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Punished for Wearing Wife’s Panties by Mark Adams

She was bound to find out sooner or later I guess. You can’t keep that sort of secret from someone indefinitely, not when you’re living and sleeping with them anyway. That didn’t stop me trying mind you. I mean, how do you tell your wife that wearing her panties turns you on?

My solution was to hide my kink and only indulge when Cass was away. Usually that meant sneaking pairs of her panties from the laundry basket and trying them on for a quick stroke while she was out for the evening. It was rushed and shameful but damn it felt so good.

So when Cassandra told me she was going to be away for a couple of nights on a business trip I admit I was quite excited.  Don’t get me wrong, I miss her when she’s not around, but it was the perfect chance to indulge my kink to the fullest. No rushing, no worrying that she would be home any moment. I could walk around wearing her panties and fully enjoy my fantasies.

Perhaps I should have been honest with Cass from the beginning, surely that would be the right thing to do, but the truth is I was too scared of losing her to take the risk. With her short blonde hair and curvy figure Cass is no supermodel but her piercing blue eyes and her wry sense of humor caught my attention from the beginning and I can’t imagine my life without her. I’d rather deny a part of myself than risk Cass not being in my life.

But I couldn’t fully deny these urges. I don’t know what it is about women’s panties exactly. I tried, many times, but it always ended the same way, with panties caressing my hard cock.

We’re both youngish, well thirties, and I had no complaints about our sex life. I think Cass maybe enjoyed it even more than I did, she was certainly an eager participant. But it wasn’t enough. Not quite.

So there I was on my own in our house knowing I had a full 48 hours to do whatever I wanted before Cassandra would be home again. I didn’t waste any time the moment I got home from work. I rushed through to the bedroom I shared with my wife and with trembling hands I pulled open the drawer where she kept her underwear.

My cock was swelling with anticipation. Normally I just had to take whatever was in the laundry pile, now I could take my time and choose. And oh the choice. Skimpy bikini panties, thongs, little lacy scraps of material that would barely cover anything on Cass, never mind me. So many to choose from and I could wear one or more, so long as I ran them through the washer overnight.

I finally settled on a black thong and slipped them on, wriggling to adjust myself and force my hard cock into them. Resisting the urge to immediately stroke my cock instead I walked through my house, wearing only Cassandra’s panties and grabbed my laptop. I wanted to make the most of this opportunity.

I sat myself down on the sofa and browsed to my favorite source of porn. Of course I enjoy the vanilla stuff just like everyone else, but that wasn’t what I wanted to see tonight. I wanted something with more of an edge to it. Something that spoke to my urges and needs.

It took a little browsing to find just the right thing, but soon I was leaning back and watching as a woman forced her boyfriend into her bra and panties. My cock throbbed with excitement and my pre-cum had already made a damp spot in Cassandra’s panties, but I didn’t want to cum too soon so I did little more than brush my swollen dick. Just enough to keep it on the edge.

I guess that’s a good thing, because if I’d been much further along I wouldn’t have heard Cass’ car pull into our driveway and even if I had I might not have been able to do anything about it.

I slammed the lid of the laptop shut, shoving it aside and sprinting towards our bedroom. As soon as I got there I looked around frantically, trying to figure out what to do.  Grabbing my jeans, I yanked them on and hurriedly zipped and buttoned them, hoping that would be enough to hide what I was wearing and disguise my erection.

My heart pounded as I heard the door open. I was about to walk out to greet my wife, when I realized her panty drawer was open. I tried to shove it closed but the panties were bunched up and it wouldn’t shut all the way. Cursing under my breath I gave up and walked out of the bedroom as Cass turned from shutting the door.

“What are you doing here?” I asked and winced, real smooth Ray, real smooth.

Cass didn’t seem put off at all though, greeting me with first a big smile and then walking over to kiss me.

“Flight was canceled.” She said, taking a step back and looking me up and down. “If I’d know there was a half naked man waiting for me at home, I’d have driven faster.”

“Who’s this man and what is he to you?” I joked, relaxing as I fell into our usual bantering routine.

Cassandra leaned into me and we kissed again, her tongue slipping between my lips as her body pressed against mine. I returned her kiss eagerly, happy to have an outlet for my excitement.

“Mmmm…. Somebody missed me.” She grinned, her hand cupping my cock. “Down boy, we’ll have a little fun later. First though, I need a shower.”

With that, she walked past me and headed straight for our room. I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came to mind as she swept on by. With Cass in the bedroom I was stuck wearing her panties and had no way to get out of them without her noticing.

