about how she was taking in a lodger after her husband left her for a younger woman, and how she only wanted a sensible young man – not some crazed, sex-starved lothario who’d be bringing girls home every other night. ‘I won’t have any sluts in my house,’ she’d said, and all I could do was nod in agreement. There was no danger of that. I had only even come close to having sex once in my life, but there was something about the girl in question that had annoyed me at the last minute. Sure, I’d had plenty of opportunities to lose my virginity – I wasn’t unattractive, if past experiences had been anything to go by – but I had chosen to save it for the right woman, not some grasping little thing my age.

All I could think was that Maggie was that woman. I knew it in that first instant. I had to be with her. I had to kiss those soft lips. I needed to feel her hands against my skin, those deep red nails scratching at my body as I ploughed my way into her over and over, making her scream my name in ecstasy.

I signed the contract right then and there, and moved my things in that afternoon.

Immediately, I knew that was where I was supposed to be.

I loved living with Maggie, but no matter how hard I tried I couldn’t seem to do anything to make her notice me. When she looked at me, it was with the faintly disapproving look you’d give to a small child – her Librarian Stare, I called it. I couldn’t help the fact that her dismissiveness turned me on, but I also wasn’t dumb enough to think that that was its primary purpose. Maggie wasn’t interested in me sexually, that was for sure. I wasn’t even a blip on her radar.

The only thing I realised over the next few months was just how much she hated her ex-husband. ‘All men are pigs,’ she’d announce from time to time. ‘They only want the shortest skirts and the biggest tits, and they’ll run after them with their tongues out and their parts wagging. It’s pathetic.’

I longed to tell her that I wasn’t like that, that what I wanted was right in front of me – that I thought her husband was the world’s biggest chump for passing up such a Goddess for some floozy – but I couldn’t. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t find a way to put my feelings into words, and even if I had I was sure she would have just laughed it off as some kind of joke.

I couldn’t stand the frustration anymore. Perhaps that was why I snuck into her bedroom one afternoon when I knew she was out. At first, it was just for a quick peek – to see the bed I’d never lie in, to dream about all the obscene things we could get up to if only she’d look at me twice – but I found myself strangely pulled to her chest of drawers. I eased open the top drawer, and I was greeted by the most amazing sight: pairs upon pairs of the skimpiest, sexiest underwear imaginable. Maggie had an incredible figure, and she certainly didn’t look like a dowdy middle aged woman, but this was something else. There must have been hundreds of pounds’ worth of lingerie stashed in that drawer – and even more in the second one down. That was the real jackpot, filled not only with panties but also with a couple of sexy, streamlined corsets in various colours, and packs and packs of expensive-looking stockings.

I couldn’t stop picturing Maggie wearing something like that while I wrapped my arms around her in bed, pulling her body close to me – or even just wearing them under her clothes on a day-to-day basis. I couldn’t see any everyday panties in the drawer, so maybe… God, maybe these were her everyday panties. Perhaps every time she had yelled about her husband or fixed me with her hard Librarian Stare, these was what had been lurking beneath.

My cock grew hard as a rock at the thought, and I knew I’d need to do something about it sooner rather than later. I considered grabbing a pair of those panties out of the drawer, wrapping them around my cock and jerking myself into the most phenomenal orgasm possible, but I didn’t know which ones to choose. How did I know she wouldn’t miss the pair I’d picked? How did I know she wouldn’t notice them missing the next morning?

That was when my eyes landed on the clothes hamper in the corner of the room. Even better, I thought to myself. Delicately, hyper-aware of my every movement, I began sifting through the clothes looking for my treasure – and suddenly, there it was. On top of the pile sat a bright pink pair of panties with a black trim and a bow on the front, directly above where her pussy would have been. I almost couldn’t believe my luck. The idea of being lucky enough to have her panties in my hand thrilled me, even before I saw the slight stain on the inside.

