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Caught in my Girlfriends Panties 

∞∞∞

Have you ever tried on a cute pair of panties before? Some nice blue ones, maybe, maybe even racy lace. I can't get enough of it, I can't get enough of putting my girlfriends' clothes on when she's not home. The touch of a silk nightgown against my skin, the way it perches on top of my erect cock. How delicate I feel in a pleated skirt and crop top, my whole being changes when I'm in her clothes. I guess it's true what they say about wearing the emperor's clothes.

Practicing all sorts of poses in the mirror I twist and contort, stick my ass out and curve my back. Standing up I pivot on one foot, turn to my side, I grab my ass cheek as though I'm being manhandled, I pull at it, I imagine what it must be to be groped and taken, to be lusted over like a gorgeous little bimbo.

I'm wearing a red silk thong of hers, my cock is tucked away in the triangular front; it feels like so good, why don't men get to wear such smooth delicate fabrics to caress our skin? I feel so dainty, so naughty. The g-string is slid through my ass cheeks, I feel so vulnerably naked when I'm in these and it feels incredible, the g-string giving my asshole a light massage, the shape of the thong accentuating my hips when I pull them up.

I've never felt like a manly man, I've never been a jock or a football player. I never really knew what I wanted to be until I started wearing Ellie's clothes one day. Why did I start wearing them? Truthfully, I have no idea. It just sprung into my mind, and before long, my cock was sprung at the experience, and now I'm strung out on the high of being a little slut. Performing for myself in her bedroom mirror

"You're a dirty little girl," I tell myself, imagining someone saying it to me. On my knees I slide my little cock out of the front of the silk g-string and start stroking, pinching my nipples with my other hand. Watching myself in the mirror I don't think that I look particularly manly, I think I pass as an itty-bitty-titty girl quite well. I have shoulder length brunette hair and a soft face. I turn around still on my knees, I push them out, keeping my toes together still, and put my palms forward to rest on, I look over my shoulder and feel the precum drip out of my cock at the sight.

Fuck I make such a good girl.

My waist is skinny, I arch my lower back to accentuate just how skinny it is, the effect being my pushed out ass creating the shape of female curves. I bring my chest down to the ground with my head pressed against it. I imagine that there's some man behind me, he's squeezing my ass cheeks as I present them in the air like a cat in heat, he's toying with my hole; and most importantly, his cock is rock fucking hard for me.

That's what I want, I want to be a good performer. I want to be a good girl. I want to know I can turn a big fucking cock on, make it rock solid, make it so hard that the possessor can not resist stroking it to the sight of me being a dirty girl.

Do you know what I mean? It can just be so tiring trying to be a boy all the time. Why must I stand a certain way, sit a certain way, act a certain way, talk a certain way? It's all a performance, and fuck do I love performing.

I want a man to make a girl of me.

I start jerking my cock. The imaginary man behind me is pulling my g-string to the side and slapping his big huge dick against my asshole, spreading my asscheeks with the other hand.

"Yeah, you're a dirty little girl. Mm, look at that ass, that little waist." I moan to myself, pretending it's the imaginary man behind me. My asshole is winking and loosening, desperate to be entered. I suck on my fingers and spit on them and then reach behind, massaging my asshole gently as I play with my cock. I slide a finger in, fuck it feels so good. Jerking harder and faster I picture myself being fucked from behind, his hands are on my little waist, he's telling me what a cute little sissy I am. He's making use of me. I always knew my little frame, my wider-than-most hips, my long hair, my little cock, I always knew it was with good reason.

Ever since I’ve been trying Ellie’s clothes on I feel like I’ve unlocked another version of myself. A version that walks elegantly, one that likes to wear her silk nightgowns and just squirm about in bed feeling the fabric against my skin. I don’t want to groan and grunt, I want to softly moan and squeak.

And that's exactly what I do as I feel climax reaching me, my finger in my ass and my cheek pressed against the floor, I arch my back as much as I possibly can; I like to feel like I'm in the sluttiest girly position possible as I shoot my loads.

