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The "First Person" series, Syndie Truelove explores sexuality from a very personal perspective. Syndie's goal is to not just tell the story, but to also pull you into it. To achieve that the stories are written from the first person perspective.

Syndie wants you to relax, read, and relate during another exploratory tale...


Introduction

We are all adults here, so let's be honest. Most men have tried on women's undergarments at some point or another in their life. Maybe it was a pair of panties belonging to their mother, their sister, a girlfriend, or even a wife. There is nothing wrong with that. When we were kids and toured the firehouse, we got to try on the boots and helmet. There is a natural curiosity about the garb of others and there are feeling that are associated with them.


For some, it becomes a life-long fascination and when they suddenly have a few hours alone the quickly don a pair of panties and dress up. Some enjoy pantie hose, hose and garters, bras, and other items.

In life, we make decisions. Sometimes we have regrets about those decisions or we are hesitant to take a course of action.

Forced feminization, the act of a man being made to act or fill the role traditionally thought of as feminine, is a common fantasy.

Why?

I believe that many men fantasize about forced feminization because of their curiosity about what it would be like to be thought of and treated as feminine. Some are brave and confident enough to dress and go out in public. But the closet crossdresser is more likely to hope that someone finds out his secret and takes the need for making that decision away from him. If someone forces you to model your panties and treats you as a woman, it is beyond your control and a part of your mind lets you simply go along for the ride.

It is also surprising how many women are also are interested in the swapping of gender roles and identifies. They have guys wanting to stick things up their ass or cram them down their throat all the time. With a strap-on and a feminized male on his hands and knees in front of them, they can now take control and return the favor.


One 

You lay on the bed, naked except for a pair of your wife's panties. The silky material feels so good against your cock. You pick up the magazine you've been looking at and flip to the next page. You'll never be sexy like the shemales in the magazine, but that doesn't keep you from dreaming.

Suddenly the doorbell rings. You toss the magazine aside and pull on pants and a shirt as you make your way to the front door.



You open the door and there stands a big, husky guy with a day or twos stubble for a beard.

"Howdy," he says. "I'm the electrician. Lady called and said there were problems with the light in the master bedroom."


Just like your wife! She didn't even mention it to you and here's some guy showing up to fix something that probably isn't anything more than a burnt out light bulb.


"I haven't noticed anything wrong," you tell him. "But you probably should come on in and check things out."


The man picks up his toolbox and follows you into the house. You lead the way down the hall. The silky fabric of your wife's undies rubs against your swollen cock as you walk. As soon as you can get rid of this guy, you're going to have to wank off!


As you walk into the bedroom you flip the light on and off several times.


"Seems to work," you say.


"Leave it off just in case," says the electrician as he pulls a screw driver and a flashlight from his toolbox.


He kneels down so the switch is at eye-level and removes the faceplate. He shines his flashlight on the switch and inspects it.


In the dark you watch over his shoulders. You look at the top of his head and think that if you were one of those sexy shemales like in the magazine, you can bet he'd be on his knees--but not messing with the light switch. Instead he'd be begging to suck your she-dick!




You snap back to reality as he puts the faceplate back on and turns.


"Seems to be okay," he says, looking you in the eyes. Then his eyes seem to drop. You're self-conscious about the bulge of your panty-clad dick, but there's nothing you can do about it. Is it your imagination, or do his eyes linger on that lump in your pants?


He stands up and flips on the lights and walks toward the middle of the room.


Suddenly you are filled with panic! He's looking up at the light fixture, but laying the middle of the bed is the magazine filled with shemales that you were browsing through and beating off to when the doorbell rang.


Before you can decide what to do, you hear a voice cut through your panic.


"Yep, seems okay," he says and his eyes fall from the light fixture and to the bed. His eyes drift to the magazine laying there.


The seconds seem like eternity. It's like time has stopped--there is no motion and no sound. Then he leans forward and picks up the magazine.


"Interesting choice of reading material," he observes as he turns toward you.


Your throat is dry. You want to say something, but you are literally speechless.


He stares at you for a long moment.


"Wearing your wife's panties?", he asks.


Ashamed, you can't help but nod your head.


"Strip and model them for me," he commands.


You look at him, shocked. Amused by your discomfort, a grin plays across his lips.


"Unless you want me to send your wife this"--he waves the magazine in the air--"along with my bill."



Two 

Your hands shake as you reach down and unsnap your pants. As you tug at the zipper, he sits on the foot of the bed watching. He seems to be enjoying both the show and your discomfort.

Your pants drop to the floor and you step out of them. Then you pull the tee shirt you were wearing off over your head. You stand in front of this total stranger wearing only a pair of your wife's lacey panties. To add to your embarrassment, the flimsy undies can barely contain your erection!


Your tormentor nods in approval.

"You don't fill them out like your wife, but not bad," he says.

In the back of your mind you wonder what, if anything, he means. Is the comparison just a random comment, or has he seen your wife in these same panties.

"Now model them for me," he commands. "Strut your stuff, baby."

You turn slowly so he can see you from all angles.

"Very nice," he says.