When she had been wearing them last, she had been wet. The mark she had left proved it. Slowly, I brought the panties to my face and breathed in deeply. Her musk was so strong, and yet so wonderfully overpowering. All I wanted to do was bury my face between her legs and smell that scent every day for the rest of my life.

Was it too much to hope that perhaps I had been the reason for her wetness? That perhaps maybe she had seen me at breakfast or getting out of the shower, had stored that image away, and then late at night and in the safety of her own room had masturbated furiously, picturing my face as she brought herself to an earth-shattering orgasm? I didn’t care. I loved the idea – and based on the twitching in my boxers, so did my cock.

I needed it right there. There could be no waiting.

I fell to my knees and unzipped my trousers. Within seconds I had my cock in my hand, jerking it furiously. If only she could see me now, I thought. The idea of that disparaging stare burning into me as I pleasured myself only made me harder. With my other hand I pressed her panties to my nose and inhaled again, savouring her scent, working my cock until…

… until…

… so close…

And then everything had been ruined.

‘What the fuck are you doing?’ Maggie wasn’t using her Librarian Stare; instead, she just looked angry. The fantasy faded away and the cold reality of the situation set in. What had I been thinking? How could I have risked my reputation on something so… sordid?’

‘I… I’m sorry,’ I stammered out. ‘I don’t know what came over me.’

‘I do,’ she said, eying me up and down. ‘You men are all alike. You all think with your little cocks. Isn’t that right?’

I didn’t know if it was a rhetorical question, but my mind was spinning too fast for me to form an answer.

‘I asked you a question, you fucking pervert,’ she said. ‘Now answer me. This is just you thinking with your little cock, isn’t it?’

She was still holding the phone in her hands, threatening me without words, but as far as I could tell she hadn’t pressed any buttons yet. Maybe there was a way out of this – if I was careful.

‘Yes,’ I nodded.

‘Yes what?’

‘This is just me thinking with my cock. I’m sorry. I just – ’

She shook her head. ‘Pay attention, Jack,’ she said. ‘I didn’t say it was you thinking with your cock. I said it was you thinking with your little cock. I think you must just be dumb, because I know that pathetic thing isn’t taking any serious amount of blood away from your brain. Or are you just trying to make me angry?’

There was a quiet, burning fury in her eyes – a look that put the harshness of the Librarian Stare to shame – but the way she spoke to me seemed to call out to some long-forgotten part of my psyche. The effortless way she had taken control of the situation, coupled with my helplessness, had kept my cock standing at attention – and it still wasn’t enough to impress her.

‘Well, well,’ she said, gesturing to it as it twitched. ‘I think you’re enjoying this. Aren’t you, you little pervert? Are you enjoying having the mean old woman tell you what a disgusting waste of space you are?’

When I had pictured Maggie viewing me in a sexual light for the first time, this wasn’t what I had had in mind – but sure enough, my dick was hard. I found myself holding my breath in anticipation, scared to admit what I knew was the truth.

‘Answer me when I ask you a question, or I swear to God I’ll have you arrested.’ She dialled a few digits to prove a point. ‘You’ll be out of this house in an instant, do you hear me?’

‘Yes,’ I whispered.

‘Then answer me. Are you enjoying this?’

I nodded. ‘Yes,’ I repeated. ‘Yes, I am. I’m sorry.’

‘Typical,’ she clucked. ‘If it’s not old men wanting young sluts, it’s young perverts wanting to be put in their place. One strong woman and you just fold, don’t you?’

I nodded again. ‘Please,’ I said. ‘I’ll do anything. I mean it. Just… don’t throw me out.’ I could have found a new place to rent, but the idea of never seeing Maggie again was more than I could bear.

She shook her head again, but this time that familiar smirk was plastered across her face. ‘I don’t want Jack in my house anymore,’ she said. ‘It’s as simple as that. I trusted him, and he broke that trust.’ She waited until she watched my face crumple with sadness before she spoke again. ‘But Jacqueline… that’s a different story.’

