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Chapter One

The first time I laid eyes on Asha was at the yearly company barbecue. A lot of my colleagues had brought their families along with them. There was food, games for the children, and a very wholesome attitude.

Well, wholesome other than Asha that is.

She was the CEO’s daughter and she was only nineteen years old. Despite her youth and inexperience, she had a very swashbuckling personality and was very commanding and bossy around people. I guess she got that from her father. On the day in question, she was wearing a black crop-top that showed off all of her midriff and a healthy amount of her beautiful cleavage. The skirt that accompanied the top was equally provocative, tight and short, and barely covering all of her naughty bits. She wore bright red lipstick, and her hair was done up in a sexy little ponytail. Most of the men at the party were having a hard time keeping their eyes off this sexy nineteen-year-old, and I’d see them taking glances every now and then, but this job was too important to me, and so I kept reminding myself to not slip up and do something stupid.

I’d heard stories about her before. About how she’d gotten with one of her dad’s employees right after she turned eighteen. They’d been discovered together in a supply closet, and if the rumors are to be believed they were in a very compromising position. The guy got fired of course, because what self-respecting man would keep an employee on after he’s seen fucking his eighteen-year-old daughter on company premises. Which meant I had just one mission for tonight: to not end up like that guy.

But as you will probably be able to tell by now, things didn’t work out exactly as I wanted them to. Asha was rebellious. And she was devious. Once she set her eyes on a target she didn’t halt pursuit until she’d gotten what she’d come for. And although I did not know it yet, I was her target for tonight.

I had just finished a round of drinks with some work buddies when I felt nature calling. The bathrooms were all the way over on the other side of the field that the party was set on, so I set off in that direction before my need became too uncomfortable. Perhaps she had her eyes on me before this, or perhaps she only took notice when I broke away from the group and set off for the bathrooms. But whatever the reason, Asha ended up following behind me without my knowledge.

I shut the bathroom door behind me and pulled my dick out of my pants to take a piss. I regarded my cock with a bit of disdain as I started to pee, frowning at the lack of size I possessed down there. Now that I was no longer around her, I let the images of Asha that I’d tucked away in my brain play behind my eyes. But along came the instant realization that I could never please a woman as hot as her with something as feeble as my dick. Perhaps if I built up the rest of my body with exercise I could enjoy more success with the ladies. But as it stood, I was skinny all over, cursed with delicate features and an overly womanly body.

I was just about done pissing, my cock still in my hand, when I heard the door to the bathroom open behind me. My first instinct was to ignore it since it was probably just another guy in here to take a leak, but then I heard a feminine giggle from behind me, and I froze where I stood.

I turned my head to find Asha standing behind me, covering her mouth with a hand as she struggled to hold back her laughter. Her eyes stared right at my crotch. “It’s so small!” she laughed, and I felt my heart sink to the bottom of the ocean. I shoved my tiny dick back in my pants as she continued to laugh, a deep blush rising to my cheeks at the humor in her eyes.

“T… Th… This is the men’s room,” I said, in what must have sounded like a weak, frail stutter.

“Is it?” She asked, putting a hand on her hip and staring me down. “I doubt it. After all, you can’t be a man with dick as small as that.”

I just hung my head in shame, the blush dominating my cheeks fully.

“In fact,” she said, giggling once again to punctuate the middle of her sentence. “You almost look like a girl too. With those tiny arms and those flaring hips.”

I put my hands in my pockets and continued to stare at the bathroom floor. She was the boss’s daughter after all, and even if I had been man enough to reply to all these insults, I couldn’t risk jeopardizing my job in this way. So I continued to shift my feet around and stand there with my head hung, waiting for the moment when she’d get tired of berating me and go away on her own.

“Tell me.” She took a couple of steps into the bathroom now, letting the door close behind her. “Are you wearing women’s panties under those pants?”