“So… this trip…”

I trailed after her and leaned against the open bedroom door, watching her swiftly strip out of her work clothes. It wasn’t deliberately sexy, but I loved seeing my wife in her underwear.

“Postponed.”

As I watched, Cass deftly unclasped her bra and removed it. She caught the direction of my gaze and shook her head in mock exasperation, but made no effort to cover herself, instead hooking her thumbs into the waist of her panties and pulling them down. None of this was done for my benefit, but I enjoyed it anyway.

Cass stepped out of her panties then snatched them from the ground and threw them at my head with a grin. I grabbed at them wildly and balled them up to throw them back at her but she had already ducked into the bathroom to take her shower. I looked at the plain white panties in my hands and my thumbs rubbed them, feeling the material.  Another time I could have so much fun with them. But not right then, not with my wife only feet away from me. I tossed the panties into the laundry basket.

I could hear the water running and knew that Cass was in the shower now. Was there enough time for me to get out of her panties and get them into the laundry too? It was a risk but what alternative was there? I couldn’t stay in them all night after all.

I stood there, frozen with uncertainty. Knowing what I needed to do yet too scared to actually do it. My hand moved to unbutton my jeans, but I’d left it too late. As I pulled down my zip, I heard the water cut off and Cassandra stepping out of the shower. Pulling my zipper up again and hurried out of the bedroom.

When Cass emerged, wearing only a towel, beads of of water still running down her neck and onto her chest, I was sitting on the sofa, trying to look relaxed. Cass stalked towards me, her gaze locking with mine.

There was a sultry sway to her hips as she drew closer to me and then straddled me, leaning in to kiss me as she sat down. I returned her kiss eagerly as she pressed down on my crotch, grinding herself against my hardening cock.

“Mmmm, so about that fun…”

Cass pulled back and grinned at me, still pressing herself against my cock. Her movements sent waves of pleasure through my body and I wanted to pull her to me. But I was still wearing her panties and if we continued like this it was only a matter of time before she removed my jeans.

“I think it’s my turn to take a shower.”

I lifted her off and to the side of me, giving her what I hope was a playful and not panicked grin. A vertical line formed on her forehead and I realized she was not pleased.

“You’re turning me down?”

There was a note of disbelief in her voice and I wasn’t surprised. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d turned down a chance to fuck my wife. But what could I say?

“No, I just want to get clean first. It will only be a few minutes.”

“You better hope I’m still in the mood in a few minutes.”

I scurried towards the bathroom, fairly sure that the threat was not serious. I just needed a few minutes on my own to get out of her panties and I would be in the clear. A shower was the perfect excuse to remove my clothes and it would be easy to hide them in the bundle that got dumped into the laundry.

Of course to make it believable I had to actually take a shower, and that meant leaving the panties on the floor in the bathroom for a few minutes, but the risk seemed small, particularly if I put them under my crumpled jeans.

I was enjoyed the feeling of the hot water running over my body and allowing myself to finally relax when I felt the cold blast of air as Cass threw the bathroom door open and entered the bathroom.

“So would you like to tell me about the video on your computer?” She said and her voice was ice cold.

Suddenly my heart was thumping in my chest. In my panic about her panties I had forgotten all about my laptop sitting out there in the living room.

“I thought you were excited to see me.” Each word was uttered with the precision that told me she was beyond furious. “Turns out it was pictures of sissy boys that got you hard.”

“No… honey… it’s not what you think.”

Even as I uttered the words I could feel their inadequacy. It was, I knew, almost exactly what she thought. It was worse than she thought. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, but that didn’t help. Cass had gotten dressed. Now she was standing there wearing jeans and a t-shirt while I was naked. I might be several inches taller than Cassandra but at that moment I felt much smaller.

“Is this what you do when I’m not around? My coming home must have really spoiled your plans. I’m so sorry.”

She crossed her arms in front of her, eyes flashing fire and fury. If there had been anywhere to go I would have backed away from her anger, but there wasn’t. I was trapped.

“How long has this been going on?”

I bit my lip and ducked my head, my brain running at a hundred miles an hour trying to figure out what to say and how to answer her questions.

“No. Don’t do that. Don’t dodge and evade. I know you Ray. I can tell you’re still hiding things from me.”

She was right of course, she did know me and I was still hiding things, like her panties under my jeans only inches from where she was standing. I licked my lips, hesitating for a moment longer then decided I had nothing left to lose.

“Since college.”

That made her pause. She was still angry of course, but she must have thought it was a recent thing. I could see her brain at work now as she puzzled through what that meant for me and for her.

“You’ve kept this a secret all that time? Since before we met.”