‘Jacqueline?’ I asked.

‘You heard me.’ She gestured to the panties still in my hands. ‘Put them on. If you want to stay in this house, it’s going to be under a whole new set of rules – the first of which is no men allowed. Ever.’

I stared at the ruffled ball of pink fabric in my hand. What choice did I have? If it was that or leave Maggie’s house forever… well, that was no choice at all.

‘What are you waiting for?’ she yelled. ‘Strip, and put them on. It’s not as though you’ve got anything left to hide.’

She had a point. I slipped my trousers off, and my boxer shorts along with them, then pulled my t-shirt over my head. For a brief, glorious moment I was naked in front of the woman I adored, but one look at her face told me she was not in the mood for me to savour the moment. I slipped my legs into the holes in the panties, shocked at how smooth they felt against my skin, and pulled them up.

They weren’t designed for men, and so even at the best of times my cock would have left an unsightly bulge at the front. As hard as I was, it barely fit in its new lace prison.

‘Here,’ she said, pointing next to her. I scuttled over to her, leaving my clothes on the other side of the room. She grabbed my arm roughly and gestured for me to look into the full length mirror. ‘Do you see how pathetic you look?’ she snarled. ‘What kind of man would ever be caught dead wearing panties like this?’

‘I… I don’t know,’ I said.

‘No man at all,’ she replied. ‘So I guess that answers that question – but if you’re not a man, what are you?’

‘I don’t know,’ I said again.

‘Yes you do,’ she purred into my ear. She was enjoying this. I hadn’t seen her smile so much in all the time I’d known her – even if her smile was cruel and sadistic, the way a cat might look as it played with an unfortunate mouse. ‘You know exactly what you need to say to be allowed to stay here – so just say it. What. Are. You?’

‘I’m a girl,’ I said quietly. The words seemed to float in the air for an impossibly long time, hanging between us as a mark of just how desperate Maggie had made me.

‘That’s right, Jacqueline,’ she said. ‘You’re my little sissy girl. Don’t worry… I’ll see to it that you don’t have to worry about anything except being pretty ever again.’ Her voice had softened, somehow – as though she was only capable of being mad at me while I stubbornly clung to whatever masculinity I had left. ‘Or you can leave,’ she said. ‘Walk out of this house and never come back. What do you say?’

‘Please let me stay,’ I said. I could already feel the blush of embarrassment settling in across my face.

‘I want to hear you beg. Beg me to make you my little girl. Beg me to let you leave your worthless boy-self behind and live your life as my sissy slut.’

I couldn’t believe the words as they came out of my mouth, but I begged nonetheless. I pleaded. I promised her the world and more. I even got down on my knees and grovelled at her feet – and only once she was satisfied did she walk across to her dresser and pull out a sleek black corset. ‘This will do,’ she said. ‘It’s not the best fit, but I don’t suppose that matters for a little slut like you, does it?’

I shook my head. I was rapidly coming to the conclusion that Maggie didn’t like questions left unanswered, and the idea of annoying her didn’t seem like a great plan at the moment.

She wrapped it around my body and instructed me to breathe in deeply, before cinching it tight. She pulled the cords inch by inch, drawing in my waist until I felt as though I was going to be sliced clean in two. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, she looped the cord into a bow behind my back and then put her lips next to my ear. ‘There we go,’ she whispered. ‘Now we’ve got rid of that boyish figure, you look so much better.’

As I looked at myself in the mirror, I could see that she had a point. With the corset tied as tightly as it was, my usual stick-thin figure had been granted curves as if by magic. I wouldn’t have passed for a woman – the slight hair I had on my arms and legs would have given the game away – but there was no way of denying the fact that I suddenly looked more feminine than I ever thought possible.