This finally got a rise out of me, and I shot back immediately. “No, I’m not. Why are you saying that?” I’d intended to come off as strong and commanding, but my voice ended up creaking in the middle of the sentence, and I seemed more pathetic than ever.

“Because if you don’t have women’s panties on, then maybe you should.” I raised my eyes a bit to look at her. She was already beyond the door to the bathroom, and she had her gaze locked directly on me. Without looking away, she took one hand and snapped the bolt on the bathroom door, locking us both in here.

What the fuck is she doing? I thought to myself, her comment about the panties still ringing around in my head as my heart began to beat more rapidly.

She took slow, calculated steps towards me, her shapely hips swaying from side to side in the most sensual manner. She kept creeping closer and closer until her youthful, curvaceous body was mere inches from me. Until I could make out the outline of her bra and smell the sweet scent of her young body. My cock began to harden a little in my pants, but I had nothing to worry about on that front because it wouldn’t make a noticeable bulge anyways, given how small it was.

Her big, round eyes stared into mine and she bit her scarlet red lips as she regarded me with a look that I couldn’t quite pin down.

And then, in a move that I could never have expected from her, she grabbed the hem off her deliciously tight skirt and pulled up to reveal her creamy, naked thighs. And then she pulled some more. Pulled until I could see the olive-colored panties that she had on underneath.

I felt my heart beating at about a thousand beats per second, my brain jumbled with more emotions than I could count.

“W– what is this?” I barely managed to get the words out, my tongue swelling up with how much pressure I was finding myself under.

“It’s what you want,” She whispered right next to me, large, brown eyes practically glittering in front of me.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

Fucking hell. She wants me to fuck her. And I’m going to end up getting fired like the other guy. I don’t even have any savings that I can rely on. And who the fuck would hire the guy that fucked the last boss’s daughter? My life would be ruined.

But even as all the negatives ran through my mind, my cock continued to betray me. It continued to pulse and throb within my pants, and even as little as it was, the added blood flow meant that it kept getting harder.

She gathered her skirt until it was right around her hips, and then she took her hands to the waistband of her panties, hooking either thumb in there as she gave me a wicked smile.

I gulped hard but said nothing.

She winked at me. The kind of wink that sent shocks running through my body. The kind of wink that made my cock throb with heightened desire. The kind of wink that would make any man freeze where he stood. And then she pulled her panties down. Pulled them all the way to her ankles before stepping out of them in a slow and sensual manner.

Then she stood back up, pulled the skirt back down, and held the panties up right next to my face.

“Here you are,” she said, that bright smile still on her face.

“W– what do you mean?” I was still stuttering.

“You know.” She laughed.

“I… I don’t.”

“You wear them of course, silly.”

At first, I thought she was kidding, but the dead serious look on her face as I tried to brush it off as a bad joke made me reconsider. Suddenly, I found my heart all but stopping as the panties swayed inches from my face. As my boss’s extremely hot daughter pursed her lips into a disapproving pout. A pout that would, very frankly, put the fear of God in any company employee.

“I won’t.” I couldn’t. No matter how hot she was. No matter what I’d get out of this. I simply couldn’t bring myself to wear women’s underwear.

Her eyes narrowed, and her pout became even more pronounced. “If you don’t,” she said. “Then I’ll just tell my dad that you tried to fuck me in here.”

“But I didn’t.” I was starting to panic now.

“Doesn’t matter.” She rolled her eyes. “He’ll obviously believe me over a low-level employee like you.”

I weighed my options quickly, and I’ll admit freely that the hard-on in my pants played a big part in my choice. But back then I told myself that it had only to do with the fact that she was threatening me, and so I quickly grabbed the panties out of her hands, a gesture that made her burst out laughing once again. Much to my embarrassment.

“Someone’s really excited about this.” She continued to giggle, and even though I wanted to tell her to shut up, I said nothing.

I turned to go into one of the stalls, but she stopped me before I could get a step in. “What is it?” I asked her, only to find that the smile on her face had disappeared again.

