

Sissy Secret Exposed by Mark Adams

“It’s so great to see you again!” Morgan let go of her suitcase and gave me a big hug before stepping back to inspect me. “You’re looking good, have you lost weight?” She asked, brushing her long blonde hair away from her face.

I felt my cheeks color a little bit at that question, I’d always been sensitive about my weight but was looking after myself better lately. I’d even started going to the gym regularly. But Morgan’s question wasn’t mocking; she seemed genuinely happy for me.

“Come on, let’s get you back to my apartment.” I deflected her question rather than answer it directly. “You must be tired and besides, we need to catch up.” The last time I had seen Morgan was not long after we graduated college, well over a year ago, and I’d missed her.

We’d never been an item or, for that matter, even gone out on a date, but she was my closest friend and she knew everything about me. All my hopes, my fears, and my failures. She’d talked me up when I was struggling in class and coached me through several dates. Their subsequent failure was certainly no fault of hers, though my pitiful dating and sex life was a source of constant amusement to her. Slim, chesty, blonde, and outgoing as she was there was never a shortage of offers or boyfriends for Morgan. Or one-night stands as she would cheerfully tell me.

It took a good hour to get from the airport back to my place and by that point, Morgan was visibly lagging. I’d been expecting that air travel takes it out of you.  I gave her a quick tour of the apartment. There are only four rooms, five if you count the bathroom, so it did not take long at all.

“Make yourself comfortable, I cleared out the drawers in that room, ” I told her. “I’m going to order some pizza.”

While Morgan unpacked and we waited on the pizza I ordered, I fetched two beers from the fridge so we could relax and catch up. By the time the pizza arrived, we were onto our third bottles and Morgan was telling me what was going on in her life. She was between jobs it turned out, and not sure what to do next.

“Well, you can stay here for as long as you like.” I offered, casually but sincerely.

“Uh-huh, that’s what you say now.” Morgan casually waved the beer bottle towards me. “But when the rent comes due, you’ll be expecting favors.” She leered and her voice made favors sound like the dirtiest thing I had ever heard.

Just for a moment, I admit I could picture it. Morgan kneeling rather than sitting next to me on the couch, ready to “pay the rent”. Her finger’s deftly unzipping me and then placing her hand on my cock, her lips parting. An irresistible image, but Morgan’s raucous laughter brought me back to back to reality sharply. God, I envied her sexual confidence. God, I hoped she didn’t notice my distraction.

“Seriously though, I might stay an extra week if it’s okay.” She said. “Take a look around. Maybe it’s time for a change. That’s if you can put up with a total slob who wears the same clothes for days at a time!”

“Don’t worry about it.” I dismissed her concerns with a casual hand wave. “I’ve got a washer and dryer, I can wash your clothes.”

“No need.” She smiled. “I can wash my own. Or is that just a desperate attempt to get a girl’s panties?”

Again her teasing and laughter. Again my mind went places it shouldn’t. It had been way too long since I’d been on a date, never mind sex. The things I might get up to with Morgan’s panties.

“Which reminds me,” Morgan said, her face scrunching up into a serious expression. “You owe me.”

“What?” My response was one of genuine puzzlement. Morgan was many things but careful with money wasn’t one of them. I’m pretty sure she owed me several hundred dollars that I never intended on collecting.

“Yeah Mister. Remember that dare? The panty dare?”

My eyes widened in shock. I did remember, but I couldn’t believe she was bringing it up after all this time.

“That was just a stupid game,” I mumbled, taking a sip of my fourth beer of the night.

“Truth or Dare, you picked Dare,” Morgan leaned towards me, eyes bright. “I said to put on girls’ clothes, and you chickened out. I ought to make you pay up right now.”

“We were drunk and it was ages ago.” My cheeks flushed at even the thought of it. Morgan couldn’t have known just how close to certain fantasies that dare came. There were some things I never shared with anyone, not even with her.

“Really?” She stabbed me in the chest with her finger. “You’re going to welch on it? What’re you scared of?”