The change in me seemed to have brought about a change in Maggie, too. ‘I always wanted a personal doll,’ she said. ‘I can’t tell you how many nights I stayed awake, dreaming about the day I’d have a sissy slut all of my own to play with. And now you don’t have any choice but to play along, do you?’ I didn’t notice until I heard the sudden breathiness in her voice, but as I turned around I could see that she had allowed one of her hands to slip down past the belt of her jeans and into her panties.

Her anger had all but disappeared, it seemed. Now the only thing left was sheer, unbridled lust. ‘On your knees, slut,’ she said once she noticed me watching her. ‘If you want to see, the least I can do is give you a decent view.’

I fell to my knees in almost exactly the same position I had been in when she found me, what seemed like a lifetime ago. Maggie slipped out of her jeans and sat on the bed. She was wearing a pair of devilish red panties made out of a mesh just thin enough that it might almost pass for a trick of the light. I couldn’t take my eyes of them, but she didn’t seem to mind too much anymore. Instead, she teased herself through the material, and I could see the faint outline of her lips as she began to moan. It was softly at first, but it didn’t take long before she began to lose herself in her excitement.

And there I was, kneeling in front of her, longing to worship the pussy I had craved for so long.

‘That’s right, slut,’ she murmured, as much to herself as to me. ‘You want this, don’t you? You want my cunt so badly you just can’t stand it.’

I nodded. ‘Yes. Please.’

‘You’d do just about anything for a taste, wouldn’t you?’ She pulled a finger out from her panties and held it towards me. I could see it glistening in the afternoon light. ‘You’d offer me everything I desired for the opportunity to suck my come off my fingers, just so you could prove what a desperate little slut you are. That’s my good little girl.’

‘Please, Maggie,’ I said. I would have moved heaven and earth just for her to give me permission to touch my cock. The orgasm she had interrupted earlier seemed to have multiplied itself in my balls, and now it was threatening to slip out like a torrent through a broken levee.

‘No,’ she said. ‘Little girls don’t get to call me by my name.’ She paused, as though she was considering whether or not to make one more throw of the dice – and why shouldn’t she? I was as close to a captive audience as she was ever likely to get. ‘You can call me Mommy,’ she said at last. ‘Now, would you like to taste me?’

‘Yes, Mommy,’ I moaned. Before I said it, the word had seemed strange and alien to me – but as it slipped from my tongue, nothing could have felt more natural. She was a strong, confident older woman in a position of power over me. What else could I have called her?

‘Good girl,’ she purred, and extended that same finger towards me. She pushed it between my lips and I suckled at it hungrily, desperate to get every slight morsel of her juices off the skin. When she pulled it away at last, my world suddenly seemed a little darker.

I couldn’t help myself: the urge to come was too much. I reached my hand forward, slid it into the pink panties I was wearing and began to fondle myself. Immediately I could feel the damp patch of precome as it coated my hand, but I didn’t care. I needed relief. I had to play with myself. I didn’t care about the repercussions, or the danger I was in. I just had to–

She slapped me, and hard. The stinging blow hurt, but it was the look of fury in her eyes that made me take my hand off my cock. ‘You don’t deserve any pleasure, slut,’ she hissed. ‘This isn’t about you. You’re my doll, and your focus should be on me at all times. Isn’t that right?’

‘Yes, Mommy,’ I whimpered. ‘I’m sorry. I just… I couldn’t… I need to come, Mommy. So much.’

I’d thought she was going to slap me again, but as the words tumbled out of my mouth she slipped her fingers into the top of her panties and slipped them down over her thighs. With a quick, effortless motion she wadded them up into a ball and pushed them between my flapping lips, silencing me immediately.

‘You talk too much, slut,’ she said. ‘Maybe that will help to keep your focus.’

I could taste her wetness on the mesh inside my mouth. If the scent of her pussy from the laundry basket had been intoxicating, this was a thousand times more intense. I swirled my tongue around, trying desperately to manoeuvre myself into a position where I could more easily taste her – and when my tongue finally made contact with the wet patch, it was as though all of my prayers had been answered. Her musk had soaked into my gag, and I did my best to suck them clean, never knowing if I was going to have another opportunity.