“Where do you think you’re going?” She said, eyes narrowing in on me again.

“To the stall, to put these on like you wanted me to.”

“Oh no. You don’t get to go to the stall. You have to put them on right here where I can see you.” She turned her neck to look at the bathroom door. “Besides, the door’s locked. No one else will see you.”

Again, I took a few seconds to weigh my options and came to the sad realization that I had no way out of this. With how deep I already was, it was in my best interest to simply agree with whatever she wanted and to get this over with.

So I let out a sigh, unfastened my pants, and slid them to my ankles. I took off my shoes, and stepped out of the pants completely, leaving me only in my white boxers.

“Those come off too.” Asha had her arms crossed under her chest as she looked on at the whole process.

“I know.” I had already resigned to my fate, so I pulled down and stepped out of my underwear. Before I had a chance to put them anywhere, she grabbed them from my hands and stuffed them into her purse.

“Will I get those back?” My shirt was hanging low enough to cover my dick, but I still had a protective hand hovering over my crotch so that my shame would not be that easily viewable.

“We’ll see.” She wasn’t one for explanations, that Asha. Came with getting everything you ever wanted in life I suppose.

I gulped hard as I surveyed the feminine underwear in my hands. They were a pair of olive bikini bottoms, and as hot as having Asha’s panties in my hands was, I couldn’t believe I was actually going to be putting them on. I looked up at her pleadingly one last time, my lower lip trembling as I tried to dissuade her with a feeble look in my eyes. But she remained unmoved, and just cocked a hip as she waited for me to go through with it.

Out of options once more, I bent over to step into them.

She started laughing again as the panties slid up my legs. Maybe she was laughing because she caught another glimpse of my tiny cock, or maybe she was just laughing at the sight of a grown man putting on a pair of panties. But whatever it was, it was extremely humiliating.

I felt dread in the last few seconds as the panties slid up my upper thighs, and I was more than a little embarrassed as the waistband snapped into place around my hips, but as soon as the crotch of the panties came into contact with my cock, I felt a rush of pleasant emotion ripple inside me.

This actually feels kind of good. I thought to myself, wiggling my butt around to get the panties to fit perfectly, my cock rubbing against the slightly damp bottom of the panties – presumably from Asha’s sweat.

“Wait,” she cried out, her voice almost shrill. “You actually like this?”

Fuck. How could she tell straight away? I hadn’t even said anything yet. I tried to find the words to speak up and tell her that she was mistaken, but she kept laughing, and I ended up saying nothing.

“This is the first time someone’s actually ended up liking it.” She continued to laugh, her eyes nearly watering with how much fun she was having. “I can’t believe you’re actually enjoying this.”

Again as before, I said nothing. I just pulled my pants back up and fastened the belt. The panties felt nice against the fabric of my pants, much better than what my boxers had felt like. And the first thought that jumped into my mind was whether other people would be able to tell what I had underneath my pants.

Because if they couldn’t, I could see myself doing this more often…

“What about you?” I pointed towards her crotch, reminding her of the fact that since she had just given me her panties, she had nothing on down there.

“Oh don’t worry about me. I rarely wear panties anyway. Just feels freer this way.” An image of her exposed pussy as she skipped about the barbecue ran through my mind, and I found myself getting hard in her panties once more.

“Well?” I realized she had been saying something to me that I was too zoned-out to register.

“Yes?” I asked, suddenly attentive again.

“I said you should leave before I do.” She ran a hand down my pants and grabbed my ass, leaning in closer until her mouth was right next to mine. “So nobody suspects anything about us.” Her voice was a whisper, and the feeling of her hot breath on my face made my cock even harder.

“Y… yes… of course.” I tried my best to gather myself, but the words still came out sounding pathetic. “I’m leaving now.”