There was nothing aggressive about her actions, she was teasing and yet, as usual, I found myself struggling to resist her suggestions. Morgan’s confidence bulldozed through my own uncertainties and doubts. Plus, she wasn’t going to let it go. I tried one last time to stop this.

“Well I don’t have any women’s clothes, so I can’t can I?”

She just looked at me, her expression saying is that the best you can do?

“I bet you could fit into some of mine, these days.” She winked. “Let’s find out.”

“Fine. But only for a few minutes and no you’re absolutely not taking any pictures.” I sighed.

Her face lit up with a level of excitement I wasn’t anticipating. It seemed like this was about more than just an old agreement that I hadn’t followed through on.  If I’d been sober or less tired I might have questioned my decision, but I wasn’t either of those things.

Before I could take it back Morgan was on her feet and hurrying through to her bedroom. I sat there for a moment, wondering what I’d just done and how I could stop this, nothing came to mind. It’s only a harmless joke I told myself, but it wasn’t harmless, it was something I wanted, something I’d always wanted.

“Justin! Come here!” Morgan called from the bedroom, her voice a mixture of excitement and authority. I stood and walked slowly through to join her, my heart hammering faster with every step.

Morgan was grinning from ear to ear, as she directed me towards the outfit neatly laid out on the bed. I didn’t understand why she was so into this but now on top of everything else I would feel bad if I disappointed her. I looked at the clothes and Morgan’s style hadn’t changed much since our student days. She was right that I would fit into them, but only just, and a skirt which would have been a little short on her would be very short on me.

“Well?” Morgan asked, the impatience clear in her voice. “What are you waiting for? Get changed!”

“I’m not getting changed in front of you!” My voice rose at least an octave at that idea. Morgan laughed loudly, her face flushed either from alcohol or excitement.

“Oh all right then, but really you don’t have anything I haven’t seen before.” She gave a little wink as she said that before sauntering out of the room.

I watched her leave, waiting for the door to close before even looking back at the outfit again. It was, girlish, there was no other word to describe it. A short tight-fitting skirt accompanied by a form-fitting and low cut top. But before I got to that I would have to put on the matching red bra and panties set and that red bra would show right through the white top. If it wasn’t already obvious what type of outfit this was, the black high heeled shoes, fuck me heels Morgan always called them, made it clear.

These were the clothes that Morgan wore when she wanted to pull. Sexy, slutty clothes. Morgan’s sexy, slutty clothes.  I felt my cock twitch as I thought about Morgan wearing these clothes and about the things that Morgan would do when wearing these clothes. Oh fuck, I was in trouble!

With the door shut the room was weirdly quiet, just me and my perverted thoughts. Seeing no way out of this I decided to get it over with and stripped off my jeans, t-shirt, and boxers.

The panties felt soft and flimsy in my hands. So little material to cause such a strong reaction. The fit was snug and I was sure that they were at least a size too small, but they were wearable and the pressure against my crotch felt good. Deciding it was best not to linger on that, I quickly put on the rest of the clothes and then finally slipped into the heels.

Curiosity got the better of me and I went over to the dresser mirror to see what I looked like. I was a little startled at how feminine the clothes made me look. The hair and face were still masculine, but with my new slim build, I looked a lot like a skinny, flat-chested, girl. A girl in a very short skirt

My self-inspection was interrupted by a wolf whistle. I spun around, cheeks aflame with embarrassment, and glared at Morgan whose head was sticking around the partly open door so he could watch me.

“How long have you been there?” I demanded, horrified at what she might have seen.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t see any of your naked bits,” Morgan smirked as she said this. “Your modesty is safe.”

“You had no right to look in while I was changing!”

“Serves you right for taking so long,” Morgan shrugged, not remotely sorry for her behavior. “Now, let me take a good look at you.”

I raised my hands as if to say, here I am what more do you want. I couldn’t wait to get back to my room and out of these clothes.