She raised her hand and I flinched thinking she was going to slap me, she was angry enough. Maybe she was going to, but she checked the motion and rubbed her forehead.

“I need to sleep.” She said, rubbing her eyes. “We’ll talk about this later.”

Before I could stop her she bent down and scooped up my clothes, her panties fell from my jeans, the skimpy material fluttering to the floor. We both stared at them for a moment, my stomach lurched at this further demonstration of my perversion.

When Cass finally looked at me, her eyes were hard. The anger was there, but it had cooled to steel. A muscle twitched in her jaw, the only visible sign of her emotions.

“This can’t wait.” She said. “Go through to the bedroom now.”

I nodded and reached out to grab a towel, but she pushed my arm away.

“Now.” She repeated.

I walked slowly past her and out into the bedroom, shivering slightly at the cooler air away from the steam of the bathroom. When I reached the middle of the room I turned to look at Cass. She was watching me, her arms crossed again and I felt like I was being measured and assessed.

“How did it start?” She asked. There was almost no emotion to her words, but the tension showed in the way she stood.

*      *     *     *     *

It was Bailey, my college girlfriend who introduced me to panties. She was wild. Hair that changed color every week, tattoos and nipple piercing. It was exciting to be around her and her rebellious nature extended to sex.

We fucked the night we met. She climbed on top of me in the front seat of my car and rode my cock until we both came. I was in lust. Bailey liked anything new and different. And if it would shock her middle-class Midwestern parents then even better. She also knew exactly what her want and with her greater sexual experience it just felt natural to let her take charge.

Looking back I wonder if we ever had sex sober. I drank more than I should back then and Bailey, well expanding her mind was practically a religion for her. Alcohol, weed, E, she tried just about everything that was available on campus.

Then one night in her room she introduced me to panties.  We were on her bed, kissing and dry humping when she pushed me away and pulled off her clothes. I lay there, watching as she yanked off her t-shirt revealing her small breasts with their nipple rings. My cock was hard and I just wanted to get my hands and tongue on them.

Her jeans followed swiftly afterwards so she was wearing only her red boyshorts. Then she stopped and turned her attention to me.

“Get naked.” She said, slurring her words just a little.

I shrugged and did as instructed. When a half naked girl tells you to remove your clothes, you don’t complain or argue. Bailey grinned, watching me through heavy eyes as I hastily stripped down, then she pulled off her boyshorts, but instead of dropping them to the ground with the rest of her clothes she held them out to me.

“Put them on.”

I stared at the red panties dangling from her fingers, trying to understand what it is she wanted. After my fourth beer my mind wasn’t too clear or quick.

“Come on… please?”

She waved her boyshorts in front of my face, a pleading expression on her face. I still can’t resist a naked chick begging me to do something. Back then I didn’t even hesitate, whatever Bailey wanted she got. Maybe if I’d been sober I’d have thought things through a bit, but I wasn’t and I didn’t.

I grabbed the boyshorts from her hand and bent down to climb into them, then pulled them up my legs. The material of her panties clung to me in a way that my own underwear didn’t. They were tight of course, she was smaller than me, and not design to accommodate the male anatomy, particularly not when aroused.

Bailey clapped her hands together with delight when I stood, modeling her panties  She was still naked and the tightness of the boyshorts made me extra aware of the hardness of my cock. I reached for her, but she slipped to one side her eyes raking my body.

“How does it feel to be the girl?” She teased me.

I didn’t want to talk, I didn’t want to think about this game, I just wanted to fuck her. But Bailey always got what she wanted back then.

“Mmm show me more of that ass.”

Her hand stroked my panty clad rear, squeezing it. I felt a weird mixture of excitement and embarrassment as she leered at me and groped my body. But I didn’t resist when she pushed me back onto her bed and climbed on top of me. Her naked body loomed over mine as the palm of her hand molded against my hard cock.

“You like my panties don’t you Ray. You like them a lot.”

She giggled, her hand stroking my cock through the material of her boyshorts. I didn’t speak, just laying there looking up at her. With a grin she straddled me, pulling down the panties enough so that my cock stuck out and then she rode me until I came.

That wasn’t the last time Bailey had me wear her panties. It almost became a ritual. We would strip, I would slip into whatever panties she was wearing that day and model them for her, and then we would fuck. Of course over time that wasn’t enough for Bailey, she always wanted to push the edges of things and see how far people would go.

Soon she just stopped wearing panties preferring to go commando under her jeans. Instead she had me wear them. She loved to grab my ass in public, knowing how self-conscious I was about the fact I had her panties on underneath. I let her do it though because it excited her and we would end up fucking in restrooms or semi-public areas.