And so I did, with her still giggling behind me. But I found myself caring less and less about the humiliation she’d been inflicting upon me, and more and more about how the panties felt on my body. I thought about how the back of the panties bunched up and rode up my ass, the fabric nestling itself snugly between my cheeks. I thought about how the front rubbed my cock and my balls and how the waistband gripped my hips.

Hips that began to sway subconsciously as I walked back to the party.


Chapter Two

The feeling of those panties secured around my tush was giving me all kinds of problems down there. They rode up my ass every time I moved around and tugged at my cock when I tried to shift my feet around or squirm into a more comfortable position. But when I say I had ‘problems’ I’m not talking about how the clothing sat on my body. No, no. Sure, the sensation of a pair of panties around my butt wasn’t one I was acquainted with, but it was still far from unpleasant.

The problem, then, was not the fact that I had panties on. It was how my body reacted to being in them. My cock continued to pulse within its cotton prison through the night, throbbing and pulsing for release as it sat against the cool fabric of Asha’s underwear. It wasn’t just the fact that they were panties. They were her panties. A pair she’d had on until fifteen minutes ago. A pair that still held her scent, still held lingering traces of her body. Traces that were now wrapped around my bum, traces that rubbed up against my cock in the most exciting way.

And of course, there was the issue with her presence.

She made sure to hang around in the same area that I was in. Always finding excuses to get near me, bending down in a way that offered up all of her delicious cleavage for my eyes. I tried to keep my eyes to myself, but you couldn’t really do that with a woman as sexy as Asha. Still, I kept trying to remind myself that she was still my Boss’s daughter – a boss that was notorious for being both a hard ass and a fiercely protective dad.

I’d just thwarted her latest attempt at riling me up when Asha made her way to one of the long tables that were being used to serve the food. She made sure to stand directly in my line of sight, and then looked back to make sure that I was watching, a deviously wicked smile on her face as she eyed me surreptitiously. I was just about to look away when she faced away from me again and bent over at the waist as if she was leaning down to pick something up. My heart nearly stopped as I saw her skirt rising up.

She doesn’t have any panties on.

Time began to slow down, and my cock thrashed violently within the panties as Asha continued to bend. The skirt kept rising, and by the time her hands were touching the ground, I could peek at the bottom of her pussy lips peeking out from under her skirt.

My cock was stiffer than it had ever been before, and although I did not notice it immediately, there were beads of sweat forming on my forehead.

For how hot it had all been, the moment ended rather unceremoniously when Asha got back on her feet and time began to move regularly. My heart was still beating at about a million beats per second, the sweat that had started forming on my forehead was now trickling down the side of my face, but the party went on around us as if nothing had happened.

And for them, perhaps nothing had.

Nobody else had noticed the boss’s nineteen-year-old daughter flashing her pussy for anyone to watch, and I was glad for it. What if someone else had seen? What if they’d brought it to her father’s attention? What if she squealed, and singled me out for the reason why she no longer had her panties on? Getting fired would have been one thing, but this imaginary scenario would have ended up with me being humiliated in front of hundreds of people for wearing panties.

By the time I regained my senses, I saw Asha walking to the other side of the field, where there were a lot of very tall trees. My eyes scanned her body once more, and I was at least glad to see that her skirt was back in place and that she wasn’t flashing her pussy anymore. But the way her hips swayed as she walked away told me that she wanted me to follow her, and these suspicions were all but confirmed when she stopped for a second and looked back at me, telling me with nothing other than a single look from her eyes that I’d guessed correctly.

And so, with my heart beating rapidly, and my cock hard as a rock in my panties, I saw no other option but to follow her.


Chapter Three

I followed after her, maintaining a little distance of course, as she walked to the edge of the field. There was a lot of overgrowth before the treeline started, which meant that I lost sight of Asha by the end, but I kept moving forward regardless.

I stumbled across the treeline, my eyes flitting about to see where she’d gone off to. A part of me was still scared of following her so brazenly, but there was something about the panties I was wearing that was giving me more confidence than I’d ever had. And so I ignored the warning signs rising up from deep within me, and walked into a small clearing that was surrounded by a thicket of trees.