Maggie laughed at my desperation, and the way my cock had hardened even further at her gift. ‘You’re pathetic,’ she said, moving her fingertips back to her now exposed clit. ‘A worthless little sissy whore. Maybe I’ll keep you around as my panty cleaner. You’d probably like that, wouldn’t you, slut?’

I nodded. As turned on as I was, that sounded like my idea of heaven.

She began to stroke faster, her fingers running in tidy little circles around her clitoris. Her legs were spread, giving me a perfect view of her neatly-trimmed mound. All I wanted was to take those panties out of my mouth, lean forward and lick her to an orgasm – but that wasn’t my place. I was there to obey her, nothing more.

Or else.

‘Maybe I won’t keep you,’ she said, her voice growing more breathless as her arousal took hold. ‘Maybe I’ll still report you to the police. I bet they’d love to hear all the sordid details of what a little pervert you turned out to be. And just imagine if it went to trial, eh? Everyone you know would be able to tell just what a disgusting creep you are.’

I shook my head. Anything, I thought. Anything at all, but not that.

‘I own you,’ she moaned. ‘I could ruin you, and so you’re going to obey me completely. You’re going to be my perfect little girl for as long as I want, aren’t you?’

I nodded furiously. Even if not for the shame of discovery, I would have done anything for Maggie.

‘Say it,’ she said.

‘Yes, Mommy,’ I mumbled through the panties. It was barely intelligible, but it seemed to do the trick. As soon as she heard my reply, her head rocked backwards. The targeted tease of her fingers against her clit gave way to a thunderstorm of thrusts as she pounded her fingers inside her with one hand, the other hand pinching and stroking at her nipples through her shirt.

‘That’s right,’ she screamed. ‘I own you, slut. I own you. I own…’

That was the last thing I could make out before the orgasm overtook her.

She bucked and writhed on the bed, seemingly no longer caring that she had an audience. If that tease had been for my benefit at the start, it had soon proved to be all about her. Now, her pleasure was all that mattered.

It took almost superhuman will to keep my hands firmly behind my back and not to stroke my cock along with her.

Eventually, the rolling waves of her satisfaction seemed to subside: her hand fell from its furious thrusting into a mellow rubbing and then complete stillness, and I could see beneath it the slick juices that coated her fingers and thighs alike.

I waited, my dick still achingly hard against its lace containment and my tongue muted by her panties. All I could do was wait and watch as she came slowly back from the edge of ecstasy and towards the real world.

When she sat up, she had that familiar cruel grin across her face: content, but with an eye towards a future that I wasn’t sure I could properly comprehend. She raised her hand and rubbed her juices across my face, making sure to get some of her scent directly under my nose. I thought she might instruct me to open my mouth so she could retrieve her panties, but instead she stood up on legs that were a little shakier than she had perhaps anticipated. When she spoke, her voice was calm and impassive, with no trace of what had just happened.

‘Go to your room,’ she said brusquely. ‘I still haven’t decided what I’m going to do with you yet, but if I get any indication that you’ve even so much as thought about undressing or taking those panties out of your mouth, I’ll see to it that it’s the last thing you do under my roof. Do you understand, slut?’

I nodded. Even after using me as her live-action masturbatory fodder, it seemed that Maggie hadn’t forgiven me for my indiscretion. I bowed my head and began to stand up, but she placed a firm hand on my shoulder and pushed me down.

‘You crawl whenever you’re in front of me, slut,’ she said. ‘Men walk. Women walk. At the moment, you’re neither – so you’ll stay on the floor where you belong. Now get out of my sight before I call the police and I tell them I found you dressed like this.’

It might have been an idle threat, but I didn’t want to take the chance. With my face a hot red from embarrassment and her scent still on my lips, I slunk out of the room on all fours with only one thought on my mind.

Thank you, Mommy.
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