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Chapter 1

I held the black cotton panties, the frilly fabric soft against my fingers. A rush of heat spread down my belly into my crotch, making me feel things I’d been pushing down for a while. I’d been doing this more and more often these last few weeks – holding my wife’s panties in my hands, rubbing them across my skin –  something about how the fabric felt kept making me do it again and again.

But these weren’t my wife’s panties. These belonged to someone else.

“Honey?” I heard from the hallway, and I quickly stuffed the black panties back into the duffel bag and zipped it up. I had just about managed to turn around when my wife reached the door.

“Yes,” I said, turning around, the bag still on the bed behind me, my heart beating hard and fast in my chest.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” she said, smiling and walking up to me before kissing me lightly on the lips.

“You just startled me,” I said. “That’s all.”

“You can be such a scaredy-cat sometimes,” my wife said. “Who gets startled by their own wife in their own home?” She gave a little laugh, but I did not reply.

“I just came in here to get the bag,” I said. “The one you told me to drop off at your mom’s place.”

“Oh yeah,” Leah said. “I almost forgot about that. Mom would have given me an earful if we’d left without her bag.”

“Are you ready to leave now?” I asked her. “The flight is in an hour.”

My wife was on her way to a business trip across the country, and I was supposed to drop her off at the airport.

“How about you take the bag downstairs and put it in the car,” she said, pointing at the duffel bag with my mother-in-law’s clothes in it. She’d left it at our place when she’d visited a few weeks ago and we were supposed to drop it back off on the way to the airport. “I’m just gonna run to the bathroom real quick  and I’ll be down with you.”  She kissed me again and then made her way to the bathroom.

I eyed the duffel bag again, black like the panties inside it had been, and gulped away a knot in my throat before picking it up and making my way down the stairs to the car. Leah had put the bag out a few days ago so she wouldn’t forget to take it when we were leaving for the airport, and I had taken full advantage of those days to take a peek inside whenever my wife wasn’t around.

It had started with just looking, but pretty soon I was rummaging through the bag to look at and feel my mother-in-law’s underwear. If I’m being honest, in these last few days I had pretty much gone through each piece of clothing in that bag, taking my time to inspect it and feel the fabric in my hands.

Just the memory of those times was pushing heat toward my nether regions.

I finished putting the bag in the car and then started to make my way back inside to check on my wife, but she came out the front door before I had a chance to get inside. Her phone was in one hand, and the suitcase she had packed for her trip was in the other.

“Change of plans, hun,” she said. “The office sent a shuttle to pick up all of us. Apparently, they need to brief us on something before the conference so they thought it would be better if everyone drove to the airport together. You don’t have to drop me off anymore.”

“Oh,” I said, noticing a shuttle van pulling into the street. “What about your mom’s stuff,” I said. “Will you drop that off on the way too?”

“No can do,” Leah said, walking up to me, kissing me lightly on the lips, and then continuing on towards the van. “I can’t make everyone take a detour because of me. You’re going to have to go and drop the stuff off on your own, it's not that far anyway.” And with that Leah was in the van with her coworkers, leaving me alone with the duffel bag full of my mother-in-law’s underwear once more.

My first thought was to just take the bag inside and have some fun with the clothes inside now that I had the place to myself, but a pressing feeling of guilt deep within me convinced me to do otherwise. I couldn’t keep on giving in to these strange urges I’d been having. It would be better if I just returned this bag and got everything over with.

I got in the car, put it in drive, and backed out of my driveway –  ignoring the slight pressure in my bladder that had been building up for a while now. It wasn’t that long of a drive anyway, and even though my mother-in-law could be a terribly scary person, I was sure she’d let me use the bathroom at her place.

I’m coming over to drop your bags. Leah already left for the airport with her coworkers

I pressed send on the text message, put my phone away, and hit the road.

Under normal circumstances, the drive between our place and my MIL’s house would have taken thirty minutes at most, but I seemed to be shit out of luck since I’d hit some sort of road-accident-related traffic on the way there.