Asha was standing in the middle of the clearing, looking every bit as radiant as she had out there – no – she was looking even more radiant now that there was no more artificial light around. The moonlight shone directly on her, illuminating her perfectly sexy form as it stood out against the backdrop.

For a few seconds, I did nothing but look at her, taking in every detail of her tight little body. The way her tits almost begged to be let out of her top, the way her legs shone in the pale blue moonlight, the way her ass stretched out the tight little skirt she had on.

And the way her naked pussy rested beneath all of that.

“Are you just going to stand there,” she asked, speaking up to break the silence that I had been carrying. “Or are you going to get your ass over here?”

Needless to say, I didn’t keep standing there.

I half walked, half ran over to her, the cotton panties rubbing deliciously against my ass as I moved my legs. She threw her hands around me the moment I neared her and pulled me into a passionate kiss. I wasn’t sure what was happening, or why it was happening, and most of all as to why it was happening to someone like me.

But I loved it all the same.

I surrendered all control over to Asha, her lips firm against mine, her tongue forcing its way inside my mouth, her hands moving down my sides as she pushed her leg against the bulge in my pants, my cock throbbing as violently as it ever had.

Less than an hour ago I was in the bathroom pitying myself for having a penis that couldn’t please a woman, and now here I was, making out with the hottest girl I’d ever laid eyes on. Everything made that much hotter by the fact that I had a pair of her panties on while we did it.

Her tongue continued to work against mine, and her hands kept sliding down the side of my torso until they’d reached my belt. I wasn’t quite sure where this entire thing was going, but when she started slipping her fingers inside my pants I saw no reason to stop her.

“Mmmhm,” I moaned into her mouth, letting her know that I approved, and so she went further. Slipping both hands firmly down the back of my pants. I felt a strong, almost electric, shudder pass through my body as she splayed her fingers against the naked flesh of my tush, squeezing me down there in the most erotic way.

This would be as good as a time as any to mention that I hadn’t been very sexually active before this incident, which meant that this level of stimulation was already nearly enough to get me to the edge of the line. There was already a hint of precum oozing out to stain my panties, and I was sure that if Asha’s hands ever found their way to the front of my panties, I’d cream myself within a second.

Her knee pushed up against my bulge again, and another surge of pleasure ripped through my body, making me shudder in the most intense way. She grabbed my ass with both hands and spread my cheeks apart, eliciting yet another moan from my fully occupied mouth. She pushed her tongue deeper into me to thwart these unseemly noises and then she started running her fingers up and down my crack.

I felt the heat inside my body rising like a burgeoning wave with every passing second, and when she put one of her fingers directly onto my puckering asshole, I knew my time was all but up. “Are you ready for something special?” She broke our kiss for just a moment to speak to me but planted her lips back on mine before I could answer.

“Mmhm.” I mimed my approval into her mouth, and then, without further notice, she pushed her finger inside my hole, sending a wave of rippling euphoria thrashing through me. Her knee pushed up at the same time, all but squishing my dick against my body.

I knew I had reached the end of the line.

I did not know it by virtue of reason – no, no. I was too far gone for that. I knew it in the way her finger entered my virgin asshole, knew it in the way my ass shuddered around her hand as the orgasm ripped through my body, knew it in the way my legs nearly gave way from underneath me, knew it in the way the most sultry moan spilled from my mouth into hers.

Knew it in the way my cock throbbed as I spilled my seed inside the panties she’d given me no longer than thirty minutes ago.

She kept kissing me even after I’d climaxed, and she only pulled away after she felt the wetness from my release against her knee. She took her finger out of my asshole, pulled her hands away from my tush, and took a single step back. Then she eyed me with the same naughty look she’d had on her when I first saw her in the bathroom.

“Did you like that?” She asked, crossing her arms under her chest, cocking an eyebrow at me to drive home the point.