"Fuck me, yes, cum you little sissy slut. You're such a good little whore. Yes, I'm going to cum." My imaginary man is cumming deep into my ass as I cum all over my hand and Ellie's little silk panties.

Fuck, that’s an amazing feeling. I take off the silk g-string and bury it at the bottom of the washing, it’s my turn to do washing this week and I’m going to do it tomorrow, she’ll never know.

Feeling exhausted but not yet wanting to return to my normality I put on a comfortably little pair of pink panties and a lace crop top that Ellie wears to bed. Her bed is so soft, silk covers and full of pink plushies and teddies. I squirm around in and enjoy the comfort, enjoy the release of being a girl for a while, whilst I'm alone. She works late at a restaurant and won't be back until around 11 pm, although I'm fairly sure her father will be home somewhen in the next few hours, but I have time. I've never been caught and don't plan to.

I can’t help but to run my hand all over my body whilst in her bed, I feel so free, so feminine. The sensation of little panties in my ass cheeks and with my cock tucked in is so much different than any men’s underwear, it truly is a treat. I lay and picture myself with men, the different kinds of men I would want to be with. The different outfits I could wear, seducing them, fucking them, loving them. Or maybe I can come out to Ellie and be one of the girls as well as her boyfriend, I would love to dress up with her.

It must be around 5 pm, the light outside is dimming through the curtains and I feel sleepiness coming on after the exhaustion of my fantastic wank session.

I’ll close my eyes for just a moment.

###




FUCK, that’s her Dad, he’s a real hardass, even makes me call him Mr. Jones. How long did I fall asleep for? I scamper to get up, I need to get dressed, put my own clothes on. He can’t find me like this!

Stood in a panic in the middle of the room I quickly realize I should have just stayed under the covers, pretended to be asleep and waited until I could feel safe he wouldn't check into the room. Mr. Jones always comes to say hello, he's never sure of anyone's schedules or who's home when.

So why the fuck am I stood here like a deer in headlights?

It’s too late, There it is, his signature three light taps of the knuckle on the door.

“Anyone home? I’m coming in.”

The door handle turns, the door begins opening. Why am I standing here like I'm frozen? Fuck, because I am frozen, I've never panicked like this before. Right before the door is fully opened and he enters the room I suddenly regain my senses and run for the bed to get under the covers, but it's too late.

“What the fuck is going on?” He doesn’t shout it, but he doesn’t say it calmly either. There’s a mixture of confusion, anger, and disbelief. All breath leaves me as I turn around to face my consequences. “Are those? Is that? Are you fucking serious George? Those are Ellie’s aren’t they.”

"Yes, sir." I hang on my head. Here I stand in a pair of little pink panties, my cock tucked inside, the little bulge pushing out the text that says 'Princess' on the front of them. A small lace-line crop-top that Ellie quite often wears to bed shows quite how small and dainty I am, I never wash a big boy and girls' clothing really accentuates that, it fits me so well. I feel so feminine and helpless in front of Mr. Jones.

“Go to the front room, right fucking now.” It takes a moment to register his words, surely he doesn’t want me to leave the room like this? I assume he would want me to get dressed first.

“Yes, Mr. Jones, sir. I’m sorry okay, I ju-”

“I don’t want to hear any excuses, look at you, like a little fucking slut. What were you waiting for, the class jock to turn up and climb through the window and make your teen girl dreams come true? For fuck’s sake, George. Now go to the front fucking room.”

“Yes, sir.” I go to get my own clothes but he tells me not to bother, and to move my ass as it is. He follows me down the hallway to the front room.

"Tight little ass in those panties haven't you? Feel like a naughty girl walking through the hallway in them, do you? Is that what you wanted?"

Well actually, kind of. A part of me feels the excitement in my little panties walking through the house, his eyes on me. Though reality snaps back and I realize I'm about to get the punishment from hell; I've been watching too much porn if I think this goes any other way.

He sits in his large armchair and orders me to stand in front of him, I do. I assume he's trying to embarrass me, but at this point it's difficult to feel embarrassed, I'm just rolling with the punches.