“I hope you were careful with my panties,” She teased, moving around me to get a look from all sides. “They’re one of my favorite pairs.”

I blushed even redder at that, my mind immediately picturing her wearing them and my cock twitched again. I prayed that Morgan wouldn’t notice but she smirked again and I was pretty sure that she had.

“You’ve always wanted to get into my panties haven’t you Justin?” Her voice was gentle in its teasing, but the way she said it, full confidence, I knew the answer wasn’t in doubt. It was something we’d never spoken about, always understood.

“Okay, I think that’s enough don’t you?” My voice was thick and raspy as I tried to exercise some control over this situation.

“Oh, I don’t think you really want me to stop yet,” Morgan shook her head. “You look very comfortable in those clothes, wouldn’t you like to wear them for the rest of the evening? Come on, I’ll get you another beer.”

With that she left the room again and for reasons I couldn’t explain even now, I followed her.

“You will have to practice walking in those shoes,” Morgan observed as she handed me another beer. “There’s a trick to it.”

“Not one I need to learn,” My response was curt but she didn’t seem at all put-off. Instead, she looked me directly in the eyes.

“Be honest with me Justin,” She said. “If I left these clothes here with you. Would you wear them again?”

I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing came out. The truth was obvious to both of us, no matter how hard or how long I had been trying to hide it. I couldn’t deny it, but neither could I admit to it. Morgan nodded, my non-answer apparently satisfying her.

“So, let’s try the walking again,” She instructed, gesturing with her hand. “From one side of the room to the other.” She sat down on the sofa and watched as I paraded backward and forward in front of her until she was satisfied that I was passable at walking.

“You need to put a bit more of a wiggle into your step,” She teased at one point, “If we did your face right and padded that bra out then you might look more like a girl than I do. But, let’s face it, in that skirt and those heels you’re a slutty girl.”

Eventually, Morgan let me sit down and her teasing subsided as the conversation moved on to her favorite topic, my lack of a girlfriend.

“You’ve got to put yourself out there a bit more,” She said, not for the first time. “I mean you’re an okay looking guy, girls will be into you.”

“Okay looking?” I retorted, “Way to build up my confidence!”

“Well, I mean, you look better as a girl.” She burst into giggles again. “And all the boys just love an easy girl.”

“I’m not easy,” I complained, cheeks flushed once more.

I don’t remember passing out, but I drank far more beer than normal, and at some point, I must have because the next thing I remember is a very pleasant dream.

*     *     *     *     *

Morgan’s lips and tongue caressed my throbbing cock, making me moan in pleasure and thrust my hips, eager to feel her mouth on me.

“I think you’re enjoying that a little too much Missy.” Morgan’s voice cut through the wonderful dream I was having and I blinked my eyes open.

Morgan was sitting across from me, her eyes locked on my face, her sock covered foot pressed directly against my panty covered cock. My very hard cock covered in Morgan’s panties. Last night’s activities came screaming back along with a throbbing headache.

“How bad do you want me to keep doing that right now?” Morgan smirked, the sole of her foot pressing against my crotch. I couldn’t stifle my groan despite the increasing embarrassment of the situation. To my disappointment and relief, Morgan removed her foot and stood up. “Relax, it’s not the first morning erection I’ve ever seen. Though, it is the first one I’ve seen in panties. That is kinda hot, I couldn’t resist playing with it a little.”

She winked at me and then sauntered off to her room. I didn’t know what to say to any of that. My relationship with Morgan had always been one of unrequited lust on my side and firm friendship on her side. I’d always known she was a free spirit sexually, but I’d only observed it second hand previously. This was very different and I wasn’t sure what it did to our relationship. My cock, on the other hand, knew what it wanted.

Instinctively I reached down to massage my cock through Morgan’s panties, before remembering that I wasn’t on my own in the apartment and I was still in the living room. Scrambling off the sofa I scurried off to my room, closing the door and hurriedly removing her clothes. I had been so close to cumming when Morgan stopped, she wasn’t wrong about how bad I wanted her to keep going.