Thirty minutes stretched to forty-five, and forty-five stretched to an hour. To make matters worse, with every passing second the pressure on my bladder increased. By the time I finally got out of the traffic I was having trouble sitting still, one hand constantly holding my crotch as I swore under my breath whilst driving at least ten miles over the speed limit.

“Fuck,” I said to myself. “I really should have gone to the bathroom at home before leaving.”

I scanned the area all around me for any gas stations or restaurants that I could stop at to use the facilities, but this part of town was famously empty. And so I grit my teeth and floored the gas, swerving through what little traffic remained after I’d gotten off the highway.

My legs were crossed over one another when I entered my MIL’s neighborhood, beads of sweat rolling down the sides of my face from the effort of holding it all in. One hand was on the steering wheel and the other was clasped firmly over my dick to help stop the unthinkable from happening.

No. I wouldn’t even entertain that thought. I was twenty-six for fucks sake. No twenty-six-year-old man has trouble holding in his pee.

I sped through her neighborhood, cursing under my breath the entire time. I was lucky that it was nighttime because there was no way I could have driven down a road this narrow at these reckless speeds during the daytime.

“Fuck,” I said, as an especially strong signal from my bladder made me wince. My MIL’s house was just ahead. I could still make it.

My car came to a rather violent stop in her driveway, the tires screeching against the asphalt as I swung open the door the moment I came to a stop. I grabbed the bag in one swift motion and ran as fast as I could to her front door.

RING

I rang her doorbell, dancing from foot to foot as unbearable levels of pressure assaulted my bladder.

RING

I rang again.

RING. RING. RING. RING

My mother-in-law was not the type of woman who would react too kindly to someone –  least of all me –  spamming her doorbell so many times. But this was a desperate measure in desperate times. I would just deal with the fallout later.

“I’m coming,” Cassandra’s voice echoed from inside. “Hold your horses.”

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, a strong surge from my bladder making me wince and double over. “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.” It was getting harder to hold on. It almost felt like my bladder would explode.

I could hear Cassandra’s slow and deliberate steps echo through the living room as she made her way to the door. This woman was too dignified and well put-together to rush anything.

“Fuck.” I felt my defenses weaken. My sphincter loosened and a bit of wet warmth leaked out of my dick and onto the crotch of my boxers. “No, no. no. This can’t be happening.” I dropped the bag to the ground and put both hands on my crotch. Cassandra’s footsteps approached ever closer, but my time had run out.

“Nooo,” I almost whined, the last of my defenses crumbling away. The muscles of my lower body relaxed and I felt pee leak into my boxers and then into my pants. By the time Cassandra finally opened the door I was in a rather sorry state: Thighs pressed together, knees bent inwards, both hands buried in my crotch, glistening wet jeans, and a fast-expanding puddle at my feet.

“Oh my,” the older woman said, looking me up and down with her signature disapproving glare, her arms crossed under her ample breasts pushing them upwards. “Looks like you’ve had a little accident.”


Chapter 2

For the first few seconds, I just stood there with my head down, a strong blush heating my cheeks as the last bits of my shame spilled through my jeans. Cassandra stood facing me as well, her disapproving glare as if piercing my soul.

As the last drops of my pee pitter-pattered on the floor below Cassandra finally spoke up. “I don’t know what to say, Noah,” she said, each word sounding slow and deliberate like the steps she’d taken to come here. “I don’t usually expect much from you –  God knows what my daughter saw in you –  but I still didn’t expect.” She paused here, taking both hands to point at the mess in my wet jeans and the puddle underneath me. “This,” she finished as if she couldn’t quite find the words to describe what I’d done.

I blushed even redder.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “There was a lot of traffic on the road. I thought I could hold it until I got here.”

“Honestly,” Cassandra said. “You’re unbelievable. Who does this at twenty-six years old? I’ve never heard of a grown man not being able to hold in his pee”

“I… I’m sorry,” I said. It was all I could say. There was no good explanation. No good answer. Just shame.