“Turn around, twirl for me. Like a good little girl.” I do as he tells me, doing a little spin on the spot. “Ellie’s clothes fit you well it turns out, don’t they? A really little girl you are. Well, if that’s how you want to be then I will treat you as such. Bend over my knee now, I’m going to spank some fucking sense into you.

Oh my god. What if this turns me on? I mean, in a normal situation, if I was in normal clothing, this would all be a bit strange. But whilst I'm wearing girly panties and clothes none of this feels, well, normal or every day. I feel different,

I bend over my knee and the sensation of being so small and vulnerable strikes me again. Mr. Jones is a big man, he rests his palm lightly on my ass cheek as though resting a finger on a trigger before firing and I’m alerted to how large a hand he has compared to my little body.

“Act like a naughty little slut, get punished like a naughty little slut.” His hand raises, and,

SPANK

His hand comes down hard and I feel my ass cheek redden.

“You’re a filthy little fucker. You want to play around and act like a little slut then you will be treated like one. A little slut, that’s what you are. What are you?”

SPANK

His hand comes down again before I can answer, I feel the warmth of my reddening ass again.

“I’m a little slut, Mr. Jones, sir.”

Fuck, does he have any idea that I enjoy saying that? Why else would I be in those little panties, I want to be a little slut. I close my eyes ready for the next spank, I’m beginning to enjoy the situation and know I have to try my hardest to not let on, a moan could so easily slip out of my mouth whilst I am bent over his knee, dressed like a slutty girl, having my ass spanked.

SPANK

There it is, fuck. I nearly moaned, I disguised it as a gasp, it was a gasp of pleasure but hopefully, he can't tell. Who knows what will happen to me if he realizes I enjoy this punishment? Spank me again Daddy.

SPANK

His hand comes down on me and this time I let out a little moan. Shit. He pauses before speaking, clearly trying to figure out what just happened.

"Oh you little slut, you're enjoying this, aren't you? You really are such a little sissy. I should have known, ever since Stacey first brought you home I thought there was something different about you."

SPANK

I let out an even bigger moan, there’s no point pretending.

“Mmm, you like that, don’t you?”

Wait, what? That's when I realize, he's hard! There's a large solid bulge puking into me through his trousers, he's enjoying this just as much as I am! I move my arm, a small nudge to see if I can feel whether that really is his cock or not, I'm certain it is. And it really is hard as a fucking rock!

“Well since you like this punishment so much then maybe I will have to punish your sissy ass another way.”

Is he going to fuck me?

“Get up.”

Wait, maybe I can get myself out of this? I have no idea if he wants to fuck me, but his cock says he does. I stand up but then get on my knees in front of him.

“Mr. Jones.”

“What are you doing George?”

I look up at him with doll-like fuck me eyes and reach a hand forward to rub his cock through his pants. "Do I make a good girl? A pretty girl? You did say that I'm going to dress like a slut then I should get punished like a slut, what if I dress like a slut then that means I am a slut and what if I act like a slut?"

I feel his cock twitch and hold back a smile. It’s working. Only one problem, I’ve never even sucked a cock before, I have no idea what I’m doing! But that’s kind of exciting too.

He smiles at me, some sort of sinister, knowing smile, a smile I can’t place my finger on. Did he plan for this?

"Like I said George, I always knew something was different about you when Ellie brought you home. Or should I be calling you Georgie? And yes, you do have a tight little ass, watching those panties ride between your ass cheeks as you walked down the hallway was tempting." He reaches a hand out and places a big thumb in my mouth, I suck it as obediently and diligently. "You are a cock-hungry sissy, aren't you? Does Ellie know this about you?"

"She knows what she has to know," I reply, as do you, Mr. Jones.

I unbutton and unzip his pants and whip his cock out, it’s thick and heavy, nothing like my cute little girl-dick that can tuck away in panties. This is a real cock. I always did wonder, in all my years of masturbating, what it would be like to look down and hold a thick, veiny, big-tipped, masculine cock like this in my hands. I guess I know now, it feels powerful, it feels so large in my small hands, it feels like a weapon. I start stroking it and I’m blown away by how much there is to stroke, it’s so much more fun like this!