She was still buying new panties too, even though she wasn’t wearing them. Buying them just for me she said. And she still loved to tease me about being a girl, though she was careful not to do that in public. In private though it was another story, she kept escalating ever so slowly.

First the panties, then adding a bra to it, then showing me how to put on makeup. One night she had me in her bra and panties posing on the bed for her like I was in Playboy. The whole time she called me babe and slut. I hated it, but I loved it.

And then we broke up. There was no warning, she just took up with another guy. He was very different to me, bigger, more muscular, more masculine. I tried to ask her what had happened, but she just shrugged. Though she didn’t say it I could tell she had simply gotten bored of me and was looking for a new experience.

I had other girlfriends after that of course, but they were safer, more conservative girls and I never mentioned what Bailey and I had done together to anyone.

The urge to wear panties though, that never went away.

*     *     *     *     *

“So you’ve been sneaking around jerking off in girls panties ever since.”

Cass said after listening to my story. It wasn’t a question and we both knew it. I flinched at the accusation contained in that short sentence. She was sitting on the bed, legs crossed, watching me with interest and I was still standing there naked. I just nodded my head.

“Too scared to tell anyone.”

Was that a question? Was there a note of pity in her voice?

“Obviously you’ve been using my panties since we got married. When did you get your dick in them first?”

It was a crude phrase and she was obviously needling me but she also seemed genuinely curious. I hesitated though because the answer was likely to anger her.

“After our fourth date.”

“The first time we slept together.”

She paused, trying to digest that information, her perception of my early courtship changing with what I had just told her. I nodded, it was too late for lies or deceptions now. I had to rely on honest to keep her.

“You stole my panties after you fucked me.”

Her voice grew louder as her anger began to build again.

“I… really wanted something of yours.”

As an excuse it sounded lame and Cass snorted in derision.

“You could have asked.”

“I didn’t want to lose you. I was already in love with you.”

That made her pause. I could see she was still angry but maybe not quite as angry. Her eyes shone with what looked like the beginning of tears.

“And after we married? You still couldn’t tell me? Still couldn’t trust me?”

The accusation hurt because it was true. I had been a coward, I hadn’t  trusted Cassandra enough to tell her the truth. I hadn’t believed that she could handle it.

“Show me.”

With those two words she tossed her panties towards me. I caught them, unthinking, and stared back at her. She didn’t say anything more, just sat there waiting and watching me.

I ran the material of the panties through my fingers, enjoying the feel of it. Cass’ stare was making me uncomfortable, but under the circumstances how could I deny her this? I lowered my hand to my cock.

I was hard already, I hadn’t noticed it consciously, though Cass obviously had, but telling her about my college years had excited me. I licked my lips, watching Cass as I expertly wrapped her panties around my cock and began jerking it.

The rough texture of the material added to the sensation of my hand moving up and down my shaft. The slightest pain along with the pleasure. Cass didn’t look away. She just sat there, her eyes focused on my hand and my cock as I stood there jerking off right in front of her. It felt good and shameful at the same time.

“Is this what you were going to do while I was away?”

There was an odd catch to her voice. A thickness that wasn’t usually there.  I nodded, but then felt compelled to be more honest.

“Eventually, after I had worn them for a while.”

Cass nodded as though she had expected that answer, her eyes were still locked on my crotch.

“Don’t stop.” She said.

I realized my hand wasn’t moving and started to stroke again. No matter the turmoil in my mind, my body knew exactly what it wanted to feel. My cock pulsed as her panties caressed it.

Cass leaned back against the pillows on the bed, watching. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking though she didn’t seem to be disgusted by my kink at least. My hand moved faster, stroking, squeezing and pleasuring myself in practiced motions.

“You’ve done this a lot. I can tell. Have you cum in all my panties.”

I nodded my answer, face flushed with embarrassment at confessing the extent of my perversion. My cock twitched and my hand squeezed it tighter.

“I watched the video you know.”

Her tone was almost conversational now. Like we were discussing something abstract over dinner. But her eyes never left my crotch, watching every movement of my hand. She licked her lips before continuing.

“Have you ever dressed up like that? You know, fully?”

I shook my head. My cock was demanding my attention. Making it harder to focus on what she was saying and give her coherent answers.

“Only underwear.”

My words were half gasp, half groan. I was close now, cock rock hard. My hand moving in a blur, eager to push me over the edge.

“Stop.”

The word was spoken quietly but it echoed around the room. I didn’t want to stop, I wanted to cum, but Cass was in charge right now, so I pulled my hand away, leaving her panties dangling off my erect prick. A smile curved across her face. I must look ridiculous I knew.