Standing there naked in my room, I grasped my shaft with my hand, feeling it pulse, eager for more. I glanced down at the discarded panties, Morgan’s panties and began to stroke. I was interrupted by a loud thump coming from the room next door. The room that Morgan was in and instinctively pulled my hand away ready to try and hide.  I cursed, it was like being back at home or sharing a room at college. There was no way I would be able to jerk off with her right there.

Besides, a quick glance at the nightstand clock told me that I was already running late for work. I grabbed a towel and some reasonably fresh clothes and scampered to the bathroom, after first checking that Morgan hadn’t left her room and wouldn’t see me.

The shower cleared my head a little so I was able to get myself ready quickly and even the sound of Morgan taking a shower and brief thoughts of water cascading over her naked body didn’t pull me away from earning my paycheck.

*     *     *     *     *

The apartment was empty when I got home and I felt a rare twinge of loneliness. For the most part, I’m very comfortable on my own, but I was enjoying Morgan’s presence here. A note on the Kitchen counter said she was out exploring and would be back for dinner. Of course, she didn’t bother to say when dinner was. I glanced at my watch, there was time to make something if I started now.

I went to my room eager to get out of my work clothes and into a t-shirt and jeans and paused in the doorway. Neatly laid out on the bed was an outfit. Not the ones I had cast aside so hurriedly this morning, those were gone from the floor I noticed. This was more of Morgan’s clothes and the only person who could have put them there was Morgan herself. Which meant she had been in my room, reclaimed her outfit, and carefully picked out this new one for me.

Did she seriously expect me to wear her clothes for a second evening? Fulfilling a silly dare was one thing, there was no way I would make a habit of it. Leaving them on the bed, I instead pulled a pair of jeans and a t-shirt out of my drawers and put them on. Morgan was taking the game playing too far.

Morgan came staggering in the door, all smiles and laden down with packages. Her entrance was well-timed as I was just about finished making beef stroganoff in enough quantities to feed ten of us. She put all her packages in her room then came back out and surveyed me.

“Not changed?” She asked and I flushed.

“Morgan,” I started. “That was a one-off thing. I’m not some cross-dresser. And I’m not some joke to amuse you!”

She looked at me calmly, unperturbed by my outburst. “Did you enjoy wearing my clothes?” She asked. “Be honest. Because I know you loved my panties, I felt how much you loved those.”

I flushed and didn’t answer. I didn’t know how to answer. She was right about the panties of course. I loved the feel of her panties against me. But, the whole outfit, how did I feel about that?

“Think about it.” She said. “We’ll talk more tomorrow. I’m going out this evening, I think I scored.” She winked and I rolled my eyes, of course, any man with a pulse wanted Morgan. “What’s for dinner?”

We ate in companionable silence for most of the meal. I still didn’t have an answer to Morgan’s question, which troubled me, and I didn’t particularly want to discuss this man who would get into her panties.

“I won’t be back until late, don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” Were her parting words to me as she headed out the door again.

The apartment felt empty again after Morgan left and I couldn’t shake what she said out of my head. Did I enjoy dressing as a woman that much? She had been right about the panties, of course, that was an old fantasy of mine, though how she knew about it I wasn’t sure.

I tidied away the remains of the dinner, looking for ways to distract myself, but it didn’t work. She had said she would be home late, which meant not until the early morning. Unable to dodge or avoid it any longer I went into my room and stared at the outfit that Morgan carefully laid out for me.

This time it was a dress rather than a top and skirt. A clingy, tight-fitting pink dress that would hug anyone’s body. Which explained the lack of bra and the skimpy thong panties. Certainly, underwear lines were going to show through this clothing.

My mouth suddenly dry, I picked up those tiny panties, feeling the smooth fabric between my thumb and forefinger. Just a scrap of fabric but I wanted to feel them pressing against me. I wanted Morgan’s panties caressing my cock and balls. And what was the harm I told myself as I stripped off? She’d left them here for me after all, she wanted me to do this. Plus Morgan wasn’t here so she never had to know.