With the complement, something changes inside you. Moments before, you were an embarrassed man wearing panties. Suddenly you've become something different. You think of the beautiful shemales in your magazine. You've admired them--now there's a man admiring you as you model your undies. With a new confidence, you walk toward the bed.

As you draw near, the electrician reaches out and runs his fingers over the silky fabric stretched across your dick. You suddenly feel light headed. You turn so your panty clad ass faces him and you wiggle your butt.


"Mmmmmm," he say. "Very sexy."


Encouraged by his complements, you bend over. The fabric of the panties stretches tight across your ass. Your hands reach between your legs and you pop your dick out of the panties' leg hole. You stroke your cock several times, but then feel his fingers running over your ass. They work their way down the crack of your ass and fondle your balls.


You gasp and then straighten up. You turn with your stiff cock still sticking out from the leg hole of the panties.


The electrician is still sitting on the foot of the bed with your erect cock facing him at eye level.


"You are so sexy in those panties," he says. And then to prove his point, he leans forward and takes your cock into his mouth. As your prick disappears into his warm, wet mouth you feel your knees begin to buckle. You grab him by the shoulders--at first to steady yourself and then to guide yourself inside his mouth.



Three 

A moan escapes your lips. A grunt comes from him.

His arms wrap around your waist pulling you firmly against him.

"Oh yes, honey!" you gasp.


His mouth is eagerly devouring your shaft. His tongue works on the sensitive head of your love stick.


You look down. The panties. Your cock sticking out from them and disappearing into the mouth of a man you don't know. A tremor of excitement tears through your body and you whisper, "I'm going to cum..."


You're not sure what response to expect, but his efforts on your dick redouble. His head rockets back and forth on your shaft, then pauses to give your head extra attention with his tongue. You feel him suck with hunger and desperation.


Your cock twitches, and then jerks time after time as it empties a load of cum down the electrician's throat. He eagerly sucks you dry and then licks your cock clean.


When he's finished, he tucks your cock back into your panties. He bends down and begins to unlace his work boots. Then he stands and peels out of his jeans and shirt. Finally he steps out of his underwear and stands before you naked.


His erection shows the effect you've had on him. He grasps you in his arms and holds you tight. You look up into his face and your eyes meet. Seconds later your lips lock together and your tongues eagerly explore each other's mouths. As you kiss, you taste the hint of your salty cum in his mouth.


As you finally break apart for air, he whispers, "I've never done anything like this before..."


You drop to your knees and tell him, "Neither have I, honey. Neither have I..."



Four 

Your last words are muffled as you take his cock in your mouth. With desperation, you try to stuff his entire shaft down your throat. You get a sense of incredible fulfillment from having a man inside you. You reach down and begin to massage your limp dick through your panties. Your head jackhammers up and down, fucking the electrician with your mouth. His gasps and moans tell you you're doing a good job.

You can sense he's near, but there's something you want--something you must have.


You pull away, stand up, and kiss him. Then you grab a jar of lubricating jell from the night stand, hand it to the electrician, lay on the bed, and tell him, "Fuck me..."


Not needing a second invitation, he grabs the jar and lubes up his cock. Then he places your legs over his shoulders and reaches under you to lube your tightly puckered hole. Your body shudders in anticipation as his fingers touch your virgin hole. Gently he rubs the lube around and suddenly his finger is in you. You gasp then look up into his eyes. He's watching you and smiling.


"You need fucked, don't you bitch?" he says as he moves into position and guides his cock towards your eager hole. As he presses against you there is excitement. As the head of his hard cock first penetrates you, the pain is almost unbearable. And then your muscles relax and he's easily able to slide the rest of the way into you.


His manhood hammers your ass. In and out. In and out. Like a machine. You close your eyes and moan and writhe on the bed.


You hear him grunt. Opening your eyes you took at him and tell him, "Cum inside me! Fill me up..."


A few strokes more and you feel his dick stiffen and then break into spasms. You know that wad after wad of gooey cum is filling your pussy ass and you love it!


You lay on the bed spent as he pulls on his cloths. As he walks out of the bedroom he looks over his shoulder and tells you, "Good thing we checked that light out."


He winks and a few seconds later you hear him let himself out the door. And you drift off to sleep.



Five 

A few weeks later your wife is going through the mail.

"That's funny," she says as she shows you a bill from the electrician.

The invoice shows, "Inserted plug into new socket. No charge."

"Why is it funny?", you ask.

"Well, he's dropped by a couple of times since we moved in but never seems to find anything seriously wrong," she says.

"Well if nothing is wrong, why does he keep dropping by?", you ask.

You wife hesitates and you get the sense she wishes she could take her words back.

"He just likes to stay on top of thing, I guess," she says. As soon as the words are out of her mouth, she seems to suddenly realize that what she said might have a double meaning and blushes.

Inside you, a bit of jealously wells up. But to your surprise, it's not jealousy that your wife might be screwing around with the electrician. Instead you are jealous that the electrician you hardly know might be screwing someone besides you.

But you look at the hand written note at the bottom of the invoice and smile.


"Follow-up visit required soon to check status of new socket..."


Inside you feel a shift take place and a smile plays across your lips. You know that next time you wear your wife's panties, you'll be woman enough to satisfy the electrician like he's never been satisfied before.
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