“Put them on.”

I didn’t hesitate, grabbing the panties and stepping into them, then pulling them up my legs and over my ass then forcing my hard cock into them.  Cassandra’s smile broadened as she watched me struggle with this.

“Since you like them so much you can wear them tonight.”

She nodded to herself with an air of satisfaction, her eyes focused on the bulge in the tiny panties.

“I’m still pissed at you you know. There’s going to have to be a punishment for lying to me.”

With that she slid off the bed and walked out the room. I stood there bemused and uncertain what to do next. My cock was calling for my attention, I’d been so close to coming.

“And don’t you fucking dare jerk off.” Cass yelled down the hallway.

*     *     *     *     *

By the time I woke the next morning Cass had already left for work. That was probably a good thing I thought, it would give her more time to cool down. Unlike Cass I had the luxury of working from home most days so I got to sleep in and didn’t have to worry about getting up early.

When I finally did roll out of bed, I peeled off the panties she had made me wear the night before and replaced them with a pair of plain boxers and a t-shirt. As punishments go, I thought, having to wear her thong was a pretty easy one. It wasn’t until I reached my “office”, essentially a corner of the living room where I had set up a small computer desk, that I realized the punishment was not over.

Lying directly on my keyboard was a tiny scrap of pink material. I felt my heart speed up as I looked at it, recognizing it immediately as a pink thong that Cass owned. There was no message with the underwear, but I knew what she expected me to do. I removed my boxers and slipped into the pink thong. Cass clearly hadn’t finished with me yet.

She didn’t mention the panties when she got home from work that evening, but I felt her eyes on me when I undressed that night and though it might have been my imagination I could feel her approval when she saw I was still wearing her thong. There was another pair of panties waiting on my keyboard the next morning. And the next. And the next. Not once did Cass mention them or ask me again about my fetish, but I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop and finally, two weeks later, it did.

I came home from one of my occasional visits to the office to find Cass sitting in her favorite chair, sipping a glass of wine and relaxing with my laptop open in front of her. She looked up at me briefly as I entered then returned to whatever she was doing on my computer.

“You have quite the porn stash.” She said, her voice sounding calm. “I didn’t know you were such a connoisseur.”

I felt my cheeks heat at the gentle dig, but just shrugged my shoulders. What’s the harm in a bit of porn now and then? She took a sip of her wine and closed the computer lid with a definitive snap.

“I’ve decided on your punishment.” She said.

I watched her nervously, but she seemed relaxed and there was no sign of the anger that had been there previously. If anything the wine had her in a mellow mood.

“Oh.” I responded, trying to sound non-committal.

She put the computer aside and stood to face me, her eyes sparkling with either alcohol or excitement, or both.

“We’re going to go shopping tomorrow.” She announced, a grin spreading across her face. “I’m tired of you stretching out my underwear and after what I’ve seen it’s clear you want to wear more than panties anyway.”

I licked my lips, not sure how she expected me to react. We were going to out in public and buy me women’s underwear? That could be so embarrassing, and yet exciting. Was this really a punishment or a reward, I couldn’t tell. Cass walked up to me, putting her arms around me and kissing my lips softly.

“And then my darling, I’m going to dress you up and you shall be the girl for the night. I’ve never been with a woman before.”

She pulled away, laughing at her own joke while I just stood there speechless. My brain couldn’t quite process everything she had said.

“You didn’t have any plans for Saturday did you?” She asked, her face a picture of mock innocence.

I shook my head. But she knew that of course. I could tell she had been planning this for a while, perhaps since she had found out about my obsession.

“I think this is going to be fun.” She said.

*     *     *     *     *

Although Cass had been telling me all week that she was taking me shopping, I didn’t truly believe it even when we entered the mall. Part of me figured she was just teasing me and when we actually got in front of the store she would back down.

But she walked through the mall like a woman on a mission, practically dragging me behind her as she headed for the clothes store she had in mind. The store catered for plus size women which, given my male build she informed me, would likely have better fitting stuff for me.

Even the act of stepping inside the store made me feel uncomfortable. It seemed as though everyone else in there was female and every single one of them was staring at me. I knew that couldn’t really be the case, but I couldn’t convince my body of that. Perhaps the feel of Cassandra’s thong tight against my crotch didn’t help either.

Cass kept a tight grip on my hand leading me into the store and towards the back where there was a large display of panties. I felt my cheeks begin to blush as we approached them, but Cass had much worse in mind for me. Reaching down she picked up one of the panties, purple boyshorts, and held them up against me.

“Oh I think you’d look so cute in these.” She said, making no effort to keep her voice down.

