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I’m Wearing My Wife’s Panties

Dominated by Her Beautiful Boss

A True Sex Story

By Chris Damenslip

––––––––

If you want to know all my secrets, get me drunk at a party.  I become real loose-lipped when I’ve had a few.  Suddenly all the stuff I’m so ashamed of sober seems really funny.  And I want everyone to know.

Like the other week we were at the worst kind of party: a dinner party.  And not just any dinner party: a dinner party at my wife’s boss’s house.  You’ve got to be kidding me, right?  Who wants to spend a Friday night schmoozing with Cruella and the boyfriend she probably bought on a beach in Belize? Not that the guy wasn’t good-looking (yeah, I notice these things), but he was way too hot for Cruella.

I shouldn’t call her Cruella, even if she has got a mean streak.  Actually, she’s got a premature streak of white hair too, so Cruella’s a fitting label, but her name’s actually Damiana.  And I shouldn’t act like she’s not an attractive woman.  She’s got that straight-laced dominatrix vibe going for her. Every time I’ve seen her at my wife’s work functions, she’s always been wearing a suit that looks like it’s from the forties because the waist is really small and the bust is really big. Or maybe that’s just her body—a perfect hourglass with nice-sized hips and a great curvaceous ass.

So we went to Damiana’s house for dinner and, first off, it’s in one of those frou frou neighbourhoods.  Second of all, the place is palatial. We’re walking into a mansion carrying a cheap bottle of wine, and all I can think is, “What are we doing here? Who’d want to have dinner with us?” 

Marco opened the door. At first, I wasn’t sure if this guy was Damiana’s butler or what. Like I said, he’s a lot younger than she is. But I didn’t want to ask, and when Damiana put her arm around him and kissed his cheek, I sort of got the message.

I’ll say this much: she’s a very gracious woman, my wife’s boss.  She gurgled over our crappy wine and complimented our clothes and made us feel really at home. So that was good, at least.

While my wife and her boss talked shop, Marco asked me to help him in the kitchen. I was kind of surprised Damiana didn’t have a cook. She was obviously loaded.  Or maybe cooking was part of Marco’s daily chores list.  He certainly had a flair for it.  He made these marinated chicken parcels wrapped in some kind of greenery with tiny matchstick carrots and this peanut sauce I could have guzzled from a hose.  

Everything he’d prepared was delicious, and the more I drank with dinner, the more I kind of bragged to my wife and her boss about the stuff I’d helped with in the kitchen. My wife started giving me that “watch what you say” glare, but with more wine came fewer inhibitions... until, for some unknown reason, I said, “Hey, guess what? I’m wearing my wife’s panties!”

My wife (whose name I won’t disclose because she’d die of embarrassment) just about died of embarrassment.  Her head collapsed into her hands and she let out this groan that sounded like, “Kill me now!”

But Damiana and Marco didn’t seem embarrassed in the least. They each had a different reaction, but both reactions struck me as intrigued.  Damiana’s eyebrow arched and she tilted her head, opening her whole body to me.  She seemed aroused by what I’d said.

Marco, on the other hand, looked to Damiana for guidance.  When he saw the sparkle in her eye, he smiled and bounced in his seat, like a kid who’d just been told there was ice cream for dessert.

“Your wife’s panties?” Damiana said. “How very sensual. May I see them, please?”

“Yes, show them!” Marco joined in.

My wife groaned louder. Her head remained buried in her hands.

“Did she not know about this?” Damiana asked me.

I said, “She sure did. It was her idea in the first place.”

“Oh God!” My wife slumped in her chair.

“It was HER idea?” Damiana said, looking at my wife.  “How very interesting.”

“Yeah, she didn’t like my ratty old jockey shorts.”

When my wife finally looked at me, it was to say, “You’d had them since before we were married. They were full of holes!”

“Most wives would have simply bought their husbands a new pair,” Damiana interjected.  “But not you?”

I think my wife had momentarily forgotten where we were, because when she met her boss’s gaze, she sort of said, “Eep!”

“Tell her all about it!” I encouraged my wife.

“Yes, tell her!” said Marco from across the table.

But Damiana had other plans for him.  She pointed to the ceiling and said, “Go upstairs.”

His expression fell, and he said, “But I want to hear the story.”

“I will tell you later,” Damiana said.  “Right now you go upstairs and find a pair of my panties to wear. Put them on and then come down to show us.”

You’d have thought he’d be taken aback, but Marco beamed.  He said, “Yes, Ma’am!” and he was outta there.

My wife hugged herself, moaning, “ohgodohgodohgodohgod...”

“Well, it all started a couple years ago when she took a more commanding role in the bedroom.”

Damiana reached across the table, not that she could quite touch my wife, and said, “I knew we had something in common.”

“...ohgodohgodohgodohgod...”