“Mr. Jones. Your cock is massive.”

“Call me Daddy from here, George.” He tells me, “You’re never marrying my daughter so it’ll be your only ever opportunity.” He adds with a laugh,

“Yes, Daddy.” I’ve never called a man that before and the submissiveness of it surges through me, I feel like such a naughty slut.

I lean forward and put the tip in my mouth, it's so large in there. But so smooth too, I spread precum around it along with my saliva and marvel at the fantastic feeling of my tongue on the head of his cock. I try to picture the times I've had my cock sucked, what made it good and how I can emulate that; but no girl ever had so much to work with when sucking my cock! My hand instinctively starts stroking the shaft whilst my tongue works his head. This seems to work as he throws his head back and moans.

"Fuck, that's good. You naughty little fucking whore. I can't believe my daughters' boyfriend is sucking my cock, such a sissy boy. Maybe we should keep you around."

I smile, it feels good to be praised and told I’m doing a good job.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

"But why don't you try to go a bit deeper now." It's more of a statement, or an order, than a question. Backed up by his hands which take the back of my head and push down, "Open wide, no teeth." I open as wide as I can and he presses my head down until the tip of his cock is pressed against the back of my throat. I can feel it twitch, I feel precum drip out, though that maybe my saliva dripping, it's hard to tell like this, it all combines, bodily fluids and liquids. He pulls my head back up and I gasp for air at the top, realizing that I didn't breath whilst he was deep in my mouth.

“You amateur,” he laughs, “don’t forget to breathe. You have a nose you know.”

I can do this. I want to prove him wrong, I can be a professional sissy slut. I take his cock in both hands and without needing any prompting or pushing from him I open my mouth as wide as I can and engorge his cock in my wet slobbering mouth. Even when the tip is pressed firmly against my throat I try my best to go deeper, as deep as I can. My gag reflex threatens to trigger but I try with every bit of self-control I can to restrain it. I look up with determined eyes and catch his gaze, he looks shocked.

“Fuck me.” He moans. “Fucking hell, you fucking slut.”

I moan freely, making as much noise as possible whilst my mouth is filled with big Daddy cock. I can feel the precum leaking from me into Ellie's panties and I arch my back, imagining someone was behind me fucking my tight little sissy hole whilst my mouth is full of cock.

Still, I try to take it deeper, proving to him I can be the best little cock sucker. My eyes are red and watering, saliva is dripping from my mouth onto his pants, leaving little wet dark spots. I keep moaning, I can't stop. My whole body is screaming to be fucked and adrenaline is pulsing through me.

Turns out I make a great girl.

Finally, I pull his cock out of my mouth and with it comes a sloppy concoction of saliva and precum, I use it to jerk his cock and enjoy the wet and moist sound.

“Did I do good, Daddy?”

“I think you know you did.”

“Will you use me?”

I think it's safe to say there's no way that he will punish me the traditional way now, he won't tell anyone that this has happened, this is our secret now. So why wouldn't he fuck me? He doesn't reply to me but instead, he puts a hand on my throat and stands up, bringing me with him. I feel so small and weak, it's so exhilarating.

Standing here in my girlfriend's parents' front room, his big cock poking me. My little cock dripping precum into my girlfriends' pink panties. My face covered in spit and precum, his hand on my throat. My lips parted, my eyes fixated on him.

“I’m going to make you into a real slut now.” His hand tightens, I feel his strength, I feel his dominance, it makes me cock rush with energy, it makes me feel so empowered in powerlessness; he can do anything he wants to do to me right now. He spins us around and pushes me down on the sofa, I spread and lift my legs; I’ve never been in this position during sex before, the passive one being fucked and I feel so excited. My sissy hole is practically throbbing with desperation, I can feel how loose it is. Sometimes when Ellie isn’t home I would use her small vibrator in my ass but I’ve never had a cock before, let alone a big one and the anticipation is thrilling, though I am a little bit nervous.

He pulls the panties to the side and lines up the tip of his cock on my asshole.