If the women in the store hadn’t been staring at me before, they certainly were now and if I’d been blushing before, now my cheeks were scarlet with embarrassment. Cass just grinned at me and then held up another pair of panties, these ones pastel pink.

“Or would you prefer these ones sweetie?” She asked

I wanted the ground to swallow me whole. I wanted to run from the store. I wanted to do anything to make this end. But I couldn’t. Cass had said she would punish me and now I had to take it.

“Can I help you?”

A sales assistant approached us with a professional smile fixed on her face. If she knew what was happening she wasn’t letting it show. She was a pretty girl in her early twenties if I had to guess. I glanced at Cass, not trusting myself to speak in this situation.

“Why yes I think you can.”

Cassandra’s smile was sweet and her words dripped like honeyed poison as she spoke them.

“I’m trying to decide which panties my husband would look best in.”

The sales girl coughed in surprise and her face flickered with confusion and then amusement as she processed what Cass had just told her. She looked at Cass for a moment then turned to stare at me, as though waiting for confirmation. I stared at the floor, waiting for my torment to end. When I didn’t respond she turned her attention back to Cass.

“Which ones were you thinking of?” She asked, apparently deciding to play along with my wife’s game.

The two women spent the next ten or fifteen minutes holding up various pairs of underwear and discussing their merits and what would suit me best. The conversation was loud and drew plenty of amused looks from other patrons in the store. All I could do was stand there blushing furiously.

“Perhaps you would like more than one pair?”

Cass suggested, when she finally turned her attention back to me. I didn’t answer, but the sales girl smirked at my discomfort.

“Why don’t I ring them all up for you?” She suggested clearly enjoying herself.

“Oh no, we’re not done. He needs bras to match his panties.”

Cass gave me a look of pure glee as her words dug the knife in even deeper. Would my humiliation ever end?

“Oh certainly.” The sales girl agreed. “Matching sets? He’ll look so lovely.”

Cheeks flaming, I stood there in the store the object of everyone’s ridicule and unable to stop or walk away from it. I lost track of time, it may only have been minutes but it felt like eternity. Finally though Cass lead me from the store a couple of hundred dollars poorer but the owner of a large selection of underwear. Finally, I thought, my ordeal was over.

I was wrong.

Cass lead me back to the car and then drove in silence. It was a few minutes before I realized that we weren’t going home. I turned to look at her, thinking to ask where we were going, but one look at the expression on her face silenced me. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I knew I wasn’t going to like it.

I sat in the passenger seat, fidgeting uncomfortably as Cass drove us into one of the seedier parts of the city and then parked the car in a strip mall. We sat there for a moment, the silence dragging out, then finally Cass spoke.

“We need one more thing so you can feel what it’s like to be the girl, just like your sissy porn videos.” She said, her voice a hiss. “I want you to go into that shop over there and buy me a strap on.”

My heart was beating so hard I could hear it thumping in my chest. She had chosen this deliberately to hurt me. She could have easily got what she needed online, but she wanted to humiliate me one more time. Would there ever be an end to this?

I almost refused, but Cass just sat there staring at me and I gave in. Perhaps it was the guilt I felt at having kept my secret from her for so long or maybe just a desperate need to have her forgive me. I pushed open the door of the car and climbed out, trudging towards the neon glow of the porn shop.

There weren’t many people inside the store at this time of day and all of them were male which suited me just fine. Shoulders hunched and keeping my head down as much as possible I walked to over to the part of the store that contained the sex toys. There were a variety of harnesses and dildos in all sorts of shapes and sizes. I didn’t really know what I was buying, I just knew I wanted something smallish because it was clear to me what Cass intended to do with it.

I grabbed one and moved hastily to the checkout. The man behind the counter glanced at my purchase and raised an eyebrow, but he didn’t say anything. I considered making up a story about buying it for some party or friend, but he wasn’t going to believe me. There’s only one reason a guy buys a strap on dildo. The thought that he knew what I was going to do later and that he would assume I wanted it burned in my gut as I handed over my credit card for him to ring up the sales.

“Thanks.” I muttered as I turned to leave.

“Enjoy.” He chuckled.

I returned to the car where Cass was waiting for me, her fingers drumming on the steering wheel with impatient energy.

“Did you get it?” She asked as I got back in.

I nodded, holding up the bag as proof that I had obeyed her instructions. She grinned, her eyes sparkling with sudden excitement and energy. Without waiting for me to buckle up, she started the car and pushed down on the gas, obviously eager to get home.

*     *     *     *     *

“Strip and put on your favorite pair.” Cass said as soon as we got home. “Your choice.”