“Oh, so you’re the same way?” I asked my wife’s boss, with complete nonchalance.  “Yeah, I got that vibe from you.”

Leaning back in her chair, Damiana said, “Then you will know not to talk back when I tell you to remove all your clothing—except the panties, of course.”

“Uhh... sure,” I said.  “If it’s okay with my wife.  I kind of belong to her, if you know what I mean.”

“I know precisely what you mean,” Damiana replied, flashing a canine smile.  

With a flick of the wrist, my wife said, “Do what you want with him. He’s yours for the night.”

“Anything she wants?” I asked.

My wife shrugged.  “She’s the boss.”

Wow!  My wife had been in charge for so long.  Now her boss was my boss?  This was about to get wild.

“Should I strip?” I asked.

“Yes,” they both said.

Damiana added, “And tell me how it started.”

“Oh.”  I rose out of my chair, then pushed it back against the wall so I could lay my clothes across it.  As I unbuttoned my top, I told my wife’s boss, “I used to have all this crappy old underwear until one day I came home and she was burning it in the fireplace.  Smelled like... well, it didn’t smell great.  Hehe.  When I asked what I was supposed to wear under my pants, I thought she’d say I had to go commando. Whoa, I would not have been comfortable with that, but I would have done it... if she told me to.”

“Ahh,” Damiana said with a smile.  “You are a good little boy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”  I shrugged off my top and folded it neatly.

Damiana pressed both hands to her chest and said to my wife, “Ah! He is so neat! You are very lucky.”

“It took years of training to get to this point,” my wife replied.

And that was true.  I used to just undo my pants, let them fall to the floor, and step right out of them.  Now I knew to hold onto the waist and lower them to my feet, step out, and in this case drape them across a chair in her boss’s dining room.

I took off my socks, too. My wife hates it when I’m down to her underwear and I still have my socks on.

Damiana sat very straight and stared unapologetically at the bulge in my panties—or maybe at the panties themselves.  Hard to say.

She then asked, “These belong to your wife?  She did not buy them especially for you?”

“No,” I said. “But she used to weigh a bit more than she does now. That was before you worked together, I think.”

“They’re my fat panties,” my wife grumbled.  “To tell the truth, they look better on him.”

Damiana applauded me appreciatively, even though I hadn’t really done anything. Still, the positive feedback felt good.  Then she said to my wife, “You’ve obviously kept your husband well in check, so don’t be shy. Show him who is boss.”

My wife looked at Damiana meaningfully, and said, “You are, tonight.”

I was so used to my wife being in control, and now she was handing that control over to her boss?  It was exciting, being passed around from one capable set of hands to another.

After thanking my wife for the use of... well, me... Damiana hooked her finger in a come-hither motion.  “Come close, Christopher.”

“Okay...”

When I was close enough, she asked, “Does your wife ever spank you?”

“Only if he’s been naughty,” my wife cut in.  “But he’s been so good lately. I can’t remember the last time he received a spanking.”

Patting her lap, Damiana said, “It will be tonight.”

I wished I’d taken a few more sips of wine before stripping. Suddenly I felt too sober for my own good.

As I spread myself across Damiana’s lap, she said to my wife, “Ooh, I can feel his little man against my thigh.”

“It won’t be so little once you start spanking him,” my wife assured her boss.

I started feeling claustrophobic once I realized my head was under the dining room table. It was dark down there. Also, if Damiana’s spankings really stung I might arch up and hit my head. 

Damn. I’d have to be careful.

She traced her palm around my ass, cooing, “Oooh, your wife’s panties fit you so snugly.”

That was true. They clung to my butt and dug in at the thighs and around my waist. The elastic really strangled my flesh, and I sometimes worried it would cut off the circulation to my legs, but that hadn’t happened yet.

I could feel Damiana’s hand moving across the slippery surface of my wife’s stretchy purple panties.  My favorites were the ones with fabric like this: silky, but stretchy too. I also liked the lace ones. Cotton were okay, but once you’ve tried on a pair of silky-satiny panties they’re all you ever want.

And when a woman like Damiana rubs your ass while your wife looks on...?  Let’s just say my “little man” was getting harder by the second.

Just when I started to relax and enjoy the butt massage, Damiana lifted her hand from my ass and brought it down just as swiftly. 

I screamed, and I struggled not to bang my head on the underside of the table.  Either it had been a while since my wife spanked me and I just didn’t remember how much it stung, or Damiana was much stronger.  All the muscles in my legs cramped up, and my thighs shuddered like they could beat out the pain.

“Did I hurt you?” Damiana asked, in a voice that made me think she hoped the answer was yes.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I replied.  “Please... do it again.”

Her palm came down hard.  When her hand connected with my wife’s panties, the cruel sound that filled the room reminded me of wet sheets flapping in a fierce wind.  

Strange, where the mind goes in moments like
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