“You’ve got a tight little asshole.” He acknowledges, “I don’t think you’re going to be able to take my cock.”

“I want it,” I moan, enjoying the sensation of his cock lightly pressing and rubbing against my hole, “I want it so bad, I’m loose for you I promise Daddy.”

“Are you an anal virgin?”

“Yes, Daddy, it’s yours to take.”

My eyes were closed as I focused on the sensation of his cock rubbing me but I open them to his mischievously smiling face, his slides the tip-in with a little pop and my eyes widen.

Holy fuck.

It would be bullshit to try and say that it didn’t hurt a little bit, I mean nothing that thick has ever entered me before. But it was a good pain, does that make sense? Like hot wax dripping on your skin, if you’ve ever tried that. Or like a spank, a choke. It felt dominating, the pain was mixed in with ecstatic pleasure and the two mingled so that I could not tell either apart.

Slowly he slides every inch of his fat cock in my hungry asshole until all of it is in me. My breathing is so heavy now, my eyes are widened in shock and ecstasy. I never knew it would feel this good, I never thought I would be in so much paradise. If I knew to take a big Daddy cock felt like this then I would have done it years ago, I would have thrown out my whole wardrobe and invested in dresses and lingerie.

I manage to squeak out some words from my sissified mouth.

“Am I a good girl, Daddy?” This question makes him groan loudly, as he moves his hip backwards to line up for another push, his fucking is slow and rhythmic, enjoying how grippingly tight my asshole is on his cock.

He likes it when I talk dirty, when I talk about him being his little slut.

“I’m all yours Daddy, I’m your little slut. Fill my tight sissy hole, fuck it.”

“Fuuuuck.” He groans loudly, he has one hand on my chest, squeezing my through the little lace crop top, he’s really enjoying making a girl of me.

I can feel his cock throbbing inside of me and can tell he’s so close to cumming already, he’s so excited.

"Are you going to cum inside me, Daddy? Your little sissy girl, cum deep inside of me. Make a girl of me, breed me. I deserve it for being a naughty girl and wearing Ellie's panties. Don't I?"

“Mmm, you do, you little whore.” His hand on my chest squeezes tighter and he closes his eyes as he starts thrusting so that his tip edges around the entrance of hole with each pull back before pushing his long fat cock all the way in me again. I moan with him each time, my voice squealing and squeaking; I’ve entirely lost my male voice now.

I’m a sissy girl.

“Cum in me Daddy. Deep, please.” I moan. My whole body is electrified, I feel so used, so sexy, so dominated. I want his seed. “Oh fuck, yes right there.” He starts thrusting in a way that hits my spot and it awakens me inside, it’s like a floating on a fuzzy cloud and I start fucking him back, grinding as best as I can with his thrusts. “Right there Daddy, right there.”

“Fuck, I’m going to cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes, me too.”

He slides his cock out and pushes back in, I push my body against his and the built-up sensation in my groin unleashes like a knot being pulled out.

“Oh my God, fuuuck.” My cock starts squirting out cum even though it hasn’t been touched, I’ve never done that before. The feeling seeps all through me and I lay back in bliss, feeling the orgasm pump through my veins. My body twitches and convulses sporadically as I feel him pumping his hot loads into me.

"Fuck, it's so warm," I mutter through my orgasmic breath. I can feel his cock thickening and shooting with each release of his orgasm. His hand tight on my chest as he's squeezing me, owning me, releasing in me.

He pulls out, moaning, something about that being amazing and me being a good girl, but I barely hear, I’m lost in heaven. I’m a good girl. I can feel the cum leaking out of my asshole and it’s hot, I love it.

I guess I’m my girlfriend's dad's sissy now, but at least I’m not in trouble!

The End.
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Vol. 1: Girl of the House

Vol. 2: Girl of the Office

Vol. 3: Girl of the Dorm
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Used Sissy Series:
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Vol. 3: Girl for the Dungeon

Vol.4: Girl for the Girlfriend

Used Sissy Collection
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Sissy Season:

Spring

Summer

Autumn (Coming Soon!)

Winter (Coming Soon!)
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