She hadn’t said a word on the way, but I could tell from her posture that she was eager to get home and I could guess why. Now that she had got here she wasn’t going to waste any time.  I started to walk towards the bedroom holding the bag containing my new underwear, but she stopped me.

“No.” She said. “Change right here. You liked wearing my underwear out here didn’t you?”

I nodded, shoulders slumped and feeling defeated. Dropping the bag I started removing my clothes until all I was wearing was one of her thongs.

“Those come off too.” Cass said coldly. “You have your own panties now.”

I nodded again, pulling the thong down and stepping out of it. Cass watched me, head cocked slightly and still fully dressed. I knew what she wanted. I tipped out the bag of underwear and looked at it all. Despite the humiliation earlier Cass had picked well and I was torn on which set to wear.

Finally I picked a bright pink pair of lacy boy shorts and a matching bra. Cass snorted when she saw my choice. I glanced at her, cheeks coloring, but she didn’t make any further comment, just waited. So I slid the panties up my legs, pulling them tight against my crotch. It felt good and despite the situation my body betrayed me, my cock hardening slowly, a fact that was very obvious to Cass as she watched.

Next I fumbled with the bra. I had much less experience with these and it took me a while to get the strap fastened and the bra positioned correctly. Cass eyed me critically for a moment before finally speaking.

“You’re a very flat chested girl aren’t you?” The question was clearly rhetorical. “It’ll do for now. Get on your hands and knees.”

I knelt down, wondering as I did so exactly how this was going to work. Cass stood next to me, still dressed. I felt weak and vulnerable  on my knees at her feet like this. She nodded with satisfaction.

“Very good. You know how this works don’t you sissy? All those videos you jerked off to, you know what happens to the bitch.”  She leaned down so that she was closer to me her voice getting softer as she spoke. “And you’re my sissy bitch today.”

I didn’t speak, I just nodded, face red and cock twitching and pulsing in my new panties. Cass was playing in to all my secret fantasies whether deliberately or not. Before it had been about suffering through her punishment, now I was craving more.

Cass walked away. I could hear her footsteps but I couldn’t see her legs or feet any more. I kept my head down though and stayed on my hands and knees. She was right, I knew exactly what happened to bitches like me. So I just knelt there listening and waiting for Cassandra’s return. It wasn’t long before she walked back down the hall.

“Look at me bitch.”

Her voice was raspy, almost hoarse, there was an excitement in it I’d never heard before. I looked up and my mouth hung open. Cass was still wearing her jeans and t-shirt, but she had put the strap on harness on over her clothes and a dildo jutted from her crotch like an obscene threat. As she stood over me, one hand ran over the shaft of the dildo mock masturbating as she spread lubricant over the whole length of it.

“Ready.” She asked.

I nodded. I couldn’t speak. In my shame I couldn’t articulate my need, but I was primed for this, my body craving what would come next. Cass grinned, somehow knowing what I was feeling. She walked slowly round behind me and out of my sight.

I waited for her touch, my body tense and my nerves thrilling in anticipation. Even though I was expecting I jumped at the touch of her hands on my waist as she yanked my panties aside. Cassandra is normally a gentle lover, but this time she was different. This time I was the bitch and she was the man.

Her hands squeezed my ass then spread apart my ass cheeks with a rough efficiency as she placed the head of her cock directly against my asshole. She stopped then, not asking for a permission she knew had already been granted, but just to enjoy her control. And then she pushed forward.

It was a slow and steady pressure. Controlled and designed to achieve exactly what she wanted. I let my head fall forward, a soft moan slipping from my lips as her strap on penetrated my ass for the first time. Cass laughed when she heard me.

“This is what you’ve jerked off to isn’t it. This is what you wanted bitch.”

Her voice was rough and the words harsh but they weren’t fueled by anger now. There was desire in her voice too. She wanted this, maybe not as much as me, but she wanted to do this.

“Yes.”

I gasped out the word as her cock slid deeper into my ass, claiming me for the first time. It was true, I’d always wanted this, I just hadn’t believed I could get it and keep my wife.

Kneeling on the floor like this, wearing my own bra and panties, I felt more feminine than I ever had before. But it felt so slutty too, the way my cock throbbed and pulsed as she shoved deeper into me..

“It’s all inside you now.” She said. “How does that feel bitch?”

“Good.” I gasped out.

“Is it how you imagined when you were cumming in my panties?”

She pulled slowly out of me and to my shame I whimpered and pushed back against her, wanting to keep the strap on inside me. She laughed at that, teasing me by holding still so I could press back against her, only to pull back again.

“You’re every bit the slut those sissies in the videos are.”

