

Forced to Wear Her Panties

by

Sissy Husband

“You’re not going to watch football tonight,” my wife said as she tapped the table with her flogging cane.  “Instead, you’re going to put on a pair of my soiled panties and do housework.”

“But, dear,” I said with a quivering voice, “my friends are coming over tonight!”

“I know,” she said with an icy smile.  “They’re going to fuck me while you watch.” 

I felt the last shreds of my dignity die as I hung my head in defeat.  “Yes, dear,” I said.  Then I went to the laundry room to find my attire for the evening.

You may be wondering how a man could become as degraded and humiliated as me.   It all began a year ago, when I met my wife Louise at a singles bar.  From the moment I walked in the door I was drawn to her.  She sat perched on a stool drinking a Bloody Mary, a tall African-American beauty with light caramel skin and a lean yet voluptuous body.  Her hair was arranged nicely around her shoulders.

She wore a red top with a plunging neckline and a short gray skirt that went well up her thighs.  It was the cool, sexy look of a lady who feels no need to hide her assets.

Her long legs were adorned with fishnet stockings; they were crossed.  Her shoes were red pumps, the platform kind that give a woman’s calves such a delicious curve.  I was instantly aroused.

“May I sit here?” I asked her as I approached, pointing to the stool next to hers.  She glanced at me and shrugged.  “Whatever,” she said, “so long as you buy me a drink.”  

“Of course,” I said, motioning to the barkeeper.  “My name is Sam, by the way,” I continued, smiling at her.

She smiled back, which I took as an encouraging sign.  “Hello, Samantha,” she said.

“Sam,” I said, gently correcting her.  “My name is Sam.  Samantha is a woman’s name.”

“Exactly,” she replied as a wicked gleam showed in her eyes.

She told me her name after a couple of drinks and an hour’s worth of conversation.  I found out that she worked as a sales rep for a large pharmaceutical firm, that she liked jewelry and red sports cars, and that she was bossy and domineering.  I had never met a woman like her before, and I found myself drawn to her strength and take-no-shit attitude.  

I asked her to have dinner with me during the coming weekend.  She never actually said “yes.”  She simply told me the name of the bistro she preferred.  “Be there at 7 sharp on Saturday night,” she said.  “And bring your credit cards.”

I discovered just what the term “high maintenance woman” means during and after our date.  I soon found myself buying Louise everything she demanded, even though it put quite a strain on my budget.  I’m a software developer, which pays well but isn’t exactly a road to riches. Nonetheless I was so consumed with this fierce, beautiful woman that I was unable to tell her “no.”  As our relationship developed she became increasingly demanding, which simply turned me on more.  So I kept spending money on her just to ensure she stayed with me.

I got my first hint of her plans for me about a month after we started seeing each other.  We were making out in her bedroom.  She had me pinned down to the mattress and was kissing me so hard that her teeth were digging into my lips.  I sensed the salty taste of my own blood and tried to break free.  But that only made her grip my arms harder.  Luckily I was able to breathe through my nose; otherwise she would have suffocated me.

A thin trickle began to flow from my ruptured lower lip.  She swirled her tongue around my mouth, licking up every drop of my life-liquids.  Then, with a sudden motion, she broke the kiss and looked down at me, her legs straddled across my torso.  Once more she smiled.  

“You do good work with your mouth, Samantha,” she said.  “You might be worth keeping around after all.”

“Th-thank you,” I said, gasping for air as I looked up at the magnificent Nubian queen who had taken control of my life.

She placed her hands on my chest and pushed herself off of me, falling on her back as she did so.  She was wearing a microscopic skirt and no panties, and she spread her luscious legs wide. Musky juices were dripping from her pussy.  Reaching between her legs with her fingers, she revealed to me the pink folds of her inner sex.  I felt my raging hard-on turn into a skyscraper as blood rushed from my face and into my organ.

“Eat me, Samantha,” she said.  “Suck my clitty with that girly mouth of yours.”

My mind was reeling from the intensity of the moment, but I managed to stammer out the words, “yes mam – gladly” as I maneuvered into position.  I was just about to plunge into the task when she grabbed a handful of my hair.  Yanking my head backwards, she gave me a vicious look as she said, “not just yet.”

My thoughts swirled with confusion and a little anger at being denied access to her inner regions.  But I was so worked up that I dared not risk offending her.  So I simply said, “Yes?” in a meek, tiny voice.

Her eyes darted to the doorway.  “Go to the laundry room and find a pair of my soiled panties.  Then put them on and come back.”

“Ummm…” I said, unnerved and surprised at her unusual demand.  But I saw her features turn hard as stone, which made any desire I had to argue dissolve into utter submission.   So I quietly slid out of bed and did as she ordered.  I was naked, so I would not have to disrobe.

Fishing through her items, I found a pair of pink satin undies, ones with the telltale signs of being recently worn.  I began to slide them up my leg.  I can’t describe how I felt in that moment, with that silky fabric against my body.  The rush of hormones through my brain was so intense that I nearly fainted right there on the spot.  

Grabbing the side of the dryer to steady myself, I staggered back to the bedroom.  Fortunately I am very slender, so her panties fit me well enough.

When I re-entered the boudoir, Louise had changed her position.  She stood in in the center of the room, wearing nothing but her usual fishnets and a pair of black high heel shoes.  She grinned when she saw me return. 

“Good girl,” she said to me.  “Now get on your knees and eat my pussy like the dirty lesbian slut you are.”

At any other time I might have objected to being compared to a homosexual.  But I was so insanely horny that I could only do as she said.  I fell to my knees in front of her, my knees bruising from the pressure of the hardwood tiles against my tender, yielding flesh.   

Then I buried my face in between her legs, lapping and sucking at her giant clit.  She bent at the knees and shoved my mouth deeper into her cunt.  Soon I felt her on me like a rider on a horse.  

Her grip on the back of my head blocked my nose, and my mind started sending out distress signals as my brain screamed for oxygen.  I tried to pull away, but that only made her grind my features into her sex harder.  “Keep working!” she screamed.  “I’ll smother you if you don’t make me cum!”

My vision turned red as I almost swooned, but I kept pleasuring Louise, flicking my tongue over her clit and suckling her with my lips.  This seemed to go on forever.  Then, with a mighty thrust, she shoved my head away from her, sending me flying backwards.  The back of my skull struck the floor hard, almost knocking me cold.  But I stayed awake long enough to suck huge quantities of air into my starving lungs.

The last thing I remember before passing out was Louise, towering over me like an ebony goddess as her supple form writhed with orgasm.  I knew in that moment that I would be her property for the rest of my days…

The events I just described happened 12 months ago.  Louise and I are now married.  She wore a $5,000.00 designer outfit I had just bought her for the ceremony.  I, on the other hand, was dressed only in a pair of red silk panties.  Fortunately, the chapels in Vegas are very open-minded.  

I now work as her unpaid housekeeper and sex slave.  I still hold down my job as a software developer. But that is all about to change.  Louise is starting a website devoted to submissive men with controlling wives, and I am to be one of the models.  She will film me sucking cock, cleaning dishes, and screaming as she canes me.  

My body is covered with welts and bruises, and my genitals have been kicked so many times that they’re numb. Plus, I can’t get hard anymore; I think she injected a drug into me that is feminizing my body.  I’m even growing boobs!  

Still, I would trade nothing for my beloved Mistress Louise, and for the privilege of wearing her soiled panties as I serve her.  I am yours forever, my queen.
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