“Y– yes.” I nodded, my cheeks tinged red with both the aftereffects of the orgasm and the humiliation of creaming myself in her panties.

Her grin grew wider, and she reached for my crotch, grabbing the stain that had shown up on my pants. “You liked it a lot it seems.” She giggled. “Just look at how much you’ve come.”

My blush grew stronger. “It’s not like that,” I tried to speak up. Tried to offer some sort of explanation where none would have sufficed. “I just hadn’t been…”

She waited as I struggled to find the words. “Hadn’t been what?” She asked finally, still giggling.

“Hadn’t been intimate with anyone for a long time. It won’t happen so quickly next time.”

She laughed again, and I felt even more shame well up inside me. “Next time?” She asked, giggling all the while. “Do you really think that there’s going to be a next time?”

More shame. More humiliation.

“I just thought –” She was behind me before I could get the words out, and she dropped her hand once again, grabbing hold of my ass as she squeezed it once more. She leaned right next to me as her fingers dug into my tush, and whispered right into my ear. “I’m just teasing you sissy-boy. There’s obviously going to be a next time. And if you’re good enough, there’s even going to be a time after that.”

I felt my heart beating rapidly once again, and despite the fact that I’d just orgasmed a minute ago, I felt my cock starting to harden once more because of how she was grabbing my ass.

“Now you better leave before my daddy walks in here and finds us,” she said, voice still a whisper, breath still hot on my ear and my neck. “And you can’t very well walk back into the party with that huge ass stain on your pants, can you? People might end up thinking you pissed yourself or something.”

“It’s not that bad –” She cut me off again, squeezing my ass even harder.

“Trust me,” she said. “It’s pretty bad. You’re better off leaving.”

She was right, of course. The stain on my pants was huge, and there would be no hiding it once I walked back into the well-lit area where the party was happening. “Okay.” I sighed. “I’ll leave.”

“Good boy,” she replied, relinquishing her grip on my sweet, tender tush.

But I still couldn’t bring myself to leave. Not before I’d had a chance to see where things stood between us. And even though I was scared to death of Asha, I dared to speak up again.

“How will this continue,” I asked, putting all my courage into those words, which meant that I didn’t have any left to raise my head and look her in the eyes as I asked the question.

She giggled one last time, and slapped me across the ass with an open palm, making my tush jiggle in my panties. “You’ll know when I want you to know, sissy boy.” She laughed. “Off with you now.”

And then she was gone, leaving me standing in the middle of the woods with wet and sticky panties around my bum.

Even after all of this I couldn’t quite believe what had just happened – couldn’t quite believe what I’d gone through. I didn’t know why Asha had singled me out and made me wear her panties, didn’t know why she’d called me over to the woods and started making out with me. I didn’t know why she’d slipped her hands onto my ass and squeezed me down there, didn’t know why she’d run her fingers through my crack, didn’t know why she’d fingered me to an orgasm in the middle of the fucking woods.

I didn’t know any of this. I just knew I liked it. And that I wanted more of it.

To be continued.
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Trapped in her panties

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B09R9CCL32

When Kyle has a shameful accident in the front seat of his Boss’s car, he has no choice but to put on a pair of her dirty panties.

He doesn’t know it yet, but the simple act of walking around in feminine clothing has started to awaken his true sissy self. What follows is the tale of his feminization, where he experiences things he never knew he was missing. The sort of things that will leave his backside aching for more.

OEBPS/image_rsrc85.jpg
SISSIES

TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING, FEMINIZATION








OEBPS/image_rsrc84.jpg
i

e

;"\"}&‘M" %¢
O

FIRST TIME SISSY FEMINIZATION

LUNA SAGE






OEBPS/image_rsrc86.jpg
S
L
.«\a«\:\\ e
e,
e

0#\%\\%%\4 llxu?«&
h...n.mmm.\u\v‘\..v\ =

===







page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