She slammed into me to punctuate that statement and I groaned loudly, my cock throbbing in my panties.

“Cock deep in your boy pussy and just begging for more.”

She began to really fuck me then, a steady pistoning motion that sent waves of pleasure through my body, and made my limbs weak. I slumped forward, eager for more and unable to resist her anyway as she used me.

“Is this what if feels like for guys?” She wondered out loud, her words slow as her breathing grew heavy. “The feeling of power, of control. I like it.”

I couldn’t answer now, I was focused on her cock in my ass, my own cock pulsing and throbbing. I wanted more, needed her to fuck me harder and faster. Cass was only too happy to oblige, clearly getting off mentally on what she was doing.

As she got more into it her movements became wilder, harder, whatever concern for me she had brushed aside by her own excitement. I whimpered and moaned, feeling like nothing more than her bitch to use and loving the sensation.

My orgasm when it came was both inevitable and a surprise. It had been building since the moment I had felt the tip of her strap on enter my ass, but part of me had been fighting it, not wanting this to end. As her cock hammered into my ass again and again I tried to hold back, to hold on. Until I couldn’t any more.

She felt it the moment the first spurt of cum coated my panties. Maybe it was the whimpering sound I made or maybe the way my muscles spasmed, but she knew and slowed her movements, teasing all of the cum out of me until my thong was coated with my seed. Then, when I was done she eased out of me and got to her feet.

I collapsed on the ground and rolled over onto my back to look up at her, panting for breath. Cassandra’s chest was heaving too as I looked up at her and the way her nipples were poking through her t-shirt showed how much she had enjoyed it.

Her eyes flicked to the damp patch in my thong and she smirked. I felt my cheeks flush again with shame, but I was too spent to do or say anything, just looking up at her, that strap on, the cock that had been in my ass, jutting out from her waist.

“I can see you enjoyed that, and since you’ve spent all that money on clothes I think we should make it a regular thing.” She said.

I nodded at my wife, knowing our marriage had now changed forever.
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An arrogant boss receives a lesson in what it’s like to be a woman from his female employees.

It’s humiliating being made to dress in a sexy skirt and parade around for the warehouse crew to leer and and grope.
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Maybe it was a mistake to take the bet his wife made him? Because when he loses he has to spend the week as her pretty sissy maid. And now Claire is ready to explore every one of his secret sissy fantasies. The ones he didn’t know she even knew about.
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Now that she knows what he did she wants them back and she plans on making him pay for his perverted desires.
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Twelve sizzling femdom stories in one boxed set! The Complete Femdom Fantasies features BDSM, erotic humiliation, cuckolding, creamy delights, pegging and gay encouragement.
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● Made to Wear the Brat’s Panties (A Panty Thief’s Sissy Training and Humiliation) - James should never have stolen Samantha’s panties. Now that she knows what he did she wants them back and she plans on making him pay for his perverted desires.

● Begging for More - 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.

●  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?

● Sissy Maid Pansy - Maybe it was a mistake to take the bet his wife made him? Because when he loses he has to spend the week as her pretty sissy maid. And now Claire is ready to explore every one of his secret sissy fantasies. The ones he didn’t know she even knew about.

And eight more freaky femdom tales guaranteed to heat you up. Cuckolding, humiliation, sissification, creampie eating, forced gay humiliation and many more femdom kinks satisfied!
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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?
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This steamy box set features three stories of conflicted first time gay passion. Men who have always considered themselves straight find their preconceptions challenged and their minds tempted by new thoughts as women encourage them to explore their other side.

If they give in to their fantasies what will happen?

	He Sampled Her Boyfriend  - Sean’s always been a normal, straight-laced guy, into girls and beer. His friend Anna has a wild side though. When they end up drunk and watching porn together, she notices how much attention he’s paying to the guys in the video. Is he a little curious? 
	My Wife Turned Me Gay  - Dan’s wife Marissa has a fantasy involving two guys and she wants to see it happen. What starts out as a bit of rear end teasing becomes much more serious when she brings her ex Logan into the mix. Dan’s never done anything with guys before and he’s not sure he wants to, but things with Marissa are so hot that she can get him to agree to just about anything. Including Logan. 
	Going Gay for Gina - Roger worships the bartender Gina from a distance. He can’t stop looking at her curvaceous body and ample chest. He should go home to his wife, but he can’t stop coming to the bar to talk to her.  Gina takes full advantage, flirting with him to get better tips, but when she hooks up with another bartender, Alex, things change. Alex is looking for more than Gina wants to give up and she needs someone to do it for her.  Can she persuade Roger to give it up in her place? Will he go gay for her? 
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