“Is that my bag?” She asked, and I turned my attention to the duffel bag I’d dropped a few feet away. The puddle I’d left on the ground was close to reaching it. “You better pick it up before it gets wet, young man. Or you’re going to have another thing coming,” Cassandra said, and I reached out to lift it right before the edge of the puddle reached the bag.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. I was quickly realizing that it was pretty much the only thing I could say in this situation.

“That you are,” Cassandra said. “A sorry sight. Especially for someone who calls himself a man.”

That cut deep. More heat rose to my cheeks.

“But I suppose you better come inside. If you catch a cold standing out there it might upset Leah.”

“Thanks,” I said, still staring at the ground, too ashamed to meet Cassandra’s eyes. But before I could take a step inside she stopped me with a raised finger.

“Wait,” she said. “I said you could come in, but not in those wet clothes. I’m not going to have your pee-soaked clothes leaving a trail all over my wooden floors.”

“What?” I asked, confused by what was being implied.

Cassandra just leaned on the doorframe, crossing her arms under her chest again. “Take those off,” she said. “The shoes and the pants. You can keep your shirt on.”

A wave of panic swept through me. My heart started beating a little bit faster.

“What do you mean?” I asked, thinking that I must have misheard her. There was no way my mother-in-law was telling me to undress on her patio.

“You heard me,” she said, her eyes pointing lazily at my jeans. “Take off your wet clothes and you can come inside.”

“I… I.. I can’t,” I stuttered the words. “I won’t.”

“Oh you can,” she replied without missing a beat. “And you will.”

“B.. but… but you’ll see.” I looked down at my crotch, blushing even harder.

“Oh please,” Cassandra said, rolling her eyes. “Don’t flatter yourself, Noah. And besides, I’ve spent forty-eight long years on this earth and have had three husbands, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

“Wouldn’t it be better if I just left?” I asked, my heart racing faster and faster now. “ I don’t have to come inside. I could just go back home and change there.”

“Don’t be silly,” Cassandra said. “I know your seats are fabric. You’ll ruin them by the time you get home. Besides, it won’t be comfortable sitting in piss-soaked jeans for the whole way back. Go ahead and take the clothes off and come inside. I’ll find you something to wear and then you can be on your way.”

“But –” I tried to protest one final time but Cassandra cut me off with a scowl and a glare.

“I’m not going to ask again,” she said. Her voice stern, her eyes cold. “Take your shoes off. Take your pants off. And get your butt inside this house.”

That did it.

I stepped out of my shoes first, the insides of which had a lot of wetness. The socks stuck to my feet in places where the pee had gotten on them, so taking them off involved a bit of a ‘peeling’ process. The jeans were similar, they stuck to my thighs where most of the wetness had been.

“Look at those legs,” Cassandra said when my jeans were halfway down my knees. “Barely any hair on there.”

I blushed as she said this. I’d known from a very young age that I had what could only be described as ‘feminine legs’. Barely any hair grew there –  well, that was true for the rest of my body as well –  but my legs were slim and shapely like a woman’s. I’d spent many a gym class in high school pushing down tears as the other boys picked on me for having girly legs.

Needless to say, I’d never been much of a shorts-wearer post high school.

Despite the embarrassing flashback, I kept undressing. It was hard to do anything else against Cassandra’s powerful glare. The jeans came off, leaving me standing there in only my blue briefs, which had been stained at the crotch during my accident.

“Can I come in now?” I asked, hoping that Cassandra would be satisfied with this.

“Not quite,” Cassandra replied. She pointed with her eyes at my boxers, her arms still crossed under her ample chest. “Those come off too.”

“You said I had to take my shoes and jeans off because you didn’t want me staining your floor, but there’s hardly anything on my underwear–”

I was cut off by her raised hand again. The palm stretched outwards at me, long and thin fingers standing proudly. 