I stepped into the panties and pulled them up, careful not to tear or damage them. I needed to be able to put them back as though I’d never worn them. By the time I was pulling them around my hips my cock was already hard. The panties weren’t my size and they weren’t designed for a man so they hugged my balls and shaft tightly. I knew I needed to stop right then, but I didn’t, struggling to hook the bra on and then working myself into the tight dress.

I looked at myself in the mirror and had to admit that Morgan was right. With the right wig and makeup, I might be able to pass as a girl, apart from the obvious. The crotch bulged obscenely, the lines of the dress doing nothing to hide my erection.

I watched myself in the mirror as I reached down and cupped my bulging crotch, squeezing it. The moan was instinctive. I’d been worked up ever since Morgan arrived. The clothes, her teasing, not having any time on my own in the apartment. Pressing the palm of my hand against my cock through the dress and panties, I squeezed and rubbed.

It didn’t take long, my cock throbbed and spasmed as I came.  My cum soaked through the thin material of Morgan’s panties and a wet spot grew on the dress as I sank to my knees barely able to look at myself in the mirror.

The inescapable truth was that my orgasm right now, as quick and cheap as it had been was also most intense I’d experienced in a long time. But now that sanity was returning to me, I better do something about the evidence because I could face Morgan knowing what just happened.

I stripped off the dress, much less carefully than when I’d been putting it on, fought with the bra for a moment and then stepped out of the panties. Grabbing the pile of clothes and not even pausing to get dressed I rushed out to the laundry area and buried them at the bottom of the pile of dirty clothes. There would not be enough time to get these washed and dried before Morgan got home. I just had to hope she wouldn’t find them or ask about her clothes until I got a chance to clean them.

My sleep that night was fitful and interrupted by images of Morgan’s panties. I was woken early by the sound of the door slamming and someone, obviously Morgan, stumbling around the apartment. My mind summoned up images of her drunk and rumpled after a night of partying and sex. What would it be like to wear that outfit I wondered, and my cock stirred, pressing into the mattress. I rolled over, listening to her enter her bedroom and thinking about her stripping off those clothes.

This time it didn’t matter that Morgan was in the apartment or even that there was some slim chance she might hear me or know what I was doing. My hand went to my already tender cock and I stifled my moans as I stroked again and again. I fell asleep with my cock still in my hand.

*     *     *     *     *

It was hard to focus at work the next day but I tried my best. My mind kept drifting back to the dirty laundry at home and how important it was to get it washed before Morgan found out. My colleagues must have thought I was super focused and eager, but I just needed to get enough work done that I could leave early. Finally, at three I submitted my report and ran out of the office door.

It was the perfect plan apart from one thing. When I unlocked and opened the door to my apartment, Morgan was sitting on the sofa. She looked up as I walked in.

“There you are!” she said. “I’ve been waiting for you to continue our talk from last night.”

I was caught. No way to sneak past her, no easy way to leave when I’d just got home. And then she closed the trap.

“Oh and don’t worry I took care of all the washing.” The smirk that formed on her face caused an instant blush on my cheeks. “Naughty girl, playing without me.” There was no doubt that she knew exactly what I’d done. “Still, I don’t suppose I can blame you, I mean I was a bad girl myself last night. But if you hadn’t been such a stick in the mud you could have gone with me on a girls’ night out!”

My eyes opened wide at that last comment. She couldn’t seriously think I’d go outside dressed as a girl could she?

“But it’s probably too soon for that,” Morgan added seeing my shocked expression. “Let’s start small. You enjoyed being a girl last night didn’t you? Don’t deny it, I’ve seen the evidence.”

My face was bright red by this point. I wanted to run. I wanted the ground to open up and swallow me. Instead, I did the only thing I could. “Yes,” I whispered.