“I’m not going to repeat myself, Noah,” she said. “Take your underwear off and get in here.” 

Again, I was powerless to deny her.

I ground my teeth, closed my eyes, and took my hands to the waistband of my briefs. The now-wet fabric peeled off much in the same way that my jeans and socks had, every second feeling like an eternity as the underwear came off and my shameful nakedness was revealed to my mother-in-law.

I had to bend over to step out of the underwear, and I was keenly aware of the fact that if anyone was passing through the street in front of the house they would have gotten a pretty good look at my backside.

The thought alone was enough to warm my cheeks once more.

As I straightened back up and opened my eyes I put one hand on my crotch, shielding my cock from Cassandra’s view. But the hint of a smile on her face told me that she might already have gotten a look at my meager package.

“Honestly,” she said, the smirk still on her face. “I don’t know what Leah sees in you.”

More heat rushed up my neck. She had definitely seen.

She let me stew in the embarrassment for a few more seconds before standing aside and beckoning me inside. “Come on, then,” she said. “Let’s see if we can find you something to wear.”

I kept standing there until I realized that she wanted me to walk in front of her.

“Go on,” she said, nodding at me once more. Urging me on.

With great embarrassment, I managed to take one step into the house, and then another. She closed the door behind me as I walked into her living room, the sensation of her eyes fixated on my completely exposed bottom making the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“I have to say,” she said from a few steps behind me. “You’ve got a pretty good tush.” 


Chapter 3

She led me into the living room and then told me to stop. “Alright,” she said. “You can put the bag down now.”

I did as commanded. Put the bag down and then turned around to face her again. If the choice was between showing her my completely exposed bottom or my hand-covered front, I would choose the front.

That way I could at least maintain a tiny bit of decency.

She smirked again, seeing the hand on my crotch. “You don’t have to hide that from me,” she said. “Trust me, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

I said nothing but kept my hand where it was.

“Alright,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “Suit yourself.” She walked over to the bag I had just put down, bent over, and opened the zipper.

Memories of the last few weeks of feeling up her panties flashed through my mind, my body reacting in a familiar way. A bit of heat rushed into my cock, and I felt myself harden under the cover of my hands.

“What are you doing?” I asked her, the sight of her leaning over that bag full of underwear mere inches from me being almost too much to bear.

“Looking for something for you to wear, of course,” she said, her tone very matter-of-fact.

“But that bag has your clothes,” I replied.

“And?”

The one-word answer stunned me into silence.

Did she really mean what I thought she meant?

“W.. What do you mean?” I stammered the words out.

“This is my house,” she said, raising her gaze from the duffel bag for a second to look up at me. “And since I haven’t had a man live here for the better part of a decade, my clothes are all I have to give you.”

Yep, she meant exactly what I thought she meant.

More heat rushed to my cock, my skin warming up and tingling at just the idea of what Cassandra was suggesting.

“Cassandra,” I said, a bit of panic mixing in with the hint of pleasure already swirling around my body. “I can’t wear your clothes. I’m... I’m  a guy.”

“Sure you can,” she wasn’t even looking at me anymore, her full attention focused on the bag below. “They’re clothes. Made of fabric much like your clothes.” She glanced towards the front door where I’d just laid down my underwear and jeans, a slight smirk adorning her face once more. “Although these ones will be a tad bit drier than the ones you just left out there.”

My cheeks flamed at her quip.

“But –” The protest died on my lips as she stood up straighter with a pair of panties in her hand. It would appear that my mother-in-law had found what she had been looking for. “These will look perfect on you,” she said, holding up the black frilly panties I had been feeling up at home before coming here.

I stared at them, gulping hard as my mind rushed to make sense of what was happening to me.

“Cassandra,” I tried to stop her again, even as a dark swirling of heat inside me told me to shut up and go along with it. “Please. I can’t wear your panties.”

She scowled this time, apparently irked by my constant resistance. “And why the hell can’t you?” She said, glowering at me with one hand on her hip. “I can’t have you hanging around the house naked, and the only other choice you have is to wear your piss-soaked briefs again.”

“They’re women’s panties,” I said. “Can’t you just give me some sweatpants or something and I’ll be on my way.”

She stared at me again, her eyes narrowing. “This is my home,” she said. “And if you are childish enough to piss your pants in my home the least you can do is to listen to what I tell you and accept my hospitality. Now I’ll count to three, and you better be ready to step into these panties.”

“Cassandra,” I started but stopped again as she cut me off.

“One,” she said.

“Please,” I said.

“Two.”

I sighed, dropping my head, and the hands covering my cock. The smile on her face returned almost immediately.

“Step up,” she said, and I did as I was told.

“Good boy,” she walked up behind me with the panties in her hands. As she got closer she got a good look at my now-exposed cock. “Oh my,” she said, realizing that I was hard. “Someone is getting excited.” She giggled as she said that, and my cheeks flamed with renewed heat.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said, standing squarely behind me now, her mouth near my shoulder, her breasts pressing into my back. “It’s a completely natural response. I promise to not tell Leah.” I couldn’t see her face, but I could tell that she had grinned as she said that last part.

“Now,” she said, falling to a squat behind me, her knees bent enough that her face was near my ass. “Step into these.” She brought the panties near my feet and waited a few seconds until I lifted my right foot and put it into the panties. “Good,” she said. “Now the other,” I repeated with my left foot, and a second later Cassandra was rising again, the frilly fabric of the panties rushing up my legs. The panties rose and rose until the crotch of the fabric made contact with my cock and balls, sending an almost electric current rushing through my body.

“There you go,” she said, tightening the panties along my waist. “All good and snug.” The tip of my cock rested against the fabric in the most natural way, causing more and more heat to spread throughout my lower body.

“Your cute little butt looks just perfect in these,” she said from behind me, slapping me across my bottom to drive her point home. I jumped where I stood, letting out a little yelp as I did so. Cassandra only giggled.

“And your legs,” she said, walking around me as if she was surveying a choice piece of meat. “They look so sexy now that you aren’t wearing those ugly briefs anymore.” She came to a stop in front of me, her eyes lingering on the tiny tent I’d pitched in the panties she’d just put on me. She kept looking at it for a few seconds and then raised her gaze to meet mine with another cruel smile on her face.

“You clearly need some help with that,” she said, pointing with her eyes at my crotch once more.

“I –  uh… I’m sorry,” I said. Because what else could I say? Here I was, standing in my wife’s mom’s panties because I’d pissed myself like a little child. And what’s worse? I was now rock hard in those very same panties as the owner of said panties looked at me.

“Silly boy,” she said, taking a step closer to me and cupping my cock in the palm of her hand. “You don’t have to be sorry.” She leaned in even closer, and squeezed lightly down on my cock through the fabric of the panties, making me shudder with pleasure. “You just have to let me take care of it.” Her lips were right next to mine, her words coming as whispers of hot breath. “Would you like that?” She asked, my cock pulsing in my panties against her hand.

I had resisted well up until now. At least trying to say no to whatever she had been suggesting. To say no to what my own body had been screaming for. But this was too much. All of my resistance had melted away, and I no longer had the resolve to deny myself.

Still, I could not bring myself to say it, so I settled for nodding.

“Good boy,” she smiled, kissing me lightly on the cheek and then turning me around so that she was behind me again. “Now sit back and let me take care of you.” Without warning her right hand slid down the back of my panties. A sharp current rushed through my body as her outstretched fingers spread across my butt. With her index and ring fingers, she spread my cheeks apart, allowing her middle finger to slip into my crack.

“Ooo,” I yelped, tightly shutting my eyes and standing up on my toes as her long and slender finger pressed into my crack.