“I knew it!” The smile that lit up Morgan’s face brought a wave of relief to me. “I always had a feeling about you. I mean I knew about the panties of course, but I knew there was more.”

My cheeks flushed bright red. She knew about the panties. It had only been a couple of times during college. I’d been horny, they’d been available and I was sure she wouldn’t miss them, but obviously I was wrong. Why hadn’t she said anything until now? But Morgan wouldn’t give me any time to ask questions.

“On you go then, be a good girl and get into your clothes.” The lilt to her voice didn’t disguise that what she said was an order.

We had crossed some threshold but it was too late to try and reverse things now. I went to my bedroom where the familiar dress and underwear were laid out on my bed just like yesterday. This time I took a little more care as I dressed, making sure everything fit well and smoothing out any lines or wrinkles.

I was hesitant to return to the living room, but knowing that Morgan was waiting I steeled myself and stepped back out, only to freeze, eyes widening in shock at the sight before me. I wasn’t the only one who had changed, Morgan had too, though in her case she simply added to her wardrobe.

“Well, don’t just stand there in the doorway,” She smirked aware what was causing my reaction. “Come all the way into the room so I can see you properly.”

She didn’t move from where she was standing, a pose she’d picked for maximum effect. I took two steps forward, my eyes locked on the strap-on jutting from between her legs. She’d put the harness on over her jeans, and act that spoke volumes about our relative positions right now.

“Turn around.” She twirled her finger and I obediently turned for her letting her get a good look at my outfit from all angles. Embarrassment flamed within me under her inspection, but she nodded her satisfaction when I was done.

“We will have to work on the face and the hair,” she nodded to herself at some plan she had yet to fully explain to me. “You really make such a lovely girl.” She caressed my cheek with a soft hand. “This is going to be so much fun!”

“W-what is?” I hadn’t stammered in years, but my nerves got the better of me. This was all going too far and too fast. But Morgan saw a green light and there was nothing stopping her now.

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be a guy,” She gestured down and the obscenely protruding strap-on, “and now you can find out what it’s like to be a girl.” She ran her hand down my side then squeezed my ass possessively.

“The sort of slutty girl who wears tight skimpy dresses like that and gets all the boys hard.” She giggled, pointing down at the strap-on again. “And what do we do to keep those horny boys happy, hmm?”

I opened my life to answer but she shook her head. “Uh-uh, on your knees first babe.”

The pressure of her hands on my shoulders wasn’t enough to make me kneel, but I found my knees bending anyway and suddenly I was face to face with that strap-on, the cock-shaped plastic jutting out directly towards my face. She didn’t need to say what to do next, it was obvious what was expected. What is expected of any girl when she gets a boy this worked up. Licking my lips I opened my mouth wide and leaned forward, feeling my lips slide over the ridges on the strap-on as I slowly took it into my mouth.

“Good girl Justine,” Morgan cooed. “Mmmm, you know just how to please a man don’t you?”

Her teasing sent a wave of humiliation through me, but it also spurred me on and I took more of her cock into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it as though it were the real thing.

“Mmm, yeah suck it!” Morgan got into her role, rocking her hip as her hands’ in my hair. I struggled, panicking at the loss of control, but she gripped me tighter and pushed forward. “Guys love to do this to sluts.” She said.

“How does it feel to be so helpless, so used?” I gasped and almost gagged as her cock thrust deeper into my mouth. “You like being my cock sucker?” Her verbal assault continued as she started to fuck my face, taking full control. All I could do wast struggled to relax and keep breathing. I had never guessed Morgan to be capable of such a mean streak.

“You do, don’t you?” She teased, her foot pocking at the bulge in my dress where my hard cock was. “Say it. Tell me that Justine is an eager, cock sucking slut!”

Justin finds himself obeying and she has him stroke himself but he isn’t allowed to cum while she fucks his face, then afterward she rides his cock.

After they have both cum she tells him that tomorrow she’s going to use the strap-on on his ass and let him feel how it is to be fucked. She’s here for another week and they can explore his sissy side every night.
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