“Try not to squirm,” she said, running the finger up and down my crack, the tip putting extra pressure on my opening with each pass she made. “Just relax.” She put the tip of her finger on my hole and started making little circles there, coaxing the stiff muscles to slacken. “You can enjoy yourself more if you try to relax.” She took her left hand and pushed it up inside my shirt, her fingers sliding past my smooth tummy as she reached for my chest. “Here,” she said, grabbing my left nipple between her thumb and index finger. “This might help speed things along.” She squeezed down my nipple, making me moan.

That made her happy because she responded by putting even more pressure on my hole. “Good,” she said, twisting my nipple around in her fingers as she made more circles around my opening. “You’re getting ready.”

And she was right.

My hole had loosened up substantially with her play. Something about the way she was playing with my nipples was helping in that regard. “Now,” she said, making a few more circles around my hole. “You’re ready.”

Again, without warning, she pushed forward, slipping the tip of her middle finger into my backside.

Every muscle in my body tensed up, I shut my eyes again and clamped my hands at my mouth to stifle the moan that slipped through. My toes curled up beneath me, and I pressed with my pelvic muscles almost instinctively.

“MMmhm,” I half-moaned, half-whispered.

“Just relax, Noah,” she said, continuing to play with my nipple as her finger probed deeper inside me. “Just relax and enjoy the ride.” Her finger dug deeper and deeper, writhing its way inside me until it had reached almost the knuckle.

“Good.” She seemed pleased now that her finger was all the way inside me. “I hope you liked that?”

“Y– yes,” I stammered, and it was the truth too. My cock was now as hard as it could get inside my panties, the tip thrashing hard against its cotton confines.

“Excellent,” she continued, slowly slipping her finger out of me until just the tip was left inside me. “Because if you liked that, you’re going to love this.” And with that, she pushed into me again, faster and harder than she had last time.

I moaned loudly, my cock pulsing and throbbing without any direct stimulation.

She leaned in close. Close enough that her mouth was right next to my ear, her breath hot on my neck. “You like this, don’t you?” She pulled her finger out again and then pushed it in once more. “You like getting finger-fucked by me.” Her other hand kept rolling around my nipple. “You like wearing my panties, too. I’ve known for a while.” The finger slid in and out of me with ease now, the rhythm of its invasion forcing me to rock my hips along her hand. “I saw you last time when I was over at your place. You had Leah’s panties in your hand and a look on your face that was all too telling.” My cock was on the brink now, oozing out the first of my precum. “I saw how you pitched a tiny little tent in your pants that day. And that made me wonder if you could get so excited with just holding the panties in your hand, what would wearing them do to you?”

She kept pushing in and out of me. Faster and faster with every passing second.

“And I guess I have my answer now,” she whispered. “You’ve been in panties for all of five minutes and you’re already willing to get finger-blasted by me.” She pushed deeper this time, the tip of her finger hitting a spot inside of me that made everything light up.

My mind reeled back to something I’d read on the internet once. An article about how the male G-spot was in the ass.

She hit the spot again, making everything hotter.

I guess the article was right.

“Not only are you letting me finger-fuck your ass.” She hit that spot again. And then again. “You’re loving every single second of it.”

The bubble of pleasure building up inside of me threatened to burst.

“Go ahead,” she said, her voice a bit calmer now, even as her finger kept advancing mercilessly. “No need to hold back anymore.” She pushed in one final time, the tip of her finger making one final contact with that hotspot inside me. “Come for me.”

And that was it.

Her breath on my neck, her hand on my nipple, and her finger inside my bum were all too much for me. I arched my back, curled my toes, bent my neck upwards, and let out a very slutty moan. My cock pulsed one final time before it exploded, heat and pleasure spreading across my body as I splattered the inside of my panties with sticky cum.

I almost collapsed a second later, my body as if drained of all energy. The only reason I didn’t fall to the ground was because Cassandra still had her hands on me.

“Looks like,” she said, drawing her finger out from inside me and patting me on the side of my face. “You’re going to need another pair of panties.

To be continued
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